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Honorary Secretary’s Report

For most of us, the summer had all but disappeared before we
started our cruising, the finest weather probably only lasting
from mid May to late June. But this did not in any way detract
from the success of the year from the sailing point of view as
the many and varied logs in this Annual testify. I should say
that my knowledge of these activities is at third, fourth or fifth
hand. You will no doubt recall the final paragraph of my
Summer Bulletin in which I wrote that I would greatly
appreciate details of members activities for this report, quite
clearly you have all mislaid my address as not a single tittle,
tattle or otherwise salacious tit bit dropped through my letter
box. Hence, what follows is my threatened dry report.
The first committee meeting of the year has a particular
importance because with it is held the meeting at which the
nominations for membership are considered. Twenty two new
members were elected and the committee were pleased to see a
significant number of them participating in Club events during
the year. l would remind those who proposed, seconded and
supported them of the necessity to encourage their nominees
actively to participate until as it were, they develop a life of
their own. Some new members or their spouses may feel a
little intimidated by events such as our Annual Dinner, they
may need to feel that they will not be left out on a limb if they
do come along.
It was the turn of the Eastern Region to arrange the Annual
Dinner this year, and held on 7th March 1992 in the Slieve

Russell Hotel, Ballyconnell, Co Cavan, it was, I understand,
the best attended function which has been hosted by the Club.
116 members were present and with their guests and the guests
of the Club a total of 252 partook of a well presented and
varied dinner menu. The Sleive Russell had only been open for
a short time before our dinner but many members commented
to me on the friendliness and professionalism of the staff.
From their first sight of the imposing limestone facade of the
hotel to their reluctant departure on Sunday afternoon,
members expressed their satisfaction with what had been one
of our most successful Annual Dinner weekends.
We were honoured by the attendance of the Commodore of
the Clyde Cruising Club, Charlie Simmie with his wife
Marian, Ross Pilling representing the Cruising Club of
America, Mary Barton Commodore of the Ocean Cruising
Club and Christopher Thornhill Vice Commodore of the Royal
Cruising Club with his wife Valentine. The only criticism
which I care to remember was that of a number of northern
members who felt that the Slieve Russell was really their
hotel, so l expect that it will not be long before we are back in
Ballyconnell again.
This was followed a fortnight later by the Annual General
Meeting. In what has become a well established custom, it was
held at the Royal St. George Yacht Club, and your committee
appreciate the generosity of the members of that Club in
permitting our influx each year. It is a measure of the growth

(L) Cantabria and the Basque CoasL Pei~in Eile anchored out in Elanxove. (R) Tosca IVand Brest ’92. Commodore
motoring out of Brest under bows of Santa Maria.
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of your Club that the library in which the meeting was held
proved too small for our numbers, those not precipitant
enough in their move from the bar found themselves unable
even to enter the room much less sit down. There was an
attendance of 96 members, a further 40 acknowledged the
importance of the occasion by sending apologies for their
inability to be present. The Commodore asked members to
stand in silence in memory of the seven members who had
died since the last AGM. The report of the Honorary Treasurer
Donal O’Boyle, read for him in his absence by Rear
Commodore Dermod Ryan, presented a picture of the Club in
a healthy financial state, such in fact that funding of the next
edition of the South & West Sailing Directions due to be
published in 1993, can probably be achieved without recourse
to our overdraft facility.
The election of the Flag Officers and Committee produced
no surprises, Hugh Kennedy being returned unapposed as
Commodore for his third year in office. Two new Rear
Commodores were elected, Brian Hegarty from the East Coast
and David Nicholson from the Southern Region. Paddy
O’Sullivan of Tralee was elected to the Committee for the
Western Region for the first time.
The Committee having advised members of their intention
to put forward a revised set of Rules, including a new rule the
effect of which would be to limit the number of members in
the Club to 550, expected that this would provoke
considerable discussion, which it did. Without exception,
members present were in favour of the proposal, with a
number of members emphasising that we are a Club and not an
Association. A Club of members with whom one would want
to socialise, a Club any of whose members one should be able
to take as crew with perfect confidence and who would fulfill
their obligations to attend at the Club social functions or
Rallys. Dr John Harbison was concerned about the possibility
of the Club becoming a geriatric institution, but the
Commodore reassured members that the Committee while
continuing to elect members on merit could favour younger
candidates should that be considered desirable. The
Commodore asked for views against a rule to limit the number
of members, but no such views were expressed. The rules
would be proposed for adoption at a Special General Meeting
to be called in accord with existing rule 9.
In the course of his address, the Commodore referred to
John Gore-Grimes who had finally stood down after eighteen
years as a Committee member, as Honorary Editor of the

Columbus 500. White Shadow crew: Joan, Rob, David and
Christine. Photo: Lorraine Nicholson.

Annual and as Commodore. His work for the Club and his
sailing achievements over those same years bad been
outstanding. He deserved a special tribute from members and
this was greeted with prolonged
acclamation.
Vice Commodore Arthur Orr
referred to the many changes
which had occurred and were
about to occur to our Sailing
Directions. Sales had increased
substantially, so much so that new
editions were required much more
frequently than in the past and
with the improvements which
were occurring generally to
sailing directions, improvements
such as additional colour
photographs, coloured chartlets
etc would be required at an ever
increasing pace. But he stressed
that the continued incorporation
of our unique local knowledge is
a major factor in the success of
our Directions.
Joe FitzGerald had adjudicated
The Northern Area Autumn Rally in Carnlough. Photo... Barr3’ Keane
the logs for 1991 and he then

presented the awards with the assistance of Mrs Aoife
Kennedy. Afterwards not all members who wished to dine
could be accommodated but those who did do so enjoyed a
most pleasant evening.
Your Committee are conscious that for a number of reasons
two maior events of the Club calendar took place within a
fortnight and will endeavour to spread them out in future by
bringing the Annual Dinner back to a date in February and
leaving, where possible, the AGM to a date later in the month
of March.
The Eastern Region had decided to try the new marina at
Pwllheli in the north of Cardigan Bay for their June weeke,ld
Rally. By a quirk of the calendar it was over before June
arrived on Monday 1st, but the location proved an excellent
choice. The weather was mixed for the trip over, most yachts
experiencing mist or fog and light winds but a total of 18
arrived at the marina between Friday afternoon and Saturday
morning. The location of the marina, half a cable by sea but
two miles by land from the Club house was overcome by the
hospitality of Pwllheli Sailing Club who provided mini bus
transport throughout our visit. Members were delighted that
Michael O’Farrell came direct from Carlingford Lough to
participate, particularly as Cuchulain’s crew were under some
time pressures and had to depart again early on the Sunday
morning.
The Saturday night dinner was at its most informal best,
fine food, and excellently extemporaneous speeches led by
retired Rear Commodore Dermod Ryan. (retired in the sense
that the incomed (stet) Rear Commodore Brian Hegarty could
not be present as he was cruising in Sweden). Thoroughly
enjoyed by the 99 who managed to sit down for the meal and a

East Coast Rally at Pwllheli. Photo: W. Rea.
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Michael O’Flaherty arriving at the CCA muster at Bartlett’s Island
Maine in July. Photo." A.G. Taggart.
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most suitable venue for future Rallys or as a stopping point on
a Welsh coast cruise.
The following boats took part; Sceolaing, Elysium, Ring of
Kerry, Andante, Lola, Chang, ling, Red Velvet, Cuchulain,
L’Exocet, Alannah, Marie Claire II, Jabberwock, Saki, Growl
Tiger, Eblana, Leigh Mar)’ Lindos, Delphin & Tearaway.
Paddy O’Sullivan reported that the Western Region
organised a Rally to the Blaskets from the new marina at
Dingle in which two boats took part. Joe Fitzgerald provided
the necessary seniority and solemnity for the dinner in
Skibbereen which followed the Southern Region’s Rally to
Castletownshend. I understand that about 50 persons attended

At the Rally to East Ferry,
Paddy O’Sullivan, Michael O’Farrell and David Nicholson.
Photo: Barbara McHenry.
the dinner but not having had any reports on either of these
two events I cannot add anything further.
The Rally organised by Clayton Love Jnr at the Royal
Malta Yacht Club was enjoyed by all who attended. There
were three ICC members yachts present and they were joined
by other local yachts. Liam McGonagle’s plans to be present
were cut short by his gardening activities which should be
taken by all members as a warning against being distracted
from the sea by herbage.
The Northern Area Rally took place at Carnlough during
the weekend 5/6 September. The forecast of 5/7 SE veering
SW 6/8 was not very encouraging. In the event, Bill Rea with
ICC members Stan Conroy (on secondment from Ring of
Kerry) and Barry Keane made it from Dublin in Elysium, Alan
Hutchinson in Suaeda from Strangford, Miss Molly and Scotch
Mist came from Bangor and Juffra with A Winter’s Tale came
round from Larne. Saturday was a great sailing day, however
Sunday proved to be decidedly bumpy! The Commodore and
his wife and Vice Commodore (who provided these notes)
were present. Altogether forty-four members and guests sat
down to a substantial meal in the Londonderry Arms Hotel,
drinks having been enjoyed both on the boats and in the bar
beforehand. In the face of gale forecasts, Elysium deferred her
return to Dun Laoghaire and was provided with a mooring and
launch service in Larne. Bill Rea and his crew were most
impressed with the hospitality extended to them there.
By tradition, the Autumn committee meeting takes place in
one of the regions outside Dublin, and Rear Commodore
David Nicholson suggested that it take place at the Royal Cork
on Friday 25th September, the evening before the Southern
Region Rally to East Ferry.
This was a particularly important committee meeting
because at it the final draft of the revised rules was agreed by
the Committee for approval by the membership at the Special

General Meeting which has been called for 3 ist October 1992.
These rules, which have been drafted and re-drafted over the
past two years by your Commodore taking into account
suggestions from members of the committee, incorporate the
changes which have been made since the last revision in April
1976. No objections to the proposed new rule to limit the
number of members have been received by the committee in
the period between the AGM in March and this meeting.
The meeting was followed by dinner in the Royal Cork at
which the committee were joined by many members from the
Southern Region so that not only the bar, but the dining room
also were crowded, not normally a consideration in these
recessionary times. The Rally to East Ferry was most
successful, ending with an excellent lunch at Jimmy Butlers
new restaurant just up from the marina. Some boats took the
opportunity to avail of the Open Day at Haulbowline to
sample the hospitality of the naval bar there on the way back.
It was a chance to see the splendid old buildings at close
quarters, they are a tribute to those long gone who designed
and built them.
Vice Commodore Arthur Orr as Hon. Compiler of our
Sailing Directions witnessed a graphic example of the
necessity for the disclaimer of responsibility which is at the
front of all our Directions when a Flag Officer from Cork (it
would be most unfair to name him but he lives overlooking the
island!) attempted to circumnavigate Haulbowline Island on
his way back to the Royal Cork marina. There has been a
bridge across the fairway there for quite a number of editions
of the sailing directions ..... !
A number of events are to take place before the year is out.
The Special General Meeting on 31st October and the Eastern
Region Winter Lunch at Howth Yacht Club on Friday 4th
December. The Southern Region Christmas Dinner is planned
for Cork on the same day but even if it were to be the
following evening it is doubtful if the effects of the Howth
lunch would have ameliorated sufficiently to enable your
scribe make the journey south. The Commodore is arranging
an evening in Bangor in November at which a video of the
Classic Boat Rally in Brest which he attended in Tosca will be
shown.
And thus I end my report as I began with a plea that in
future I be advised of the activities of all the regions for
inclusion in future reports.
Cormac P McHenry
Honorary Secretary

Aoife and Hugh Kennedy, Rosemary and Bill McKean after the
Annual Dinner in Ballyconnell. Photo: Kevin Dwyer
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Challenge Cup Awards 1992

It only seems like yesterday when Jan and I were gently but
definitely persuaded by the ever efficient Declan Clancy, who
has organised our Publications since 1977, to have all proofs
corrected and photographs in place for the 15th November, at
latest. That was six years ago. The Hon Editor Ronan Beirne
ably assisted by Declan Clancy, has placed our Club’s Annual
in the realms of the Gods. This has been achieved by hard
work, by dedication and, dare I say it, by a degree of
professionalism which is not always a characteristic of a truly
amateur and unsponsored Club, such as ours. Long may both
traditions survive. Our Annual is a worthy reflection of our
members gallant pursuits on the seas and oceans of the world;
it is more than that - it is a social history of many personal
sailing voyages, far and near, during sixty three years of the
Twentieth Century. There have been many changes which are
faithfully recorded since our first edition, recounting voyages
in 1930 and 1931, in a slim but beautiful volume of 25 pages.
All of our Club’s Annuals are available in the Library of the
Royal Irish Yacht Club and I would urge our members to
browse through this veritable "treasure chest" of cruising
adventures.
The Hon. Editor Ronan Beirne who has put the 1992
Annual together is to be prasied for a grand achievement, but I
must also pay tribute to our Cruising Members who take the
trouble to record their voyages; who share their triumphs and
their tribulations with our readers. There is a lesson to be
learned from each submission and the Annual provides joy and
inspiration for those who are planning wind-filled passages
from one landfall to the next. Here and there the accounts are
brave and poetical as a new summit is conquered. Here and
there the accounts are ponderous and verbose as we all wonder
what ’on earth’ or ’at sea’ we are trying to achieve under a
hostile sky with a grey, cold, wet ocean at our feet. All of it, is
cruising and no where is it more perfectly recorded, than in the
Irish Cruising Club Annual.
This year’s Annual is another splendid record of our
Member’s endeavours. Ireland has been extensively cruised
and raced around and I have thoroughly enjoyed a delightful
submission from our Club’s vital historian William Nixon.
John Waddell created a new Club record by cruising ’Five
Grandsons’ from Bangor to Connemara and back. Patrick
Jameson’s ’Summer Odyssey’ took me with envy in to many
memorable and familiar ports in the South and South West of
our ’Teddy Bear’ island’s paws.
Scotland, which often produces a wet and windy crop of
logs, received visits from old friends including Admiral Sir
Anthony Morton, Paul Butler and Bernard Corbally. Wales
was extensively explored by Bill Rea and by Clive Martin who
strayed beyond the Celtic fringe into the heartland of Ireland’s
most beloved soccer- city, Liverpool.
France, Spain and Portugal are covered with enthusiasm by
David FitzGerald, Sean McCormick, David Park+ Brendan

Bradley, Donal Walsh, Cormac McHenry and by David
Nicholson, who extended his voyage to Las Palmas on Gran
Canary Island. As I write, David is sailing White Shadow
across the Atlantic, ’In The Footsteps of Christopher
Columbus’. Our Commodore Hugh Kennedy broke the mould
and took Tosca IV from Bangor to Brittany before retreating to
West Cork. His account of the ’wooden ships’ gathering at
Brest on Bastille night is delightful. I can almost hear Hugh
speak as I read the lines. Tosca IV was very much at home in
the company of so many classical hulls.
Robert Barr has presented us with a beautifully written
account of his cruise in the Canadian Pacific. It seems that our
Canadian brothers have much to learn from our turbulent
fellow members of the European Community. The mouthwatering descriptions of ’La Grande Cuisine’ of Brittany are
completely absent from this account. The closest that Bobby
could find, to anything resembling good fodder, was a rather
reluctant hamburger produced by a lady named ’Tiger Diane’.
On the other side of the North American Continent Brian
Dalton took Boru from Rockport to St. John’s Newfoundland,
and back.
This remarkable cruise included a total of 74 anchorages on
a distance of 3,000 miles which ends modestly with a
quotation from an old Irish Ballad about the devil transporting
a notorious female on his back - "We were one day going and
three coming back".
Our Rere Commodore Dermod Ryan cruised the Bahamas
with characteristic competence and good humour while Colin
Chapman sailed Deerhound single-handed from Plymouth to
Newport in the Euro 1 Star Race. Colin’s account is
fascinating. It contains brief but excellent comments on such
matters as ’fear’, ’depression’, ’navigation’, ’food’, ’clothing’,
"entertainment’ etc. David McBride and his crew returned
Deerhound to Ireland.
Jarlath Cunnane gives us a clear account of his voyage from
Killaloe to Bodrum (Turkey). It is, as he says: "an unusual log
for most of the trip I was not onboard".
James Osborne sailed Verve to the Lofoten Islands and on
to Bodo. His account is most engaging and in Rorvick he and
fellow member Arthur Magan, "tried to make amends for the
looting and raping by the Vikings in the 6th Century". They
confess that their efforts ended in failure, which is not
surprising allowing for the fact that not a single Viking had
been conceived in the 6th Century.
Unfortunately I was not presented with an account of
Verve’s return from this gallant voyage. Bill and Hillary
Keating completed a splendid cruise from their home port in
Holland to Rugen in East Germany in four weeks. Their cruise
involved much arduous navigation and they sailed 1,084 miles
and visited fifteen different ports. The account is excellent.
I believe that I have left the best wine until last and some
may accuse me of prejudice. When you read Michael

Coleman’s heroic account of his voyage on Stella Maris from
Ireland to Greenland, to Newfoundland and home again to the
holy ground once more, I think you will agree with me that
Michael has earned the Club’s premier award. Michael sailed
4,300 cold, windy miles in seven weeks and as he says of his
return - "we were all tired, but well satisfied". I award the
Faulkner Cup to Michael Coleman.
I have had great difficulty in making the award for the
alternative best cruise, as many of the account come so close.
Nevertheless I am greatly impressed by Cormac McHenry’s
solo voyage to North West Spain. His account has a magical
gaulity which captures the very essence of pure cruising.
Imagine inviting Dermod Ryan aboard for "afternoon tea"!
Cormac writes; "it was only days later that it dawned on me
that "afternoon tea" without drinks is most probably not
standard ICC fare!" I award the Strangford Cup to Cormae
MeHenry.
I was intrigued by Clive Martin’s cruise on the West Coast
of our neighbouring island in just nine days. His enthusiasm if
boundless. It is also infectious. I award the Fortnight Cup of
Clive Martin.
Bernard Corbally took - L’Exocet to the Shetlands and back
to his home port in Dun Laoghaire in five and a half weeks,
dropping anchor in forty-three ports. His extensive voyage
earns him the award for the best cruise in Scottish waters. I
award the Wybrant Cup to Bernard Corbally.
The Round Ireland Navigation Cup is awarded for the best
circumnavigation of Ireland with special emphasis on the
navigation and pilotage content of the log. In the
circumstances, I make no award.
The Atlantic Trophy is awarded for the best open sea
passage with a distance from port to port of at least 1,000
miles. Wee Davy McBride sailed Deerhound from Rhode
Island to Horta and home to Corsshaven with a good deal of
soul-searching and with true grit and determination. All the
better that his first mate was his son Jamie. The account of his
sailing is a pure delight. It is refreshing and it is honest. I have
no hesitation in awarding the Atlantic Trophy to David
McBride.
The Fingal Cup is awarded entirely at the Judge’s own
discretion for the log which
appealed to him most. This
award is close to my heart.
Nine and half toes
McGonagle, and your

scribe, presented this cup to the Club in 1981. The choice this
year is difficult because so many logs genuinely appealed to
me. The good Doctor Park struck a particular chord with his
frankly, outspoken account of his voyage from Ringhaddy to
Santander and home again. I thoroughly enjoyed his arrival at
’Pontoon C’. Gallic Marina gauleiters are no match for Park. I
award the Fingal Cup to David Park.
The Rockabill Trophy is awarded for a cruise which
involves an exceptional feat of navigation and / or seamanship.
Our past Commodore, Peter Bunting completed the Irish
Cruising Club’s first circumnavigation of the world, this year.
Jan and I were privileged to sail with Peter from Fiji to Darwin
and I have read and heard of much of his voyaging from
Gibraltar to Gibraltar. I saw the master at work in the
notorious Torres Straits, in conditions which were less than
comfortable. His quiet, undemanding competence and
confidence were a splendid lesson to someone who is often
overbearing and short tempered. Peter met with and overcame
many difficulties with grace and with ease. I award the
Rockabill Trophy to Peter Bunting.
I am grateful to the Commodore and to the Flag Officers of
our Club for honouring me with the task of adjudicating the
1992 Awards. If I could make a plea to future contributors it is
this; "do not tell us about what happened on Wednesday the
13th, Thursday the 14th, Friday the 15th, etc. Write from your
heart and let it flow. I have enjoyed this preview of our Annual
but I am left with one enormous problem. What will I read on
Christmas Day this year?
Summary of Awards
The Faulkner Cup
The Strangford Cup
The Fortnight Cup
The Wybrant Cup
Round Ireland Navigation Cup
The Atlantic Trophy
The Fingal Trophy
The Rockabill Trophy

Adjudicator - John Gore-Grimes - sighting some winning logs

Michael Coleman
Cormac McHenry
Clive Martin
Bernard Corbally
No Award
David McBride
David Park
Peter Bunting

Tom Lawlor
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Stella Marls north Atlantic circuit. Greenland Pilot giving Michael Coleman instructions. Photo: P. Meehan.

Around the Coast. The Rear Commodore and Aidan Tyrrel[ aboard Witchcrqf?. Photo." W.M. Nixon.

xii

Honorary Editor’s Note

and will
Anmml for a good
of the
job.
the
this Annual.
maintains the lists of
winners etc that are
this area is conducted
to these lists should
b Cornlac.
annuals are delivered by hand to ensure members
their copy at the earliest opportunity. This task is
, volunteer members at a time of year when most
in mind. The distribution is co-ordinated

due

enjoyed the privilege of having a preview of the logs
and would like to share this pleasure with another. Interested
members who might like to take on the editors function are
in.vited to contact me.
Finally I wish all good reading and fair winds in the coming
season.

the

been assigned

801 November
Ronan Beirne
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Index of Cruising Grounds

Reference numbers: The first two digits of the reference number refer to the year of publication while the latter digits refer to the
log number in the Table of Contents of that year’s annual: eg 87.11 - Annual of 1987, Log no. 11
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Honorary Complier’s
Report

In August 1992, I sent out some 90 questionnaires to Yacht
Clubs, Harbour Masters and our own Coastal Surveyors. The
replies from the first two groups were very good; the replies
from Surveyors were a bit like the parson’s egg! I am about
to retire from the job after ten years, however, it is my
intention to publish in Spring ’93 a new enlarged, and thanks
to Kevin Dwyer, a much more colourful illustrated edition of
the S & W Coasts. My successor, when he is appointed, will
be producing the N & E Coast amendments for 1993. By the
time you read this, the new S & W Coast edition will have
gone to press, notwithstanding, will those penitant members
who did not reply to me, please send in their information and
I will turn it over to A. N. Other for use in the 1994
Amendments to S & W. Information will be required in early
1993 for the N & E amendments, and should be forwarded to
me until the announcement of my successor. In case there is
any doubt about who is responsible, the list is published in
the 1991 Annual.
I have greatly enjoyed the last ten years, but feel it is time
for someone younger to take a fresh look at both publications,
to improve their format, content and general usefulness at
sea. Despite the first paragraph, I am eternally grateful to all
those members who have afforded me so much support over
the whole period, without this the whole project would have
been very difficult indeed.
Later, the editor of the Journal reports that he has not
heard from any of the Ports this year. Can’t imagine that
there have not been some incidents to record. The privileges
of membership bring with it responsibilities even if only to
signal a nil report.

Library Report

During 1992, the library has acquired up-to-date pilotage
material for the waters of Ireland, the United Kingdom, and
the Channel and Atlantic coasts of France. These purchases
have been funded jointly by the ICC and the RIYC.
Our chart collection continues to grow, and Sheila Beirne
has begun the task of cataloguing it on a PC. Upon its
completion, we shall be able to produce printed lists of the
whole collection, or parts of it, arranged geographically,
alphabetically, or numerically. We currently have over 2000
charts, so there is a considerable amount of work to be done.
The antiquarian part of our collection will shortly receive
from Messrs MacDonnell and Dixon (architects) the most
generous donation of a set of eighteenth century charts of
Irish and British waters, from the original surveys of 1776 by
Murdoch McKenzie.
The question of borrowing has been raised by a number of
members. Most of the interest has been in the chart
collection, and I have referred this matter to the commodores
of both clubs.
This will be my last report as honorary librarian. I have
enjoyed the five or so years during which I have been
involved with the library, and I am glad to have this
opportunity to thank all those members of both clubs who
have made it possible, including the flag officers and their
committees, and all those members who have given books,
charts and financial support. In particular I should like to
think Ian Roberts of the RIYC, who was the architect for the
project.
R.A. Somerville
Hon. Librarian

Arthur S.P. Orr
Vice Commodore & Compiler Sailing Directions

Arthur Orr - at the northern Autumn Rally,
Carnlough

BarJy Keane
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Stella Maris Greenland scenery -- mountains, ice and water. Photo: G. Minihane.

Stella Maris Old Harbour, Nanortalik. Photo: P. O’Connor.

Stella Maris- North-North Atlantic Circuit
Michael Coleman

When planning our cruise for 1992, I was aware of it being the
500th Anniversary of Columbus’s crossing in 1492. I have
always had, as long as I can remember, an ambition to sail the
Atlantic. However, the problems are considerable, not the least
being that when you sail westward from Ireland on arrival in
the New World, you then have to turn around and sail home
again. So, in fact, if one is not into shipping one’s boat oneway or flying home, then a double Trans-Atlantic voyage is
the only solution. Having read some on the early life of
Columbus, I was very interested in learning that his early seagoing life was spent on the North Atlantic in the salt trade
from Spain to Iceland and back with fish. We Irish of course,
are well aware of the fact that St. Brendan sailed westward via
Iceland and Greenland to North America, landing in
Newfoundland in the 6th Century, so why not do a NorthNorth Atlantic circuit and commemorate two great navigators,
St. Brendan and Columbus and roughly follow St. Brendan’s
route which was Ireland-Greenland- Newfoundland-Ireland.
Having got out the charts and dividers, the total distance
amounted to approx. 4,000 miles, just about pssible to achieve
in a two month cruise.
Over the past two years, I have become friendly with Paddy
O’Connor of the Irish Naval Service. Paddy is a sailor of
considerable experience and having discussed the voyage with
him, he became very enthusiastic and expressed and interest in
doing the trip. I was delighted to have him and signed him on
as Mate Watch Captain. My son, Denis, had some small
cruiser/racing experience and was also signed on. Ger
Minihane and Paddy Meehan were also recruited, although
they had no previous sailing experience at all. They were both
very keen to do the trip. So after 2 weeks of hectic planning
and store buying during which our house was turned into a
ship chandlers and provision shop, we set a sailing date of
25th July, 1992. It was a little late maybe, but one must
remember, the ice in the South Greenland area does not break
up until towards the end of July to early August.
We departed from the pier head in Cobh at 1400 on
Saturday 25th July, bound for Cape Farewell. The forecast was
not great, South West 6 - 7. On cleating Roches Point, the
wind was indeed on the nose, with a nasty dirty sea running.
We decided to motor on down the coast and store everything
on board, in a proper fashion.
After 6 hours motoring, it was decided to pull into Union
Hall for the night. As we had a very long road ahead of us, it
made sense not to tire ourselves out on the first few days. We
sailed at 1000 next morning and discovered on clearing the
Harbour that the wind was westerly and very fresh. We
decided to motor onto Crookhaven and await a fair wind
before heading on out into the Atlantic. We picked up a
visitors mooring in the sheltered calm of picturesque
Crookhaven at 1600 and completed tidying up the boat and
storing away the one thousand and one items that are part and
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parcel on any well found cruising boat’s equipment. The
following morning, Monday 27th, at 0600, the BBC Forecast
gave North West 3, as good a forecast as we could expect, as
after breakfast we slipped the mooring and motored out of
Crookhaven harbour bound for Cape Farewell, South
Greenland, 1,400 miles distant. We hoisted the main, however,
when hoisting the jib, the halyard became jammed at the mast
head. All efforts to free the halyard from the deck failed. We
had 2 head sails and 2 main halyards, but to sail on out into the
Atlantic with only one jib halyard useable, could not be
considered a wise thing to do, so there was nothing to do but
to return to the shelter of the harbour and send a man aloft to
investigate. We motored in under the lee of Rock Island.
Paddy O’Connor volunteered to be hoisted aloft, even though
his comments were "I don’t mind going aloft as a rule, but, I
hate going up masts first thing in the morning"!! The problem
at the masthead was caused by the halyard jumping the sheaf
and becoming jammed between the sheaf and the sides of the
sheaf box. New 6 mm wire halyards were ordered several

months before departure, however, the chandler dispatched 5
mm and these were fitted. The reduction in size was partly the
cause of the problem, the clearance at the sides of the sheaf
was too great anyway. To eliminate the problem, a new rope
halyard was rove and also an external block attached to the
masthead and a new wire external halyard rove. We now had
three headsail halyards, two internal, one external so we had a
belt and braces situation. Paddy spent one hour working aloft
and when we lowered him to deck again, it took some time
before the circulation returned to his legs and before he could
walk comfortably.
At 1020 we hoisted the main and number 1 jib and sailed
out towards the Mizen, the wind was West N.W. 3, so we were
able to make a course of 260 deg.compass and make 5 knots.
By 1110 the Mizen was abeam.
For the first few days, we experienced mainly light winds,
head winds, or occasionally no wind, so progress was slow
enough. Everyone was, however, getting their sea legs and
getting to a sea going routine and generally settling in and
getting lots of sleep, etc .... it is a great boon to get an easy start
for when the bad weather comes, one is rested and ready for it.
By Day 3 we were sailing through the southern tail of the
Porcupine Bank and several large fishing vessels were in sight.
Progress was slow but steady, we were averaging about 3
knots, 70-80 miles per day.
Early in the morning of Day 4, the wind began to freshen
from the South W. and the barometer began a steady fall. By
noon, we were beam reaching along on a North Westerly
course and doing a good 6 knots. We were beginning to make
real progress at last. Towards evening, the wind backed around
to the South and increased to force 5 and then force 6. We
changed down from the genoa to the number 1 jib. We were
able to keep the full main as the wind was aft of the beam. We
kept this rig throughout the night and had fine fast sailing. By
mid-morning on Day 5, the wind began to head us and veer
around to the South West. By mid-day, we were hard on the
wind and our sail was reduced to a double reefed main and the
working jib. The sea and swell was building up and the boats
movements were becoming quite lively and of course being on
the wind, spray was flying everywhere. The barometer was
still falling steadily, sky heavily overcast and lots of rain
about. We were heading for a bit of a blow. However, the
wind did not increase about Force 7 even though the going
was rough, progress was brisk. Our DR position at 2130 was
53’30’N and 20’00’W. We had achieved our first goal which
was the 20th meridian. We had divided the passage into
sections, the divisions being at 20’W, 30’W and 40’W and
finally, Cape Farewell. Each section was about 400 miles, so
to reach our first target after 5 days, was not bad at all.
On Day 6, the wind moderated to Force 4 to 5 and veered
around to the North West. We came around onto the starboard
tack and we were able to make a course of 270 compass which
was 250 true. The days run was 98 miles, an average of just
over 4 knots which we maintained throughout the day.
Towards evening, the barometer again began a rapid decline. It
dropped from 1012 to 1006 in a few hours and the wind swung
around to the North W. and showed just as rapid an increase.
We promptly prepared for the worst. Reefed down to double
reefed main and down to a working jib, we can normally carry
this rig up to Force 7 to 8. Everything was secured down
below, all skin valves shut, all hatches securely battened down,
etc... Needless to say, everyone was wearing safety harnesses
on deck and when on the helm. Towards evening, the weather
continued to deteriorate. By 2000, the barometer had dropped
below 1000 M.B., blowing a full gale. With some very heavy
gusts, we decided to tie-in another reef in the main but we had
left it too late. As the watch below were putting on their foul
weather gear and getting harnessed up, a loud crack rang out

from the main and on looking aloft we were horrified to see it
split almost in two between the 2nd and 3rd reef points. Paddy,
who was in the cockpit, immediately sprang forward to the
mast and threw off the main halyard, the watch below who
were now dressed immediately came on deck and we hurriedly
gathered in the main before more damage could be caused by
its wild flapping in the wind, which was not a full Force 8 gale
with 9 in the gusts. The sea was building all the time and the
barometer still falling was now 996. To make progress against
the gale with only a working jib was impossible, so it was
decided to lay a-hull for the night, under bare poles only. As
darkness was coming on, Paddy and Denis crawled forward on
all fours to the bow, Gerry cast off the halyard at the mast and
the two boys forward hauled the jib down with great difficulty.
It was a hard task, one minute the bow was high in the spray
filled air and a few seconds later it was buried in angry white
foam. The crew were young, strong and fit but in mid-Atlantic
on a madly heaving bow, fighting a wild flogging jib, they
looked strangely fragile and vulnerable. The scene with the
boys working in the madly pitching bow is impinged on my
minds eye and will remain there as long as I live.

Beaut3, of lce could almost have been cut from marble G. Minihane
Looking forward from my position at the helm in the
cockpit, I could not but feel a sense of pride in the crew I had
chosen. They went about the difficult task, in a cool and
efficient manner. No shouting or screaming just cool
efficiency. I knew then that whatever challenges lay before us
that we could handle them.
When the job was done, the crew scrambled back to the
shelter of the cockpit on all fours and the helm was then
lashed. Under bare poles, the motion of the boat became a lot
easier, almost bearable. True, she rolled very heavily, but it
was an easier role, not a violent one as before and she did not
pitch hardly at all. The wind, which was now a steady Force 9
shrieked through the rigging, but the rig was not under any
strain. The seas were not quite large and threatening with
frequent heavy breaking crests, but we did not ship one drop
on deck. I believe that on a strong well-found vessel, laying ahull under bare poles is the preferred manoeuver in heavy
weather, provided one has enough sea room of course. We
experimented with trailing long warps, but they did not seem
to make any impact on the situation at all. When we were
satisfied that the boat could look after herself, we posted one
man on lookout and the rest went below to dry themselves off,
get into a change of clothes and cook a hot meal.

After the meal, cooked by Paddy M., in really rough
conditions, Paddy O. remarked after some really vigorous
scrubbing of the soup pot, "this soup sticks to the pot so hard,
if all else fails, we can glue the main-sail together with it !!".
After deciding to change the lookout every three hours, the
rest of the crew took to the bunks in a vain effort to try and get
some rest. The storm continued throughout the night and the
little sleep we got was grabbed in
brief snatches. I, myself as skipper,
was well aware of the very serious
position we now found ourselves
in, the badly torn main sail was a
very serious, almost fatal, blow to
our adventure. To continue on the
voyage with damaged sails would
be foolhardy and downright bad
seamanship. I thought about it a lot
and was wracked with worry and
concern for hours. Sleep only came
in the briefest fitful snatches.
Conrads quote came into my mind
on more than one occasion, namely
"I have known the sea too long to
believe in its respect for decency".
As a professional mariner in my
younger days, I had grown to love,
respect and indeed, fear the sea. I
know what damage it can do and to
continue on in a weakened state,
would be asking for trouble. The
sea is like a heavy weight boxer, Coming alongside at St. John
punching and jabbing away at you,
always probing, looking for a
weakness and then exploiting it, when found. All night, I
agonized over the decision, but in the end the decision was
clear. Unless the main could be repaired and brought to its
original strength, then we would abandon our Atlantic cruise,
return to Galway, send the sail to Dublin for repair and then
maybe cruise to the Faroe Islands and Iceland. I did not tell the
crew as I felt that the repair should be done without pressure
and in as relaxed a way as possible.
During the night, the lookout spoke to a Greek cargo shop
on VHF and got the forecast. The Greek confirmed that the
wind was North W. Force 9 but would moderate towards dawn
which it dutifully did and thankfully the barometer showed
signs of a slow but steady climb. The sun rose shortly after
0600 and things looked much improved. The wind was down
to Force 5 and the sea had moderated considerably. I had left
word with the lookout to call all hands at 0600 and have tea
and coffee at hand. After a fast cuppa, we immediately set to
work. The no.2 jib was hoisted to enable us to get way on the
boat in order to steady her up somewhat. The main was then
brought down below for a detailed examination. The sail was
split for 2/3 of its length from the leech to the luff between the
2nd and 3rd line of reef points. The damage was serious but
we felt repairable, luckily we had lots of sail twine and several
sewing palms and needles on board. We also had on board a
repair kit for our inflatable dinghy which included a container
of fabric glue. As the saloon table was too small, floorboard
panels were removed from the forecabin and set up on the
table, thereby converting it into a sailmakers bench. The
frayed edges of the damaged area were trimmed off. The area
was then sponged with fresh water to remove the salt. The
edges were then drawn together and offered up to each other.
We were careful to ensure that the shape and fullness of the
sail could be maintained. When we were satisfied with the
shape, we nailed the sail to the bench, using thumb tacks. A

sail bag was then cut up to make two large patches, one 8’x2’,
the other 8’xl’. The patches were washed to remove salt and
dried over the gas cooker, with all plates lighting. The washing
and drying was important as we felt that the salt soaked
material would not take the glue very well. The edges were
then turned back and glued all round. The patch was then
placed on top of the tear and both the patch and the sail were

P. Meehan
tacked together onto the bench. The patch extended from a
batten pocket at the top-end to a panel seam at the bottom-end
and overlapped both by about one inch, thus the patch
extended from one strong point in the sail to another, for extra
strength. A 2" strip around the perimeter of the patch was
glued and when tacky pressed and roiled onto the main sail,
using a wine bottle which was ideal for the purpose. When the
glue had set, the patch was then stitched all around. It was very
slow tedious work. It took 3 men many hours to complete the
task. Finally, the sail was turned over and the whole process
repeated on the reverse side. To add extra strength to the leech,
a much heavier leech line as sewn in and tied and stretched
between the 2nd and 3rd reef cringles. When the job was over,
our fingers and hands were in a sorry state, red raw and
numerous small cuts and bruises. However, we were well
pleased as the repair went better than we had dared hope for.

P O’Connor mate showing badly torn main sail
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It had taken 3 men, 15 hours of hard work but it had gone
well and we were back into serious sailing again. The main was
hauled up on deck and quickly hoisted. It looked well, the shape
was very good. The area of the patch was now the strongest part
of the sail and the decision to carry on westward was easy to
make. At 2230 we were again under sail, making 6 knots under
double reefed main and the no.2 jib. The wind had backed
around to the South during the day. This was a welcome
development indeed, as up to now, most of the trip had been
spent hard on the wind. It was great to have reaching conditions
at last. Unfortunately, it did not last long as by the change of the
watch next morning, the wind had again swung around to the
North W. and freshened to Force 6, leaving us hard on the wind
on the starboard tack on a course of 330, making 5 knots. The
sun which was up to now, a scarce sight, appeared in the
morning and again at noon. Using a sextant, we obtained very
good sights and fixed our position at noon. The days run was 83
miles which was good enough, considering that we were
without the use of the main sail for almost half the day. At 1800
on the 10th day, we crossed the 30th meridian, i.e. our second
goal. We were now well over the half-way mark and getting
more confident about a reasonably fast passage, with each
passing day. For the next few days, we continued on the wind
on mainly Westerly courses and averaging 5 knots. The noon
day sights on August 7th, Day 12, gave us a good days run of 127
miles. The following day’s run was 130 miles. Excellent
progress indeed, which put us only 240 miles from the Eastern
entrance to Prince Christian Sound, which is 20 miles North
East of Cape Farewell. Unfortunately, the wind again headed us
and fell very light, so we were again back beating and speed
down to 3 knots. When were about 200 miles off the Greenland
coast, we spoke on VHF to a large Soviet Fishing Vessel. We
had difficulty in communicating as his command of English was
not great. Our intention was to get an up-to-date ice report on

Large Berg to port
the conditions on the coast and of course a weather forecast
would also have helped. The Russian was only interested in
small talk and idle chit-chat. After 30 mins., all we got off him
was the state of his fathers health, which was not good and
complaints about his domineering mother-in-law. When we
informed him that we were sailing in this bleak and inhospitable
part of the world for pleasure, he then questioned our sanity and
broke off the conversation. We never got our ice and weather
reports.
AT 1230, Monday August IOth, the 15th day out, we raised
the land ahead on the port bow a long long way off, about 40
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miles we estimated. At 1430 we obtained DF bearings of
Prince Christian Sound, and altered the course up for its
Eastern entrance. Towards that evening, the visibility closed in
and we ran into heavy drizzle and fog patches which became
more frequent until eventually the visibility closed in
altogether. Towards nightfall the barometer started a sharp
decline and the wind commenced to increase steadily from the
North East. It also became bitterly cold. We were soon down
to a 3 reefs in the main and the working jib. The sea continued
to build up and.., l 1 before long, some of the heavier gusts
were up to full gale force. As all the signs indicated that we
were in for a real blow, we came about onto the port tack and
decided to hove-to for the night and make up for the Prince
Christian Sound in fair weather and good visibility the
following day. We fore-reached along all night at about 2
knots on a Easterly course away from the land. We
experienced a very bad night and by first light we were
obviously caught in the clutches of a real storm. The area
around Cape Farewell is notorious for its unstable conditions.
The mixing of hot air from the Atlantic, with the cold air over
the massive Greenland ice cap causing great instability and
added to this the meeting of warm and cold ocean currents
further adds of the instability. Even in the summer months, 2
to 3 severe gales per month is normal off Cape Farewell, so we
were not really surprised to have been caught out in one.
Just before the change of watch at 0300, some of the reef
points became undone. As I was on lookout in the cockpit and
harnessed on, I decided to do the job without calling up the
watch below. It would only take ten minutes anyway. To re-tie
the reefs, I had to remove my gloves and work, using bare
hands. Tying in reef’s in the height of a storm, on a wildly
heaving deck in sub-zero temperatures is not the most pleasant
of tasks. A job that would usually take ten minutes, took
nearer to an hour as to gather in the madly flogging sail was
very hard work indeed. Several
times just at the loose sail was
folded and the reef pendant ready
to knot, a gust could blow it loose
and out of control again.
Eventually, after what seemed like
an eternity, the task was completed
to my satisfaction and I went down
below to thaw myself out. I will
never forget the pain in my hands
as the circulation returned to them.
It took a full hour before I got the
feeling back into them. First light
showed a desolate scene all around.
Visibility was down to a mile,
"~ the wind was now storm force and
~’~
showing no signs of moderating.
~:<~"’ The seas were high, heavily crested
~
and frequently breaking, tumbling
and rolling over with dense streaks
of spume being whipped off the
M. Coleman crests and being blown along in the
direction of the wind. To ease the
pressure on the sails and the rigging, we decided to lower all
sail and to lay a-hull until the storm abated. Even under bare
poles we made 4 knots down wind which was just as well, as
shortly afterwards, we sighted our first large growlers, so to
have the boat manoevreable was vital. The engine was put on
standby, ready for an instant start. An extra man was posted on
ice lookout duties, as to collide with even a small growler in
these conditions would be very serious indeed. Even though,
Stella Marls is strongly constructed of steel, the rudder and
particularly the propeller are vulnerable to damage. It
continued to blow very hard all day, however, thankfully the

visibility did improve, so the possibility of contact with a
growler or berg bit, receded somewhat. Spotting the large
bergs is no problem, the smaller growlers and bergs are a
different story as in bad weather they blend in with the
breaking seas and are very difficult to pick out indeed. We had
a long very trying and difficult day. Towards evening, there
was signs of a moderation which we fervently hoped would
continue throughout the night. The state of the sea, however,
was very slow to improve. We decided to remain hove-to for
the second night running and to attempt an approach at first
light. Just before sunset, we sighted very high snow capped
mountains away to the North East. Even though, Cape
Farewell must be considered to be one of the great headlands
of the world, believe it or not, it is not marked by a lighthouse
or indeed, a navigational aid of any description. The Eastern
entrance to Prince Christian Sound is marked by a small
lighthouse, showing a 15 mile light and transmitting a low
powered DF signal.
Prince Christian Sound, 60 miles long and 1 to 2 miles wide,
separates a group of large high islands which form the
southernmost part of Greenland from the mainland itself.
Frederiksdal, a small settlement is located at the Western
entrance to the Sound and also has a small lighthouse, but the
great Cape Farewell itself has no navigational aid what-soever!!
Careful study of our charts and pilot books and a set of
poor DF bearings, gave us a position 30 miles South West of
Cape Farewell. This meant that we were blown 50 miles
South West by the storm. We now abandoned the idea of
sailing through Prince Christian Sound and decided to make
for Nanortalik, a small town 50
miles up the West coast from Cape
Farewell. The next morning the
wind had almost taken off
completely. Having hoisted sail,
we found that the heavy swell
which still remained, continually
spilled the little wind we had out of
the sails. There was nothing for it
but to start the motor. As we
motored in towards the coast, we
passed close to some very large
spectacular icebergs. Towards
noon, the visibility again showed
signs of closing in and by 1400 we
were again enveloped in a dense
pea-souper of a fog. Before the fog
closed-in, I estimated that we were
5 miles off the coast, to close the
,,
land in fog was not on, so there
was nothing for it but to lay a-hull
and await an improvement. By
2000 a fresh breeze filled in from
the east and the visibility,
consequently, improved to an
acceptable 3 miles. As the weather Small berg to starboard
showed every sign of again
strengthening, to near gale force, we set the storm jib and got
under way and set a course for Nanortalik, now 50 miles
away. There was still alot of ice about, so we had a very
interesting time. We were making 4 knots throughout the
night under storm jib alone. Dodging through the ice was
exhilarating, but also nerve wracking. We were happy when
dawn came, avoiding the many growlers and icebergs became
a lot easier.
With the dawn came an immediate improvement, the wind
moderated as we came in under the lee of the land and the fog
cleared away completely. What a sight lay before us, we were

sailing off the most magnificent coast I have ever seen. It was
truly awe-inspiring. The coast was fringed with a chain of very
high mountains, some up to 7000’ high, snow capped summits
and valleys glistened in the early morning sum, giving them a
phosphorescence like appearance. The peaks were so
numerous and so jagged that they could be compared to the
teeth of a colossal saw. It was truly an unforgettable thrill to
sail in such a majestic surroundings. As we approached our
destination, the ice became more and more dense, until
eventually progress was down to a crawl. We were in heavy
ice and getting increasingly concerned about getting through it
at all. The leads were getting more difficult to pick out, even
from the crosstrees. We had now been off the coast for 3 days
and still had not made port. Just as our spirits were starting to
sink, salvation arrived in the form of 3 Inuit seal hunters. We
spotted them in a small fast aluminum speed boat about a mile
away in a clear area of water. We hailed them and they came
over through some very narrow intricate leads. As they came
alongside, they immediately hopped on board and offered to
guide us to Nanortalik. Their boat contained a selection of
very rusty hunting rifles, they were obviously serviceable,
although they did not appear so. Several dead seals lay in the
stem. We were not only 10 miles from port and our Inuit pilots
indicated that there was relatively clear water behind a chain
of islands which were close to starboard. We slowly made our
way in through the islands and having cleared them, entered
water covered with four-tenths ice. As we were clearing the
last of the heavy floes, our pilots spotted several seals on a
large flat ice floe close by. One of them sprang into their little
boat, grabbed a rifle and opened fire. He shot two of the seals,
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motored over and threw them into their little boat. He then
indicated that we should carry on into port. The hunters are
excellent shots, as a casual glance at the dead seals, showed
that they all had been shot straight between the eyes. At 1500
we entered the harbour of Nanortalik and made fast alongside
the fish factory pier. We presented our Inuit guides with a
bottle of Paddy in appreciation of their pilotage services and
they seemed very pleased with this. We were all very tired
indeed but relieved and content to be secure alongside in a safe
harbour in Greenland at last. It had been a very tough hard
passage, a real test of boat and crew. Thankfully both came
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through it relatively unscathed. We cracked open a bottle of
champagne to celebrate and retired to our bunks for some
badly needed rest for a few hours.
Nanortalik is Greenlands Southernmost town and has a
population of just over 1000. It lies in an area of quite
outstanding natural beauty. It is surrounded by a network of
fjords, mountains and offshore islands. The jagged snow
covered peaks of the surrounding mountains, reminds one of
an alpine village setting. The main commercial activities in the
locality are hunting, fishing and of course, fish processing.
Nanortalik boasts 2 small hotels, a post office, bank, one well
stocked modern supermarket and a beautiful timber church
which is situated in a christmas card setting down by the old
harbour. It also has a sports center and even a cinder soccer
pitch, a small fastfood restaurant and a video shop completes
the facilities available. We remained 4 days there and were
blessed with fine sunny weather. The local Inuits and
Greenlanders accorded us a warm and friendly welcome.
We spent our days enjoying the fine scenery and the unique
ambience of the place. The air was beautifully clear and crisp,
we climbed a small mountain close inland from the town, the
view from the summit was superb. When I say small, I mean
of course, small by Greenlanders standards. It was actually
1,830’ high.
The section of Nanortalik which includes the old harbour,
has been well preserved. The whole area can be considered an
out-door museum. The old stone buildings, which include a
Whale oil refinery, a bakery and a coopers workshop lie in an
ideal setting, surrounding the old harbour. The old stone quays
with timber facing, still remain as do the old style timber
quayside. The old hospital still stands a solemn reminder of
the grim times in the past. A boat museum has been
established in another 19th century stone building. It includes
many interesting items from the Norse and Icelandic settlers in
the 10th century. The most interesting items on display,
however, from a seamans point of view, must be the very fine
kayaks. They really can be considered to be works of art. They
are so streamlined and so aesthetically pleasing to the eye and
they look even better in the water. They are still in use, but
unfortunately, they are not as popular as hereto-fore, the
modern aluminum and fiberglass boats being much more
robust and durable.
On our arrival, the interior of the boat was in a sorry state.
Everything was wet and damp. We were delighted with the
fine sunny weather and used the opportunity to bring
everything up on deck to dry out and also to give the boat a
thorough airing. We also checked over the sails and did a little
stitching, here and there. After 4 memorable days having
topped up the water and oil tanks, we were again ready to face
the elements.
At 1000 on Monday August 17th, we slipped from the pier
and motored seaward. We inflated the rubber dinghy and put a
camera man on board to shoot some video footage as we
proceeded out through the ice. After a few hours, we were
clear of the offshore islands and in free enough water, we
hoisted the dinghy aboard, hoisted the sails and set a course of
200 deg. true. (230 compass) for St. Johns, Newfoundland 830 miles distant. We expected a relatively fast passage, as the
prevailing North W. wind would be more or less on the beam.
However, the wind was very light, so we motored onward to
get a decent offing before nightfall. By 1600 we were again
approaching heavy ice fields. There was a moderate to heavy
swell running so to enter the narrow leads would be too
dangerous. We had an up-to-date ice chart given to us by a
local fisherman so we knew the approx, limits of the field. We
decided to motor around rather than risk going through the
narrow leads. By 2200 we were clear and continued to motor
throughout the night, as by now, it was flat calm. All the next

day, we motored on through patches of light fog and drizzle.
Just after sunrise on the 3rd day out, a steady breeze filled in
from the North W. We hoisted the main and the no.1 jib and
were soon clipping along doing 5 knots. We were on our way
south at a fine rate. Happily, this state of affair continued for
the next few days. We sighted the odd iceberg, but apart from
that, it was plain sailing. The 4th night out was beautiful and
clear. We witnessed fine displays of the Northern Lights. They
really are a spectacular phenomenon. After 5 days, we were
down off the coast of Labrador and we saw the odd ship and
trawler. We made our landfall off Fogo Island on the North E.
coast of Newfoundland at 0800 in the morning of the 7th day
out. By 1300, Cape Bonavista lay abeam and we were enjoying
some fine sailing down the Eastern seaboard of
Newfoundland. Incidentally, Cape Bonavista was the landfall
of John Cabot, the discoverer of Newfoundland in the year
1497, only 5 years after Columbus. By 2200 we were becalmed
and as the batteries needed charging, we decided to start the
engine and motor on Southward. We were now only 30 miles
from St. Johns. We motored in through the narrows at 0600 on
the 7th day out and made fast at the designated small boat
landing place right in the heart of the city of St. Johns.
What a tremendous welcome we received, it was really
unforgettable. Newfoundland, has a very large population of
Irish descent and they received us with open arms. Apparently,
we are the first Irish sailing boat to call here since Tim Severin
in the Saint Brendan reproduction currach in 1977.
The Lady Mayoress, Shannie Duff, accorded us a civic
reception and invited us all to sign the Cities official Visitors
Book, an invitation normally extended only to VIPs. She
presented us with a beautiful book on St.Johns and inscribed it
"Welcome to St.Johns a city with an Irish soul". She also invited
the Stella Maris back in 1997 to take part in St. Johns 500th
birthday celebrations. Our adventure was also featured in
various items on the media here i.e. on radio, tv, and the local
press. Our presence and the unusual route we took to get here
became widely known and we were invited to a constant round
of social engagements which I must say we enjoyed very much.
We had vainly hoped for a little rest, but the social whirl continued on and on. The social activities became so pressing that
we almost wished ourselves back at sea, almost but not quite.
The city if magnificently set on sloping ground, just behind
the harbour and fronts right down onto it, the quays being only
a few minutes walk from the city center. It is not unlike my
home town of Cobh, only much much larger, it is a city of
200,000 population. The Irish connection is everywhere to be
seen. The river which flows into the harbour is named the
Waterford river. The basilica, which was consecrated in 1855
was at that time the largest in North America and was built of
limestone and granite, quarried in Newfoundland and Ireland.
The altar was cut from Irish marble by a John Hogan from
Cork. It was from a field in St. Johns that the famous pilots
Alcock and Brown took off on the first non-stop flight from
North America to Europe in 1919, landing in a bog in Co. Mayo.
Irish music and ballads are well-known and loved here and are
readily available in the local music stores. We made many new
friends. It would not be fair to single anyone out, but local
singer Phylis Morrissey and husband Patrick O’Neill, originally
from Co. Kildare, were very good to us and entertained us
several times in their home on the Waterford Bridge Road. We
were even invited to a wedding reception. Paddy Johns, the
Irish international rugby player was marrying local girl Kerstin
Brown and we got invited along for the celebrations. We
enjoyed our St. Johns stay immensely, the Newfoundlanders
are truly the most hospitable people in the world. After a very
happy week, our thoughts again turned towards the sea. Time
was marching on, it was now the end of August and we wanted
to be home before the equinoctial gales.

We rose early in the morning on Tuesday, 1st September
and commenced preparing for sea. We inspected the rigging,
including the masthead and bought our last minute stores. Our
friends ashore organized a farewell lunch in our honour, they
even had a private wager among themselves on our departure
time. Some of them felt that we would not tear ourselves away
until the following day. However, all good things must come
to an end and after saying our farewells on the quay, we
slipped away at 1500. On the way out of the harbour through
the narrows, we called to the fishing harbour to top up our
water tanks. We did not take diesel as we were expecting fair
fresh winds. As we motored out through the narrows our
friends ashore had travelled around the harbour and positioned
themselves on the cliff-top to wave a final farewell and to call
out good wishes for the voyage ahead.
At 1700 we cleared the narrows, set sail, streamed the log
and set a course of 120 compass for the Fastnet, over 2000
miles away. We had a lovely introduction to the voyage. We
averaged 5 knots throughout a beautiful clear starry night. The
wind was on the quarter and the sea fiat. The night was so
pleasant that the off-duty watch lingered in the cockpit
listening to Newfoundland music. No one spoke much to each
other, everyone was thinking back on the memorable week we
had just experienced and we each knew deep in our hearts that
it was unlikely that we would share such a joyous time in a
foreign port again. The lights of St. Johns slowly dipped below
the horizon astern.
At 0900 change of watch the next morning, the scene had
changed completely, we were in typical Grand Banks weather,
dense fog and fiat calm. Nothing for it but to start the Ford and
motor on low revs at 4 knots over the next few days. The
pattern remained more or less the same, a lot of fog about,
some wind now and then, then we were able to sail but never
lasting more than a few hours. The fog was trying as
occasionally we could hear engines of fishing vessels near us,
but we never saw them. On the 4th day out, things began to
improve, a steady breeze filled in from the South W. The fog
lifted and we began to make progress at last. On the morning
of the following day, suddenly, and without warning the
mainsail came crashing down on deck. On inspection we
found that the patent eye splice had parted. We spliced a soft
eye in the halyard and hoisted Paddy O’Connor aloft to reeve
the halyard through the external block which we had fitted to
the masthead in St. Johns to cover this eventuality. It was a
dirty job but was completed in less than 30 minutes. We again
hoisted the main and no.1 and came around onto our Easterly
course. We used seawater for domestic purposes and
monitored the temperature. On Day 6, we noticed a dramatic
rise in the sea waters temp. We were now entering the Gulf
Stream, which would give us a lift of 15 miles per day. We
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continued to experience Westerly winds of moderate strength
and progress was rapid. We recorded several daily runs of
between 130 and 150 miles. We were now well settled into our
daily routine and the weather remained favourable. Some of us
took to reading and writing up our logs to while away the time.
As with fair conditions, working the ship did not take up a lot
of time. At midnight on the 8th day out, we crossed the 30th
meridian, the half-way mark. The wind built up to a Force 6
and veered around to the North W. We changed down to the
no.2 jib and tied in one reef in the main. The days run became
better, 165 miles, 180 miles and one whopping days run of 193
miles, a record for the boat. Admittedly, the Gulf Stream was
running strongly, even so these were great days runs all the
same. We sighted many whales and shoals of dolphins were
regularly dancing in attendance around the boat. They were
fascinating creatures to watch, their movements are so rapid
and graceful. Some sea birds were always in sight even in midAtlantic, low flying fulmars being the most numerous.
At noon on Day 11, we obtained excellent sun sights which
put us only 430 miles west of the Fastnet. With any luck we
should be back in our home port in Cobh in 4 days. In the
afternoon a Panamanian freighter, deep laden with a timber
deck cargo,passed very close on the course, she must also be
heading up for the Fastnet. As our V.H.F. radio was not
working, we started our motor and motored over to hail the
freighter, even though we closed him within a few hundred
feet, we failed to attract his attention as there was nobody
around the decks. We had hoped he would pass on our ETA
but he carried on oblivious to our presence.
For the last few days of the passage, the wind swung around
to the West and blew a steady Force 4. We were able to carry
the full main and a boomed out headsail. We had some very
fine sailing, running dead downwind. At 2330 on the 15th
September, the 14th day out, we raised the loom of the Fastnet
ahead fine on the port bow. By 0300 the following morning
the Mizen lay abeam, the wind began to back around to the
South and fade away. Drizzle and rain began to fill in from the
South. We were really home. The forecast at 0600 was South
E. 3-4 and as we were now almost out of fuel for the engine,
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we decided to call into Baltimore and take 25 gallons, enough
to get us home. After 14 days at sea, we did not relish the
prospect of a beat up the coast in rain and drizzle. We made
fast at the pier head in Baltimore at 0830. We were 14 days and
16 hours out of St. Johns, the log showed 2050 miles. The
Harbour Master’s assistant who took our lines enquired with
interest, our port of departure. Paddy O’Connor, First Mate
who had hopped on the quay to help taking lines, replied
"West"!, the assistant with a slightly puzzled look mentioned
"Dingle"! to which Paddy replied "West"! the look on the
assistants face became more confused. Paddy eventually
relieved his discomfort and informed him "Newfoundland" to
which he replied "Aah Newfoundland" and immediately held
out his hand and muttered "my God, you mean west"!!! We
took our diesel and had a hearty Irish breakfast at The Comer
Restaurant. We telephoned home and announced our safe
arrival and gave an approx. ETA for Cobh. We then cast off
and motored homeward, the wind was Easterly on the nose so
the coast off which we motored westward at the beginning of
our adventure 7 weeks previously, we now again were obliged
to motored eastward. We entered Cork harbour at 1815 and
made fast at the pier head, Cobh at 2200 under the shadows of
the majestic St. Colemans Cathedral. We received a
tremendous welcome home from our families and friends. In
all, we had been away 7 weeks and had sailed 4,300 miles. We
were all tired, but well satisfied. We celebrated long into the
night and retired to warm, dry beds, which thankfully did not
need any lee boards.

SUMMARY:

Cork/Nanortalik

Engine
Average
Total
Total
Time
Speeds
Distance Time
17 days 5h 2 days 16h 3.4 knots
1,400

Nanortalik/St.Johns 850
St. Johns/Cork
2,050
TOTALS
4,300

6 days 20h 2 days 6h 5.2 knots
14 days 22h 2 days lh 5.7 knots
38 days 23h 6 days 23h 4.6 knots

Changeling’s Summer Odyssey
Patrick Jameson

Changefing is a Sigma 38 which came into my ownership in
owner and we made our way up into Crookhaven and dropped
springtime having discovered her while she was lying at anchor nearby the pier where there were people drinking in
Lymington. Finndabar had gone to the South of England in
front of O’Sullivans and we all went ashore. Helen and Hugh
the latter part of the previous year and a search was on for her walked up to the Church of St. Brendan the Navigator and
replacement which turned out to be Changeling which we then
informed us that the view was truly wonderful and they picked
took to Howth. I felt it was only right that during the summer flowers and brought them back to the boat where John cooked
season that she be introduced to the delights of cruising in
a most enjoyable meal.
Irish waters and in particular in the South West.
The next morning we arose early with a half moon high in
When we arrived at Crosshaven on the Sunday after Cork the sky and a flat sea. We noticed the Navy anchored in
Week it was clear that the party was well and truly over - it Ballydivlin Bay and we made passage on for the Mizen with
was indeed the quiet after the storm that was Cork Week ’92.
Knightstown, Valentia as our destination. The wind was
The marquees were being dismantled and there was a general W/NW and as we rounded the Mizen the sea was very lumpy
air of it being the end of a spectacular event but for us our and so a light breakfast was in order. The crew had fun
holiday was just about to begin.
distinguishing the Calf, the Cow and the Bull and were
Changeling had been left in excellent shape by her racing
impressed with the magnificent sea arch on Bull Island which
crew and we arrived having previously bought the provisions
is visible as one passes it. It was a long pull around Bolus
for the boat, so all we had to do was put everything away. The Head and Changeling was thrashing along with the crew now
crew for this part of the cruise was John Stafford, Helen Craig getting used to the watch system and having a rest below when
and Hugh Cunniam and they much appreciated the fact that
they were off watch and recharging their batteries.
Changeling was already in Crosshaven as it avoided a long
John who has in the past spent some-time on Valentia lined
passage from Howth and more particularly as the weather had
up the concrete hut on Beginish Island and then we went to
been very heavy the previous week. A South Westerly of F6/7
starboard and followed the leading lights ashore and on into
was blowing outside so we made the sensible decision to delay Knightstown, watching out for the Foot which is a gravel spit
the start of our holiday and enjoy the delights of Crosshaven.
ENE from Valentia. We misread the corrected chart and
An enjoyable dinner was had ashore and John and Hugh
briefly touched bottom on the Foot before rounding the bouy
decided to go off to "The Merries" where on the swinging
to the W and N.
boats - according to John - they went faster and higher than
There were two French yachts at anchor there and having
anyone ever did before.
settled Changeling we went ashore to meet with Ernest &
The next morning the weather forecast was favourable and
Dorothy Goulding who have a wonderful summer home on the
we left Crosshaven with the only sign of human life being a
Island, which is one of the finely constructed Crampton houses
milk float making its way along the shore front residences and
which were built for the employees of the cable company
we made our way out by Roches Point Lighthouse where Hugh when it was operating there. We got a great welcome from
recalled his being a little boy and being taken on a tender out to Ernest & Dorothy who generously let us use their facilities and
the last Cunard ship to come to Cobh on a regular basis to take we explored Knightstown and then returned to Changeling to
passengers to America. It was a sunny morning and the sea had retrieve our number ones and off we went in the inflatable in
a glassy surface and we had the engine running with the main
our best bib and tucker to a wonderful dinner and a memorable
sail set. Throughout the day as the wind came up we became
evening at their home.
used to the Atlantic swell and enjoyed the beauty of the
The next morning the crew were up early to explore the
shoreline, particularly once we came down by the Old Head delights of Valentia and Ernest kindly took us to all of the
which is a place of great natural beauty presently in the midst sights on the Island including a visit to the famous slate quarry
of controversy over the plan to turn it into a golf course.
from where there are truly wonderful views of the mainland
We were anxious to get to our most western destination and
and the Blasket Islands, which on this sunny day were
so we left out the known delights of Glandore and shimmering in the distance. By early afternoon the wind had
Castletownshend where a visit to Mary Ann’s Restaurant is a
freshened and we were anxious to make our way further west,
must sometime in the future and we passed the Stags where this time our destination being Dingle. Sailing across Dingle
the wreck of the Kowloon Bridge is clearly marked. The oil Bay with a nice fresh breeze behind us was indeed enjoyable
spillage had been a worry and Cork County Council at the
and all of the crew enjoyed the truly breathtaking scenery. As
time did a great job keeping the shore clean. We left Cape one crosses the Bay the only difficulty is trying to actually see
Clear to starboard and headed for Crookhaven where we
the entrance to Dingle Harbour but when you get a sighting on
arrived in beautiful sunshine having travelled 64 miles. We
Eask Tower, which was constructed for relief purposes during
passed the Lighthouse and the coastguard cottages which have
the famine period, then the rest of the navigation is
now been refurbished and are now a thriving business for the
straightforward.

Helen, Patrick and Hugh at the helm

As we arrived at the entrance to Dingle Harbour we were
greeted by a big flotilla of boats crowded with people who
appeared to be waving at us. However, whereas they gave
Changeling a pleasant welcome, the purpose of their
enthusiasm was of course Fungi the dolphin who has brought
such joy and also such extra business to the area. We made our
way up the harbour to the new 60 berth marina and we tied
along side a Dutch vessel as all the berths were full. Johnny
Murphy the marina Superintendent informed us that since
opening in April they already had to-date over two hundred
visiting boats and the final thirty berths will be ready by next
year. The Habourmaster paid us a visit, leaving his wife and
children in the car, and made us feel very welcome to the new
marina. They were very accommodating and we took on diesel
and water and then went to explore the delights of Dingle
which John, Hugh and Helen found on the first evening in
Maire Ni Barra’s and Dick Macks pub! John once again
cooked up a lovely dinner and later that evening in Dick
Macks we sat in the snug as the weather turned foul and it
rained heavily all night with a strong westerly wind.
The next morning the wind had moderated and Changeling
got a full wash down and after a leisurely breakfast we all
boarded Morans Tour Bus and enjoyed a scenic journey
around Slea Head. The coastal route abounded in celtic
monuments, beehive huts, ogham stones and the ancient ring
fort of Dunbeg, but the highlight was the Gallarus Oratory,
inland of Smerwick Harbour. It is shaped in the tbrm of an upturned hull and the Oratory is said to date from 700 A.D. We
dined by candlelight on board with John and Helen once again
taking the honours in the galley and Hugh and myself taking
care of the cleaning up. The fresh Dingle salmon was helped
along by a crisp Chardonnay and an evening of story telling
ensued.
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We had now reached the furthermost west point of our
voyage and although there were plans, if it was possible, to
make it to Kilrush and the new marina there, it was clear that
with the time available to us that we should be making tracks
east once again. On Friday the 24th July we departed Dingle
marina with the early morning sunlight shimmering on calm
waters. Ideal Dolphin conditions we thought and we were not
disappointed. Armed with a video camera and our respective
photographic cameras the crew took watch around the deck
and as we entered the narrows to leave Dingle Harbour, Fungi
surfaced to see us off. With full sail up and a westerly breeze
force three we crossed Dingle Bay and made our way to
Derrynane Harbour. Hugh put his winters navigation course to
the test while he took the helm with John and Helen waving
their arms - sometimes in different directions! - to keep him
right. The white leading beacons were at times difficult to
distinguish on the land and as we entered into Derrynane
Harbour itself, we felt that it would have been helpful if
someone had painted the red and black beacons referred to in
the Directions. Rather than drop anchor we picked up a
mooring and in this beautiful location Helen and Hugh went
for a swim and we all had a delightful lunch on board while
local children sailed by on Lasers and also on sailboards.
After lunch we headed to Sneem and made our way down
the Kenmare River with the wind from the aouthwest force
five and having checked out the possibility of anchoring near
the Parknasilla Hotel, we took the sensible course and made
our way into the entrance to Sneem Harbour and anchored in
the beautiful setting of Garinish Island which is perfectly
sheltered.
The inflatable was quickly arranged by John and Hugh who
went ashore to make arrangements in the Parknasilla Hotel for
the following night, while the rest of the crew enjoyed a

’~ dinner with all the trimmings and
playing their favourite music, with
Hugh at the helm fully enjoying
himself and regaling us with the
interesting history of Castletownberehaven and the immediate area.
We anchored off Castletownberehaven and there to greet us were the
new members of the crew, Adrian
Holden, his young son Owen and
Dan Mooney waved at us in the
distance from the shore and the
inflatable was put to work to take
them aboard and introduce them to
Changeling. They had taken the
train to Cork and had then engaged
the services of a taximan from Cork
City all the way to Castletownberehaven, the cost of which did not
appear to upset Adrian in the least.
The next morning we headed for
Goleen in a moderate breeze and
dropped anchor at the entrance to
H. Cunniarn Goleen Harbour where Adrian
prepared a truly wonderful lunch
and then the crew took themselves ashore to investigage the
village and the surrounding hinterland. Dan and I had
remained on board, which was just as well, as Changeling
dragged her anchor on a falling tide and had drifted away from
the entrance to the harbour, so when the others returned
Changeling was not where they expected her to be.
With the wind from the South West force 3 to 4 we made
our way to Schull and we all agreed that we were truly
privileged to be enjoying Ireland in such beautiful conditions.
There was a lush smell of vegetation from the land reflecting
the verdant growth of high summer in the south west and when
we reached Schull the harbour was full of boats and we
anchored not far from the harbour wall. John Helen and Hugh
made their way up the town where they met a Continental
camera crew and an Argentinean model who was modelling
Irish clothes for a leading international fashion magazine and
between this and the distraction of talking to Kitty Newman in
Newmans pub, they arrived back late for dinner and were
promptly locked out but were later forgiven for this
transgression. Helen had earlier met Adrian Lee (I.C.C.) and
his wife Jane on Janey Mac who were over from New York
and were commencing their holiday in the area.
Tuesday 28th July we said goodbye to Hugh who was off to
Roundstone to sail on a Galway Hooker and later that day we
made our way over to Cape Clear Island to North Harbour on
what turned out to be a beautiful sunny day and we made our
way up to Paddy Burkes’ and enjoyed a drink with him and
the sunshine looking down over South Harbour. A visit is
really a must, if only to talk to Paddy himself and also admire
the sailing photos hanging on the wall in his premises. Having
spent such a delightful day on Cape Clear we decided to spend
the evening. Dan went to the Heritage Museum where among
many of the interesting items there is a deck chair from the
Lusitania. We had berthed off the outer wall in North Harbour
and during the night we touched the bottom for approximately
one hour.
The next day there was no wind and we motor sailed to
Kinsale and tried our hand at mackeral fishing without any
luck. It was an uneventful day and we regretted again having
to forego Castletownshend due to our overnight in Cape Clear.
This precluded the possibility of calling in to see St.
Barrahanes Church where my wife’s late godfather, Harry
Clarke has a fine example of his stained glass. When we
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Parknasilla Hotel
relaxing time on board, including testing the boats shower for
the first time. The following morning was sunny and fresh and
John and Helen decided to go fishing for mackeral and also
island walking on Garinish Island which abounds in lush
vegetation from colourful heathers to tropical ferns and
bamboo trees. Both arrived back on board before lunch fully
transformed with a faraway look in their eye as if they had
seen a vision and they spoke about the beauty they had seen in
animated terms. The Island is now up for sale by its Dutch
owners at a price we were led to believe of £1 millon.
The inflatable was brought into use again and we made our
way upstream to Sneem where we enjoyed an excellent lunch
and made telephone calls and purchased petrol for the outboard.
John befriended a man called Brendan who was standing at the
village green with his horse and trap trying to make a living
getting people to pay 50p for a photograph with him and his
pony. John arranged that Brendan take himself and Helen back
to Oysterbed Pier and he further arranged that Brendan would
collect us early in the evening to take us to Parknasilla. The four
of us squeezed into the pony and trap along with Brendan for
the ride to Parknasilla and when we pulled up at the front door,
Tom the head porter said "Even the Americans don’t do that"!
We all enjoyed a swim and a use of the sauna and steam room
and we had dinner in delightfully elegant surroundings and were
very kindly driven back to Oysterbed Pier later in the evening
by the hotel manager, Jim Feeney.
We woke up on Sunday 26th July to a bad shipping
forecast. South/South West 5/6 increasing to 7 and we delayed
a decision on leaving our beautiful anchorage. By early
afternoon however we made the decision to depart and we
motor sailed into a lumpy sea with our destination Castletown
Harbour to collect fresh crew members. With the engine off
we made our way up the Kenmare River and as we reached the
top we eased off and took down the genoa and lined up to
enter Dursey Sound. John took charge of the navigation which
took us well clear of the cable car and electric cable which
serves Dursey Island. Hugh looked up in awe as our mast
cleared the cable and Helen looked away and they both moved
away as far as possible from the rigging!
Having saved a good hour or two of beating into head winds
by going through the Sound we made our way into Castletown
Harbour under full sail with the evening sun beating down on
us. The galley crew merrily occupied themselves preparing
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Ballycotton Island
arrived in Kinsale we tied up alongside Peter Cullens Sigma
41 - Koala. Some of the crew went for a walk over to Summer
Cove and having enjoyed dinner on board once again, we later
made our way to Kinsale Yacht Club for after-dinner drinks.
The next morning Dan, Adrian and young Owen did a tour
of Kinsale and in the early afternoon we motor sailed over to
Sandy Cove where John and some of our younger guests went
ashore to hunt for shells. I had arranged with a colleague in the
office who was touring the South to try and make contact with
him with a view to giving his family a sail on Changeling and
fortunately he was in Kinsale when we arrived. In the afternoon
we anchored off Oysterhaven where I along with some of the
crew tentatively went in for a swim into what was fairly cold
water, but it gave us all an exceptional appetite for lunch. With
the afternoon sun beating down we motor sailed to Crosshaven
and some of the crew were really beginning to show off fine
suntans. We tied up at the RCYC marina and collected our new
crew member Owen Duignan and although "The Merries" was
closed, an entertaining night was had ashore.
The next morning we departed for Ballycotton on a beautiful
sunny day with the wind from the west force 2/3. We anchored
off Ballycotton Light and we were greeted by Mike Walsh in
his boat and we were shown around the station by Raymond
Walsh, the assistant attendant. It has been automated in the last
year and is a splendid example of a top class station and in fact
is known locally as the "Ballycotton Hilton". Thanks are owed
to Owen Duignan for taking care of all the arrangements. Later
on we berthed along side the trawlers in Ballycotton Harbour in
blazing sunshine and later John, Helen and Owen Holden went
off cliff walking while the rest of us inspected the town. Later
that evening a taxi came down to the harbour and with all the
crew in their number ones, we all went off to Ballymaloe
House where we all enjoyed a splendid evening.
Our next destination was Youghal and the following morning
we departed in a light breeze and dropped anchor at the entrance
to Youghal Harbour where we paid a visit to my cousin Andrea
who showed us around her superb house and its interiors facing
out to sea, with gardens full of colour and beautifully scented
flowers. Truly a harmonious place and Andrea said that she
loved to paint there. Following on our visit to her we departed
for Dunmore East in a following wind and upon arrival in the
early evening we learned the good news that John had become a
grandfather as his daughter Jane had had a baby girl that
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afternoon. Celebrations were in
order and the champagne was duly
produced and Adrian once again
treated us all to a beautifully
prepared dinner following which the
rest of the crew went ashore to
continue Johns celebrations.
Sunday morning saw us up at
04.00 and we departed Dunmore in
darkness with Peter Cullen’s Koala
in hot pursuit. There was a big swell
off the Saltees and Koala overtook
us on the inside, also known as the
"Beach Route" whereas we stayed
out and off he went into the
horizon. After a full breakfast the
early greyness in the sky was
broken by hints of sunshine and
young Owen Holden enjoyed sitting
by the wheel and looking at all
around him while the boat was on
automatic helm. In mid afternoon
however the wind freshened up and
J. Stafford we were running before a force 6/7
and and with Helen triming the
main, Changeling was planing as if she was a dingy. We went
inside the Horseshoe Buoy to avoid the gybe, overlooking the
fact that it was nearly low water. Adrian claimed that we were
going 10/12 knots but in any event it was stirring stuff enjoyed
by all.
We arrived at Wicklow in the late afternoon and bid a fond
farewell to a very spruce looking John who was being
collected and taken off to meet his new granddaughter and we
then began our final passage to Howth. On route Adrian
presented us all with a steaming Irish lamb stew with all the
ingredients and we were all very grateful to him for all the fine
meals that he had prepared and he took care of us in true
restaurateur fashion. Dan and the two Owens took care of
making Changeling ship-shape while the rest of us steered the
course for home as grey clouds surrounded us but as luck
would have it, Changeling once again escaped the rain.
We arrived in Howth at 21.00 and as I steered Changeling
into the harbour I reflected on what had turned out to be a
forthnight of wonderful anchorages good company and
experiences introducing Changeling to cruising.
SUMMARY:
Cross - Crookhaven
Crookhaven - Knightstown
Knightstown - Dingle
Dingle - Derrynane
Derrynane - Sneem
Sneem - Castletown Berehaven
Castletown Berehaven - Goleen
Goleen - Schull
Schull - Cape Clear
Cape Clear - Kinsale
Kinsale - Sandycove
Sandycove - Kinsale
Kinsale - Oysterhaven
Oysterhaven - Crosshaven
Crosshaven -Ballycotton
Ballycotton - Youghal
Youghal - Dunmore East
Dunmore East - Wicklow
Wicklow - Howth

Miles
64
53
18
34
16
30
19
10
6
46
2
2
5
14
15
24
35
85
30

Total Miles
64
117
135
171
185
215
234
244
250
296
298
300
305
319
334
358
393
478
508

Deerhound reaches for the Euro 1 Star
Plymouth to Newport 1992
Colin Chapman

It is said that no one who finishes this race will ever be the
same again. It is an orgasm of sailing not to be enjoyed with
more than one hull at a time.
Deerhound, a Hood 50 Ketch built in 1970, was not
designed for long distance single handed racing. However, this
wonderful race is such that everything from a 25 foot cruising
boat to a 60 foot specially designed trimaran can participate
with the skippers enjoying the camaraderie of a community of
single handers.
In preparation for this voyage, Deerhound was fitted with
one or two additional self-tailing winches on the mast, some
handybilly’s to assist with reefing and an Aquair towing water
driven generator. In addition to these minor improvements to
her equipment, she was not modified beyond fitting a water
tight door, to the forepeak to comply with the race rules, and a
"floatoff" EPIRB and Argos tracking beacon. She already had
an Aries self-steering vane, a GPS navigation system and SSB
and VHF radios.
The question is often asked of single handers, why do it?
The answer is not easy but for me the ability to enjoy a sense
of personal achievement daily or even hourly, coupled with the
peace of nature, is compulsive. After reaching Newport and
consuming, in the company of other finishers, quantities of
fermented or distilled liquid; a group of us agreed that it would
not be possible to do the race unless one had a special
relationship with nature and a strong belief in God.
Participation enhances this relationship.
At 09.30 on Sunday, 7th June,
Deerhound, with her engine control
sealed, was towed out of Queen
Anne’s Battery Marina, Plymouth
by the Royal Western Yacht Club
launch. During the previous week
the Flag Officers, volunteers and
staff of that Club had provided
hospitality, assistance and above all
understanding to all competitors
and their support teams.
Deerhound’s own support team
consisting of Geoff Coad (ICC
member), Tim O’Brien, Richard
Cantillon and James Green all of
whom worked flat out in Ireland
and Plymouth for almost two
weeks to check everything, stow a
myriad of items ranging from fruit
cakes to spares for bilge pumps and
provide company and moral
support for the skipper.
Without a support team, no boat
could hope to start this race. The
unselfish and unrewarded hours Over the line of the way

make it possible for one skipper, whether of a sponsered
trimaran carrying the name Fuji Colour, first across the
finishing line, or an old cruising yacht some weeks later to
Newport.
From 08.00 on the morning of Sunday, 7th June, the 67
competitors ranging from ultra modern trimarans, through
BOC purpose built sixty footers, down to classics such as
Jester and Galway Blazer were towed out onto a windless sea.
Of one thing I was certain; Deerhound would be the only tan
sailed ketch to finish - yes I was confident and determined to
finish. At last escape from the media who had hounded all
competitors, more particularly the well known professional
and sponsored potential winners, with cameras, tape recorders
and notebooks.
The spectator craft were gathering around the edge of the
restricted area including an old friend Muskateer who risked
the wrath of the marshals to enter the starting area and wish us
luck. Deerhound drifted in a slowly filling in wind at the
windward end of the line in company with Jester. I exchanged
good luck waves with the veteran Michael Ritchie. He knew
so well what lay ahead. As the ten minute gun fired, the wind
slowly increased, five minutes and then as I unrolled the
genoa, the starting gun boomed and we were off.
The professionals with their keflar sails, mini bow sprits
and sponsors’ logos streaked away while we sailed sedately up
the line of spectator boats, waving and posing for photographs.
Spectator launches, including one carrying our support team,

G. Coad

13

came alongside with farewell shouts of good luck. The crew of
Pride qf Galway shouted "’do it for Ireland" and I wondered
what "it" was to be.
Rounding the Eddystone was like racing round the buoys.
Up went the Spinnakers. My courage only stretched to "the big
boy" and a mizen staysail. Gradually, the spectators
disappeared and the conlestants spread out. With the evening
the wind faded and a king night drifting through the traffic
lanes began. The early hours of the following morning found
Deerhound drifting in fog off the Lizard with the thump of
ships’ engines, fog horns and my beating heart creating a
sound track for the riveting radar picture. A white flare
clutched in the left hand, a torch in the right and eyes glued to
the radar screen.
Monday, 8th June {49°4’N 6°04’W} clear at last and
making five knots West past Land’s End. The wind died once
again soon after Wolf Rock and another twenty four hours

Leaving WaterJord Pipe Band & send qff
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passed before any length of sleep could be risked. On Tuesday
it blew a little bit and I got used to reefing, being wet, cold and
a little sea sick. The days after that, for the remainder of the
first week, drifted into calms, frustrations, relaxation and
routine.The routine built up something like this. Porridge at
07.30 with grapefruit, while they lasted, toast and tea followed
by an hour or so at the chart table listening to Portishead and
then perhaps an hour or so reading. Lunch, I had fruit, cheese,
tomatoes, carrotts and fruit cake; then an afternoon nap before
changing for dinner (a wash and brush up), with a glass of
wine while it cooks. After dinner some music from the
Walkman, and so to bed. Hourly alarms to check the course,
speed and trim until it’s time for porridge again.
Sadly, after the first four days my SSB radio packed up its
transmission facilities and I couldn’t get Portishead to hear me.
For the remainder of the passage, however, I listened to them,
getting weather and position reports at 11.00 UTC each day.
Thursday, 18th June {46°26’N
29°16’W} for the last three days
Deerhound had been tramping
along, main, mizen No. 2 Genoa,
staysail and sometimes big boy and
mizen staysail. Speeds varied from
five to nine knots and the miles
rolled by. Life on board was very
comfortable: I baked some bread
and had it fresh for breakfast each
morning.
Saturday, 20th June {44°50’N
35°29’W} another significant day.
Deerhound was just over half way.
The wind rose gradually throughout
the night necessitating many trips
on deck to shorten sail. By midmorning I had convinced myself
that the worst was over and we
would soon be shaking out the
reefs. At 1600 I was proved very
wrong as a vicious squawl hit
Deerhound and knocked her down.
It took me some thirty minutes to
get the remainder of her sails off
but she manfully responded and
soon was lying a hull. This little
gale didn’t last long, although the
wind touched almost sixty-five
knots for a short time and within
two or three hours the sails were set
again and progress West was
resumed.
Sunday, 21st June {45°08’N
37°32’W}. Just after my afternoon
nap I sighted a sail about four miles
to windward. Having made contact
by VHF it turned out to be Ed Sisk
driving his Global Warning hard to
try and catch up. I had heard earlier
on my SSB that he had mast
problems and had returned to
Plymouth for repairs. Global
Warning had made up some four
days and was now rapidly passing
Deerhound. Ed kindly called
Portishead for me and soon I could
hear my wife Jeanne at home
although I had to patch through my
G. Coad messages to Ed on VHF.

Global Warning was soon over the horizon ahead leaving
Deerhound and I to get back to our one to one relationship.
Thursday, 25th June {43° 23 ’N 48° 48 ’W}. "So this is the
Labrador Current and the fog that I have read about". Cold, wet
fog with force four wind from the North-West and Deerhound
making six knots through nil visability. It was time to bake
some more bread and hope that there were no icebergs ahead.
The days that followed were miserable, cold, damp and
frustrating. Either no wind at all or sometimes too much and
most of the time little or no visability. The Grand Banks were,
however, interesting for the great variety of sea birds, fish
jumping, Sharks and Porpoises and once a Whale. There were
also very noticeable sea surface changes as we crossed off the
Banks into deep water once again. On one occasion, having
checked my radar to see if there were any trawlers, I came on
deck to find a significant mark across the water just in front of
the bow and I realised that it was the wake of a trawler that
had passed within feet, having been too close to be picked out
of the "clutter" on the radar.
Sunday, 28th June {42°00’N 53°00’W} began with no wind
at all and the terrible slatting of sails, clanking of blocks and an
uncomfortable roll. I tried for some hours to catch a breath of
wind and get her moving but eventually in frustration got into
my bunk, covered my ears and went to sleep. Two hours later a
splendid Easterly and away we went on course, my prayers had
been answered. The splendid little North-Easterly developed
into a big strong bruising gale and soon the Aries vane couldn’t
cope. I was determined, however, to keep going as it was such
a helpful direction and, for four or five hours I battled with the
wheel eating raisins, chocolates and bananas to keep up my
strength. In a moment of lost concentration or fatigue we gybed
wiping the boom crutch off the deck, reducing it to a mass of
twisted stainless steel to be cast into the deep.
In the late afternoon (UTC of course) the wind eased and I
tried to persuade Harry (the Aries Vane gear) to resume his
duties. He quickly pointed out that one of his lines had parted
necessitating a nasty threading job hanging over the stern - no
fun, at the best of time but in near gale conditions even less
fun as I was soon to find out. I got the new line threaded down
to the bottom and was just seeking it to attach when Harry’s
rudder came across and the end of my finger was neatly
amputated.
I normally faint at the sight of blood, particularly my own,
but I said to myself this was one occasion to keep cool (quite
easy when covered with cold sea water and blood). Suitably
bandaged, I lashed Harry’s errant rudder out of the way and
tried once again to thread a steering line. It wouldn’t go
through and I couldn’t understand why until I discovered that
some fool had left the top of his finger in the hole. Having
removed this and thrown it to the sharks I got Harry back to
his duties.
In the early hours of Saturday, 4th July I sighted the lights
of a yacht going south close to starboard and guessed that she
was on course for Bermuda. Later that day a small fishing
trawler Sexy Lady came alongside "Where are you headed?"
they enquired. "Newport" I replied. Then they asked where I
was from, to which I reponded "Plymouth". They suggested
that I was somewhat off course until I indicated that it was
Plymouth, England that I had sailed from, whereupon they
became very impressed and enquired if I would like some
fresh fish. Expecting perhaps one or two Mackerel, I was
thrown a light rope to pull in. On the end I found a 6 foot
Marlin that almost filled Deerhound’s cockpit. I cut myself
four thick steaks, frying one straight away and opening a bottle
of white wine to wash it down - what a treat after so many
days of tinned food.
Another night I recollect being on the foredeck grappling
with the staysail in a rising wind feeling somewhat depressed

until I saw the phosphorescent wake of five Dolphin who were
joyiously playing around Deerhound’s bow. Their company,
enthusiasm and obvious happiness cheered me up.
We were now battling to get out of the Gulf Stream again
and into the remains of the Labrador Current as we closed the
coast of New England. I made the following entries in the log:
Sunday, 5th July - "Moved on to approach chart! 192 miles
to go".

Monday, 6th July - "In thick fog Trawlers Nordic Pride and
Liberty passed very near! Heavy rain and thunder".
Tuesday, 7th July 01.15 - "Trawler crossed the bow in
thick fog, very close. Nantucket Island on radar seven miles to
leeward".
02.20 "Sky clear and moonlit. Nantucket light in sight".
0315 "Spoke to Castle Hill Coastguard on VHF and gave a
somewhat optimistic ETA whereupon the wind headed and
faded.

At the wheel leaving home port

D. McBride

1300 moved on to Newport approach chart and noticed an
area off Martha’s Vineyard marked as a prohibited area. To
avoid it would require a long tack to windward in an
unnecessary direction and I consequently decided to pass
through it. An hour after doing so two U.S. fighter bombers
demonstrated to me why it is prohibited as they practised dive
bombing and dropping live bombs into the area.
18.00 UTC I had only 9.9 miles to go and Sea Talk who had
finsihed earlier, came out to meet me.
19.53 UTC reached across the finishing line at eight knots
in bright sunshine with Sea Talk, the club launch, and a
photographer in rubber dinghy on hand. Thirty days, eight
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hours and fifty three minutes after crossing the starting line at
Plymouth Deerhound finished with her GPS log showing
3,678.5 miles.
After crossing the line someone was put on board to help me
and the launch Sally Forth took Deerhound in tow as we stowed
the sails. Upon reaching the pontoon other competitors caught
our mooring lines and an ice cold .jeroboam of champagne, from
a wonderful friend, soon popped its cork in the cockpit¯ My
short finger was noticed and ! was whisked to a Doctor who
very gently removed my dressings and complimented me on
how remarkably clean and well it was. A fresh water bath, some
more liquid refreshment, dinner and oblivion.
Fear, Depression & Loneliness
The absence of anxiety suggests either abnormality or
ignorance but if one has confidence in the boat, some previous
experience and above all faith, there is no real need to be
frightened. Depression, I believe, relates to health and during
this particular passage I found it was rapidly dispelled by a
good meal or a glass of wine. I was never lonely, although
without the company of my books and tape recorder, I suspect
the spirits that were with me aboard would have been either
more important or perhaps possessive.
Navigation
I relied primarily on a Magnox 100 GPS navigator which
provided me with accurate positions, course, speed over the
ground and log facilities¯ I did take a number of sights to keep
my hand in and, for a period, also towed a Walker Log just in
case there should be an electrical failure. Crossing the Banks
and approaching Nantucket I also checked the depth but the
GPS was always reliable.
Food
I brought a number of pre-prepared frozen dishes which lasted
without running the refrigerator for the first week. Thereafter I
relied upon freeze dried package and tinned with raisins food
and tins, dried fruit and chocolate for snacks¯ I also stowed
fresh carrots, onions, potatoes, celery, tomatoes and cucumber
as well as grapefruit, oranges and bananas. Green bananas,
kept in the dark under the cockpit, lasted almost four weeks.
The carrots, onions and potatoes remaining when I reached
Newport showed little sign of deterioration. Rice, pasta and
porridge also formed important parts of my diet and 1 baked
my own brown and yeast bread. Bottles of claret, ginger ale
and cartons of fruit juice helped to avoid dehydration.
Entertainments
I usually carry a small library aboard Deerhound and find that
on long passages the quality of my reading improves. On this
occasion I read Antonia Fraser’s "Life of Mary Queen of
Scots", one or two books of Trollop and acclimatised to the
USA with "Barbarians at the Gate". I carried a Walkman with
a repertoire of classical music and even convinced myself, one
wonderful evening when reaching at nine knots, that I too
could be a Pavarotti provided it was very far offshore with no
other vessel in sight!
Clothing
I found the Musto undergarments and body warmers superb
and my trusty Henry Lloyd oil skins provided outside
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Landfall with mascot ’Edgan & Champagne’

D. McBride

protection. As usual, however, I ran out of dry socks¯ I found it
helpful also to have several alternative bunks to utilise during
different parts of the day or points of sailing and each of these
was equipped with sleeping bags and blankets.
Weather Forecast
I naturally listened to the BBC and other local shipping
forecasts while in the area of the British Isles. Portishead radio
provided a special Atlantic bulletin at 1100 UTC every day for
all competitors. On approaching the Canadian/U.S. coast it
was also possible to pick up some local and U.S. forecasts. I
did not have a weather fax, which some of the other boats
clearly turned to advantage to enable them anticipate changes
in weather.
In retrospect I realise that my course was too far south in
the beginning and not sufficiently far north at the end from
both weather and current points of view.
Next time I will do at least three days better!

SUMMARY:
Time:

Logged:
Sail Changes:

30 days, 8 hours, 53 minutes.

3678.5 miles.
96

First Time Across the Pond
Davy McBride

It was a night when the fairies were
dancin’ on the sea around us. The
dappled ocean was an undulating
mirror reflecting the millions of
stars ablaze in the heavens
overhead. A warm velvet southwesterly breeze was easing
Deerhound eastward at an
effortless 6.5 knots. I was on
watch. Our Aries was steering a
perfect course and I was thinking
"What an adventure! Here I am,
dressed in only a tee-shirt and
shorts, a thousand miles from
nowhere enjoying the most perfect
night’s sail of my life, en route
from Newport to the Azores."
Deerhound was in her ketch mode
with all sails set: blooper, staysail,
main, mizzen staysail and mizzen,
which was a measure of the night
that was in it. Magic, pure magic!
But I am rushing ahead of myself. Let me begin at the beginning.
Early in March I had a phone
call from my long-time friend
Colin Chapman:
"Davy, I’m taking part in this
year’s OSTAR. Would you like to
sail Deerhound home from
America for me?"
Would I like to sail Deerhound
home from America!!?! I was
The big moment - Davy at th
stunned. I could not believe it.
"But, Colin, I’ve never skippered
a yacht on a long voyage before and I’ve certainly never done
a transatlantic before, though I was part of the crew on that
great cruise which Otto Glaser did in Verna in 1984, Rio to St.
Lucia. Neither have I ever done astral navigation."
"But you’ve been sailing all your life, Davy, you know
Deerhound, there is a GPS on board, and if I wasn’t sure you
could do it, I wouldn’t have asked you."
Well, what could I say? What an opportunity! I knew if I
turned it down I would regret it for the rest of my life. If my
son Jamie would do it with me, I’d go. It might well be the last
opportunity we would have to do such a trip before he started
his working life. He said he would.
So I said yes.., and then the "what if" syndrome set in!
What if the GPS gave up? What if the Americans switched
it off?. The enormity of what I had undertaken to do and the
responsibility of it began to sink in.
I have got to learn something about astral navigation, and

helm as Deerhound motors away from Newport

Johnny Wormald

quick. Far too late to consider doing a course, as the plan was
to leave Newport around the middle of July. I borrowed a
sextant, so that I could at least familiarise myself with the
mechanics of actually taking a sight, and puzzled the locals
mightily by taking sights out over the Baily. I called on good
friends and asked them in the name of God to instruct me on
how to work out a sight as simply as possible. Bud Bryce was
fantastic; he said a noon sight was the one to use, as it can be
done without having an exact time, and showed me how to take
the errors out of the sextant. From Des McSherry I learned.
Alan Black lent me a hand-held computer which does it all.
Just feed in the angle, date, time, etc. and you get a position at
the touch of a button. In my view I would not need pin-point
accuracy. There was an RDF on board and the Azorean
archipelago was about 400 miles wide.
Then came more of the "what if" syndrome. What if we met
very bad weather? What sort of watches would I set? What
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to get her and your crew home safely." What a tower of
sort of food would we bring? Does one draw a rhumb line
2,000 miles long? What about time changes’? Again it was strength.
I flew to New York on 8th July. I had never been to New
time to call on old friends.
John Gore-Grimes made it all sound so feasible. His York before: in fact I had never been to America before. I had
boundless enthusiasm and encouragement filled me with never skippered a 50ft ocean-going yacht before, never mind
crossed the Atlantic, 3,500 miles. How about that? What an
confidence and helped me to overcome my doubts and fears.
adventure! When I landed in Kennedy I
"Just do it, Davy." he said. "Don’t let
had to pinch myself.
anything put you off."
Jamie bad gone out a week before
"But, John, what if my navigation
hand. Johnny and Erik were each making
fails, and I miss the Azores?"
their own separate ways, and we were all
"Then you’ll hit Africa."
to meet in Newport. You would think
So it was all systems go.
Newport was the size of Cheek Point.
Next I had to find a crew.
My impression of Newport was that it
Originally Colin had a crew organised
was a mixture between Cowes and
but one by one each of them cried off,
Kinsale. It had its quaint fishing piers,
with the honourable exception of Erik
traditional pubs and restaurants, and
Goodbody from Portumna, so now I
about 2,000 yachts. I made my way to
had only three. Somehow or other I
the yacht centre, where the finish of the
had it in my mind that I should have
OSTAR was being co-ordinated. "Yes,
six for such a voyage. I had to know
Deerhound is in, Colin is around
each of them personally and did not
somewhere, check the marina." And
want to take a chance with a stranger.
there he was on Galway Blazer . I met
I asked around Howth Y.C. Vast
the gang, had a few beers, found Jamie
experience was not essential but time
and Johnny (Erik had not yet arrived ).
was. I originally intended to go via
and so out to Deerhound, moored off
Bermuda and the Azores and the time
Goat Island.
for the entire trip to Crosshaven would
I was horrified to learn that Colin was
certainly be six weeks, so I did not
want to be bound by a deadline. None After confusing the locals in Howth with sun sights returning to Ireland the next day, not on
of the many who would have killed to over the Baily, our hero had to make the right ges- the following Monday as I had
originally thought, and was going out to
do such a trip could spare the time, tures afloat, but in fact the GPS was much
Jamie McBride dinner with some of his OSTAR
and finally the only addition to the used
colleagues that evening. So that left just
crew was Johnny Wormald of Howth,
a couple of hours for him to answer my thousand questions,
who had just finished college and could spare the time.
Maybe I could take a chance and pick up a fifth crew in not nearly enough time. However he set about it, explaining
first about the GPS, then about the engine and how to bleed it
Newport. More panic! Another call to my friend John GoreGrimes and again the calming influence: "What are you if necessary (of which more later). He explained also that the
worried about, Davy? Isn’t Colin sailing her out single- batteries were in poor shape - he did not know how poor. The
handed? Four of you should easily be able to sail her home. next morning, after Colin had gone and while trying to unravel
Deerhound is a splendid craft for such a voyage and you will the mysteries of the GPS, the screen suddenly went blank.
What in the name of God was wrong? It transpired that the
use your knowledge of her and your considerable experience
batteries had gone completely. We
found that one of the alternators
had a loose belt and had not been
charging at all. 6-volt batteries
would have taken a day or two to
find, so I settled for 12-volt as
advised by the experts.
Next in for water - we had
enough diesel. While alongside,
there was a typhoon warning for the
state of Rhode island. Charming!
We battened down the hatches,
secured our dinghy, doubled up on
our mooring lines and waited. The
lads in the meantime (Erik had
arrived that morning) had invited
every girl in Newport on board for a
drink. The typhoon never arrived I think, but the party was great!
Out to our mooring early next
morning, a quick dash ashore for
some last minute shopping, some
fiddling about on my part. Then
there was nothing else to do but go.
My God, 2,200 miles of ocean to
Happy days in mid-Atlantic with (left to right) Erik Goodbody, Johnny Wormald,
Davy McBride the Azores!
and Jamie McBride
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At 12 noon on 16th July 1992 we
dropped our mooring and motored
out of Newport. As we approached
the fmal harbour beacon, Jamie said
quietly: "Are you nervous, dad?"
"Apprehensive," I said. But he was
right: nervous was exactly what I
was!
The day was beautiful, the sea
was calm, but there was no wind. I
set a South-Easterly course to take
us through the cold adverse current
which comes down from Greenland
and into the warm Gulf Stream.
Our first waypoint was to be the
Nantucket Light, 135 miles away.
!
Looking back through my log, the
first 24 hours were pretty
uneventful. I see we motored most
of the way but at least this gave us
the chance to check out the rigging
and repair a batten pocket where
the full-length batten exerts great
pressure on the sail at the luff end.
We saw a number of what we
Erik Goodbody
thought were giant dolphins (we Father and son - Davy and Jamie in mid-Atlantic with Deerhound going well
were later told they were probably
pilot whales). One evening Jamie say several whale spouts and the seams on our roller genoa, but apart from that our journey
a whale did surface, but some distance away.
was uneventful. If it looked as if it might blow up a bit during
It soon became apparent that we were not going to be able the night, we would take in two slabs in the main, and roll in
to make the Nantucket Light under sail, but I decided that in or out the genoa as necessary. This meant a slight reduction in
order to reassure myself that my navigation and the GPS were
our speed but, what the hell, what’s another day? It also meant
both up to scratch, a sighting would be most advantageous. I
that it was unlikely that the crew would be roused from their
set a course for the Light and, what do you know, there it was bunks at some ungodly hour.
on our nose. Jubilation and congratulations! Hang out the
It is also strange how your attitude changes as regards
bunting! What a great morale booster it was. The log read: "At keeping a course. In the confined spaces of coastal cruising, it
the Nantucket light, I feel a certain satisfaction. Now the real is very important to sail the proper course, but out in the
journey begins. I must give Johnny a course for the Azores.
Atlantic, perhaps a thousand miles from anywhere, it scarcely
2,000 miles to go." So off we went.
seemes to matter, within reason, what course you steer. What
What followed was 14 days of the most idyllic sailing: blue
are 10, 20 or even 30 degrees if it makes life more comfortable
skies, fair winds, never over 35 knots. We were only headed
aboard? In any case the wind will change within a day or so
once but the sea at that time was so calm we changed our
and you will be able to get back on course. This is well
roller genoa for a big racing number one and carried on.
illustrated by a passage from the log: "It is 04.00 and I am on
Gradually we were broken until we were able to tack back to
watch in a pair of shorts only. It is a beautiful warm moonlit
the course for the Azores, having had the wind on the nose for night. Windspeed about 12 knots. ’George’ is steering, a little
only 12 hours.
erratically at times, maybe 30° off course but, what the hell,
The nights were starlit, warm and velvety. We could come we have 2,000 miles of ocean to play with."
on watch in shorts and a tee-shirt. The sun shone all day most
The heaviest of the weather was the 21 st./22nd, and 25th
days. Our biggest enemy was chafe. We had to sew some of
July, from about 700 miles out. "Position 40° 41’ North
57015, West: Deerhound is loving this. Surfing along at ll
knots, we must be averaging 8 knots. We have taken down the
staysail and mizzen staysail. We will de-power some more as
evening approaches. "And that evening: "We are snugged
down for the night. Two reefs and a rolled-up jib. the seas are
quite big now."
On the 22nd.: "It was a bad night with winds up to 30/35
knots. Took down the main altogether and ran on all night
with only a handkerchief of the jib rolled out." "We are under
full jib only now. It is like the Irish Sea but warm."
"09.00. 25th July: Big seas now but brilliant sunshine. As
the waves are breaking, they become translucent, showing that
beautiful turquoise colour. A glorious ride! Deerhound in her
element. The odd wave splashes into the cockpit dousing the
helmsman, much to the enjoyment of the off-watch crew, but
no problems." That day we made 192 miles. And that was the
worst of the weather!
On 27th at 14.30: "It has been a most wonderful day’s
Johnny Wormald sailing. From early morning we have had all sails set. the wind
Professor McBride does his sums

\
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swimming in the knowledge that there were two miles of water
beneath you.
On 30th July at 14.30 under motor: "Land ho!" First the
exact geometric triangle which was Pico, then Faial appeared
as a distant hazy blue mass. John Gore-Grimes had been right
after all. By this stage we had enough confidence in the GPS
to be in no doubt that this was our destination and we had not
actually found Africa!
At sunset we tried to locate the charted light at the northwest corner of Faial. It was apparently unlit and radio contact
with Faial failed to establish whether it was in fact working.
Towards midnight, motoring gently towards Horta and
preparing to enter harbour, our air of self-congratulation
evaporated in an instant. The motor stopped dead. Why did it
have to do so now, with the rocks a mere two miles away and
not a breath of wind? Why not on any of the preceding fifteen
days when the horizon had been empty and there had been
plenty of wind’? The silence was deafening as all eyes turned
on the skipper. My knowledge of Deerhound’s engine was
limited to the all too brief words way back in Newport. Hope
started to re-emerge when a quick check established that the
three fuel tanks were not in fact interconnected and the one we
had been using all the way across was bone dry. Maybe I
could remember enough of what I had been told of the
mysteries of bleeding a diesel, so, having switched tanks, out
came the spanners to loosen and tighten, in what I desperately
hoped was the correct order. More in hope than confidence, I
pressed the starter and, hallelujah, it burst into life first time.
Two hours later we moored up at the waiting dock alongside
the U.S. yacht Harrison. No sooner were the mooring lines in
place than a polite female English voice enquired if I would
like a Guinness. To my instant response she agreed that she
could scarcely deny a dying man his last request!
The following morning we cleared customs and were
allocated a marina berth. There was a further moment of
tension when the motor stalled while manoeuvring in reverse
within the confines of the marina, but it restarted at the first
attempt. The fee for our berth was a very reasonable US$8 per
day, including electricity and water.
There followed eight glorious days in Horta. I will not
attempt to describe the Azores, as well documented accounts
of their beauties abound in previous
journals. What is not perhaps so
widely appreciated is that most of
the yachting people one meets in
the Azores will have sailed at least
1000 miles to be there. This was
brought home to me during a great
night’s singing and story-telling in
Peter’s Caf6 Sport where the
company included English,
Germans, Finns, Americans,
French and, of course Portuguese,
making us all, in my view,
members of a very special club.
Some had sailed vast distances,
single or two-handed, like the two
American gifts who had sailed a 35
ft boat from California never
having sailed before; and the
couple who had sailed their 65 ft
sloop from Rio. John had been
fight again; by comparison we were
a properly-crewed boat.
By 9th August we decided that it
was time to go. Provisioning in
It was Sea Week while we were in Horta. and all sorts of craft were going through their paces,
including this traditional Azorean whaling skiff
Erik Goodbody Horta - again Jamie did the

has been South-West, a steady 15 knots." The sun shone all
day. Our day’s run was 164 miles.
Memories include an early morning watch when I had a
fantasy that it was Christmas morning all over again. A
shadowy figure with a big sack over his shoulder passed by.
But it was only Jamie lugging up another sail, and then
another, to add to the canvas we had been carrying overnight.
Coming on deck an hour later, one would find that Jamie had
single-handedly hoisted all these sails, even gybing the
spinnaker pole which normally took two men to lift.
Deerhound would be rampaging along at 8.5 or 9 knots with
cowboy whoops if the speedo hit 10 knots. I cannot speak
highly enough of Jamie’s enormous contribution to the whole
venture - sail-handling, cooking, dismantling the heads
(several times) etc. There were many happy evenings when all
four of us would be in the cockpit together as supper was
being cooked, enjoying a beer or two, reminiscing about our
stay in Newport or the Azores, exchanging good-humoured
banter and generally putting the world to rights.
And then there was the exquisite pleasure and the great
feeling of power I derived from setting ship’s time. To hell
with the ’so many minutes per degree of longitude’ - far too
complicated. If I felt that it was getting dark a little too early, I
would simply issue an edict. Notices would be posted: "This
evening we will put our watches forward one hour" and it was
done. What power!
On 26th July at 21.00 we noticed a large freighter coming
up behind us. Jamie called him up on the VHF and rather to
our surprise we got an instant reply. He had already spotted us
on radar and had altered course. It was reassuring to find that
some large vessels at least keep proper watch. Having signed
off, we were called up by the German yacht Galway Blazer,
just out of sight astern.
She was en route out of Fort Lauderdale also bound for the
Azores and, before pulling further ahead, we arranged to meet
up in Peter’s Bar once ashore. These two contacts were our
first since Rhode Island and made us feel a lot less alone.
By 29th July we had quite definitely, entered the Azores
High. The barometer read 1030 Steady. These were days with
periods of total calm when we could swim from a line led from
the spinnaker pole. It was an extraordinary experience
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honours - was all that could have
been expected from one of the great
centres of offshore sailing, though
we had found few of the other
specialist services to yachts which
one might have expected, such as
sail repair, radio and electronics
maintenance, rigging or even basic
mechanics.
Leaving Horta I set a course of
due North true (17° Magnetic) to
forestall the possibility of being
headed off towards Biscay, where
the prevailing winds as shown on
the routing chart for August were
Northerly. These routing charts,
one for each month of the year, are
published by The Admiralty and
from these one can see at a glance
the average wind speed and
direction, with the prevailing ocean
current and its speed and direction
over your proposed route. I must
thank my friend Alan Black, the
Malahide yachtbroker, for the loan Getting under way from the Azores, bound for Ireland - Jamie and Davy with
of his July chart. I found it Pico beyond
Erik Goodbody
invaluable when choosing my route
the course set for 300 miles before gradually bending
to the Azores. A yachtsman from Nova Scotia, who had held
away, first to 40°, then 50 and ultimately 80°.
designed and built his own boat, lent me his chart for August
The gods smiled on us again for the next nine days. Typical
for half an hour the day before we left for Crosshaven. We are the log entries for 12th August: "What a night! A brilliant

Some of the cruising yachts we met in Horta were really luxurious this Greek-owned sloop had a Jacuzzi in her after-deck, and the party
sonn transferred aboard her
Johnny Wormald

moonlit night, bright as day. An 18 knot breeze from the West.
Making great progress. All sails set. Speed 7 knots." "The
wind has eased to about 15 knots. Jamie made breakfast:
porridge, orange juice, fried eggs and tomatoes, fried bread
and tea. I think we’ll hold this course for another two days."
"It has been a grand day so far. Clouded over at about noon. It
is now drizzling quite hard but the winds are favourable. Our
day’s run was 147 miles, 147 easy miles. Deerhound has such
an easy motion." "Baked beans, cheese and tomato for lunch there should be no shortage of wind!! .... The wind has gone to
the North-West. I have put in two reefs and boomed out the
jib. We should be comfortable for the night. Our speed is 5.5
knots."
Life was made more interesting and our isolation less
apparent when, each evening, we tuned in to "Herbie". We had
heard of this Bermuda-based enthusiast In Horta from a
German yachtsman. An English sailor had very kindly shown
me how to operate our SSB radio. Herbie provided a free and
detailed weather and general information service for any
interested yacht in the north Atlantic, plotting courses and
advising of conditions on route. During our passage we heard
him avert a major search and rescue operation after an EPIRB
had been accidentally activated without the knowledge of the
yacht concerned. Herbie was able, through his network of
reporting yachts, to get a message to the yacht and to confirm
that no rescue was required.
After the 45th parallel the weather gradually took on the
more familiar Irish Sea look. Sweaters and jeans began to
appear, with oilskins at night. The wind had now veered to
South-West, necessitating frequent gybes at changes of watch.
The sun when it appeared however was still quite warm. It was
at this time that we encountered the Greek freighter M.V.
Panthea ,en route for New York, who was sufficiently
interested to offer to take a video of us and send it to us, but
was unfortunately unable to do so.
At the 46th parallel on 14th August, we altered course to
80° for the Fastnet, and on the 17th August at about 14.00 we
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sighted land. Various Link calls
were made to parents to let them
know that their little lambs were
almost home. Unfortunately we
closed land as it became dark and
we missed the glorious scenery of
that south-west corner. Roches
Point was passed at daybreak and
,.
at 05.23 we made fast at the Royal
Cork Y.C. marina in Crosshaven.
The Royal Cork Y.C. was in
festive mood. The entire club was
hung with banners, bunting and
posters proclaiming the European
Mirror Championship. Later that
morning there came, over the P.A.
system, Donal McClement singing
a song about himself to the
assembled Mirror sailors! it was
another of the now famous,
McClement impersonations. We
were definitely home.
In retrospect I suppose that we
were rather fortunate with the
weather we encountered, it is Last job before leaving Horta
unlikely that I would ever harbour wall
experience such easy conditions
again. Against that, the routing charts for July did indicate that
if we followed a certain course the likelihood of our meeting
bad weather was remote, and such was the case.
My fears at not having six, or at least five, of a crew proved
absolutely groundless. In my view four was the perfect number
and, were I to do it again in a boat of similar size, I would not
want any more than four. In this particular case I could not
have picked three finer young men. Thank you, Erik, Jamie
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-Johnny leaves his (and Deerhound’ s) mark on the
Erik Goodbody
and Johnny, the many friends who helped me, and of course
Colin for making it all possible.
SUMMARY:
Distance
Newport R.I. - Horta 2050 miles
Horta - Crosshaven
1259 miles
3309 miles
Total

Engine
Time
15 days, 6 hours 47 hours
8 days 14 hours
23 hours
23 days 20 hours 70 hours

White Shadow follows the footsteps of
Christopher Columbus
Joan Nicholson

To celebrate the Quincentenary of
Christopher Columbus’ arrival in
the New World, "World Cruising",
under the guidance of Jimmy
Cornell, organised an International
Rally of approximately one
hundred and fifty boats from over
twenty countries, including
America, Australia and many from
Europe. This commenced in Puerto
Sherry in Spain in late July, 1992.
David entered for this Rally in
the Summer of 1989 before his boat
Black Shadow was wrecked. After
the wreck, he then searched for a
suitable replacement. This took
about two years and culminated in
the purchase of an Oyster Heritage
in almost mint condition, having
sailed only 1900 miles in its three
year life.
Named White Shadow this thirty Arrival at Funchal, Madeira.
seven footer is roomy and is easily
managed by two people. It is ideal for blue water cruising.
The planning had commenced well before the purchase of
the boat and continued over many months. There were to be
six changes of crew involving over twenty different members
and a multitude of charts and pilots had to be identified and
purchased. It was necessary to take a restricted radio officers
course and examination to obtain a license to operate the
newly acquired medium frequency transceiver.
David and his yacht White Shadow, the only Irish boat in
the Rally, were nominated by the Irish Sailing Association as
official Irish representatives.
During the rally we were to attend many official functions.
Gifts for distribution at these functions were donated by The
Lord Mayor of Cork, Bord Failte, Royal Cork Yacht Club and
Kinsale Yacht Club. Irish Distillers and Guinness Group Sales
gave us supplies of good cheer for welcoming visitors aboard.
Our thanks to them all.
June 20th
Everything got sorted out in good time and White Shadow
commenced her voyage to southern Spain from her winter
quarters in Guernsey in the Channel Islands, via France, North
Spain, and Portugal. The following ports were visited en route;
Granville, Morlaiz, La Coruna, Muros, Villagarcia, Oporto,
Lisbon, Sines, Lagos, Bonanza and Seville.
One thousand one hundred and fifty miles were covered
with an increase in temperature to match ! We took the boat to
Seville, a journey of fifty miles up the Guadalquivir River, in
order to visit Expo ’92. There was no wind here and it was

Finishing Line of Portosanto Funchal Race

J. Nicholson

exceedingly hot, but the visit was one of the highlights of this
cruise. We enjoyed Expo and we thought that the Irish
Exhibition was a credit to all involved. We reached Puerto
Sherry, in the bay of Cadiz, on July 25th and registered with
World Cruising "America 500" and were now part of the
Rally.
Over the next few days the boats were gathering and
making preparations. Many miles had been travelled by
everyone. The American boats had already made a
transatlantic crossing to be here. There was a pleasant air of
excitement as we anticipated the celebrations to come.
Black Shadowwas among forty eight boats that were going
to take part in the first departure, on 3rd August, the actual
date of Columbus’s departure five hundred years ago. The
second departure was arranged for mid October and would
finish in time for both groups to join together for the
transatlantic crossing in mid November.
The crew for the next four weeks were; Skipper David
Nicholson, Rob d’Alton who had been with the ship since she
left Guernsey, Joan Nicholson, Lorraine Nicholson and David
Shaw from London, who was able to spend only a few days on
board.
Christine Nicholson who joined the ship after a week of
travelling by car in Northern and Central Spain. She was our
Spanish Speaker and was more effective than our phrase book!
Puerto Sherry has a relatively new marina with 800 docking
places and a large dry dock and a sailing school. The Yacht
Club Hotel close by was where America 500 set up their head
quarters. All facilities were available on the marina. A
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David signing the Book of Honour at Columbus Monument watched by
Christine. Lorraine and Rob
picturesque new village had been built in the harbour
consisting of apartments and restaurants. Unfortunately, it was
incomplete as the company building it were in serious
financial difficulties. Viewed from the water it looked a little
like Disneyland with its unusual architecture.
Many trips were organised for the Rally participants
including a visit to Expo in Seville and a visit to a bull fight.
Forty eight boats and attendant crew made a large party - but
we were transported by buses (air conditioned !); the
temperature was 37°C the day we visited Puerto de Santa
Maria. We had a walking tour of the town, visiting the
cathedral and the old castle of San Marcus. We learned that
Columbus had had his ship Santa Maria outfitted here.
The town has a history of wars and changes of ruler.
Thanks to the wine trade developing in the 19th century it is
now well-known for its Sherry.
We were privileged to visit the bodega de Terry and learn
how sherry is made and also to taste some, while we watched a
parade of horse drawn carriages make pin wheel turns in a
large courtyard. Later the ladies of the party got a ride in the
carriages. Puerto de Santa Maria has many restaurants and
night life of all sorts.
The heat was intense at the marina and having the hotel
swimming pool available to Rally members was heaven. There
was a sandy beach quite close by and we visited that one
Sunday. As we approached, it was an incredible sight. There
was just a sea of umbrellas with every resident from the
locality having their Sunday lunch picnics underneath.
Another trip that we took advantage of was the visit to the
stable of the famous Royal Andalucian School for Equestrian
Art. We had hoped to see a performance by these horses, but
instead we saw them rehearsing their high stepping and
prancing. The full show is only held twice a week. The stables
and surrounding gardens were interesting and a welcome
change from the Yacht Marina.
Wednesda) 29th July
The openin~ event of this historical trip was a reception in
Puerto de Sa’l:a Maria given by the Municipal Council of
Santa Maria, ix, the Castillo de San Marcus. Sherry was served
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with delicious tapas in this ancient
building, which was lit up and
decorated with flags and drapes.
The Lord Mayor welcomed us and
then individually the skippers of
the forty eight boats were called up
to present him with their gifts and
he presented each skipper with a
pennant of El Puerto de Santa
/
Maria. It was a lovely evening and
good to see the castle being used
for this reception, as well as being a
museum for tourists.
The next day we took a taxi to
the big supermarket outside Puerto
Sherry and did a big shop in
preparation for the five day trip to
Porto Santa from Huelva, as it was
more convenient than shopping in
Huelva. Much washing was done
too, as obtaining water in Huelva
was not going to be easy.
That evening there was a
farewell sherry and beer reception
beside the Yacht Club swimming
pool. The tapas were so good we
J. Nic’holson hardly needed dinner which was a
paella party in another location.
The days spent in Puerto Sherry had been interesting - we
had met most of the skippers and crews from the other
participating boats and got well acquainted with the "America
500" staff organising all the events - they were fondly known
as "The Canaries" as they all wore bright yellow shirts.
The skippers had been briefed about the next day’s race to
Huelva (about forty miles North in the bay of Cadiz) and there
was a spirit of rivalry about the outcome of this race. Engines
could be used but that would bring a penalty - the emphasis
was on fun.
Friday 31st July
The start of the race was early - 9am. We enjoyed some good
sailing even though the wind was on the nose all day - that is,
except for the first hour when there was very little wind. We
put the engine on then and drove through the doldrums to the
wind. Close to the finish of the race in the late afternoon we
got caught in the ebbing tide down the Odiel River,
consequently we did not cross the finishing line until 20.30,
and it took us three hours more, motoring against the five
knot tide, to reach the point in the river where we were to
anchor.
We were asked to anchor bow and stem so that the boats
would be in a good position for the Royal review a few days
later. However a great many boats dragged their stern anchors
and we spent a chaotic night staving off disaster from others.
We were comfortably anchored but had an Australian boat
wrapped around our lines in the night. Most of next morning
was spent undoing the muddles.
White Shadow’s anchorage was just level with the Tivoli
Gardens which kept up their activities till 6 o’clock each
morning.
Ferries were available throughout the day to take us ashore
and "America 500" had set up their headquarters in a hugh
marquee on the quay.
On August 1st all the skippers and crews assembled in the
town hall in the morning where the Mayor of Huelva
welcomed us and gifts were exchanged. Each boat had been
given a presentation log book for this trip and the Mayor’s
signature was the first entry.

Huelva is now the port on the Odiel River but in monotonous, but the audience were not ! They threw
Columbus’s time Palos was the port from where he set sail in
themselves into the story with true spanish emotions and
1492. This had become silted up and Palos is now a village a applauded the sentiments, not the singing.
short distance inland.
It was 3am by the time we returned to our boats, and the
The following day the Rally members were taken on a sight ferries were coming again at 5am to collect the stout hearted
seeing visit by bus to all the Columbus Sites in the immediate for an early mass in San Jorge church in Palos, where
area. The first stop was at the Columbus monument at the
Columbus and his crew received mass before setting off on
mouth of the river, which we had seen as we entered the river their voyage. It was a most memorable occasions with nearly
the day before. There, each participant signed the
all yachtsmen taking part and some villagers also. After the
Quincentenary Book situated in a small chamber under the
mass we gathered at the well where he had got water for his
monument. We proceeded on to La Rabida Monastery which ships. There was no water there now but a small pageant was
had featured a lot in Christopher Columbus’s life. The monks
enacted by locals dressed in scarlet and yellow doublet and
at this monastery had great faith in him and consistently hose with feathered caps, and the Mayoress made more
encouraged him when he failed to get the necessary money
speeches to the folk of Palos. Bands played and there was
from the Queen for his journey. They also took his son, Diego, great festive spirit. We were all beginning to wilt visibly at this
and reared him while his father was away on his voyages.
stage but none of us would have missed this event.
Finally, the monks persuaded Queen Isobel to sanction the
This day in 1492 Columbus received Mass.
money the Columbus needed.
This day in 1492 he set off from Palos for the new world
We all enjoyed a visit here. The monastery was very with the blessing of the Royal household.
picturesque and the atmosphere very calm and serene. The
Today August 3rd, 1992 was a holiday to celebrate that
skippers of all the yachts were taken to the room where occasion and we also were going to receive a royal blessing
Columbus had briefed his men and there a symbolic briefing later in the evening when His Royal Highness King Juan
took place with the 1992 skippers. Close to the monastery was Carlos I reviewed the fleet of yachts anchored in the river.
an auditorium which the Mayoress, Pilar Pulgar Fraile had
Meanwhile we had some sleep to catch up on and last
built to accommodate large groups for conferences etc. also an minute jobs to be done on the boat as the start of the five
open air forum where we later attended an Opera written hundred mile race to Porto Santo was immediately after the
especially for this 500 celebration.
Royal review.
The Mayoress welcomed us and spoke in perfect English.
As we had run out of water during our stay in Huelva we
She was obviously very interested in the historical events of had to take the boat to the quay wall and fill up. This was an
Columbus and in particular in the yachts and yachtsmen taking exhausting process with Christine and Lorraine running from a
part in this Rally.
tap on shore with our five gallon container back to the quay,
David, as skipper of the only Irish boat taking part in the
where it was lowered to the boat and the water was transferred
Rally presented Mayoress Fraile with a framed parchment to the boat tank.
message signed by the Lord Mayor of Cork, Councillor Denis
With some assistance from others on shore this was finally
Cregan. She had friendly words for everyone and signed all completed. Security for the Royal visit was mounting and we
the souvenir logbooks. We agreed she was a most remarkable only had permission for a limited stay at the quay wall, hence
woman in all that she had achieved for Palos during her term
the hurry in the midday heat which was exhausting. We
of office.
returned to shore by ferry and were revived by a lovely lunch
It was an exceedingly hot and humid day when we emerged in an air-conditioned restaurant. By 1800 the excitement on the
from the conference hall but air
conditioning on the buses made
travel very comfortable, and cool
drinks in a hotel in Palos village
were most welcome.
When we returned to Huelva
everyone was treated to lunch,
served out of doors, but under
cover. We numbered about two
hundred people and we were served
with delicious sardines as starters,
then mackerel with salad and finally paella, all washed down
with sangria and beer and lots of ....
mineral water and followed by
peaches and melons. We were
certainly ready for a siesta after all
that
That night we attended the
Opera which commenced at 12.30
am. It was unique - a very simply
told story of Columbus’s efforts to
get money from the Throne and
then his voyages and his final
sighting of land on the other side of
the Atlantic. The audience reaction
is what made this show memorable. The Delivery Crew Seville Yacht Club. L-R Bob Cassidy, Patrick Coughlan,
The type of singing tended to be Rob d’Alton, David Nicholson, Jack Forde
J. Nieholson
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river was intense. The yachts were dressed over all and White
Shadow had, besides, a vast Irish flag flying from the
backstay. So we were distinctive in our own way. We had
been given protocol instructions - which included dress - no
swimsuits ! Most crews had a uniform shirt which always
looked well when the whole crew turned out in them together.
Our pale blue shirts with our logo of Colurnbus’s Caravelle on
the pocket looked very smart. Local small craft were motoring
up and down and when the Royal party came by in a naval
ship they were followed by hundreds of small motor boats
which churned up the water. As His Majesty passed our ship
we blew our fog horn (permitted behaviour!) and we were
rewarded with a salute.
This was a most exciting moment and the climax of a
wonderful stay at Huelva. The yachts now paraded down river
towards to the Columbus Monument and the start of the race
to the island of Porto Santo just forty miles from Madeira.
The King was making his way back down the river at the
same time and as he passed the monument a huge red gas
balloon was released from the shore. It passed right over our
mast and seemed to descend but was given another blast of gas
to be sure it stayed safely up. What a display ! It was most
thrilling.
RACE TO PORTO SANTO
Monday August 3rd
The start of the race was at 21.45 and very shortly after it the
wind dropped away to nothing. To turn the engine on would
disqualify us from the race, so we soldiered on making very
little headway. By 08.00 next morning we had completed
twenty six miles with six knots of wind and our speed over the
water averaged three knots. We had 500 miles to go.
With this slow speed we
found it very hot indeed and
the mood on board became a
bit mutinous. However a
plunge over the side reduced
the temperature and raised
morale.
During each day all yachts
radioed in their position and
the speed of wind (if any) that
they had. We found we were
losing most of the fleet !
The wind then headed us
and there followed most
unpleasant conditions as the
sail slammed about and we got
thrown around. When at last
we got the wind on
Wednesday we had some good R~d~. Joan and David in Bedoga de
sailing. The following seas
produced a swell which was
not the kind of sailing some of us would choose for a holiday.
By early afternoon we had covered 140 miles. We
calculated our E.T.A. and the crew put much pressure to bear
on the skipper who finally agreed to turn on the engine and
forget the race. At least we would catch up with the fleet for
the festivities on land. There was a remarkable lift in the
morale at this stage. The two girls made wonderful crew,
handling the difficult conditions with great skill. Some
wonderful snacks and meals were served by them and they
were most attentive to the needs of the sick ! Breakfasts were
the domain of Rob - always calculated to appeal and most
welcome after an early morning watch.
Just after the start of this race we telephoned Tom
McSweeney of Radio Eireann putting him in the picture of this
most historic event. Technology is a great thing.
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Our wind speed averaged fourteen knots during the
following days and with the help of the engine at times we
were able to maintain a consistent speed of six knots. We had
some glorious sunshine by day and in the early hours of the
morning; on occasions we had thunder and lightening and
some heavy showers. The American GARMIN GPS proved to
be a very accurate navigational aid which was fortunate as our
log sometimes gave us trouble.
Saturday 8th August - La Tierra !
Land sighted just after breakfast. The island of Porto Santo ! it appeared very arid and rugged as we got closer, but it was a
welcome sight after five days at sea.
It was lunch time before White Shadow with skipper "Paddy
Columbus" rafted up alongside the quay wall and it was not
long after that when lines of laundry were hanging on the rails
of all the yachts.
During the trip radio contact had been kept up but not all
yachts had called in. Later we were to discover that one yacht
Hunk-a-Schmitt sailed single handed, had lost her mast and
another Constellation, the oldest boat in the rally, had gone
aground in Huelva and stuck in the mud.The keel had broken
off and the boat sank. Fortunately there was no loss of life or
injury in either case, but these were disasters we all wished
had not happened.
Hunk-a-Schmitt arrived safely in Porto Santo and aimed to
have repairs done in plenty of time for the transatlantic
crossing in November.
On arrival in Porto Santo the skippers went to the Town
Hall to meet the Mayor and other dignitaries and present their
log books for signatures. Presents were given and we got a
great welcome - endorsed by a reception of madeira wine and
ginger cake at the house where
Columbus had lived for two
years.
His wife came from Porto
Santo - her father had been
given the island by the throne
as a reward for his
navigational achievements.
That evening we joined up
with others and drove up the
mountains to have a meal in
unusual, somewhat primitive,
circumstances. Huge kebabs
of roasted veal were hung
from a rail over the table and
everyone helped themselves
by pulling the meat off with a
fork. This was accompanied
Caroline Heerin<~ by salad and fresh bread and
TerO,
local wine and plenty of
laughs.
We had three days to enjoy this island and that is just what
we did. The hospitality was tremendous and the local people
so friendly.
It is a small island, just forty one square kilometres and has
a magnificent beach nine kilometres long. They have had no
rain for four years and so all the vegetation is dying.
Long ago it was thought to be a good idea to cut all the
trees, in order to grow crops. But wind erosion then, and now
lack of rain, has turned the island into a desert. The views are
magnificent and the beach is what will attract the tourists.
It is starkly different to Madeira, only forty miles away,
which is lush with vegetation (but has no beaches). We
enjoyed the beach, we enjoyed the views but most of all we
enjoyed the hospitality. This culminated in a massive banquet
on Sunday night for all the "America 500" participants. Just

before this began, a monument to
honour the 500 Rally was unveiled.
This was sculpted by a local
Portuguese artist and resembled a
yacht under sail. All the names of
the yachts taking part will be
engraved on the back at a later stage.
This account seems to be
punctuated with receptions and
banquets - but that is how it was.
The party took place in an open
part of the quay in front of a
restaurant which was decorated
with flags. We started off with
glasses of madeira wine and various
small eats - including what looked
like fried limpets - they tasted fishy
and were rubbery but good.
This was followed by a vast
display of salads and cold fish and
beautiful fresh bread.
Having filled our plates with
this, we then noticed large
barbecues on the far side where we
got sizzling hot sardines and joints
of chicken and baked potatoes.
Later on the paella arrived !
Throughout the meal there was
plenty of good Portuguese wine
available and the finale was fresh
fruit - melon, grapes and oranges.
No one was hungry after all that.
A brass band played while we
ate and later a folk dance group
entertained us and when the disco
began the entire party got up and
did a mad congo through the tables.
The Minister of Tourism gave a Madeira
poetic speech and then sang us a
long song. He was an amazing
man. His vocabulary was colourful and in many words he
asked us to tell the world about his beautiful island. He wants
visitors and anyone going is guaranteed a welcome.
It was a truly marvellous party !
August llth 1992 Race from Porto Santo to Funchal,
Madeira
Start: 10.00
For this race Christine and Lorraine swapped boats and
went with the American 58’ schooner Compellor. Cliff and Liz
Merrel had built this themselves over a period of eleven years.
It had a concrete hull and nine sails were hoisted.
Frank Carmen joined us in exchange. He turned out to be a
fantastic foredeck crew which was lucky because the skipper
decided to put up his new heavy weather spinnaker for the first
time.
We got a magnificent start (skipper’s forte) and we made
great way.
As we closed on Madeira we were flying and at one point
we were planing at over ten knots. The ship was very hard to
handle but it was a most thrilling race to this point.
Fortunately we made no mistakes taking down the
spinnaker - we saw two yachts blow theirs’ out and one of
them carried the tatters at the masthead as far as the finish line.
We had made such good time this far that it was a pity that
the finish line had been extended to Funchal Harbour. Great as
the wind was, it dropped to nothing and all the boats spent
hours flopping about until they gradually caught the wind. The

.I. Nicholson
local yachts knew to stay close to the shore and so avoided
some of this.
Compellor and her new crew were badly hit by the lack of
wind and finally crossed the line with two minutes to spare
before the allotted time expired at 21.00, just three hours
behind us !
All the yachts rafted up in the harbour and we found
ourselves fifth boat out. The "Canaries" visited us for a drink
before dinner and as we were all rather tired we ate on board
that night.
The next day a long trip had been organised by bus, all over
the island. I do not think there is a road in Madeira that we did
not travel. It is a very hilly island and we curved our way up
and down mountains in a hair-raising fashion seeing the
magnificent views and all kinds of differing vegetation from
banana plantations to pine forests and many beautiful flowers
too. A very good lunch was provided en route, yet another
example of Portuguese hospitality.
A shorter trip another day took in some of the closer
villages and culminated in the well publicised toboggan ride
down the cobbled hills. This was originally the way they
transported goods from the fields to the markets. The covered
market in Funchal town was a hive of activity selling
vegetables and fruit and there was a large area for fish. Here
we witnessed the butchering of huge tuna fish and the filleting
and skinning of the speciality fish, the Black Scabbard fish - or
ESPADA. This is an eel caught in very deep waters and it
tastes delicious.
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Craft work such as wicker work and the very delicate
embroidery was available and, also, Madeira wine.
We had the opportunity to visit two wine cellars and taste
the sweet, medium and dry wines, and of course we purchased
some. During the three days we spent in Funchal we managed
to see a great deal. The Rally fleet had permission to use the
swimming pools in the local hotels which proved a very
welcome relief in the hot weather. The heat was the cause of
some illness amongst the yachtsmen. A virus infection
affected quite a few people but it did not last long, and did not
prevent anyone from attending the last banquet held on the eve
of 15th August, a public holiday.
August 14th
The Governor’s banquet was held at what used to be known as
the British club. There were large gardens surrounding a
lovely house, with tennis courts and swimming pool close by.
We were welcomed by a brass band while we sipped
maderia wine before the meal. The tables were set out in the
garden and the food was spread out on three large tables with
the now familiar barbecues on the side.
It was a colourful sight but we had to wait for the speeches
and prize giving for the Porto Santo - Funchal race before we
ate. Then a colourful group of folk dancers entertained us and
ended by involving all the guests in their dances.

28

A dance band took over later on and we danced into the
small hours under a full moon. It was a fitting way to end our
stay in Madeira. The next morning White Shadow left for Las
Palmas, a three hundred mile trip to the south.
The rest of the Rally took part in one more race from
Madeira to Lanzarote but we were short of time and had to
forego that.
It took us two and a half days to reach Las Palmas on Gran
Canary Island. The conditions were similar to the last trip with
the trade winds and a big swell following us which is not very
comfortable.
Our stay in Las Palmas was brief and we took the
opportunity to check on the facilities for when White Shadow
returns there ready to start the transatlantic crossing in
November. In the meantime the boat is in Mogan in the south
of the island on a new marina which has excellent facilities.
Many other "America 500" boats are resting there too.
August 22nd
We all returned to Ireland for a family wedding, while Rob
stayed on taking care of our ship and waiting for a new crew.
We hope to report further details of the America 500 Rally
in next years journal, including the transatlantic crossing, the
celebrations in the Bahamas and our intended cruise South, to
Antigua.

Canadian Pacific
Robert Barr

There comes a time in the life of a cruising sailor when
advancing years make yacht owning too burdensome and
chartering becomes the logical alternative. I have had an added
incentive to make that metamorphose because, as it happens,
one of my sons works for an airline and I may fly for very
little to far away places with great comfort in the ratified end
of the plane. This has opened up a whole new vista of cruising
delight which was inaugurated this year.
I had no difficulty in deciding where to go, having long had
thoughts about exploring the Pacific coast of British
Columbia, north of Vancouver, and there was no problem
either in fmding kindred souls to join the odyssey. My eldest
son, Robert, works in Canada and as a youngster was an IYA
instructor. Michael Powell was at school with me and he
emigrated to Canada 42 years ago. Though long since
naturalized, the name of his yacht betrays his origins - Molly
Bloom. He lives near Ottawa and I had a most agreeable cruise
with him on Lake Ontario last year. The fourth member of the
crew, Ken Lilley, is another naturalized Canadian, but an
expatriate Liverpudlian. He and Michael served together in the
RCAF and he lives in Victoria, Vancouver Island, the capital
of British Columbia.
The yacht was chartered from a small firm called Seahorse
Sailing Co. at Westport Marina, near Sydney, on the east coast
of Vancouver Island. She was a C and C 35 cruiser called Its
About Time which turned out to be well found and equipped.
We had no trouble with her. She cost 3,000 Canadian dollars
for 13 days (i.e. about Ir£1,500). Everything was provided even including face-cloths!
I arrived in Vancouver a few days before the start of the
cruise. The city is graciously modern and must have one of the
most spectacular situations of any in the world. It is on one
side of a horse-shoe bay with formidable mountain scenery
behind and across the water. Winter skiing is a major
attraction and it is a sailing paradise. About 60 miles west is
Vancouver Island which is over 400 km long, nearly the
length of Ireland. It has a spur of mountains running almost its
entire length which provide a wind break protecting the sea
between the island and the mainland from much of the
prevailing Pacific north westerlies which seem to be frequently
at or above gale force strength. Victoria is at the southem end
of Vancouver Island. South and east of it are the Gulf islands,
a Kaleidoscope of maritime interest where one could cruise
happily for a life-time. The southern islands are U.S. territory
and are part of Washington state. Seattle, the capital, is only a
day’s sail from Victoria. Eighty miles north of Vancouver on
the mainland side is an extensive area of high, steep mountains
and narrow fiords much of which is unhabitated by man and
basically is as it was since the end of the ice age. It is the most
extradorinary and beautiful cruising area I have seen.
But first a few words about Vancouver - a congenial city
where, as I have come to expect in Canada, everyone seems to

be kind, friendly and helpful. And nowhere more so than at the
Royal Vancouver Yacht Club. It was founded at the turn of the
century and the clubhouse was built in 1907. It is an elegant,
warm-hearted establishment which offers facilities similar to
those of our major yacht clubs in Ireland. The night Robert and
I dined there turned out to be a racing evening and there were
many sailing members around. We were hardly in the door
when we met four ex-patriate Dubs. Peter Byrne (who is
nearly as old as Johnny Hooper. He has sailed for Ireland and
Canada). Tim Maddock, Janet Houston and John McCormack
- brother of our Paget. It was great to meet them - all the more
so because they marked our card about the cruise and gave us
much helpful advice.
An interesting contemporary phenomena in Canada
particularly, but also in the U.S.,is the revival of Indian culture
and rapid advances in the development of the rights of
indigenous peoples. For several days at our hotel a major
conference was held for Indian chiefs from all over North
America - hundreds of them with squaws and children. The
gathering had nothing in common with the classic western.
The menfolk looked like successful stockbrokers and there
was not a bow and arrow, hatchet or feather to be seen. The
preferred means of transport was stretch limo. The ladies were
attired in silk dresses below the knee with anklelength trousers
- there would have been no room for Mini Haha. The only
concession to antiquity was a huge totem-pole which was at
least 60 ft. high.
Victoria, the capital of the State, is about the size of Cork,
conservative and terribly British - red buses, and pillar boxes,
changing of the guard and all. On the night we arrived, Ken
brought us to dine at the Reform Club, an ancient institution in
Parliament Square which could slip readily into Pall Mall. The
Empire may have receded, but some of its outposts are still
alive and well. It was a very pleasant occasion which put us in
the right frame of mind. The next day was spent checking out
and provisioning the boat. It was interesting to find that the
supermarket prices were much the same as at home.
At 06.10 on Sunday, 30th August, there was just enough
light to cast off from Westport marina on the 70 mile passage
to Pender Harbour on the mainland north of Vancouver and
across the Straits of Georgia. I would have preferred to have
started earlier so as to reach Active Pass, fifteen miles away,
on the last of the flood at 08.30, but it didn’t seem wise to
attempt that part of the passage in the dark without local
knowledge as there are numerous hazards on the way. Active
Pass is a spectacular dog-leg narrows which is three miles long
and half a mile wide. It lies between Mayne and Galiano
which are two of the Gulf islands. The stream runs at 8-10 kts
at half tide. We made all speed and entered the narrows just at
the end of the first hour of the ebb when the stream was set
against us at 3.5 kts. We hugged the cliffs on the port side and
the open sea was very welcome when it came. Conditions
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outside could hardly have been better (wind 15 kts SE) for our
first encounter with a geniker which gave us 6 kts with full
main. After a few hours the wind freshened to 25-30 kts and
we substituted a No.2 genoa. It rained for about four hours but
it didn’t dampen our enthusiasm. Although the average rainfall
in West BC is about the same as in Dublin, must of it falls in
the winter which is mild on the coast. The summer is
consistently warm and sunny (70 -75°F) with little or no
humidity. The only difficulty from a sailing point of view is
that the wind is apt to fade and one must resign oneself to a
good deal of motor sailing.
Pender Harbour is a natural harbour of about 20 sq. miles.
Not long before dusk we tied up at Fisherman’s marina in
Hospital Bay, a small, old, rustic dock tucked away in steep
wooded hills which was a good introduction to what was in
store. Michael created a chicken dish of which he is rightly
proud. It was cooked on the propane gas barbeque attached to
the push-pit. This is a piece of equipment which seems to be
part and parcel of all-North American cruising yachts. Most of
our meals on this cruise were on board as the writ of the Guide
Michelin does not run in these remote parts. (What worries me
is that if I don’t take a firm grip on myself, I might become
like John Gore-Grimes!)
We were now in range of our first objective - Desolation
Sound. The name suggests that one ought not to go there at all,
but nothing could be more wrong. The place is far from being
scenically desolate and the word implies simply the absence of
man.

Desolation Sound is an area of about 100 sq. miles. It
comprises three fairly large islands and many small ones
surrounded by a series of channels, rarely more than two miles
wide and often less than half a mile. Some of the channels
point like fingers thirty miles and more through the mountains
and up into the ice fields. The entire comprises a mountainous
primaeval forest with numerous snow peaks over 8000 ft. The
land rises almost sheer from the water and there are trees of all
sorts everywhere which have been propagating from time
immemorial. To describe this area as incredible is hardly
adequate. There is more to it than physical beauty and
grandeur. There is also solitude and finding oneself back at the
beginning. My other abiding memory is the everchanging
light, so that nothing remains the same for long.
Although lumber is British Columbia’s major industry,
there are so many trees that, even now in this area, the
foresters have hardly scratched the surface. The entire coastal
region north of Vancouver is essentially one unending forest
rising from the waterside. Desolation Sound was discovered
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by Captain George Vancouver RN
in 1792 in course of a four year
voyage during which he charted
much of the coast of Washington
state and British Columbia. The
only occupants at that time were a
few tribes of nomadic Indians.
During the last century, loggers,
trappers, and fishermen came and
set up small settlements at random.
There were no roads and the sea
was the highway of survival. Small
steamers, like the puffers in the
West of Scotland years ago,
brought supplies and maintained
contact with the outside world. The
government of BC set up schools
and there were even one or two
small hospitals to serve the
R. Barr scattered communities. At Powell
River, 50 miles south, there is one
of the largest paper mills in the world. As trees are felled they
are shorn of branches and hauled by tug in huge corrals down
to the mill. Each corral is about 3 acres in area and gives off a
glorious aroma of pine, cedar or whatever. At first encounter
they are quite unbelievable. Timber also constitutes a serious
hazard at night as there are numerous "dead-heads" (single
trunks which escape from a corral).
As this century draws to a close, mankind in Desolation
Sound is in decline. There are still hardly any roads, and most
puffers have been replaced by the sea-plane. That means of
transport has brought about a profound change. There is no
need now for lumbermen to live in communities on site. They
are flown in from Powell River and other substantial centres
away from the area where they have permanent homes. There
is also not much of a livelihood nowadays for trappers and
fishermen - though some fish farming and oyster breeding has
started. The end result is that many settlements have died and
only a few now remain. It was interesting to learn how these
operate. Most are cooperatives comprising typically 15 shares.
If a family leaves or dies out then its "share" becomes
available to purchase. What one gets is a small plot of land and
either a timber house or help in erecting one. Most houses are
built on poles - not to keep animals out but to provide a level
surface as the land at the shore is rocky and rises so steeply.
There is rarely any agricultural land. All members of the
cooperative usually engage in one activity, such as fishfarming, and combine in marketing their product. Electricity is
provided by wind vane, and the local store, if there is one, is
supplied periodically by ship. Mutual help is the essence of
existence and the settlers still have the same rugged
independence of character as their forefathers had. I hope that
the remaining communities will survive and flourish as they
are an important part of living colonial history. Indian
settlements seem to have suffered even more with the passage
of time and few remain.
Whatever about the decline of man in Desolation Sound,
the animal, bird and marine life seems to be thriving. A few
bald eagles swoop from the mountain tops now and then; large
black bears, which can move at great speed, come down to the
water’s edge to take the sun, and in the depths of night the
sudden call of cougars mating is spine-chilling. There are
wolves too and killer whales but we didn’t see any. There are
comparatively few seabirds - perhaps the bald eagles are to
blame. Dolphins and seals were regular companions and there
were salmon aplenty, but the marine life which gave most
delight were beds of wild oysters. They are delicious and most
are huge by normal standards. They fill shelfs of rock close to

the shore-line which falls away to deep water within a few
yards. Anchoring was quite a problem as the ground shelves so
quickly - 300 fathoms in the narrow channels is not unusual.
Our depth meter measured up to 200 ft. and rarely showed
anything! It was usually necessary to drop anchor not more
than 30 yds. from shore and also run a stern line to a tree. One
last word about the water itself; it is usually a remarkable
shade of dark green and is quite opaque. It is also very cold
and would remind one of the Forty Foot at Sandycove on a
brisk day. No one swam except us. The tide, even in the
narrow channels, is usually quite slack and, bye and large,
does not present a navigational problem.
And so, back to the cruise. Our 48 mile passage from
Pender Harbour brought us past Powell River mills near which
we saw our first corral of timber being towed imperceptibly by
tug; also large scows or lighters full of sawdust on tow to a
plant where it is converted into a fuel similar to turf briquettes.
We then followed the Malaspina Peninsula past Lund and
through the spectacular Thulin Passage, which is three cables
wide and 2.5 miles long between
the mainland cliffs and a string of
small islands called the Copelands,
which were reminiscent of their
namesakes near Belfast Lough.
We got our first breathtaking
view of Desolation Sound as we
rounded Sarah Point at the head of
the narrow peninsula and made our
way down the inside passage to
Lancelot Inlet and a glorious
anchorage in a small pool behind a
little island in Isabel Bay.
While rounding Gifford
Peninsula we met a welcoming
black Bear - at least it seemed
friendly enough, though there was
some doubt about whether it was
waiving as it leaped back into the
forest from the water’s edge. We
had been told that the Isabel
anchorage is the loveliest in BC
and we have no reason to doubt
that assessment. This is God’s
country.
The next day brought us back
into the main Sound up Lewis
Channel between Redonda and
Cortez islands; Deer Passage and
around West Redonda into the
northern end of Waddington
Channel between the two Redonda
Islands where there is another
spectacular tiny anchorage at
Walsh Cove. There was some
controversy on board as to how it
rated with Isabel. Personally I
thought that Walsh had a slight
edge - perhaps because it had wild
oysters and Isabel had none. En
route we saw a few small Indian
settlements and one or two white
settlements also but rarely anyone
to be seen. One of these was at
Refuge Cove on West Redonda. It
comprised a small public dock with
diesel and water; three or four
wooden houses; a surprisingly well Princess Louisa Inlet

stocked general store which was built on an old barge and a
tiny cafe, where we were made welcome and had an absorbing
encounter with several locals. They explained how the
settlement co-ops work and had much of interest to say about
their way of life. We learned that cougars (a species of puma)
can be a serious problem as they are interested in domestic
animals such as dogs, cats and hens - and also children. We
were shown a recent newspaper cutting and a photograph of a
cougar which one of our informants had shot in his livingroom. Surprisingly, black bears, though large animals, are not
regarded as a major hazard. It seems that they usually keep
themselves to themselves. However, after hibernation they
may set up lairs in the vicinity of a settlement. One of the
settlers, a young man with small children, told us a fascinating
story about a problem he had had with a bear in early spring. It
seems that it set up a lair in the torest close to his home. Bears
are creatures of habit and each evening at seven o’clock it
crossed the small clearing in front of the house. Each night it
came back and rummaged through the refuse. The man did all
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was leaving us to return to Toronto and he was in good time to
catch a small plane to Vancouver.
On the following day Ken and I availed of the hotel
courtesy bus to stock up on provisions at a local supermarket.
It transpired that the driver was the son of expatriate parents
from County Sligo and he often returns there. We were his
only passengers, so he kindly brought us on a tour of the area
and waited while we did the shopping. Powell River is the
only substantial coastal town on mainland BC north of
Vancouver. It has a population of about 18,000 and everyone
depends on the paper mills one way or another. It seems that
presently the town is in a Catch 22 situation. First of all, these
are difficult times in the paper industry and competition is very
keen. We were told that the mill is finding it difficult not to
price themselves out of the market as it is too labour intensive
and requires further modernisation. If the owners do not
continue a programme of replacing old machinery with stateof-the-art computerised equipment, the mill is likely to fail.
But if they do carry through that programme, the work-force
will be reduced by about two thirds and that would be a
disaster for the community as a whole. It is a frightening
illustration of what may happen to a town if all economic eggs
are in the one basket and there is no alternative industrial
activity which might be developed.
We had now reached the second phase of the cruise which
involved investigation of another series of fiords, the climax
being the Princess Louisa Inlet and Chatterbox Falls in the high
mountains at the northern end of Jervis Inlet beyond Queen’s
Reach. Our first introduction to this area was the spectacular
Hotham Sound which is eight miles long and one mile wide
with high steep-to forests and cliffs all around. We anchored
for the night close to one of the Harmony Isles, a string of
wooded islets about a cable off shore. Michael promised us
free-range roast lamb and baked potatoes, but decided in the
end that the lamb was not yet ready. Dinner would have slid off
the menu altogether but for a tin of
ham.
The Jervis Inlet and related
waters have much in common with
Desolation Sound. It is all wooded
and there are numerous high
mountains. The fiords are often less
than a mile wide and vary in depth
from 40 to an incredible 400
fathoms. The only real difference is
that there are a greater number of
yachts and power boats in the area.
Princess Louisa Inlet is the Holy
Grail of cruising in British
Columbia. It lies near the head of
Jervis Inlet which is thirty miles
long. The first excitement is
provided by the entrance at Malibu
Rapids which is dog-legged and
less than half a cable wide. The
R. Barr stream runs at 9 kts. plus at half tide
Refuge Cove Settlement, Desolation Sound
and we were told that entry near
slack
water
is
essential.
The
inlet is four miles long at the end
and cared for. Breakfast on board next morning was definitely
different. Tea, muffins and enormous blueberry buns hot from of which is an awe-inspiring, near circular, pool half a mile in
diameter with a narrow entry and cliffs of 6 to 800 ft rising on
the bakery were a rare delight. Lund has a lot going for it.
Next morning a NW gale 8 was forecast, but the best we got all sides. The pool is dominated by a huge waterfall, called
was F.6 which gave us a lively dead run to Powell River in a Chatterbox, which is about 3000 ft. high as it zig-zags down the
ahnost sheer face of a mountain that towers immediately above
moderate sea and glorious sun. We tied up at Beach Gardens
marina which is small, snug and beautiful near Grief Point and a simple public dock where we tied up for the night. There was
the lumber town, Powell River. There was the usual steep high a notice there which reminded us that refuse attracts bears.
AI and Joe Cummings in their excellent pilot book on the
ground and in the trees a hotel with admirable conveniences,
including a swimming pool, sauna, gym and restaurant which area describe Princess Louisa as absolutely spectacular - "A
would easily enter Michelin - if there was one. Sadly, Robert Yosemite at sea-level". Erle Stanley Gardner, who older

he could to scare the bear away but to no avail. Eventually he
decided that he would have to take extreme measures as he
feared for the safety of his children. And so one evening the
settler loaded his rifle and sat on his veranda waiting for the
bear. Seven o’clock came but not the bear: 8 o’clock and still
no bear. It was then dusk and he heard a noise behind him on
the veranda. He turned round and the bear was standing there
looking at him. Then it walked away into the forest. The settler
didn’t shoot and the bear never came back. Our informant
reckons that they might have more brains than many believe.
Next day we cast off from Walsh Cove for Gorge Harbour
on Cortez Island - but first we made a detour of 20 miles up
Toba Inlet into the high mountains and close to the ice fields.
This was an awe-inspiring experience. We were on our own as
it was soon after time on his planet began. Our joy was made
complete by a brisk 20 - 30 kt southerly which gave us a
glorious run up the inlet and a good beat down again. The only
sign of mankind was a pair of Indians in a kayac with a small
sail who were fishing. Elsewhere we saw some other boats
cruising the Sound, but it has so many waterways that we
encountered only a few and they did not disturb the tranquility.
After Toba Inlet we returned to Pryce Channel and Deer
Passage, then round the northern end of Cortez Island: down
the west side; through the oddly named Uganda Passage and,
finally, through a two cable gap into a natural harbour of 5 or 6
sq. miles. There is a small settlement with a dock where we
tied up for the night. There was also, for once, a little care
where we were well fed and Michael had a night off. Cortez
Island is very different from the Redondas and other islands in
Desolation Sound. It is gently tranquil, quite low-lying and not
entirely tree-clad.
Next day we headed for Lund, a village on Malaspina
Peninsula which has two claims to fame. It is the northern end
of Highway 101 which runs all the way to southern Chile - and
it has a most agreeable old hotel where we were well received
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members will remember as a prince among thriller writers,
describes it thus:"There is no use describing that inlet. Perhaps an atheist
could view it and remain an atheist but I doubt it.
There is a calm tranquility which stretches from a smooth
surface of the reflecting water straight up into infinity. The
deep calm of eternal silence that is only disturbed by the
muffled roar of throbbing waterfalls as they plunge down from
sheer cliffs. There is no scenery in the world that can beat it.
Not that I have seen the rest of the world. I don’t need to, I
have seen Princess Louisa Inlet.
Every day showed some new glimpse of nature. Constantly
changing clouds clung to the sheer cliffs for companionship,
drifting lightly from crag to crag, lazily floating along above
their swimming reflections giving ever new light
combinations, new contours. Clouds, water, trees, mountains,
snow and sky all seem to be
perpetually the same through the
countless ages of eternal time, and
yet to be changing hourly. One
views the scenery with bared head
and choking feeling of the throat. It
is more than beautiful. It is
sacred".
That may be a bit over the top,
but not much.
The entrance to Princess Louisa
at Malibu Rapids presented no
great difficulty one hour before low
water either entering or leaving.
Having spent the night in
Chatterbox pool, we set off down
Jervis Inlet in conditions which
would have done credit to Dingle A family-size oyster
Bay on a soft day. Clouds came
down the mountains and we were enveloped in a fine mist for
most of the 40 mile passage from Chatterbox Falls to a small
settlement called Egmount at the head of the Sechelt Inlet.
This was only the second time we had encountered rain on the
cruise. The tedium of the damp passage was relieved by a
brunch extravaganza comprising virile beef bangers (which it
was believed were breeding in the ice-box);Campbell river
bacon; fried bread and eggs - calories all carefully drained in
advance of course!
We were told that Egmont is one of the most pleasant
settlements in the North. I concur. The public dock is presided
over by Vera Grafton, a charming, octogenarian who is part
Indian and part English Canadian. Her father arrived in BC
from Manchester at the turn of the century. Her voice is like a
gentle melody and it was a fascinating experience to hear her
talk about Egmont in its halcyon days. It was no surprise to
learn that she is regarded by many as a treasured institution.
She reminded me of Rita Smith, the doyenne of Port Salon.
Egmont is small and is dominated by the pink Bathgate
store which can satisfy most requirements, including showers
and diesel. The Bathgates retired a couple of years ago, but by
popular demand the name and the colour remain.
Somebody told us that a couple of miles down the road was
a pub where the beer was good and they made the best
hamburgers in Canada. We needed cheering up, so we doned
our oilskins and marched into the rain.
The bistro is owned by a husband and wife, but there was
no doubt where power lay. Diane McLoughlan is a big,
formidable bundle who would probably eat Annie Oakley for
breakfast. The night got off to a dicey start, as when we
arrived we were told that it was too late for eating. But after
some softly softly negotiations we managed to plumb Diane’s
heart of gold and up came hamburgers with chips, which

confirmed her emininence in that sphere. Afterwards one thing
led to another and quite a rave-up developed with some locals.
One of them was a fifth generation Canadian mining engineer
with Irish roots called John Martin who is building a house on
a lake near Egmont. He kindly drove us back to the boat, but
first he showed us the new house and over a drink he told us
about his two loons. Those who have visited Canada will
probably be aware that the one dollar coin is known
colloquially as a loonie, because a bird called a loon, that lives
beside lakes and rivers, is depicted on one side. It seems that
loons mate for life, are rare and shy. John was thrilled to find a
pair of them on his lake. After a time he felt that their sad cry
indicated that they might be lonely. There was no other bird
life around, so he got some ducks to keep them company. He
then learned that loons prefer to be alone. They killed all the
ducks. Life can be harsh in these parts.

R. Barr (Jnr)
Our hamburger negotiations with Tiger Diane included an
invitation to breakfast on board the following morning. She
duly arrived at the appointed hour and, over brunch, she told
us her experiences on arriving in Egmont as a stranger and
setting up the bistro. Her first problem took us by surprise. It
concerned civilizing the locals. Diane does not approve of foul
language and swearing. She promptly introduced a rule that
anyone who "cusses or swears" is barred from the pub. At first
the locals were furious and her popularity rating fell to zero.
But she held all the cards - there isn’t another pub for miles
and miles. Now the local hard men are the most sweet tongued
in BC.
We also learned that they don’t call Diane "Tiger" for
nothing. She confirmed what one of the locals had told us that
during the summer a black bear had been loitering about near
the bistro for a couple of weeks. It wasn’t doing any harm but
its presence was bad for trade - so she shot him. He was
probably lucky not to have been strangled. She also confided
that she would like to retire to Captain’s Island nearby with a
snow leopard. Over the years I have met many interesting, offbeat characters while cruising, but Tiger Diane was, as they
say, something else!
After brunch, the sun having been restored to a tranquil sky,
it was decided to declare a Rest Day. In a way, that was a
mistake. I ought to have remembered that Rest Days tend to
develop a life of their own and are not to be trusted. We had
been told that the Sechelt Rapids in the Skookumchuc narrows
about 4 km. From Egmont was highly spectacular in spate at
half tide. I thought that the track to the rapids would be close
to the shore line. I was wrong. It transpired that several
foothills of primaeval forest had to be traversed first. But the
journey was worthwhile as the rapids are indeed spectacular.
They are about four cables wide with cliffs of about 500 ft. on
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the Egmont side and a couple of islets in the centre. There are
steep breaking waves up to 25 ft. high interspersed with many
whirlpools and overfalls. It is possible to sail through at slack
water, but there is no point in doing so as the Sechelt Inlet is
blind.
Our next destination was very different to what had gone
before. It was Snug Cove on Bowen Island which is only a few
miles from the city of Vancouver. The sudden return to the
sophistication of modern living required some adjustment. The
island, which is high, wooded and attractive has a population
of about 2,000 people, many of whom commute daily to
Vancouver by ferry.
Our final two days were spent in the Gulf Islands. This area
is immensely popular and has excellent facilities for the many
boats that cruise there. The islands have a special charm and
offer thousands of coves and anchorages and, even in high
season, one can get away from it all. Our last night was spent
in a marina at Ganges Harbour on Saltspring island - a place
made famous by Myles and Beryl Smeeton. It is quite
sophisticated with several sea-planes on moorings and many
boats in four marinas. It was a good place to wash down "Its
About Time" before returning her to the charter company.
On passage to Sydney next day we made a detour to have a
final swim and lunch at Irish Bay, Samuel Island. With that
name it seemed an appropriate venue for our farewell to the
Pacific. It turned out to be a delightful, small, horseshoe bay,
beautifully sheltered, isolated, and with a rarity in this land of
deep waters - a sandy beach. It was as solitary and almost as
beautiful as anywhere in the North.
In retrospect, it would have been better to have had a look
at the Gulf Islands first. The North is not an Act that can be
followed. Our hearts are in Desolation Sound.
SUMMARY:
Ports & Anchorages
Date
30th August
31st
I st Sept.

Westport V.l.to Pender Harbour (Hospital Bay)
Hospital Bay to Isabel Bay
Isabel Bay to Refuge Cove to Walsh’s Cove

2nd Sept.
3rd
4th
5th

Walsh’s Cove (via Toba Inlet) to Gorge Harbour, Contez Island
Gorge to Lund
Lund to Grief Point
Grief Point to Harmony Isles (via Hotham Sound)

6th
7th
8th
9th
10th
1 lth
TOTAL:

Harmony Isles to Chatterbox Falls
Chatterbox to Egmont
Rest Day
Egmont to Bowen Island (Snug Cove)
Bowen to Ganges, Saltspring Island.
Ganges to Westport marina, Sydney via Irish Bay, Samuel Island

Av speed
Duration of cruise
Ports and anchorages visited
Total distance

34

= 5.3 kts.
= 13 days
=14
= 432 miles

Distance
in n.m.
71
46
10
17
43
18
15
25

Engine
hrs.
3
2
1
2
3
4
3

Total Time
(in hrs.)
13
9
2
3
8
4
3
5

9
7
3
51

9
10
6
80

34
33
43
48
29
432

Andante to lie D’yeu
Brendan Bradley

When asked early in the year what my cruising plans were for
1992, I replied, somewhat tongue in cheek, that after the Whit
weekend rally I would go northabout round Ireland to the
south west coast, perhaps Kinsale or Crosshaven, then to
Brittany as far as La Rochelle, and home again.
In the event, I neither rounded Ireland nor reached La
Rochelle, but Andante joined the rally at Pwllheli in North
Wales, and on 2nd July, left Dun Laoghaire to return over six
weeks later on 15th August. The most southerly port visited
was Port Joinville on Ile D’Yeu, about sixty miles from La
Rochelle. During the cruise we visited twenty nine anchorages,
some several times, including ten islands and in all sixteen
people were involved as crew plus four for one day only.
It had not been my original intention to do the whole trip
myself, but circumstances just worked out that way. I had
hoped that my two partners Bryan Ryan and Brendan
Redmond would have taken over for part of the trip, but
unfortunately Bryan was unable to make it. Having cruised in
Brittany on two previous occasions, as far south as the
Morbihan, my aim was to visit as many new places as
possible. The delivery trip to Vannes was via Wicklow, the
Scillies, Camaret and Sauzon on Belle Ile, the latter being the
first new port to me, and a very pleasant one which we
revisited on two more occassions. I had chosen Vannes for
crew changing because of the direct train connection to Paris.
The delivery crew were Graham Crisp, an old hand who has
made several passages before and was my first mate, as well as
being an extremely good cook, Dave Morley, Paddy Benson
and Paul Gough, all friends of my daughter Suzie and
experienced windsurfers, but this was their first cruise.

Unfortunately, the day before departure was unfavourable
weatherwise. I had intended to load all our stores, but this
proved impracticable, so the day was spent completing the
remaining preparations on the list, which had grown over the
previous few weeks. Engine starter problems were a high
priority, and the mechanic kindly agreed to brave the elements
of the east pier bight with some consequential physical
discomfort.
Andante was brought alongside the new pontoon at the
Royal St.George at about 09.00 on Thursday 2nd July, but
loading was’nt as easy as expected because the juniors,
preparing their boats for the day’s instruction, had blocked all
access to the pontoon. The duty free arrived via the customs
shed to the Man o’War steps, and were handed down to the
pontoon, so we used this route for all the other gear as well.
By the time everything was aboard and stowed, it was 17.00
with pretty foul weather - S. F6/7 and raining.
However, we decided that it was better psychologically to
leave than sit at the pontoon or on the moorings waiting for the
weather to improve, so we motored out of Dun Laoghaire into
the teeth of the miserable conditions. After about four hours,
wet, hungry and running out of favourable tide, the vote was
taken to put in to Wicklow for the night.
Next moming it was still raining with a strong S’y wind,
but after a good night’s rest and with a favourable tide, we
motorsailed around Wicklow Head. The weather gradually
improved and, after several long tacks down the Irish Sea, we
found ourselves abeam of Tuskar at 21.00. The wind died and
we took the opportunity in a relatively flat sea to enjoy the
cullinary delights produced by Graham. No sooner had we
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disposed of the washing up, than the wind filled in from the
N.W.F.4/5, just what we wanted. It remained more or less in
that direction for the next few days. By the time we reached
the Scillies the following evening, it was blowing quite hard,
and with one of the crew suffering from persistent sea
sickness, we decided to put in for the night. Having had a look
at the harbour at Hughtown, which looked uncomfortable, we
proceded around the corner and dropped anchor at Porth
Cressa, where it was relatively sheltered.
Next morning it was blowing F.7/8 and we heard on the
VHF that the St.Mary’s lifeboat had been out during the night,
so I decided to stay put until things calmed down.
This gave the windsurfers a chance to practice their skills
with hired boards . The wind had not abated much by early
evening, and boats were still coming in for shelter, so it looked
as though we might be there for another night. Paddy was
getting anxious as he was under a certain amount of time
pressure, so imagine his relief when after dinner the wind
dropped noticeably, and I decided to sail for France at 21.30.
Shortly after leaving Porth Cressa I lodged a T.R. with
Falmouth Coastguard, and just before midnight a call came
through for Andante from Land’s End radio. It was my
daughter Suzie’s voice on the line to wish us bon voyage. She
had heard that one of her hardy friends had suffered somewhat
on our way to the Scillies,, and she enquired after his health.
He will never live it down !
We carried a spanking breeze N.W. F 5/6 all the way to
France crossing the shipping lanes in daylight and good
visability. We were under autohelm until we entered the
Chenel de la Helle. l had almost lost faith in our Autohelm
3000 which was part of the gear that came with the boat five
years ago. Despite several attempts and much expenditure, we
just could’nt get any .joy out of it, so I sent it to Eddie Brunker
who fixed some dry joints and now it works like a dream. I’m
delighted I didn’t carry out my threat to chuck it overboard in
an earlier fit of frustration and rage.
We arrived at Camaret at 15.00 on Sunday having sailed
from the Scillies at an average speed of just under six knots.
Paddy had to leave us here, despite attempts to persuade his
boss otherwise. So next day, Monday, after a restful mon-fing
he caught a ferry to Brest and TGV to Paris, whilst the rest of
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us replenished the ship’s stores and set sail at 15.30. I
calculated that we would just have time to make the Raz de
Sein before the tide turned, so we pressed on under engine in
beatiful sunny weather with the wind still in a N’y direction.
We reached the Raz at slack water with boats making passages
in both directions. Who would suspect the reputation of this
place, seeing it such ideal conditions? Once through the Raz,
we cut the motor, hoisted the spinnaker and let the autohelm
do the rest.
We were abeam Pointe de Penmarche at 20.00 touching
seven knots and enjoying yet another wonderful meal prepared
by our chef. We nonchantly threw the langoustine shells
overboard as we devoured their content. I managed to make a
link call to Eric Hill, who was staying with his wife Margaret
and two daughters, Loma and Melanie, at a gites near Vannes,
and arranged for them to join us for the day on Thursday.
As darkness fell we could see the looms of lighthouses on
Ile de Glenan and Ile de Groix as we passed to the west of
them on course for Belle Ile. We arrived at Sauzon on
Wednesday at daybreak, and tied alongside another boat on
one of the trots outside the harbour. There was a slight roll but
nothing serious enough to prevent sleep which set in until
midday.
We awoke to the glorious sight of the village on a beautiful
sunny day. Everything was so peaceful. We had brunch on
board before going ashore to enjoy having arrived, and now
being able to take things easy! Graham was tired of cooking so
he booked a table at the Cafe de Cale for dinner, before we all
kitted ourselves out with bicycles to tour the island. We found
a pleasant little beach on the west shore where we had our first
swim, then southwards towards the centre of the island, past
the airport and into Le Palais, the capital and main port.
Luckily we found the SNCF office still open, so the crew were
able to make their bookings back to Paris, and have no worries
for the rest of the week. We rode back to Sauzon just in time
to hand over the bikes before the 19.00 deadline.
Next morning, Thursday 9th July, we motored the three
miles south to Le Palais to meet the Hill family as arranged,
and as we rounded the pier we saw Margaret at the stem of the
vedette which had just arrived from the mainland.
After a leisurely couple of hours enjoying the atmosphere of
this busy place over cups of coffee,
we departed for Houat and
anchored off the beautifull sandy
beach at Treac’h er Gouret, where
we stayed for a few hours before
moving on in the evening to Le
Crouesty, near the entrance to the
Morbihan. Entering the marina
under sail with a following wind,
we furled the genoa and having
dropped the mainsail, found that
the engine would’nt start, so a
quick and fortunate manouvre head
to wind brought Andante neatly
alongside a boat already made fast
at the visitor’s pontoon. Eric and
Dave soon got to work and the bent
throttle linkage was repaired in no
time at all.
Friday 9th July was the last for
the delivery crew. We left Le
Crouesty around lunchtime to catch
the tide into the Golfe de
Morbihan. Under full sail at about
seven knots, suddenly there was a
screech from the alarm on the echo

sounder. We found ourselves in about two and a half metres of
water, so we dropped all sail and took stock of the situation.
We had taken a wrong turning into a backwater, so we
motored back on course and the rest of the way to Vannes,
arriving there mid afternoon.
The carnival was on and in every street there were pageants
and processions in traditional costume, depicting the history of
this very fine old town. We spent a few hours enjoying the
carnival atmosphere, Dave recording the scene on several reels
of film. Before I waved goodbye to the crew on the midnight
train to Paris, we had a very good meal at the Sinagot
restaurant just under the old archway near the marina.
Andante’s next crew arrived by the same route the
following day, my wife Pamela, my partner Brendan Redmond
and his wife Mavis.
We left early the following morning as soon as the lock
gates were opened, and picked up a mooring at Arradon for
breakfast. After a brief stop at Le Crouesty to collect some ice
for the icebox, we sailed in glorious weather to the Villaine
River, conveniently arriving at high water, motored to the lock
at Arzal and then on up the fresh water lake to La Roche
Bernard.
Next day we explored this delightful little town with its
relaxed atmosphere. We were tempted to stay another day, but
decided it was better to keep moving, so on Monday evening
we motored to Trehiguier, near the mouth of the Villaine,
where we picked up a mooring in the narrow channel.
Bastille Day found Andante moored in the pool at Le
Croisic. We went ashore to join the locals on the quays to
watch the fireworks and lumiere. It was nearly midnight, and
time to return to Andante, but the falling tide had left the
dinghy still afloat at the bottom of the slip with only a few
inches of water beneath it.

As Pamela, Mavis and I climbed aboard, leaving Brendan
for the next journey, a nearby fishing boat suddenly trained its
searchlight on to us. The crowd of several hundred sensed that
the entertainment was not yet over. They cheered and sang as I
struggled to row out into the dock basin, known as chambre.
Still in the spotlight, the dinghy stuck fast in the mud. Then the
beam of light swung over to the skipper of the fishing boat in
his long-johns, stepping elegantly across the mud and waving a
copy of the local tide tables. The crowd roared. A few shoves,
and we were sent on our way, with a deep gallic bow from the
fisherman who presented me with the tide tables. The crowd
clapped, the spotlight went out, Bastille Day was over.
We moved on towards Pornichet. I had thought of anchoring
off the fashionable beach at La Baule, about three miles long,
backed by high rise appartments and hotels along its entire
length. However, there were no other boats anchored off, so I
presumed that it was not permitted. Instead we dropped the
hook off a very small island called Les Evens, almost awash at
high water, opposite La Baule where we swam.
On Thursday 16th July, we crossed the entrance of the
Loire to L’Herbaudiere on the North of the Ile Noirmoutier.
Next day we moved south again. The day was fine, and the
wind W. F 2/3.1 noticed a boat a couple of miles south, heeled
at about sixty degrees, which surprised me as the weather
seemed settled. Nevertheless we prepared for a bit of a blow,
but as we approached I noticed that the boat I had seen did not
appear to be moving. In fact it was hard aground on a reef
called Les Bouefs. There seemed to be plenty of activity in the
vicinity with a speedboat encircling the area and people
walking on the rocks, so I concluded that all was taken care of
and the boat would float off on the next tide. Anyway I hope it
did, because we proceeded on our way to Port Joinville on the
Ile D’Yeu.
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Given the choice of bike, a moped or a Citroen tbur seater
buggy, Brendan choose the buggy for our tour of the island.
First we went south to the Pointe de Corbeaux, where we
rested awile on a lovely sandy beach facing mainland France
about ten miles off. Then we drove up the western shore to the
Port de la Meule. We spent some time looking for the place
where Marshall Petain was imprisoned without success.
It was time to start making tracks northwards. La Rochelle
would have to await another day. We retraced our tracks up
the coast of Ile Noirmoutier and after rounding the N.W. tip of
the island, headed eastwards to Pornic, where Pamela was
anxious to see Bluebeards’s castle. The marina is about a mile
from the town, but the weather was fine and the stroll along
the corniche pleasant. I had arranged for Gerry Shanagher,
who lives in Paris, to join us. He caught the TGV to Nantes
and then a local train to Pornic. His wife Nora is a friend of
Pamela’s, but we did not know until he arrived on board that
he’d been at school with Brendan in Dun Laoghaire. They
hadn’t seen each other for forty years.

We reached across to the Pointe de Saint-Gilda and dropped
anchor at the Ance du Boucau for our mid afternoon swim,
and then on across the green waters of the Loire estuary to Le
Croisic where we took up our by now familiar moorings. We
shortly experienced the mother and father of all thunderstorms,
but our newly acquired cockpit tent came into its own,
shielding us from the worst of the accompanying downpour.
On Tuesday, July 21st, having stocked up with ice and
provisions, we motorsailed out of Le Croisic into a N.W’y F
5/6. Our course for Houat was 290 degrees, so we took two or
three long tacks before we were in sight of our destination. I was
at the chart table when I noticed steam and smoke emanating
from the engine cover. We quickly shut down the engine, and
Mavis, fearing the risk of fire, shouted at Brendan to evacuate
the forecabin through the for’head hatch. However, no panic, we
completed our journey under sail and dropped anchor at the
Treac’h er Gouret beach along with about eighty other boats.
While Mavis and Pamela went ashore to explore the island,
Brendan and ! set about investigating the engine problem. We
found a hosepipe had detached itself and emptied the fresh
water jacket into the bilge. We replaced the pipe, filled up the
water and started the engine. Everything seemed fine.
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That evening we completed our journey to the Morbihan
under spinnaker, only using the engine for the last mile or so
before picking up a mooring at Arradon. Three of the crew
were returning by train to Paris next morning, and we
reckoned we had plenty of time to make the connection in
Vannes. However we had mistimed the opening of the
roadbridge and lock gate by over half an hour, and having put
Pamela ashore to russle up a taxi, eventually they reached the
station just as the train was drawing into the platform.
Later in the day, my nephew Patrick [youngest son of my late
brother Desmond, a former ICC member] joined Gerry and
myself. We still had overheating problems with the engine, so
we sought the help of a mechanic from a local chantier
[boatyard]. He diagnosed a faulty thermostat, removed it and
said all would be well. It was’nt. The following afternoon we
motored out of Vannes on a falling tide, and having just passed
the opened roadbridge, about half a mile downstream, steam
gushed out of the engine compartment. There was nothing we
could do except get a tow back into the lock basin. We passed
the road bridge, but as we
approached the open lock gates,
Andante nudged the bottom and then
klonked the ledge under the lock
gates. Realising there was no chance
of entering the dock, and finding
ourselves stuck in mid channel about
fifteen feet from the quay shore, on a
rapidly falling tide, some feverish
activity occupied the next few
minutes. The main halyard was
secured to a tree on the bank and the
strain taken to heel Andante, while
fore and aft lines were secured so
that we could winch the boat
alongside, dragging the keel along
the bottom. Not very dignified, but
better than falling over in the mid
channel as the tide receded.
It was Friday evening at about
18.00. The mechanic who had
removed our thermostat declined to
help until Monday morning, so
Patrick set off in search of another.
He had been missing for about two
hours and I was beginning to get
concerned, when he returned and
announced that a new mechanic would arrive at 20.30. By the
time he arrived we were high and dry and the centre of local
attraction. This guy was an absolute gem. He was’nt just a
mechanic he was the owner of a rival chantier, and he worked
till midnight to solve our problem - dirt in the cooling system.
He would’nt take any monetary reward, so we slipped a couple
of bottles on to the back seat of his Mercedes as he drove off.
Andante spent the next ten days pottering in the Morbihan
and in the Baie de Quiberon, visiting some new places like
Auray and Hoedic, and revisiting some others like Sauzon,
Houat and Le Crouesty. Gerry returned to Paris on Monday
27th July, so Patrick and I were on our own for a few days,
before the new crew arrived. We took the opportunity of using
the facilities at Le Crouesty to dry out, scrub and apply a coat
of antifoul. My elder daughter Fiona, her friends David
Gibney, his wife Lois and Kieran Harkin, three of them
doctors, had spent two days in Paris before joining Andante on
Saturday 1st August at Vannes.
Having no particular desire to delay longer than necessary,
we decided to leave that evening on the tide, motoring as far as
the tle aux Moins where we picked up a mooring close to the
one where Patrick and I had spent the previous evening.

We put into Sauzon for a night, but it was’nt as pleasant as
before because of a nasty lop outside the harbour where we
had to anchor.The holiday crowds were building up, and there
were boats up to ten abreast on the trots in the outer harbour
where we’d been on our first visit. Next day, we had a brisk
sail in a N.W. F 5/6 to Lorient where we tied up on the marina
at Kernevel. On my last visit here in 1978 there was no
marina, and I can remember a very uncomfortable time at
anchor opposite the yacht club. Patrick left us to join friends in
Bordeaux. We walked along the beach to Larmor-Plage where
we found a good restaurant, and later enjoyed a nightcap at the
oak panelled bar in the Capitainerie.
The nearest supermarket was six kilometres away, and the
bicycles with built-on trollies which were provided for the
purpose of gettig there, were unfortunately all in use. So Fiona
and Lois having had a hot hike there, were rewarded with a
complimentary taxi back to the marina, which was much
appreciated by them.
We made our way north to the Belon River, arriving on a
rising tide which had not yet risen enough. A French boat was
aground in mid channel, and just as we noticed it, Andante
touched bottom gently. We managed to reverse off and
dropped the hook nearer the entrance,where the crew enjoyed
a swim, holding on to a warp as a precaution against the strong
flood. An English boat ignored our warning and, not entirely
to our displeasure, ran hard aground astern the Frenchman.
After about half an hour we proceeded up river keeping close
to the NW shore as indicated in the pilot.
Next day we sailed in ideal conditions to Benodet where we
ovemighted at the marina at Sainte Marine opposite the main
town. Then south again to the Iles de Glenans, which were not
the relatively deserterd islands we expected. Earlier, at Pomic,
we’d met some local yachtsmen who’d kindly offered the use
of their moorings at Glenans and given very helpful advice on
pilotage. But the moorings were nowhere to be seen. In
fact,there were hundreds of boats occupying every available
space off Ile St. Nicholas, where the vedettes were arriving at
regular intervals with day trippers from Concameau. It was a
hive of activity, so we decided to seek the relative solitude of
Ile de Penfret, where the original of the four sailing schools
based on the islands is the only building, except for the
conspicuous lighthouse.
This was more like what we’d come here to enjoy, and after
a swim, the crew were given a conducted tour of the Glenan
base.
After a restless night at anchor, we set sail the following
day for Audierne where we arrived at 18.30. We anchored in
the crowded bay west of the town at Sainte Evette. It is not the
most attractive place on earth, and the shore facilities are
meagre judged by the standards to which we had become
accustomed. Nevertheless, after a few gins on board, we
enjoyed the fruits de mer and other delights at the only
restaurant, and at least one of the crew has no recollection of
returning to Andante that night.
I almost misjudged our timing through the Raz de Sein as
ther was a very definite south going stream running when we
went through with maximum assistance from the engine.
A characteristic of this mainly medical crew was a tendency
to read their novels at all available opportunities, and the Raz
was no exception, for buried in their books, they hardly
noticed its passing.
We steered off under the Pointe du Van and reached along
the coast to Douarnenez, or rather Treboul just to the West of
the main town. Kieran and I walked across the fiver past the
old maritime museum, and found the SNCF office still open at
19.00, so he was able to make his reservation to Paris from
Brest, our next port of call.
It blew hard that night and I was expecting a rough passage,

but it did’nt materialise as the wind died just before we set out.
Fortunately we reached the Goulet de Brest with the tide under
us and enabled us to complete quite a fast passage to the
marina de Moulin Blanc Ivor Cherry and Johnny McLaughlin
joined the crew for the passage home, and Kieran retumed via
Paris. I had spent the day readying Andante for the passage,
whilst the rest of the crew visited the town of Brest.
We departed at 19.00 and motored with the tide through the
Goulet de Brest, round the Pointe de Sainte Mathieu and, as
darkness fell, with some difficulty picked out the lights for the
Chenel de La Helle. The wind filled in from the west and
gradually strengthened. Crossing the shipping lanes at night is
always interesting. I was on watch with Lois and crossing the
outer northbound lane, several ships passewd ahead of us, but I
concluded that we were on collision course with the last of a
line, and being closed hauled I decided to tack. Unfortunately,
we got into irons, and had to tack back again to get under way,
before repeating the exercise successfully. This manouvre
apparently caused dreadful confusion aboard the ship, which
swore at us in two languages over the VHF. Fortunately, only
the crew in their bunks below heard this. I tacked again when I
was satisfied that I was well clear astern. After all, he was
much bigger than us!

We could see a thunderstorm with fork lightning ahead for
several hours before it hit us. When it did, the wind veered
about sixty degrees for about half an hour while the storm
blew itself out, then backed W. F6/7. This enabled us to
complete a fast passage to Hughtown in the Scillies where we
arrived with a gale warning imminent.
David and Lois decided to have a night ashore, and set
about looking somewhere to stay.This was easier said than
done,as tourists do not just arrive in Hughtown in the middle
of the high season without a reservation. However, after much
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searching and walking the length and breadth of St. Mary’s, a
hotelier took pity on them and made a room available in his
house.
We dined well at the Hotel Atlantic, before the rest of us
returned to Andante and an uncomfortable night at anchor
watch. When the gale abated next morning, I decided to drop
anchor closer to the pier to make it easier to get ashore in the
dinghy. On the first try, the anchor did’nt hold, so we had a
second go when it did hold, but I made the mistake of not
reversing hard enough to dig it in, and while we were ashore it
dragged. Luckily, the crew of a Welsh boat came to the rescue
and by the time David and I arrived back in the dinghy, we
were safely tied astern a French boat. I’m sorry now not to
have the name of either of them because I’d like to thank them
both for keeping us off the rocks.
We moved across the Tresco flats at high water and
anchored in New Grimsby Harbour, which was a lot more
comfortable than Hughtown. Fiona decided to join the others
ashore for the night, and we arranged to meet the following
morning at the slipway near the gardens.
Johnny very kindly treated Ivor and mysef to dinner at the
Island Hotel on Tresco. This was the first time I’d worn my
reefer and was one of the highlights of the cruise for me.
Next morning, Thursday 13th July, we moved Andante onto
one of the moorings which have been provided by the owner
of Tresco, and went ashore to keep our rendezvous with the
others. However, somehow we missed each other, and didn’t
SUMMARY
Date
Passage
2/7-3/7
4/7-5/76/7- 7/7
8/7
9/7
10/7
12/7
13/7
14/7
15/7
16/7
17/7
19/7
20/7
21/7
22/7
23/7
25/7
26/7
28/7
29/7
30/7
31/8
1/8
2/8
3/8
4/8
5/8
6/8
7/8
8/8
9/8
10/8
12/8
14/8-15/8
TOTAL
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Dun Laoghaire-Wicklow
Porth Cressa-Scilly Islands
Cameret
Sauzon, Belle Ile
Houat & Le Crouesty
Vannes
La Roche Bernard
Trehiguier
Le Croisic
Pornichet
L’Herbaudiere, lle Noirmoutier
Port Joinville, Ile d’Yeu
Pornic
Le Croisic
Houat
Arradon
Vannes
Sauzon
Le Crouesty
Auray
Larmor Baden
Houat
le aux Moins
Vannes
Ile aux Moins
Sauzon
Lorient
Belon River
St.Marine, Benodet
Iles de Glenans
Ste. Evette, Audierne
Treboul, Douarnenez
Brest
Hughtown, Scillies
New Grimsby Harbour. Tresco
Dun Laoghaire

Time
Hr.Min.
4.45
37.45
19.30
15.30
4.30
2.00
9.15
3.00
3.30
4.00
2.30
4.30
5.15
4.45
5.45
4.00
1.30
5.00
3.00
2.00
1.45
3.30
4.00
1.15
1.45
4.00
3.45
5.15
4.00
2.15
8.00
6.00
5.45
22.00
.45
37.30
253.30

meet up until after lunch. Meanwhile we visited the gardens,
while the others were waiting for at New Grimsby.
It was still blowing hard with a nasty sea outside. However,
the forecast was for an improvement, so we decided to spend
the night on the moorings and left the following morning at
06.40. We motored for nineteen hours in an almost flat calm,
before the wind filled in from the south.
As we approached Tuskar at about 08.00 on Saturday 15th,
it was blowing F 6/7 and lashing rain. Two ferries were
leaving Rosslare a few minutes between them, and we crossed
ahead with the tide under us fairly shifting at about ten knots
over the land. The visability deteriorated considerably, but we
were lucky to be able to pick out the marks for a passage
inside the banks.
We carried the favorable tide until we had Arklow abeam,
and it seemed like an age before we reached Wicklow Head.
We were all below sheltering from the foul conditions, except
Johnny who was on steering. Suddenly, there was a lot of
crashing and banging on deck, and we all thought Johnny had
accidently gybed, but no, there had been a 180 degree
windshift and we were pointing south ! So on with the engine
for the last few hours, and the first of the flood tide to speed
us on our way, arriving at Dun Laoghaire at 20.15.
Perhaps, the most notable feature of this cruise was the
number of people partaking, for many of whom this was their
first such experience. I think everyone enjoyed themselves and
some will return for more.

Engine
Hr.Min.
4.00
10.00
3.00
3.00
2.00
4.00
3.00
1.00

4.00
4.00
.30
1.30
2.00
2.00
1.45
1.30
.30
1.15
1.45
3.00

3.00
2.00
2.00
4.00
.45
23.00
88.45
34.9%

Distance
N.MUes
26
208
114
89
24
13
34
5
17
12
13
23
29
25
27
17
4
29
17
7
8
19
20
7
7
23
24
23
23
16
38
34
34
135
5
238
1,387

Nights
at sea
1
1
1

1
1
5

Cruise to Shetland Islands on L’Exocet
Bernard Corbally

At 18.27 on Thursday 16th. July, Michael Reid, Vincent
Dillon and Aidan Maguire had joined the skipper on board.
We slipped our Dun Laoghaire mooring and headed out into
pouring rain and a big sea. It was a foretaste of what we would
find very prevalent up north! With the tide and wind in our
favour, we motorsailed with a partially furled genoa, bashing
through a pretty lumpy sea off the Ben of Howth, to arrive in
Howth Marina at 19.45.
The hospitality of the bar and an excellent meal in the club
restaurant soon revived our holiday spirits after a somewhat
uncomfortable start to our cruise.
On the following day as we left Howth Marina at 08.34, the
sun was shining out of an almost cloudless blue sky and we
had a favourable S.F4 wind. Sailing under these conditions
was an ideal way to start a cruise and by 16.30 and we could
just see the low land leading out to St.John’s Point. It was still
difficult to identify the Light House against the hill behind it.
However, the clearly visible water tower just south of Ardglass
made our navigation very easy. We were tied up alongside the
yacht Ronaldsway outside a stack of trawlers, at 19.19, which
was in good time for us to book in for an excellent dinner at
the Aldos Restaurant.

On Sunday it was raining lightly as we left the marina at
12.15. We had replaced the damaged furling genoa with our
No.3 and left the two reefs in the mainsail. This gave us a very
comfortable sail to arrive in Carnlough at 16.27, where we tied
up alongside a yacht from Largs called Maya. The skipper
gave us the disconcerting information that the annual dredging
to 2m. had been missed out last winter. However, a few inches
into the mud seemed a minimal risk to take for the pleasure of
staying in this charming little, stone wall lined, harbour.
Monday 20th. July:
An early start from Carnlough at 05.43 enabled us to take full
advantage of the strong North Channel tides almost all the way
to Church Bay, Rathlin Island. We also had the assistance of a
F6, gusting F.7, SW wind. We had a clear view of the lovely
Antrim coast, bathed in sunshine, as we whizzed past at about
8k. The memory of the sheer cliffs of Fair Head was still vivid
in our minds as we passed them again, in the middle of the
night, on our return journey. We were tied up in the ferry berth
by the steps on the landward side of the new Rathlin harbour at
09.00. Breakfast in the sunshine was a high priority, before we
warped our way across to lie alongside two other yachts on the
seaward side. They departed soon afterwards leaving us
attached to a retired trawler Maud Chambers, which is owned
by a local farmer and used to freight beer for the pub on
Fridays, and for occasional other sorties to the mainland.
Our birthday lunch treat for Vincent was provided by two

Saturday 18th. July:
We left Ardglass at 12.25 in order to take full advantage of the
tide ebbing north. The wind was still from the south and very
blustery with frequent showers of rain. We sailed out a bit to
the east to help keep the genoa full.
When we gybed, it wrapped itself
round the forestay the wrong way.
There was a big bight of sail free at
the top which flogged badly causing
severe vibrations in the mast and
doing the sail no good. Having tried
unsuccessfully to unwrap the sail,
we got several wraps of the
spinnaker halyard around the
flogging sail to douse it. There were
still two reefs in the mainsail, which
carried us along, at 6 1/2 to 7k., as
we headed for Bangor Marina. The
weather lightened up considerably
soon afterwards and was quite
pleasant as we tied up in the marina
at 19.26. We hoisted Michael,up the
forestay with the help of the
windlass. He was able to unwrap
our genoa without much difficulty.
However, the leech cord had torn
out of its housing over a length of
five feet and required a bit of
stitching.
Picking up a mooring in Ardinamour Bay - Coil

Sketch Chris Stillman
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the Cuan Sound to the Easdale Saund, we narrowly missed
several small submerged lobster pot buoys.All we peaceful as
we anchored in Puilladobhrain at 19.18. It was a damp walk
over the hill to see the old Bridge over the Atlantic (1792) at
Clachan. The range of malt whiskys in the pub made the trip
doubly worthwhile.
It was a bleak sort of day on Saturday 25th. July with
Tuesday 21st. July:
It was a warm sunny morning that tempted the skipper to get visibility down to less than a mile, as we left Puilladobhrain at
11.20. It got worse as we headed up through the Kerrera
out of his bunk and go for a walk before anyone else was astir.
Sound. We gave Rudh a Cruidh Island a good offing while
It was 15.40 when we left. But, the timing was pretty tight to
catch the last of the east flowing tide out round Rue Point. A rounding it, before heading north inside Maiden Island. We
useful eddy helped us along the east coast of Rathlin Island, passed this very close to the east side to ensure that we were
well clear of the Camas Ban Reef, which was looking very
which we kept at half a mile offing. The tide had already
started to flow west as we reached the MacDonnell Race. The menacing as an area of tossing white water.
We navigated very carefully through the tricky passage to
weather closed in on us at this stage. With the rain came wind,
the west of Inn Island, as the perches, marking the spit on the
and we soon began to move nicely at 6 to 7 k. in a SW. F4.
At 19.30, we sighted the Na Cuiltean Light House through Lismore Island side, were difficult to sight. We were also
careful to keep clear of the submerged rock 3/4 cable east of
heavy mist. It looked rather like a very white sail. Two hours
later, we started the engine to motor through the moorings in the north end of Lismore Island. The safe passage through
Craighouse Bay. We rafted up alongside Toot Sweet on a these hazards seemed to be only about 1 cable wide! Alistair s
HIDB blue buoy at 22.07. Kitchen Classics, and a few bottles Rock was left to port as we made for the west side of Ramsay
of wine, were the basic ingredients of a rapid meal for the Bay to anchor close inshore, opposite a Lime Kiln, in a tiny
famished crew. Nobody would worry about a dragging rocky bay, at 15.48.
We used the dinghy to explore the rest of this lovely bay
mooring! It was a very reluctant skipper who dragged himself
with its superb view of the mountains lining Lough Linnhe.
out of his bunk at about 02.00, to check that all was well with
Margeret and Ian Gimblett had moored their yacht Aries 2
the warps and fenders, when the wind quite suddenly started
over on the east side of the bay. They joined us for a dram
gusting at the forecasted F.6.
after dinner. There were families of seals lounging about an
several of the smaller islands and rocks in the bay. Even the
Wednesday 22nd. July:
We went ashore to discover that the distillery was closed and noise of our outboard failed to disturb them until we could
that the Jura Hotel bar would open at 12.00. There are shower almost touch them! We were absolutely delighted with our
facilities for yachtsmen behind the hotel (£1 coins). We choice of anchorage.
We weighed anchor on Sunday, decorated with a huge
replenished our stores at the well stocked local shop.
We left this very pleasant anchorage at 11.52 to sail gently, clump of kelp, at 10.38. It was blowing SW. F.5 and raining.
with genoa only, the 2 I/2M round to Lowlandsman Bay for We sailed up Loch Linnhe at a comfortable 5 1/2 to 6k. in a
lunch. There was quite a bit of scend in this delightful bay, big following sea, under 3/4 genoa only. On impulse, we
which we escaped by anchoring close to the shore, well in on turned up into Ballacurlish Bay to explore the possibility of
the east side. It was very tempting to tarry a while in this showers and lunch at the Ballacurlish Hotel. We anchored, out
beguiling place. But, with unpleasant weather forecasted, it of the current, just before the bridge. We only just made it
back to the yacht before being hit by a series of heavy rain
seemed prudent to push on. We motor sailed up the sound of
Jura, reluctantly rushing through mountain scenery which was squalls, having been told that showers were unavailable. As
increasingly more impressive and beautiful as we went further soon as the weather quietened, we set forth for the Corran
north. As we entered Lough Shuna, we began to lose visibility Narrows, motorsailing to ensure that we made it through
as the wind gathered strength. The weather was rapidly before the tide changed. The waves were a lot smaller once we
deteriorating as we entered the Craobh Haven Marina at 18.55. got through the narrows and, with the weather lightening up,
For the rest of evening, it rained continously with squally wind our final dash to Corpach was really quite pleasant. The sea
gusting up to 38k. on our wind guage. We felt very snug by the lock was open for us when we arrived and we were
immediately taken through the next two locks. We had just
genuine fire in the super pub just south of the marina complex.
Thursday was a rest day. Unfortunately, we had left it too made it out of the basin before the canal lock keepers finished
late to book dinner in the Buidhe Lodge Restaurant. They like at 17.00. One can purchase a key to the shower rooms for £3,
to be given 24 hours notice! However, we enjoyed a delicious which allows unlimited access during one’s stay.
Monday 27th. July: Crew Changeover and Stores
fish meal in the popular marina restaurant. (Also advisable to
Replenishment. Michael, Vincent and Aidan departed by train
book early and to bring your own wine).
to Glasgow and Erica, Colin and Linda Corbally arrived by
On Friday 24th. July, we were woken up by more very
heavy rain. However, by 08.00, the sun was shining from a car. We dined very well in The Moorings Hotel to celebrate
clear blue sky and we used the genoa to sail across to the arrival of the family crew.
Tuesday 28th. July: We approached Neptune s Staircase (8
Ardinarmour Bay. With a favourable F.2 wind and sunshine,
Locks) immediately after lunch, but had to wait about forty
we were able to really enjoy this fabulous sailing territory to
minutes for several other yachts to join us. This left us
the full. The mountain and island views all around us were
insufficient time to get through to Loch Lochy before the lock
magnificent, particularly to the north. After lunch in the bay,
we attempted to motor the dinghy through the narrow channel keepers finished for the day. We tied up to a pontoon at
to explore the Cuan Sound. Our small Seagull was no match Gairlochy Bridge for the night.
The following day, Wednesday the lock gates were opened
for the current. So, we climbed the hill on Torsa Island instead,
and whiled away a most pleasant half hour enjoying a for us at 09.15 and we were soon sailing up the lovely Loch
Lochy making about 4 k. under genoa only.
panoramic view of the sound and watching a dozen yachts
Intermittent sunshine had given way to a light scotch mist,
make their passage.
Our departure from Ardinarmour, at 16.55, was timed to get as we moved into Loch Oich. It took us just over the hour to
us to the sound as the tide changed direction. En route from sail to The Great Glen Water Park, where we were fortunate to

very young entrepreneurs, in a sturdy dinghy, who sold us four
smallish lobsters, which they retrieved from a sunken cache.
Afterwards, we went for a brisk walk to Rue Point and only
just made it back to McCuaig s Pub before the rain settled in
for the rest of the day.
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obtain a berth on one of the marina type pontoons. The park
provides a wide range of water activities and is very popular
with holiday makers chartering small motor cruisers. The
showers and other facilities available to visitors were
excellent.
Thursday 30th. July; It was a glorious sunny day with a light
breeze which pushed us along at 5 k., through the almost
undisturbed waters of Loch Oich to the next stretch of canal
leading to Loch Ness. We were joined in the Fort Agustus locks
by Norma and Remo Verrico. Remo is the sailor who, twenty
five years ago, introduced the skipper to cruising by inviting
him to crew on his Clyde based yacht, the fifty square meter
Tarmiam. We brought them round to the little bay just north of
the locks and anchored for lunch. It was late afternoon when we
dropped our guests back on shore, and motor sailed hurriedly up
Loch Ness to arrive at Foyers at 19.36. There was one space left
for us amongst the cruisers on the pontoon. The Foyers Hotel,
which is quite high up the hillside, took a bit of finding. We
made it just in time to book in for a superb bar meal.
On Friday we left Foyers at 10.15 and motored across to
Urquhart Castle. The jetty was stacked up with hire boats and
the castle itself was submerged by tourists. We cut the engine
and were rewarded by a faint sound of bagpipes as we sailed
slowly past this strategically important fortress.
The wind picked up a little as we left the castle enabling us
to enjoy a beautiful sunshine sail all the way to Borluin at the
north end of Loch Ness. We dropped the hook close to the
south bank in this most picturesque little bay.
After a most leisurely lunch, we sailed up to the first lock.
In fact in was more like a sunshine drift, but it suited our mood
admirably. It was only about 2ft. drop to the next stretch of
canal, which took us the Caley Marina, our crew change
rendezvous. The yacht part of the marina is more like an
extended canal-side wharf, but the usual facilities are
available, plus a chandlers. Inverness being within easy
walking distance, we dined very well that evening in Dickens,
a Chinese restaurant in Church Street.
Saturday 1st. August. Crew Changeover. Ann Woulfe
Flanagan and Tom Condon arrived in the early afternoon, by
car, which Erica took over to drive herself and Linda back to
their car at Corpach.
We cast off from Caley Marina wharf on Sunday at 09.15
and moved, with same other yachts, into the adjacent lock.
The skipper of a motor cruiser, who had been chatting to us in
the locks, very kindly piloted us through the sandbanks in the
Beauly Firth, and gave us a course through the Inverness Firth.
We motor-sailed, against the 4 1/2k. current.

L’Exocet in Ardinarmar Bay

We were abeam of the Three Kings, when the tide changed
in our favour at 16.30. Although the sky was heavily overcast,
the rain held off and visibility was quite good. At 18.50,
having heard a forecast predicting F.6 wind soon, we put a
couple of reefs in the mainsail. Ann surprised us with Lamb
Chops Ardinaise, as we quietly sailed northwards in a S. F3,
enjoying a sunset of contrasting black and white clouds. All
was peaceful, as we settled into our watches.
We passed a fleet of trawlers 5M SE of Clythness Light
House, at midnight. Later at 05.43, we were suddenly hit by a
series of heavy squalls accompanied by driving rain. Once
again we were glad to have our reefs in, as we bashed our way
through sizeable waves at over 6k. At this point, we were
about 6M SE of the Pentland Skerries. The tide was flowing
west and was threatening to suck us into the Pentland Firth.
Since we were already being carried about 30 Degrees off
course, we steered ENE for a couple of hours to give ourselves
a greater safety margin.
At 07.35, we were about 5 1/2M S of Copinsay Light
House, and keeping well offshore to avoid being sucked into
the Stronsay Firth. The wind had backed round to the east and
increased to F5. The sun was trying to break through the
clouds. We were doing 6 1/2k. and thoroughly enjoying the
sailing.
Sanday Island is very lowlying. So, we were within 8M
before we sighted Start Point Light House. We rounded the
point at 12.40, keeping about 2 1/2 Cables off to avoid some
very obvious bumpy seas a little bit further out. The tide was
already quite strong against us as we approached to round
Tafts Ness about two cables off. At this point, we decided to
get some assistance from the engine. But, our battery was too
fiat. It took us three hours of close hard tacking to beat up
round this comer inside a vicious tidal race of very disturbed
water, to reach the anchorage in Otterswick Bay, a distance of
only 5M. A couple of times, when we touched this race, we
were swept back and lost all the ground that we had gained on
the tack. It was great fun while it lasted, but it certainly
exhausted the crew. We anchored, in 23ft., south of the Kirk
Taing Reef. When the wind blew up from the north at 23.00,
we had to put down our angel to stop the chain snubbing.
Tuesday was a rest day and Wednesday brought a dull
morning as we motored out of the bay at 08.00. The visibility,
however, was good and the wind picked up to a S F5 as we
cleared North Ronaldsay at 09.34.
We encountered very bouncy water for a short distance, as
we passed within about a cable of the skerry south of Fair Isle.
Some very nasty weather could be seen building up behind us
as we hurried up the east coast of
the island. We anchored in North
Haven, just off the west side beach,
at 15.01. A huge dregger and barge
were occupying all the area around
the pier. They were excavating a
basin between the pier and the rock
just north of it on the west side of
the bay, to create a harbour, which,
we were told, would include a
provision for several visiting
yachts. The rock will be joined to
the land to form the outer
breakwater. We were asked to
move out of the bay while a huge
barge was manoeuvred into
position beside the pier. We
anchored at the head of the bay to
the west of the haven, in 16ft. close
Bernard Corbally to the spit with the cave through it.
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It was a delightful place to while away a couple of hours. We
had lots of seals for company, watched us try a bit of fishing,
with justified distain!
On our return to North Haven, we secured ourselves, west
of the end of the pier, with a warp to the chain on the skerry,
and another to a chain on the rockface opposite the pier. This
arrangement held us very securely against the promised F8
gale, which blew up during the night. Another yacht arrived in
the haven soon after us. They anchored Mediterranean style,
dropping their kedge anchor as they motored in, and setting
their bow anchor off the beach to the east of the skerry. We
went ashore for a walk and called in at the Bird Observatory,
where we were made very welcome in the bar lounge.

L’Exocet at breakwater Pier Faula
Thursday 6th. August. It was a wet, windy and generally
very unpleasant morning, with virtually no visibility, when the
skipper got up to catch the 06.33 forecast. Strong NW winds,
Backing W by the evening. It was a good excuse to go back to
bed. We were asked to move at 11.30. The option of tying up
to the windward side of the barge at the pier was unattractive
with high winds expected. So, we just moved there for lunch
and left immediately afterwards, at 14.45.
Visibility was still bad, and it was blowing a good WNW F6
as we got out of the shelter of the haven. Using only half the
genoa, we made 6 I/2k. all the way across The Hole to
Sumburgh Head. The sun was shining from a clear blue sky as
we passed 2M east of the head. Although it was slack tide, there
was a sizable roost to be avoided south of the head. We sailed
into Grumess Voe and anchored in 17ft.,opposite the end of the
pier, at 19.25.
It was wonderful to wake up to a beautiful day on Friday
August 7th. During breakfast in the cockpit, we were
entertained by quite a bit of helicopter activity at the airport
across the bay. It was not too noisy and the views all around us
were lovely. We went ashore to explore the bar at the
Sumburgh Hotel. Showers were available,and dinner too if
booked. The views from the hotel are magnificent. Water is
available at the pier from a tap and hose located inside the
door to your left as you enter the Gents. A small slip, opposite
the house south of the pier, is much more convenient for
landing by dinghy.
We weighed anchor at 12.05 and, using the genoa only,
enjoyed a sunshine sail up the coast, making 6 1/2 to 7k. in a
following wind. The coastline consists mainly of low cliffs,
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with grass and heather covered land sloping up into gentle
hills. There was very little habitation, except for a few
settlements of small cottages. We went into the lovely Leven
Wick Bay for lunch. The place was deserted, except for one
family on the beach, when we landed for a walkabout on the
green hills around the bay. The skipper filled his cap with a
collection of superb mushrooms.
At 15.50, we were once again bowling along the coast,
enjoying the sun and the relaxing scenery. When we passed
the sixtieth parallel, while sailing through the Mousa Sound at
16.35, it was definitely cause for celebration. Two hours later,
as we were approaching Lerwick, the sky began to cloud over,
and rain began to look imminent. We tied up alongside a
German yacht in the Lerwick Small
Boat Harbour. Showers and malt
whiskys in the very sociable
boating club preceded a quick taxi
dash to the Lerwick Hotel for an
excellent dinner.
Saturday 8th. August. We left
Lerwick at 08.40 to take full
advantage of the north flowing ebb
tide. It was only as we moved up
through the well buoyed Bressay
Sound that we appreciated the huge
scale of the commercial port. As
we approached the north end of the
sound, the exit looked blocked by
at least sixteen Russian Factory
Ships, sitting at anchor. We
motorsailed north in light wind,
enjoying occasional glimpses of
sun through a lightly overclouded
sky. Following an inshore course,
we left The Brethern, Hoo Stack
and the Inner Voder to starboard.
Ann Woulfe Flanagan
The wind was picking up from the
SW as we approached the Hunder
Hm at 10.50. It was magical sailing through The Lanning
Sound, with dozens of big and little islands off to starboard. It
reminded us of the West Donegal Coast north of the Owen
Sound, but without the sandy beaches. An hour later, as we
were passing Lunning Head, it began to rain. There was a bit
of a tidal eddy against us as we made for Lunna Holm, passing
inside both Swarta Skerry and Longa Skerry to keep the
navigator busy. We rounded Lunna Holm doing 7k. in a
sudden rain squall. Ten minutes later, the wind dropped, just
as suddenly, to zero. We motored up to Hamna Voe for a
lunch stop. The presence of a fish farm rather spoilt the natural
beauty of the place, and restricted anchoring space. We
dropped the hook close to the shore, south of the pier, on the
east side of the bay. A local boat came across to warn us about
a water line out to the salmon cages, and suggested that it
would be better not to stay where we were overnight, in case
we dragged anchor. We were recommended to move to the
north side of the pier.
Immediately after lunch, we sailed round the comer into the
next bay, West Lunna Voe. This is a beautiful anchorage
surrounded by low green hills, the only habitation being a
couple of large houses on the north side. We saw cattle for the
first time since leaving the Orkneys. A farmer was cutting
silage on the hillside. This was our favourite amongst all the
beautiful island anchorages that we visited. We had no sooner
anchored in the SE comer of the bay, than a local lobsterpot
man came over to suggest that we move to the NW of the bay,
and tucked in behind the spit, where we would find much
better holding and be very well protected.
We climbed the hill to the east of the bay, to be rewarded

by a fabulous view out over the island studded sea beyond. On
the way back, we visited a very interesting old church. We met
a young Swiss couple, with their baby, who had set up their
camp by the bay to otter watch. It was such a super place to be
on this lovely evening, that even a horrible weather forecast
for the morrow did not dampen our
enjoyment.
Sunday 9th. August. After a
peaceful night in this tranquil
anchorage, we motored to Dales
Voe for Breakfast. There was an
eerie stillness about the place as we
anchored at the top of the Voe,
where only a few scattered houses
were vaguely visible through light
misty rain.
The clouds had lifted a bit, when
we departed from the anchorage at
11.06. But it continued to rain on
and off all moming. Wether Holm,
Linga, Samphrey and Bigga Islands
were all left to starboard to provide
a bit of fun for the navigators as we
made our way up the Yell Sound.
Having rounded Mio Ness, we left
Little Roe to port before crossing
Sullom Voe (Oil Terminals) to enter
Gluss Voe at 13.03. The island
scenery was very enjoyable, despite Graveyard Leven Wick Bay
the inclement weather. We anchored
in the sheltered pool at the head of this rather dour Voe.
After lunch, we had some wind to sail out of Gluss Voe.
We just made it round the Point of Fethaland, inside Gravey
Island, before the tide turned against us. Steep cliffs, rocky
headlands and lots of white water, made the west coast a bleak
and awesome place to be as we reached south through driving
rain. We headed well out to give the Uyea Baas a decent
offing, before making our way down the inhospitable looking
coastline, inside Muckle Ossa, to Papa Stour. A 2 1/2k. tide
against us round the headlands slowed us down to less than 4k.
over ground. So, when the wind dropped a bit, we resorted to
motorsailing. It began to rain very hard, which reduced our
visibility drastically, as we navigated ourselves down the east
coast of Papa Stour. The tide was with us through the Sound of
Papa and we found the entrance to Hamna Voe without
difficulty. The reefs of the mid-channel skerry were clear to
see under the water as we passed close to the north of them. At
this point, we found ourselves in very shallow water, which
deepened as we bore away. We anchored close to the shore an
the east side of this almost completely enclosed enclosed,
lagoon type, bay. It was great to be in such a snug place,
enjoying hot whiskeys, when F6 wind and rain storms were
forecasted over night.
When our alarm clock woke us at 05.00, the wind was
whistling through the rigging. Outside it was cold and wet, and
the sky was looking distinctly hostile. The crew silently hoped
that the skipper would decree the conditions too bad for the
proposed passage. But, the forecast was not in their favour!
The anchor was solidly set in mud and required a lot of effort
to break it free. We were clear of the narrows and under sail at
05.38. It turned out to be a very pleasant sail all the way to
Foula Island, while the crew caught up an lost sleep.
We were tied up to the inner side of the pier, at the outer
end, at 08.12. The entrance to this tiny harbour is only about
40ft. between the pier and the rocks and looks non existent
until one gets very close! Foula is reputed to be the most
isolated inhabited island in the UK, and we can well believe it.
We saw very little sign of life as we enjoyed a peaceful

breakfast in this delightfully remote outpost. The pier and
wharf looked relatively new, and there was a sturdy crane
provided to lift out the mailboat when conditions are bad. We
experienced negligible swell in a NNW F3.
The sky was still somewhat watery when we left Foula at

Bernard Corbally
09.43. But the sailing was good, as we headed south at over 6k.
By mid-day, the sun was shining and we were thoroughly
enjoying ourselves. The wind backed to the west and eased to
F2 at 16.50, as we were approaching Papa Westray and needed
to beat the tide round Mull Head. We were also anxious to keep
out of the nasty roost just to the north of it. So, we resorted to
the engine and caught the end of the favourable tide through the
sound, which enabled us to arrive in the new harbour at
Pierawall, at 20.15. We tied up alongside a large, owner built,
Danish ketch Haram Bee. We made it to the village hotel just
in time to get an excellent bar meal of deliciously fresh fish.
Tuesday 1 l th. August. We left Pierawall at 17.00 and motor
sailed out through the Papa Sound against the tide, expecting
to battle through the roost, shown on the chart, but we saw no
sign of it. At 08.21, we were abeam of the bow rocks, north of
Westray, and making good progress under sail in a SE.F5. The
sky was dull grey at first, but began to lighten up at 10.30, as
the sun came out. We maintained a most enjoyable 6.8 k.
towards The Kyle of Tongue. At 16.26, there was a sudden
wind shift to the west, accompanied by a heavy rain squall. An
hour later, it was still raining, but the wind had dropped
considerably. We motored in the hope that we might arrive in
time to book dinner at the recommended Craggan Hotel.
Eiln Iosal stood out like a tall black rock, to help us identify
Kyle Tongue Bay. Rabbit Island was also very evident, and
had a rounded top. We anchored close to, south of Eilean
Creagach, which is joined to the mainland by a concrete wharf
to form a very effective breakwater. It was already 08.10, and
too late for us to make it to the hotel for dinner!
Wednesday 12th. August. The day started with a fabulous
red sky sunrise which, when followed by a cockpit breakfast in
this beautiful bay, seemed somehow less of a warning.
However, the weather did turn nasty as we were replenishing
our stores in the local shop. We got away at 10.55, in a
favourable NE F5. After we had rounded Whitten Head into
Loch Eriboll, the law dark cliff profile of Eilean Cluimhrig
helped us to set a course for Rispond Bay. This is a small inlet
filled with light looking moorings. We anchored outside them,
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which left us very exposed to the prevailing wind and subject
to an uncomfortable scend. Also, it rained continously. It was
certainly not an attractive venue. We left immediately after
lunch, at 14.40. and headed for Cape Wrath in a SE F6. Eilean
Cluimhrig, Eilean Hoan, and the An Cruachan Rocks were left
to starboard as the weather got more unpleasant. The sky filled
with ridges of very black cloud which suddenly walloped us
with wind gusts of over 35 k. These were accompanied by
sheets of driving rain, which completely blotted out all
visibility. No sooner had one front hit us, than the next could
could be seen approaching fast and would hit us about ten
minutes later. The waves seemed to be getting bigger and
bigger, many with breaking crests which demanded the serious
attention of the helmsman. Reaching along at 6 k. under these
conditions, was exciting sailing.
When we finally rounded The Cape at 17.00, outside the
Duslic Rock, we were able to bear away and were soon
surging along on roller coaster waves, at about 8 k. This was a
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lot more fun, particularly since it
had stopped raining. The tide was
now against us, but we were
making 5 1/2 k. over the ground.
We arrived at Kinlochbervie
Harbour at 20.03. Transit marks
made the tricky entrance easy.
~/~I ~,,~-~
Since the pontoons for visiting
~ ~T~-i~ v~-yachts were already occupied by a
I
4
miscellaneous collection of small
craft, we tied up to a small trawler,
which looked as if it was being
used to take out fishing parties.
They stop serving dinner at the
hotel at 20.30. However, the tinned
steak pies on board tasted really
good. We were so pleased to be
safely round the corner on our
return journey, particularly since
NW winds, possibly up to F8, were
being forecasted.
Thursday 13th. August. We
motorsailed out of Kinlochbervie at
07.50. Half an hour later, we were
clear of Loch Inchard and sailing
down the North Minch in a NW F5.
We passed Handa Island at 09.05,
doing seven knots, keeping well
clear of breaking water over Bogha
Mor Rocks. At 11.18, the wind
veered to NNE and the sky began to
clear. Within fifteen minutes, we
were creaming along in sunshine.
Even the tide turned in our favour at
mid-day. It was delightful sailing all
the way to Rubha Reidh Light
House. along the coast to Longa
Island and through the shallow
Caolas Beag into Loch Gairloch. As
we came out from behind the island
we saw the gracious Britania
stationed south of the island, and a
warship the other side of the loch.
We hoped that L’Exocet, heeled
over under full sail at seven knots,
enhanced the view of the royal
guests.
We anchored, in 7m., in the east
comer of Badachro Bay. It was an
absolutely delightful place to be on that glorious afternoon. A
superb bar meal in The Badachro Inn was followed by malt
whiskys, under a full moon, in the cockpit.
Friday 14th. August. It was a beautiful sunny day as we left
Badachro at 07.15, with a tight tide driven schedule ahead of
us. The magnificent mountain scenery all around us was
reflected on the mirror like water, as we passed through, what
must be, one of the loveliest cruising areas in Scotland. We
motored through the Caolas Mor, and inside the Crowlin
Islands, to arrive at Kyleakin at 13.08. The tide assisted us
through Loch Alsh, but, it had turned against us in Kyle Rhea.
We found a favourable eddy to take us down the west side as
far as the comer and for a little bit beyond it. At which stage
we came into lots of wind and we were able to reach at 7 k.,
against a 3 k. tide. We were lucky to get well clear of the Kyle
before the tide picked up to eight knots!
Our next rendezvous for a change of crew was at Arisaig
which, the book says, has a tortuous entrance requiring careful

navigation. There are perches
marking the passage, but, it is very
important to be able to see and
identify them correctly. So, when
the 13.55 forecast mentioned strong
winds, rain and poor visibility for
Saturday, we decided to make for it
while the good weather lasted. We
motored the rest of the way to the
entrance, which is marked by the
transit when Rhum and Eigg
overlap. The perches were clearly
marked with orange and green tops,
which made our entry easy.
Although it was necessary to
monitor the effect of the tide. At
19.36, we were securely anchored
in mud, close to a prometory on the
north side of the pier. We had just
made it on the last of the flood tide.
A bar meal in the Arisaig Hotel
was the prelude to a very pleasant Craobh Haven Marina
farewell evening for our departing
crew.
The final leg of the cruise is presented by Chris Stiliman
from a crew’s perspective.
L’Exocet’s summer cruise at last arrived in the Hebrides,
where I had the pleasure of joining. The crew for this final
stage consisted of Clive Lee and myself who joined Bernard
Corbally and his son Colin. During the last nine days we
visited five delightful anchorages and made the final passage
home from Scotland to Dublin Bay.
Clive and I joined L’Exocet in Arisaig, a convenient spot
for a crew change because this small anchorage can be readily
reached by train. The small anchorage has a pier which is in a
state of restoration. A small cottage proved to be the unlikely
home of a listed restaurant, where, at considerable expense, we
wined and dined our way into the cruise. A good start which
set a gastronomic level not to be surpassed, as we alternated
meals on board with eating out.
From Arisaig it is but a short sail to the Small Isles, and the
outer of these, Canna, hiding behind its higher and more
majestic neighbour Rhum, has its own soft, distinctive charm.
The anchorage in a wide bay separating the larger Presbyterian
Canna from the smaller Catholic Sanday - (how the Hebridean
names mingle Gaelic and Norse, just as in Ireland) - is
pleasant in most winds though mighty uncomfortable in
easterlies.
On the northern shore of the anchorage there is a quiet
delightful small stone chapel, with a single short round bell
tower not unlike the round towers of ancient Irish monastic
settlements. Clearly built by and for an uncompromising
nonconformist community with no truck for smells and bells,
its stone roof arches over austere wooden pews facing one
another across a tiny hall, with only a wooden pulpit at one
end. Yet though without religious ornamentation, all beauty is
no excluded; carved around the pulpit is an appropriate text
surprisingly done in the most elegantly proportioned and
eloquently executed Charles Rennie Mackintosh lettering. The
very ruggedness and austerity of this chapel contrasts sharply
with the larger, more ornate Catholic church across the harbour
on Sanday, which has a tower built in the style of Cormac’s
chapel on the rock of Cashel, Sadly this is in a state of ruin.
Canna is quite a gently island; the Outer Hebridean island of
South Uist presents a quite different aspect. Wilder, steeper and
higher, the grassy slopes replaced by scree and crags and boggy
surfaces. Loch Eyenort is not the most popular anchorage; safe
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Michael Reid
enough from westerlies, it too is open to the east and even in a
southerly an uncomfortable swell can roll into the outer part of
the loch. but the yachtsman should not be dismayed; tucked
away in the inner northeastern comer of the outer loch is a
narrow passageway into the inner loch where things are rather
different. With good pilotage, the rocks and narrows can be
readily navigated and the whole of a large landlocked water is
open to you. True, shallows are frequent and unpredictable, and
there is of course the ubiquitous salmon farm moored in the
most attractive anchorage, yet there numerous other bays with
flat water, little current, and ample room to swing between the
rocks. Once the anchor is down and the eyes can be raised, the
wild splendour of the scene is revealed. Mountains, streams,
pools, rocks and bog, and only the seals for company. At low
tide with the rocks all exposed, seals by the score, slate grey
and sleek mature adults and white furry adolescents, all gazing
curiously for a while then returning to their normal poses of
indolent languor. As the sun goes down and the light fades, the
horizon closes in to a circle of water and rocks, with the wind
moaning in the rigging, then the wee dram of "water of life" is
truly appreciated and the boat seems a fragile enough haven
against the spirits of the wild.
Given the prevailing westerly winds, the return passage from
South Uist to Coil and Tyree should be fast and trouble free. But
it the wind is from the southeast, it takes quite a lot longer. The
northern end of Coil has its problems for navigation under the
conditions of fading light, and strong southerly winds. These are
as nothing to the problems of trying to find the anchorage inside
the breakwater at Arinagour in pitch black night, in driving rain
and winds of 25 to 30 knots, when the only navigation light
beyond the breakwater, - that on the end of the pier, - is not lit.
Little can turn the bowels to water more quickly than the
glimpse of bare rock rising above the waves ten yards off the
port bow - and the guts are hardly settled by further rocks of
similar aspect seen in torchlight over the starboard quarter. The
sight of seabirds standing among seaweed and mud hardly raises
the pulse - it is already obvious that the boat has penetrated far
too far up the inlet. What can be said of the sang-froid of the
skipper who calls for the anchor; considers the options as the
wind rises and the tide falls still further, then swings the boat
neatly around the heads back to search by torchlight for the
moorings which the pilot book assures us are laid between the
pier and the shallows. A fortuitous pass by the torch picks one
up, and holds it tenaciously in its beam - can the crew hold as
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tenaciously to the ring-bolt on the top of the buoy whilst passing
a line through it? In this case, with the strength borne of
desperation, they could - even at the cost of a boathook torn
from the hands by the boat bucking to winds gusting at 35
knots.
The publicity brochures for Coil tells us that the island has a
pleasant climate, drier than mainland Scotland, with one of the
highest number of hours of sunlight in the region. The
morning after our arrival dawned bright and clear, and it
seemed a good thing for crew morale and the interest of the
cruise to have a lay-day. The village and surrounding
countryside was explored, the hotel prospected and a few pints
sunk whilst reading the log books of all the yachts that had
visited the anchorage and recorded themselves themselves in
the visitors book since 1968. Sadly our intention to add our
visit seems to have been forgotten when we returned in the
evening, as we found the place simply hotching. The
restaurant was full, nevertheless we did get a bar meal, and a
good one too.
The winds next day were from the south again, and seem to
funnel into the anchorage, giving the impression of quite a
blow, but once we were clear of the shore, it seemed that a
rapid if bumpy sail across to the Sound of Mull would present
no problem. So on we went to calmer sheltered waters which
led us inevitably to Puilla Bhobrain.
Was there ever a more magic sight than this calm anchorage
with the moon casting a silver glow, and the black shadows of
the enclosing rocky shores dappling the almost still water. The
quiet broken by the sound of a lone piper on a dark boat
silhouetted against the sky, little wonder that this is one of the
places that live in the memory of cruising yachtsmen, singing
a siren song that calls them back time after time.
Southward then, in glorious weather, through the inside
passage past Easdale and through Shuna Soiund east of Luing,
past the Gulf of Corrybrecken with its fearful whirlpool, in the
sound of Jura, past Loch Caolisport and West Loch Tarbert,
till we slip inside Gigha, and moor in Ardminish close by the
jetty. No rushing mighty wind here: bright midday, plenty of
hot sun, and plenty of buoys to chose from.
Gigha is fascinating. A green and pleasant little island,
settled over fifteen hundred years ago by Irish monks who
built a church the ruins of which still stand and owned by a
succession of Lairds over the succeeding centuries, its last
owner went bankrupt recently. It is hard to credit in this day
and age, that the people who work on the island were put out
of work, the hotel and other businesses closed, the drinks
licences lost and the islanders left to fend for themselves.
Fortunately for us, the islanders, or some of them, haven’t
taken this lying down. One of the fish farmers has somehow
managed to raise enough capital to refurbish the boatshed by
the jetty, and she has set it up as a small cafe-restaurant with a
table licence. Very good meals it serves too, making excellent
use of the local fish.
Unknown to us, our arrival coincided with the funeral of
one of the residents. Walking along the road towards the
ruined church we came on the mourners in their dark Sunday
suits and ties, incongruous in the hot sun. Half an hour later
we saw some of them again, youths now back in jeans and tee
shirts chatting up a couple of comfortably built young ladies.
The young ladies we were to seen again too, this time as cooks
at the restaurant. Below the churchyard is the church hall
where, as we pass, cars are being loaded with the remains of
the funeral least. ++Here lads, would you like some of these
sandwiches, they’ll go to waste else". So we climb the hill to
the old church, munching.
The cycle of day by day good weather and bad seems to
have slipped a cog, for by late evening it is blowing hard and
lashing rain. Our dinghy has no rowlocks and as we paddle the
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List of Admiralty Charts carried on Cruise
Number Title
2
British Isles (Faroe Is., Shetlands to lle rrOuessant) 1988
35
Scapa Flow & Approaches, Northern Sheet 1978
44
Skerries Islands to Lough Carlingford 1975
45
Clogher Head to Burrow Head 1978
115
Peterhead to PentLand Firth incl. Moray Firth 1974
219
Western Approaches to Orkney & Shetlands 1981
223
Dunrobin Point to Buckie, CFomarty Firth (Decca) 1974
245
Scotland to Iceland 1971
1237
Lame Lough & Approaches 1976
L.Ryan & Stranraer Harbour 1972
1403
1411
Irish Sea Western Part 1980
1431
Drougheda & Dundalk 1989
1468
WHcklow to Skerries Islands with Dublin Bay 1977
1553
Bay of Kirkwall 1978
1753
Belfast Lough & Docks Bangor Bay 1975
1783
Thurso Bay (Scrabster) 1976
1785
North Minch, Northern Part 1992
179(I
Oban & Approaches 1973
1794
North Minch 1978
1795
The Little Minch (W.Sky & Outer Hebridies) 1978
1824
E. Coast of Ireland, Irish Sea, St.George s & N.Chs.(Cecca) 1976
2076
L.Eriboll 1978
2094
Isle of Man 1977
2156
Strangford Lough 1975
2182B North Sea, Central Sheet 1973
2182C North Sea, Northem Sheet 1973
North Channel Northern Part 1976
2199
2209
Inner Sound 1977
Approaches to Inner Sound
2210
2249
Orkney Islands, Western Sheet 1991
225(I
Orkney Islands, Eastern Sheet 1991
2326
L.Crinan to Firth of Lorne 1972
250(I
Approaches to L.Broom & Little L.Broom 1978
2501
Summer Isles 1978
2502
Eddrachillis Bay 1978
Lochs Laxford & Inchard 1976
2503
2504
Approaches to Lochinver, Lochinver 1991
2509
Rubha Reidh to Cailleach Hd. 1978
Anchorages on West Coast of Scotland (L.Kishorn & L.Carron)
2528
1978
2533
Lochs Dunvegan & Snizort 1978
Plans on West Coast of Scotland 1977
2534
2551
Isle of Skye, N. of L.Eynort & Sd. of Sleat 1973
2568
Hoy Sound 1978
2581
Scapa Flow & Approaches, Southern Sheet 1978
2584
Approaches to Kirkwall 1979
2622
Plans in the Orkney & Shetland Isles 1978
2635
Scotland West Coast 1992
2696
Plans in the Isle of Man 1977
2723
Western Approaches to North Channel 1989
2724
Approaches to Firth of Clyde (Belfast to Mull) 1974
Lough Foyle to Sanda Island including Rathlin Island 1973
2798
2800
Carlingford Lough 1986
2810
Carlingford Entrance 1975
2825
Lochs on East Coast of Uist
3146
Loch Ewe 1972
3281
Shetland Islands NW Sheet 1992
3282
Shetland Islands NE sheet 1991
3203
ShetLand Islands South Sheet 1992
3607
Sound of Mull, East Portion 1975
3718
Sound of Mull, West Portion 1973
3739
Upper L.Long & L.Goil, Approach to L.Etive 1974
Imray Charts & Pilots
C 62
Irish Sea
C 64
Belfast Loch to Crinan & lslay
C 65
West Coast of Scotland, Crinan to Mallaig & Barra
C 66
West Coast of Scotland, Mallaig to Rudha Reidh & Sound of
Harris
Yachtsman’s Pilot: Castle Bay to Cape Wrath
Yachtsman’s Pilot: Crinan to Canna
Clyde Cruising Club, Ardnamurchan to Cape Wrath, Orkneys, Shetland
Outer Hebrides
Irish Cruising Club, East & North Coast of Ireland

dinghy back to the boat, we bless the skipper’s forethought in
choosing a mooting close by the pier. The drama; a hail from
the nest door boat - a Belfast man and his wife - can we help.
They have just rowed back to their boat to discover that it is
not their dinghy that they have used; it belongs to a third boat
whose crew are still carousing in the boathouse, and their own
dinghy has gone. They must return it immediately; can we
ferry they dinghyless? Then much shouting on the shore,
manoevering of cars, shinning of headlights across the water;
their dinghy has been spotted, blown across the anchorage and
brought up on the rocks near the ferry jetty.
That night it blew. We arose betimes, and hold councils of
war. To corss the North Channel to
Ireland it is imperative to have a
favourable tide. With the strong
southerly wind and twenty-five
miles down to the Mull of Kintyre,
there was no way we would catch
the midday tide. So it was going to
be a night passage, and given the
weather forecast, very possibly
motor sailing dead to windward.
We had experienced this type of
progress before; butting straight
into the wind and the sea was
sometimes the only way to get
there in reasonable time. There is
no doubt that L’Exocet is a lively
lady with a fine turn of speed, but
even at the best of times her motion
is not designed for comfort, and I
think she disapproves of motorsailing at least her motion becomes
exceeding bouncy when driven
directly into the seas. It was Lerwicksmallboatharbour
prudent to cook up and eat a
substantial meal before leaving,
and then to dose ourselves with the appropriate pills.
At seven pm we set off, in rain and still strong southerly
winds. Motor sailing it had to be, and pretty uncomfortable it
was too. However, as so often seems to happen, once we got
going things improved, the wind freed us a little, and we were
able to set a sailing course for Rathlin Island. Darkness fell as
we sailed clear of the protection of Islay to the west, and began
to move into the full Atlantic seas, unimpeded by land for
thousands of miles. The waves marched across our course, and
as the light faded, were shown up a black walls with white
crests as they broke. Steering through them took all one’s
concentration and every now and then a rogue was missed and
broke over the boat. One in fact did not break till directly
overhead, and dumped a good few hundred gallons into the
cockpit. Fortunately the cockpit drains coped, and of course
the helmsman and crew were securely harnessed but the
weight of water caused the boat to lose steerage way and to
wallow in the toughs of the waves for quite some time.
With tide and wind our speed was really substantial - at
times we must have been making ten to twelve knots over the
ground. By first light we were passing the Maidnes, and by
about 07.30 on a bright sunny Sunday morning, were ready to
enter Bangor Marina, on the south shore of Belfast Lough.
It is amazing how fast the body and spirit recuperates. We
arrived cold, wet and tired after the night passage; after
breakfast, a hot shower and a change of clothes, we all agreed
to press on to Ardglass as soon as the tide turned in our favour
in the Donaghadee Sound.

Ardglass is a fishing port. There is literally nowhere for
yachts to moor except tied up alongside trawlers. We arrived
at 9pm, just in time to send a runner up to the village to look
for a meal. However we did not linger, even though the pints
were most tempting; we knew that trawlers are working boats
and leave port early. So were were prepared. At 3am sharp our
host trawler’s engine burst into action with a mighty roar. We
literally fell out of bed, cast off our lines and scurried our of
the way. The trawlers left in rapid succession and we gazed at
the still water, and listened to the absence of roaring wind.
Why wait; we would have to buck the tide sometime, why not
leave now and get the full favourable tide when it began.

Ann Woolfe Flanagan
And so, somewhat unexpectedly (for the crew, but I
suspect, not for the skipper), we made an early start to a final
fine day’s sailing into the wind back home. Though the wind
was noser and quite stiff (20-30 knots from the southwest), a
full-and-bye course southward with the tide took us two thirds
of the way, and a conveniently timed wind-shift to the south
allowed a single tack onto a course for the Sugar Loaf, and so
with tidal correction neatly back to Dun Laoghaire to arrived
at 18.00. A long, rather roundabout route, but speedy and
exhilarating sailing, ending the cruise on a high note.
Although this was planned as a Shetland Island Cruise, in
getting there and back, we covered much of the cruising
grounds in the west of Scotland, as well as fitting in a couple
of places in both the Orkney Island and in the Outer Hebrides.
We encountered a tremendous variety of weather and sea
conditions which, at times were both exciting and challenging
and, at other times, were just thoroughly enjoyable. Six days to
explore Fair Isle, Faula and The Shetland Islands was certainly
far too little time, but it was sufficient to whet our appetite.
Despite the spectacular unspoilt scenery, there were practically
no yachts to be seen. Except for a few around Lerwick, we
only saw three at sea from the tine we left Inverness until we
got back at Badachor. Also, we were surprised to find
ourselves alone in sixteen out of the forty-one places that we
visited. We did not find the Shetland any more awesome than
the west coast of Ireland. Maybe we will change our minds
when we return to explore the more northerly islands!
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SUMMARY
Date

JULY
Thurs 16th
Fir 17th
Sat 18th
Sun 19th
Mon 20th
Tues 21 st
Wed 22nd
Thurs 23rd
Fri 24th
Sat 25th
Sun 26th
Mon 27th
Tues 28th
Wed 29th
Thurs 30th
Fri 31st
AUGUST
Sat 1st
Sun 2nd
Tues 4th
Wed 5th
Thurs 6th
Fri 7th
Sat 8th
Sun 9th

Mon 10
Tues 10th
Wed 12th
Thurs 13th
Fir 14th
Sat 15th
Sun 16th
Mon 17th
Tues 18th
Wed 19th
Thurs 20th
Fri 2 l st
Sat 22nd
Sun 23rd
Mon 24th
TOTAL
*Motor-sailing

5O

Passage

Dun Laoghaire to Howth
Howth to Ardglass
Ardglass to Bangor Marina
Bangor Marina to Carnlough
Carnlough to Church Bay, Rathlin I.
Rathlin I. to Craighouse, Jura I.
Craighouse to Lowlandsman Bay
Lowlandsman Bay to Craobh Haven Marina
Rest Day
Craobh Haven to Ardinarmar Bay, Luig I.
Aridnarrnar to Puilladobhrain, Seil I.
Puilladobhrain to Ramsay Bay, Lismore I.
Ramsay Bay to Ballacurlish
Ballacurlish to Corpach
Crew Change
Cropach to Gairlochy
Gairlochy to Gr. Glen Water Park, L. Oich
Water Park to Foyers, Loch Ness
Foyers to Borluin
Borluin to Caley Marina
Crew Change
Caley to Otterswick Bay, Sanday I.
Rest Day
Otterwick to North Haven, Fair Isle
Fair Isle to Grutness Voe
Grutness Voe to Leven Wick Bay
Leven Wick Bay to Lerwick
Lerwick to Hamna Voe, Mainland I.
Hamna Voe to West Lunna Voe
West Lunna Boe to Dales Voe
Dales Voe to Gluss Voe
Gluss Voe to Hamna Voe, Papa Stour
Papa Stour to Foula Island
Foula to Pierowall, Westray 1.
Pierowall to Kyle of Tongue
Kyle of Tongue to Rispond Bay, L. Eriboll
Rispond Bay to Kinlochbervie, L. Inchard
Kinlochbervie to Badachro, L. Gairloch
Badachro to Arisaig
Crew Change
Arisaig to Canna
Canna to Loch Cynort, South Uist
L. Eynort to Cearcdal Bay
Cearcdal Bay to Arinagour, Coll I.
Rest Day
Arinagour to Puilldobhrain
Puilladobhrain to Ghia I.
Ghia to Bangor Marina
Bangor Marina to Ardglass
Ardglass to Dun Laoghaire

Sailing
Time
Distance
Hrs. Mins K. Miles

Motoring
Time Distance
Hrs. Mins K. Miles

Total
Time
Distance
Hrs. Mins K. Miles

I
0
0
0
1
1
0
4

18
13
39
41
11
10
16
47

7.0
0.7
2.2
3.1
5.5
6.8
1.4
28.0*

1
10
7
3
3
6
0
4

18
45
01
24
33
27
38
47

7.0
57.4
41.5
24.8
21.0
38.5
2.5
28.0

0
0
1
0
2

34
23
25
17
01

0.7
1.6
4.6
1.4
10.2"

0
2
4
2
2

55
23
28
05
01

3.3
8.8
17.6
11.6
10.2

10
6
2
2
5
0

32
22
43
22
17
22

56.7
39.3
21.7
15.5
31.7
1.1

0
2
3
1

21
00
03
48

2.6
7.2
13.
10.2

2
1
2
1

30
15
21
37

10.0
4.0
9.1
4.9

4
0
3
1
0

00
30
l 5
07
12

7.1
2.0
16.00
5.2
0.7

4
3
4
3
1

00
00
30
28
49

7.1
12.0
20.0
14.3
5.6

18

31

93.3

11

00

49.3*

39

31

142.6

3
3
1
2
1
I

56
27
18
23
55
00

23.1
22.1
6.9
13.4
8.7
3.2

3
2
6
9
1
4
8

47
22
50
09
49
32
55

23.0
14.2
39.4
60.6
10.5
28.2
56.9

3
1
0
0
2
0
0
2
2
0
3
4
0
0
0
12

04
13
09
17
55
04
55
16
52
23
42
06
26
58
45
21

14.2
7.1
0.2
0.7
14.2
0.1
4.5
11.8
17.2
1.2
19.6
22.1
1.9
4.4
2.2
64.3

7
4
1
2
4
l
0
2
6
2
10
13
2
5
9
12

00
40
27
40
50
04
55
16
39
45
32
15
15
30
40
21

37.3
29.2
7.1
14.1
22.9
3.3
4.5
11.8
40.2
15.4
59.0
82.7
12.4
32.6
59.1
64.3

3
4

56
45

21.5
25.9

8

21

46.6

1
2
0
5

17
01
37
45

3.7
7.4
2.0
24.4

5
6
0
14

13
46
37
06

25.2
33.3
2.0
71.0

3

20

20.5

2
I
11
146

28
02
08
37

14.5
4.7
60.4
824.6

4
7
11
6
2
113

33
51
20
18
41
48

24.6*
42.6*
54.7
28.7*
11.9"
539.2

7
7
13
7
13
260

53
45.1
51
42.6
48
69.2
20
33.4
59
72.3
25 1363.8

Elysium Cruises the Costa del Cymru
Bill Rea

The I.C.C. East Coast Rally to Hafan Pwllheli was a great
success and my enjoyment of it was enhanced even more by
Ronan Beirne and Barry Keane who were my crew on that
occasion. When we got home there were many anecdotes to
tell and it was obvious that we had had a great time.
"Why have you never taken me to Wales?" asked Eithne,
on listening to yet another tale that seemed much funnier at the
time than in the telling, and I could think of no good reason
why we should not set off at the first opportunity. The I.C.C.
Rally had shown us how the new marina at Pwllheli has
opened up that part of the Welsh coast, with a safe base to
cruise from, and this seemed an appropriate year to explore the
area in more detail.
On the afternoon of Tuesday, 9th June, my brother David
drove Eithne and I, together with our five year old son
Brendan, to Wicklow. The boat had previously been berthed
there and loaded with victuals, bunkers and personal effects
ready for sea. We said good-bye to David, without any delay,
and set off into a thick fog!
Elysium (a Shipman 28) has been designed to be as
comfortable and easily handled as possible, which is essential
on account of the strictly departmental family crewing
arrangements. The Pursers department is strictly unionised,
with no interference in the culinary activities accepted.
Requests for assistance from the deck are expected to be rare
(delivered in polite modulated tones) and should not involve
the pulling of ropes. As a result Elysium is an exceptionally
well fed and civilized ship to sail on.
We never did see Wicklow Head, but took our departure
from the end of the pier which disappeared after about ten
minutes of sailing. My conscience drove me to the bottom of
the cockpit locker where I eventually found our radar reflector.
This monstrosity is a near relation to the Rubik cube, but I
eventually got it assembled and hoisted to the yard arm in the
regulation ’rain catching’ position. In addition to the hazard of
being run down by a ship we now had the additional danger of
the radar reflector crashing down upon us from above. I wish
that I had the courage to hoist a Miraculous Medal to the mast
in place of the radar reflector; I am sure that it would be more
effective and definitely much less trouble.
A few hours later the visibility improved and, shortly before
midnight, I picked up Bardsey Island Light at a range of about
five miles. During the Middle Watch the wind was Easterly,
force 1-2, as we motor sailed up into Tremadoc Bay across a
wine dark sea. The stars were out, the crew was asleep and it
was good to be at sea.
It was daylight before we were all fast in our marina berth
and I was very glad indeed to crash out of consciousness in a
comfortable bunk. Three hours later Brendan was jumping on
us, refreshed after a full night’s sleep and eager to see
everything in Wales.
After breakfast we had a visit from Llewellyn Griffith,

H.M. Customs Officer for that part of the coast. I was pleased
to meet him again and learn a little bit more about the local
history.
When we went up town I thought that that there would be
nothing to buy as the boat was loaded well below her marks
with food. I was mistaken. We returned, as usual, loaded with
essential items.
I met a bloke in the showers at Hafan Pwllheli who told me
that he kept his boat at Porthmadog, and he also told me that
he lived many miles away in Somerset.
"If you must travel all that distance to sail, why do you pick
a place that you can only get into, or out of, at High Water?" I
asked him. He sat down and, modestly placing his towel in his
lap and looking up at the window with his eyes out of focus,
he replied.
"When I have driven all that way, I sit outside the Yacht
Club waiting for the tide. Then I look at the hills all around
me. I look at the water and the boats and I think to myself, I
really would not like to be any where else."
He sat for a moment and then, without noticing me, he
continued to dry himself and think about Porthmadog. There
was no way that we could avoid a visit to that place.
I studied the chart again. It was mostly coloured green, but
there were a few blue patches with no depths marked on them.
I telephoned the Harbour Master and he confirmed that the
channel was well marked with plenty of water for our 1.6m
draught, within one or two hours of High water. He had no
Visitors Berth available but he gave me the name of a
substantial steel ketch that we should moor alongside. I looked
forward to meeting him the following day.
Thursday, 1 lth June was another lovely sunny day and, as
High Water at Porthmadog was not until 18.30, we had all day
to get there. We left after lunch and gently reached along,
propelled by halcyon airs from the South.
We sailed close to Criccieth, where Lloyd-George once
practised as a solicitor, and eventually arrived at the Fairway
Buoy, off Porthmadog, at about one hour before High Water.
The scene at the estuary of the River Glaslyn was really
very beautiful, that evening, with the line of red and green
buoys winding their way across the blue water between green
and slate hills, which became azure as you looked up the
valley towards the Aberglaslyn Pass. With the sails stowed and
Eithne manning the echo sounder we proceeded, under engine,
between the buoys. At first the channel took us between a
series of sandbanks; and then close to the shore past a
delightful series of sandy coves. Soon we were passing
between lines of boats moored fore and aft and then, just
below the yacht club, we found the steel ketch that we had
been directed to moor alongside.
The river was flanked by three story balconied apartments,
at the point where we were moored, and some of the residents
were sipping drinks as they enjoyed the peaceful ending to a
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River Glaslyn, Port Mado~
perfect day. We were soon sitting quietly in the cockpit and
drinking Bloody Marys in the still air. When Brendan was
asleep Eithne served us a beautiful meal of grilled Welsh
lamb, and fresh vegetables, with a bottle of claret as the
accompaniment.
The sky was blue again the nexl day and this led to a
conflict of interest amongst the crew. While Eithne settled
down to a day of peaceful sun worship in the cockpit, Brendan
and I blew up the dinghy and went to explore the town.
The first stop for Brendan was the children’s park which is
well fitted out with swings, slides and a roundabout (among
other things). A strange language is no barrier to instant
friendship for a five year old; Brendan was soon surrounded
by Welsh speaking children and I could see no sign of a
communication problem.
Porthmadog turned out to be a fascinating place. Although
named after Madog, who is said to
have sailed from the river Glaslyn
to the New World in 1170, three
hundred and twenty-two years
before Columbus, The town we see
to-day can be largely attributed to
the energy and vision of an
eighteenth century Englishman,
with a similar name, William
Madocks of Denbighshire.
It was Madocks who built the
embankment, (called The Cob)
right across the estuary from
Porthmadog and diverted the course
of the river so that it formed one
deep water channel at its
Northwestern end. The result of this
great plan, which he never lived to
see completed, was the huge area of ~
reclaimed land above the
embankment and the development
of Porthmadoc around the deep
water channel.
In 1830, shortly after Madock’s
death, Samuel Holland, who owned Mado.~, Yacht Club. Mado~
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a slate quarry, joined with Henry
Archer, a young businessman from
Dublin, to promote the building of
a narrow gauge railway across the
cob from Portbmadog and up into
the mountains to the slate deposits
at Blaenau Ffestiniog.
In the early days horses pulled
the empty wagons up to the
quarries at Ffestiniog. Gravity
brought the trains back to
Porthmadog, loaded with slate and
with the horses getting a free ride
in a dandy wagon. The steep slopes
and the tight curves led to more
fascinating inventions as steam
trains were developed for the
railway. The line was closed at the
outbreak of the Second World War
and the long story of its revival is
as captivating as its early history.
After exploring the Railway Station
and The Cob Brendan and I
returned to the boat with return
tickets, for us all, to Blaenau
W. Rea Ffestiniog the following day.
Friday, 12th June was a
sweltering day and we felt slightly colonial sipping G&Ts on
the platform before the train arrived. We boarded the train,
with all windows open to the full extent, and set off in an
exciting cacophony of steam and whistles.
The views from the train were magnificent and at times
breathtaking. The anachronistic atmosphere on board was
made more enjoyable by the enthusiasm of the crew, at least
some of whom were amateur members of the Festiniog
Railway Society.
At high water the next evening we brought the boat
alongside the quay at Madoc Yacht Club and filled our tanks
with fresh water, in preparation for the next stage of the cruise.
The next port where we planned to call was Barmouth and it
should be possible to make the trip in one tide, if we got out of
Porthmadog in good time.
We were all up at 05.00 the following morning and ready

W. Rea

for the off two and a half hours before high water. By now we
had much local information, including an up to date chartlet,
from the Harbour Master, showing where the sandbanks might
be growing into the channel.
All went according to plan, including the advice that it
would be necessary to steer on a reverse transit in the outer
estuary to avoid being swept out of the channel by the tide. We
arrived at the Fairway Buoy in a happy mood and switched off
the echo sounder.
Our jubilation was short lived, however, for the waves soon
developed into a series of of parallel vertical ridges. The wind
became S.W.force 5 and we were motoring straight into it.
The unforgiving sea soon discovered our poorly secured
fore hatch and mercilessly poured water down onto the
sleeping bags. By the time that I got the hatch to stop spewing
water the misery down below was complete.
I returned to the cockpit and reviewed the situation. No one
was having a good time, and this was supposed to be a
pleasure cruise! I put up the helm and set a course for Pwllheli.
We were soon screaming along at six knots, on a broad reach,
with two reefs in the main. Morale was restored and everyone
came on deck to enjoy the fun. We were all fast in a marina
berth by 09.15.
Planning for the next day was much simpler. We could
leave Pwllheli at any state of the tide and we only had the
arrival at Barmouth to worry about. There was no inclination
for an early morning scramble, so we opted to leave Pwllheli
in the afternoon and catch the evening tide at Barmouth.
It was a beautiful afternoon with the wind Northerly force 3
as we sailed across Tremadog Bay and through the East
Passage between the shore and St Patrick’s Causway. We got a
fine view of Harlech Castle and the majestic hills to the North
of Barmouth.
The passage was quicker than expected and, as we were a
little early for the tide, I handed and stowed the sails at the
Outer Buoy and got everything shipshape in preparation for
entering. We were just thinking of proceeding slowly up the
channel when a small motor boat with a tiny cabin came out to
meet us. She was flying an enormous ’H’ flag on a mast,
especially constructed for the purpose. Standing at the wheel
of this tossing vessel was a very official looking chap in a
Merchant Navy peaked cap with a white cover.
"What is your draught?" he bellowed, before I had time to
bid him the time of day.
"Five feet six," I replied, thinking that he was far too
imperial a gentleman to appreciate metric.
"Then follow me," he shouted as he headed off at top speed
towards the shore. I put the engine on full throttle and, with the
making tide under us, we were soon travelling at an alarming
rate up the channel. (See colour photo page ix).

The Pilot at Barmouth

%

W. Rea
When we got to the breakwater we did not turn in behind it,
as I intended, but followed the Pilot up the harbour to the
railway bridge, where there were a number of mooring buoys
half submerged in the swirling tidal torrent.
The Pilot pointed to one of the buoys, which I took to be an
indication that we should pick it up. This operation was
definitely going to need help from the Purser!
We stemmed the tide and, with the engine driving us at
about three knots through the water, we gradually edged our
way towards the buoy, with the Pilot looking on. I was
expecting a disaster, but Eithne steered the boat right up to the
buoy and I was able to make fast before we stopped the engine
and let the mooring take the full strain.
I called the Pilot over to us and explained that this was not
the type of mooring that we had in mind when we planned our
visit. He told us that he was only the Pilot and we should
speak to the Harbour Master, if we had any problem with the
mooring we had been allocated.
I spoke to the Harbour Master by V.H.F. and used our five
year old crew member as our excuse for finding it difficult to
row ashore from the middle of the harbour. I reminded him of
my previous visit when we had been very happily
accommodated on a deep water mooring, out of the tide, and a
few yards from the quay. The Harbour Master’s next question
was very interesting.
"What is your Official Number in the Peaks Race?" he
wanted to know. I had a presentment of Eithne, Brendan and I

W. Rea Train journey to Blaenau l~festiniog

W. Rea
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charging between ports and running up and down huge
mountains in the most adverse weather conditions, but it soon
passed.
As soon as it was established that we were simple hedonists
rather than masochists the Harbour Master was most helpful.
He was particularly helpful when assured that we would be
leaving before most of the the race competitors were due to
arrive.
The Pilot was soon on hand again to escort us to the
Privileged Visitors Mooring, in a deep pool, beside the quay.
We were so near the quay that the Pilot carried our anchor,
with 20 metres of chain, away from our stem, as a kedge, to
stop us swinging towards the wall.
The cooking and serving of dinner was severely disrupted
with all this seamanship, but we finally got back to normal at
about 21.00 when sherry was served in the cockpit while we
savoured our new, and most agreeable, surroundings.
The next day we went ashore to explore the town which is a
most attractive place. We had not gone far before Brendan
noticed the Fun Fair and he ensured that we returned to it each
time we went ashore. In Brendan’s opinion the trips to the
Carnival were the best thing on the entire cruise.
We visited the Merioneth Yacht Club on one occasion with
its beautiful view of the harbour and the surrounding hills from
the bar. They had no objection to Brendan which made things
very comfortable for us.
On the evening before we sailed we had a harty meal in the
bar with a unique feature; a well in the main lounge fed by a
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spring running from the rocks against which the building is
built. This bar has the most expensive public telephone in
Wales, but it also has a computer game machine which can
keep a small boy completely absorbed for about two pounds
per hour. We thought that this was excellent value and made
full use of it.
We were up,early on Thursday, 18th June and, while Eithne
prepared the breakfast, I went out in the dinghy to recover the
anchor from astern. I carried it, together with great quantities
of chain, to the bow ready for stowage as soon as the meal was
cleared away.
We have an excellent capstan winch, on Elysium, with a
gypsy to take the chain and this greatly reduces the work on
deck. Unfortunately the spurling pipe is not vertical, (or long
enough) and it is necessary to clear the chain into the cable
locker. This is done by the Purser, wearing rubber gloves to
protect her hands from the rough and often muddy cable.
It takes a long time to get Elysium ready for sea, but
preparation is everything, and by the time we set sail there was
plenty of water in the channel.
On the way out we met the Pilot leading the way for
Stormalog. She looked like a very suitable candidate for the
Peaks Race. Her ample decks were covered with muscular
young men and athletic young women in matching gear, to lay
emphasis on their tanned good health. We were happy to leave
them to it.
The wind was blowing gently from the North East as we
passed the Outer Buoy and this gave us a nice reach to clear

Afloat in Barmouth at L.W. Brendan and his fishing Tackle
Pen Bwch Point. The wind increased to force six as the
morning wore on and, as I felt that this was too rough for rock
hopping, we carried on out to the Sarn-y-Bwch Buoy, four
miles offshore, before gybing for Aberdovey.
By the time we got to the Aberdovey Outer Buoy the tide
was ebbing fast and I was not sure if it would be safe to enter.
I put out a call to the Harbour Master for advice but it was
lunch time so it was back to the chart and the tide tables. I
tried not to be influenced by the choppy sea, which would
make a prolonged voyage most unpopular with the crew, and
decided that we might just make it.
With Eithne standing by the echo sounder we set course
across the bar and into the smoother water of the Afon Dyfi.
We made good progress, but our speed over the ground was
painfully slow against the swiftly flowing ebb and we were
very aware of the sand banks arising all around us, as we
sniffed out the deepest part of the channel. Eventually we
found ourselves beside a large mooring buoy in deep water
and we grabbed it with enthusiasm.
It was a beautiful sunny day, in the shelter of the estuary,
and we were soon relaxing in the cockpit where cold chicken
and white wine was served by the Purser. When Mr. Bembow,
the Harbour Master, returned from his lunch he confn-med that
it would not be possible to proceed any further until the tide
returned in the evening. He kindly agreed to call us up, as soon
as the water was deep enough, and show us the way to the
mooring which he would allocate to us.
Aberdyfi is much more open and rugged than our previous
ports of call but still very beautiful and well worth a visit.
There is high land on the North shore behind the town and a
vast expanse of sand and marsh stretches away to the South.

W. Rea
For me, The Outward Bound School sets the tone at
Aberdovey and it is still flourishing. My brother can relate hair
raising stories of the course which he did there many years ago
and it was interesting to observe groups of jaded youths still
undertaking the disciplined adventures which it has to offer in
equal discomfort to-day.
The sun was setting by the time that we were all fast to the
mooring which we had been directed to (by V.H.F.) further up
the estuary. The crew were anxious to get ashore and, in spite
of their sympathy for the Skipper who would have to row them
800 yards across a fast making tide, we set off.
We had to make a quick decision, before all the restaurants
closed, and The Wellies Wine Bar was the only place open at
the end of the town where we found ourselves. The ambience
was pleasant, the service was friendly (with special attention
for Brendan) and we were presented with a large menu from
which to choose our dinner. When we tried to change the
selection around a bit we found that everything was prepared
in advance and ready for the microwave. We rejoiced in the
superior cooking provided aboard Elysium with no such device
available.
I was fascinated by all the different places of worship to be
found in each town that we visited. The number of
Nonconformist buildings which are no longer used for their
original purpose is a remarkable statement about a movement
which gripped the people of Wales for about two hundred
years before the First World War. At Aberdovey the Plymouth
Brethren had a building on the shore (convenient for the
practice of total immersion) and this is now the library. The
Calvinistic Methodists called their building ’The Tabernacle’
and when their numbers declined the Roman Catholics took it
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over calling it the ’Imperial Hall’. It has now found its true
vocation in marine chandlery.
There is still plenty of choice but on Sunday we decided to
visit St. Peter’s which, representing The Church of England,
dominates the town.
We left Aberdovey with the tide on Monday, 22nd June. A
fresh breeze had been roiling down the Irish Sea from the
North for several days and, although we put it behind us, there
was a nasty roll on the sea. By 15.00 we were passing the
Patches Buoy, on route to Cardigan, with the University
buildings at Aberystwyth standing out in the sunshine six
miles away to port. Everyone was content as we were making
very good time.
At 19.15 we gybed into the delightful little bay at Cardigan
and I was dismayed to find that the swell followed us into the
bay. I had been told that we would find shelter tucked up
behind Cardigan Island, and we did: From the wind but not
from the swell. We could not move up river in the darkness
and my plan to anchor until the morning tide was not going to
work.
The news that we would have to leave Cardigan was not
very well received by the crew. The Purser announced that we
would be going nowhere without our dinner and a number of
remarks, critical of the Skipper, were noted but logged. In
spite of my better judgement, we dropped anchor in the shelter
of the island. The boat took up a position of maximum
discomfort, across the swell.
Dinner was cooked, with the aid of a rope around the oven
door, and we finally sat down with the plates stuck to the table
on slip proof mats. I did manage to get a bottle of wine in my
lap, but everything went reasonably well until the end of the
meal when Brendan went strangely quiet and turned slightly
green. We were very proud of him: he could have got sick on
the carpet or the cushions, which might have been difficult to
clean up, but he chose the plates on the table in front of us. We
skipped the coffee.
The washing up was finally completed, as the boat
continued to roll, and then we had to tackle the anchor. All the
bags were taken out of the for’d cabin so that Eithne could don
her rubber gloves and clear the dirty chain into the chain
locker, beneath the bunk, while I operated the winch on deck. I
thought it best to say as little as possible as I hid in the cockpit,
getting the boat to sea, while Eithne returned the bags to the
for’d cabin and attended to the child.
It was 22.00 before we settled down again on our course
down the coast with the Northerly wind on our starboard
quarter. The night was clear and we could soon see the lights
of Fishguard ahead.
We entered Fishguard Harbour at 01.00 and I have to admit
that there was more swell than I anticipated. We went up into
the N.W. corner of the harbour and tied up alongside a trawler
in the darkness. The Skipper was happy that the boat was in a
safe berth but the crew pointed out that she was still rolling
around and that the smelly trawler had her generator running.
There was little sleep that night and we all clambered
ashore early in the morning. We strolled through the draughty
and deserted ferry port to the village of Goodwick where we
found a small hotel which was just opening its doors.
The nice lady at the hotel offered us a big fry-up and we
ordered everything on the menu. With the crew settled in the
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comfort of the hotel I slipped across the road to buy a paper. I
met the nice lady again buying sausages, eggs and bacon in the
shop.
It was still very early when we finished our breakfast and
the crew had no inclination to return to the wallowing boat.
The nice lady called us a taxi and I asked it to take us through
Fishguard to Lower Town so that we could take a look at it
with the tide out.
Things started to look up. Two trawlers were dried out
against the wall in the most favoured berth but there was a
space alongside the quay where a Shipman might rest her keel
on hard sand. Everyone thought that Lower Town was
wonderful and we returned to Fishguard Harbour in better
spirits.
We drank coffee in the empty buffet bar on the quay until
noon when I at last persuaded the crew to rejoin the ship.
After lunch the sun came out as we settled gently against
the wall, at Lower Town, and the rolling finally stopped as the
water receded from beneath our keel. Eithne put on her bikini
and settled down in the cockpit while Brendan and I snoozed
below. There was peace and happiness in Elysium once more.
The three of us were made welcome at Fishguard Bay Yacht
Club, which is situated on the quay at Lower Town, and we
enjoyed the hospitality of their showers and friendly bar. There
is a country hotel in lovely surroundings above the village,
where we look forward to a meal on a future visit, and we
found everything that we could need in Fishguard at the top of
the hill.
All good things come to an end and we were sorry to sail
out of Lower Town, with the afternoon tide, on Thursday 25th
June. Once again we were blessed with sunshine and, this
time, a light S.W. breeze as we set a course for Arklow.
We gradually lost touch with the land and, as the sun was
going down, Eithne cooked us a meal of chicken and fresh
vegetables. When the table was set, I adjusted our course to keep
the boat as steady as possible, and we ate our dinner with the
Autohelm in command on deck. We sailed all night and arrived
into Arklow in the early morning after a very pleasant passage.
We spent a lazy day on the beach at Arklow on Friday and
returned to it again on Saturday morning, as the tide was not
favourable at Wicklow head until the afternoon. When we
arrived at our moorings in Dun Laoghaire that evening the
Royal St. George boatman came out to collect us but, as no
one wanted to go home, I had to send him away. Eithne
prepared a special dinner for us to celebrate our last night
aboard after, a wonderful cruise.
SUMMARY:
Date
June 9-10
June 11
June 14
June 15
June 18
June 22
June 22-23
June 23
June 25-26
June 27
TOTAL:

Passage
Wicklow - Pwllheli
Pwllheli - Porthmadog
Porthmadog - Pwllheli
Pwllheli - Barmouth
Barmouth - Aberdovey
Aberdovey - Cardigan
Cardigan - Fishguard Hbr.
Fishguard Hbr. - Lower Town
Lower Town - Arklow
Arklow - Dun Laoghaire

Dist.
66
10
12
18
18
34
13
1
65
33
270

Gulkarna II, Europa ’92
Peter Bunting

Continued from the ’91 Annual
I am writing this Newsletter at 84 Portaferry Road,
Newtownards. It is 15.25 on 26th December 1991 and already
the lights are lit in my office. A strong wind is blowing over
North Down, the sky is leaden, the trees are without leaves.
There could be no greater contrast than these surroundings and
those in which I last wrote a Gulkarna newsletter; that was in
hot, blue skyed, green covered Vanuatu.
Actually, I did write a Newsletter No 8, before leaving
Darwin in the Australian Northern Territories. I gave it to the
Beaufort Hotel to Fax to Nicola, but she never got it. Could I
have given the hotel the office ’phone number instead of the
Fax number? Yes, quite easily and very probably. My
apologies for breaking the sequence. I will try now to pick up
from where the last newsletter to reach you left off.
While at Vanuatu we visited - by small aircraft - the little
island of Tanna. This small speck of land and its people exist
in something of a time warp. Only one small ’hotel’ exists and
we spent a night there. It is owned by four brothers from
Monaghan who take it in turns to live there and run the place.
The hotel consists of a few thatched and mat-walled
bungalows grouped around a stretch of well kept grass and a
small swimming pool. There is a central wooden building,
open on one side, which is the bar, the restaurant and - I think
- where the resident brother and his wife live. The reception
area is the side of the swimming pool, or wherever you happen
to sit down when the four wheel drive truck brings you from
the jungle clearing/airfield. A night in this establishment has
the atmosphere of an Irish country house week-end. Some
board games and out of date magazines lie with the rather old
books in the ’library’ corner of the main building. We played
croquet on the lawn, beneath the coconut palms. The Pacific
lapped gently on the beach below.
While there, we bucketed round the island in the, essential,
four wheel drive. We visited Resolution Bay - but the dugong
wouldn’t come and play. We were shown round the stockaded
village which is at the centre of the John Frum cult. Intrepid
members of the crew gazed down into the depths of an active
volcano. The Commodore of the I.C.C. and the Skipper of
Gulkarna were content to view all the fireworks and listen to
the rumblings from a lower and more respectful distance. We
visited a great, high, waterfall and swam in the pool beneath.
This involved descending the steep sides of a jungle ravine and
clambering the last hundred feet or so on a bamboo and
twisted creeper bridge.
On Tanna, a village of some 80/100 people still exists where
life is lived in the old ways. It is called a ’custom village’. The
houses are as they always were. The clothing is minimal to non
existent. The children do not attend school. The chief- a
splendid chap - only allows a couple of the young men and
women to learn English or French. This is so they can talk to
the Government and say ’No’ to change. They set up a small

market for us and put on a dance. How long all this can
continue, I do not know. However, they seem to have absorbed
the occasional visit from the 8/10 people party of tourists as
just a welcome addition to their subsistence economy. Their
remoteness no doubt helps. There was no feeling of exploiting
or being exploited. I loved it and good luck to them.
Ann and Hugh Kennedy left for home and so our crew for
the passage to Darwin was John and Jan Gore-Grimes,
Jennifer Ardill and Christopher Bunting. The start was in the
spacious bay off Port Vila, and in a light wind. It involved a
short beat of 5/6 miles to clear the land, before sheets could be
eased. Gulkarna does quite well in those conditions and we
were well up front when the fleet settled on its 2500 mile
down wind - mostly - passage. There was great sailing across
the Coral Sea to the Torres Straits and our passage-making
routine was soon established.

Gulkarna H at anchor at Phra Nang South,
Laem Nang

B. Hegarty
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Noon each day is Trivial Pursuits time. On this and
subsequent legs, we played Midnight Stroller for the boomerang
and Eye of Ra for the plaque. This radio variation of the game
has become very important and concentration is helped by the
two cans of beer which are consumed at that time.
The Torres Straits lead through the islands and reefs which
run from the N.E. corner of Australia to Papua New Guinea.
The tides run strongly and we, with others, had the excitement
of passing through at night. One boat, Jolly Joker, did not
make it and fetched up on a reef off Sue Island. There she
rapidly broke up and the crew of three took to their life raft.
Various yachts stood by, including us, until the Australian
rescue services from Thursday Islands arrived by helicopter.
Unfortunately, the helicopter broke down and had to force land
on a small piece of land above sea level within the reef and be
itself rescued. Eventually the crew were picked up by Elan
Adventurer, exhibiting fine seamanship. The three distressed
mariners were from Hungary and salvaged nothing from the
wreck. It is something like this which brings home to all of us
that, despite the Europa ’umbrella’, we all do have to rely on
ourselves and our friends in these rather remote places.
It was quite a relief to enter the Arafura Sea, calm and free
of hazards. This sea borders the whole of North Australia - a
very empty part of that huge continent. The weather was warm
with winds light to moderate from astern. Only in one spot, as
we crossed the Gulf of Carpentaria, did we get even a squall of
note. I was steering at the time - about 4 in the morning. Out
of the squall came 40 knots of wind and torrential rain. The air
was alternatively hot and cold and I was wearing the
customary shorts and t-shirt. With main and boomed out
genoa, I put the boat before it and after a hectic 15/20 mins the
excitement was over. Christopher earned my great gratitude by
coming up early for his watch and letting me get below for a
change of clothes and a smoke! Oddly, some 12 hours later
and in near enough the same area, Eye of Ra got exactly the
same conditions. The Australian Tourist Board do not mention
this unpleasant welcome!
Our passage across Van Diemens land and the Northern
Territories was enlivened by the 25th wedding anniversary of
John and Jan and also by the imminent and eventual arrival of
their grand-daughter Fern. We had here ample cause of
celebration and we celebrated amply.
The wind died some 90 miles from Darwin and after 24
hours of 1-3 knots (usually 1 knot) the engine was started and,
in company with the Italian yacht Twilight, we motored into
Darwin, arriving at the quarantine anchorage at dawn. It later
transpired that we had got 2nd in our class. We all liked
Darwin and the crew separated to go sight-seeing, backpacking or whatever. I flew down to Sydney to see my sister,
her husband and one nephew and his wife - then on to
Melbourne to see Jane, Neil, their three children and nephew
John. I am certainly intending to go back to Australia.
John, Jan and Christopher left in Darwin and we were
joined by Jennifer Guinness, Roger Aplin, Brian Hegarty and
Charles Huxtable who, with Jennifer Ardill, were the next
crew. The passage to Darwin was the longest passage I had
made with my son on board and he appeared able to put up
with the bullying, dictatorial ways of his Skipper with a certain
philosophical humour. John and Jan were great and many are
the little improvements on Gulkarna, resulting from John’s
vast store of energy. No longer are the occupants of the aft
cabin kept awake by the rattle of the helmsman’s harness hook
on the stainless steel strong point. The Gore-Grimes Mark II
Rattle-Muffler has taken care of the problem. Blessed be the
name of John!
While in Darwin I invested in a North M.P.S. (Multipurpose-sail) or Genniker. This is also known as a P.C.S.
(Pretty coloured sail). It has a snuffer and l should have had
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one of these instead of a spinnaker right from the start - it is
great. We also did a quick haul-out to replace the ground plate
for the S.S.B. radio, also an improvement.
While in Darwin, John Smith and Hazel, of Eye of’ Ra,
decided to get married. They made this decision at breakfast
time, arranged matters at the registry office at 11 A.M, and
concluded the business at 3 P.M. Jan,- Hazel’s oldest friend
and crew on Eye of Ra - was bridesmaid, I was best man and
Jennifer Ardill was the congregation. The reception was by the
pool at the Beaufort Hotel and the guests were just about
everyone in the Europa fleet. A splendid occasion!
The start was with the strong ebb tide and in calm
conditions. Some boats got swept past the first mark and had
to run back with spinnakers to round it correctly. We were OK
and picked up a good breeze for quite a few hours, enough to
get clear of the land - then light winds were experienced for
the rest of the rather uneventful 1000 mile passage to Bali in
Indonesia. Birthday parties livened the proceedings. One of the
Rockhopper crew had a birthday and, together with
Pennypincher we converged on them for lunch-time drinks.
Our scheme to raft up was frustrated by the swell that was
running, but champagne was distributed by dinghy and this
was followed by Pimms by the jug full. A pleasant interlude. It
also transpired that Brian had a birthday. This was suitably
celebrated on Gulkarna and Brian’s presents were a pen and a
box of cockroach poison- just what he always needed!
The tides run very strongly in the area of Bali and, with the
light winds most boats put in a lot of motoring.
The Bali International Yacht Club, where the Europa office
was set up was pretty awful. We anchored with a stern line to a
crumbling jetty and the boats were afloat in a sort of open
sewer. After continuing Brian’s birthday party - which
included a cake with the candles you can’t blow out - and
which was joined by Ann, who arrived by air just as we did,
we reached a quick decision to move to a shore base. Next
morning Charles and Jennifer G. set off by taxi to select a
suitable one. They were a very efficient team, picked an
excellent resort not too far away and negotiated a very good
rate. We all moved there and were joined by Charles’s wife
(Ann’s cousin) Mary.
I didn’t like Bali. What can you make of people whose idea
of a fun day out is to go to the cremation of a ten month old
corpse? Also, it was impossible to move without being
continually hassled by people trying to sell you things. There
were some good things, like the splendid day white water
rafting, but I reckon the stay was too long. They should have
made it shorter - or better still gone somewhere else. However,
Europa ’92 is the first of its kind and ’the Management’ is on a
learning curve, too. Roger said. ’Skipper, you reckoned you
weren’t going to like Bali before you even got there’. That was
true and he even said it before he came down with a tummy
bug! Ann left for home the day before we sailed and after
watering and fuelling we anchored off and had a dinner in the
cockpit. Actually, that was a beautiful night with the shore
lights shining on the water. Mary left us that night to join a
daughter and son-in-law in Hong Kong. No, I didn’t like Bali
but the company was great and we did have some good fun.
Mary, who didn’t get any sailing at all, turned to and did great
work with everyone on the boat; chores that are always
necessary after even a leisurely passage. Roger left us here for
home, sadly with what proved to be a very persistent stomach
disorder. A great crewman throughout the year.
All the boats had been advised - as we could read from the
Pilot - that the winds would be light to non-existent for the
passage up the Java Sea and South China Sea to Singapore. It
turned out to be so, although we did have a good wind until we
cleared the island. At dusk and into the early night we found
ourselves among a fleet of small outrigger fishing canoes.

These boats were about 16 ft. long, had a multi coloured lateen
sail and carried one, or occasionally two, occupants. They
sailed like lightning and appeared to be the local fishing fleet.
They had no trouble in keeping pace with us when we were
doing better than 8 knots. It was quite a relief to get clear of
them for there must have been well over a hundred in sight at
any one time.
We had been advised that the passage included pirate waters
and most boats, in touch at all times by radio, tended to form
loose convoys at night. We had one mild alarm when Kite
reported a broken-down anchored fishing boat with ten men on
board that just might be a decoy. In minutes the poor fishing
boat was being circled by four Europa yachts while the Kite
crew attempted to converse by phrase book. In the end
Gulkarna managed a broadcast, aimed at the Indonesian Navy,
which was picked up by a tanker on the equator. They
undertook to advise ’the authorities’ who ever that might be,
and we resumed our passage. Shortly after this, Pennypincher
picked up a mayday from a cargo ship which had gone on some
rocks in the approaches to Singapore. They rescued 12 crew
and miscellaneous belongings and carried them into Singapore,
where only intervention by the British High Commissioner
enabled them to land the unfortunate Indonesian sailors.
The East Straits, which we passed through, produced
shipping traffic like I have never seen. An endless procession
of vessels, large and small, were going down to ’occupy ’their
business in great waters’. Our approach to the open anchorage
off the East Park Sailing Centre, was at night through endless
columns of anchored ships. Next morning I counted 48 and got
bored with the exercise. A haze hung over the whole area
which came from the burning forests of Borneo and had been
persisting for many months.

Local "Longtailers" at Yongkasem Bay, Phi Phile. Phuket

The establishment, off which we were anchored, was really
a sailboard school and hire business (700 sailboards) but they
were most welcoming and proved a good base for our stay.
Singapore is a busy modem city, but with lots of green spaces
between the intertwining motorways. It was good to have seen
it, and I quite enjoyed the experience, but there is not really
too much to see.
Back in August 1990 Giles Baxter had sailed with Jennifer
Guinness, Hazel Ban’, Roger Aplin and myself from Bayona to
Gibraltar. At that time we had arranged to meet him in the
long bar at Raffles on a certain day, there to have a traditional
Singapore Sling. More than a year later, it all happened! Giles
had had a rather busy year, as he had participated with the
Armoured Division in the activities in the Gulf, and then done
a spell on bridge building in Borneo for Operation Raleigh. He
was now to suffer a month on Gulkarna! Some people are
gluttons for punishment.
Jennifer Guinness left us in Singapore (she had an
appointment in Glasgow for the Clyde Cruising Club dinner)
but will be back again in Egypt. Charles left us too, to return to
England. This was the first time I had sailed with Charles and
his first job was to screw together the lid of the freezer. This was
splendidly done with military exactitude and precision. These
qualities he brought to all the tasks (even the cooking) which he
did and I would be delighted to have him aboard any time.
The Europa organization closed down at Singapore - not
due to re-open till New Year in Thailand. As always, Tony
Mark gave a little bit extra and instead of sight seeing on his
last afternoon, he worked on, in the rain, to organize the fleet
alongside the diesel barge.
The passage up to Thailand was very much a ’go as you
please’ event. Boats just slipped away when they felt like it.

Brian Hegarty
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Many, including Gulkarna, had entered for the Raja Muda
Regatta. (Roger Moody to the Europa fleet, who have
difficulty with some of these foreign names). Brian, Jennifer
A, Giles and I took the boat up to Port Klang where the Royal
Selangore Yacht Club runs this event, under the patronage of
the Rajah (Crown Prince) of the area. The Yacht Club was a
splendid establishment left over from colonial days and run by
local people and ex-pat’s from Australia, New Zealand and
Britain. They had laid moorings for the visiting yachts,
although we eventually got a berth at the yacht club pontoons,
and proved splendid hosts. They kicked off the proceedings
with an informal party which included free beer and a cabaret
under spotlights on the pontoon. The cabaret involved some
clowning by the members and some dancing by a troupe of
transvestites. This is proving a very educational cruise indeed.
Next night was a (slightly) more formal dinner and dance
by the swimming pool during which all skippers (plus Jackie
from Pennypincher who thought she was queuing for supper)
were presented to H.R.H. the Rajah. The party lasted till quite
late and, inevitably, just about everyone finished up, fully
dressed, in the pool. The yachts, next morning, resembled a
Chinese laundry.
Alan and Jennifer’s mother, Claire, had joined us at Port
Klang so our crew for the passage race to an island, the name
of which I have forgotten, was Brian, Jennifer A, Giles, Ann
and Claire. The winds for the start were light and before the
night was out, all but three boats were motoring. Three boats
did manage to finish under sail and before the time limit. They
were in the +Racing class+, although the cruisers were racing
also.
Our destination was a pleasant resort and we stayed there for
several days before the fleet moved on in a cruising leg to
Penang. On Gulkarna we liked Penang - a real old colonial
town. We rode on trishaws (rickshaws with bicycles attached)
and explored the area. We were entertained on the Dutch fort,
the walls of which are still standing, and entered for the Penang
Triangle race. A race round an Olympic course, which we won.
The next leg was a short over-night passage race to
Langkawi - one of the last of the Malaysian islands. Gulkarna
got a good start by the committee boat and some of the
wadding from the starting gun landed in the cockpit - you
can’t get much closer than that! The wind was all over the
place eventually settling into a fi’esh 5 with sheets just eased.
Leo on Locura lost the top of his thumb when the boat sailed
over a headsail during a sail change. Atier getting advice from
our doctor (Claire) and Bluewater’s nurse (Karen) on how to
stop the bleeding, they carried on to the finish (they were
doing I0 knots so - why not) where an ambulance was
waiting. The finish, in the dark, was in the lee of the island and
Brian did a great job in nursing the boat along in a light light
headwind to the finish. We were about the middle of the fleet
in this leg.
Langkawi was another pleasant resort and we anchored off
in a sheltered, shallow, bay. The Regatta concluded with
another Olympic course race in which we came third. Brian
did his usual excellent, skilled and energetic job of running the
deck and it was a most enjoyable bit of fun.
While based at Langkawi Gulkarna visited Paulang Dayang
Bunting. Well, we couldn’t not. There we spent the day with
the Pennypinchers, swimming in the freshwater lake and
drinking cool beers at the tiny sandy beach on the shore, which
we had to ourselves. An idyllic day, except for Brian from
Pennypincher who stood on some sort of fish or shell which
punctured his loot and had him in agony all night.
We left my island next morning and made a day and night
passage to Chalong Bay on Phuket Island. There, Ann left for
a days sight seeing in Bangkok and then to London and home.
Claire and Jennifer Ardill left the next day - one to go home
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by Amsterdam and the other by Copenhagen. With the
departure of Jennifer Ardill (a.k.a Shiela - to avoid confusion
with Mrs Guinness) I lost my longest continuous serving crew
member. Jennifer joined in Fiji after graduation at
Southampton University, intending to stay to Australia, she
planned a couple of weeks back-packing and then home to
Belfast to start on a Ph.D. Well, four weeks turned into four
months and Australia became Thailand. On the way she
discovered how not to be sea sick and, I think, found the whole
thing, as did others, to be an educational experience. She will
be missed (she makes a great bread and butter pudding).
I stayed on, fiddling about until Betty Hegarty arrived. Then
I made a leisurely journey back to Newtownards - effecting a
trouble free re-entry from outer space after a few weeks short
of a year living on the boat. Giles stayed on for another week.
The Hegarty family have been cruising the area during
December - and I’m ’off back’ on the day after tomorrow.
Next Newsletter from Sri Lanka.
STOP PRESS
During the night, while on passage to Penang, Rockhopper
clewed up and got caught in a fisherman’s net. The fishing
boat arrived and the occupants, lit only by their deck lights,
did not appear well pleased - positively menacing. Roger,
Rockhopper’s skipper, lined his crew up along the rail to
discourage boarders. He then, in a complicated pantomime,
indicated how they could turn the boat, twist the net, cut away
the ropes and get free. Exhausted by his efforts to
communicate with the Malaysian fishermen he paused to see if
they understood. A voice from the deck of the fishing boat
enquired politely ’Do you not speak English?’
Newsletter 9
I am writing this Newsletter at ll°06’N : 61°14’E. This
position is firmly in the Indian Ocean, in that part labelled the
Arabian Sea. We are 442 nautical miles from a waypoint at 25
miles North of Socotra Island, off the Horn of Africa. When
we arrive there we will turn West towards the entrance to the
Red Sea and then up to Djibouti.
The wind is blowing at 12/15 knots from the N.E., the boat
is making 6 knots through the water on our course and the
temperature, here below at the chart table, is 38°C. It is 1st
February, Diana Gledhill’s birthday.
During the month of December, Brian Hegarty and his
family cruised the Phuket area of Thailand. he reports a splendid
holiday. On my return to Chalong Bay, Gulkarna was at anchor
off the beach and only Brian, Betty and Robin were still on
board. Betty was to leave for a bit of travelling on her own in
Northern Thailand but unfortunately had contracted an illness
which led to cancelled plans and immediate return to Ireland.
She became really ill and was in hospital in Dublin for a spell
with diagnosed malaria and dengue fever. Now out and better.
Amanda Huxtable and Di Gledhill had met up, as arranged,
in Bangkok and in due course arrived at Chalong. meanwhile
Jimmy Henshall was joining us after a spell of travel with
Bobbie and Louise. On the way to Chalong from Phuket
airport, the little bus on which they were travelling overturned.
Both Bobbie and Jimmy were badly cut and bruised - Bobbie
had a broken nose - and Louise was some-what battered and
bruised also. All three were truly ’shock-up’. Bobbie was
detained in hospital for several days, while Jimmy and Louise
made their way to Chalong, where they had rooms booked
already at the Fishing Lodge. Bobbie joined them several days
later and all three got away to Bangkok. Louise stayed on a
little longer in Thailand and her parents continued to London
and home, Louise was wonderful throughout this rather
painful and traumatic time. Her knowledge of several really
rude phrases in the the Thai language proved most useful.

The Christmas Day fleet at Ton Sai Bay, Phi Phi Le
While these events were taking place, my belly bag was
stolen. It contained passport, travellers cheques and cash. My
efforts to recover it would fill a Newspaper in themselves and
kept me fully occupied for several days. Now that some weeks
have passed, I can view the plottings and negotiations, the
bribery and double-dealings with some amusement and an
appreciation of the odd hilarious moment. I got my passport
back the travellers cheques cancelled and must look on the lost
cash as the price of carelessness!
Lest all this might strike one as thoroughly doom laden, let it
be reported that we attended two parties and one official
reception before sailing. Preoccupation with our injured friends
and the result of my stupidity meant I had less than the usual
input to our pre-sailing preparations. Heg, Di and Amanda did
a great job in victualling and storing the boat, all in great heat.
It was with some relief that the crew, now four, crossed the
start line and got away to sea, clear of the perils and pressures
of the land! "All part of life’s tapestry".
The start was from Nai Ham Bay in Phuket Island, and the
course was direct to the south tip of Sri Lanka, then up the
west coast to the old town of Galle. Once a Portuguese
settlement, then Dutch, then English. The town shows some
signs of the architecture of all three colonial powers. The
natural harbour is undergoing improvements and made an
excellent stop-over.
Our passage was very pleasant and fairly uneventful.
Amanda developed a painful back, no doubt from carrying
boxes of stores at Phuket, but coped well. She got he(own back
of the rest of the crew, by scooping a wave on board during on
of her watches. Hatches and windows were open and nobody
escaped unscathed? Amanda’s log entry is to the point.
24.00 Hrs. Everyone and everything got wet! AMH
My log entry the following day reads-

Brian HegarO,
20.30 Hrs. Some white lights to port. Amanda on watch.
Look out! PJB
From this it will be gathered we had a last sail with quite a
bit of water on deck from time to time.
Gulkarna finished at 04.53, Galle time, on Sunday 12th
January. A day ahead of our expected arrival date.
The local people, with blessings from the Government and
Tourist Board, had invested a lot of effort and money in
making us very welcome. The boats lay stern to a heavy
mooring line off some Port Authority buildings. These had
been rather run down and neglected, but in the three days
before our arrival, the army moved in. The undergrowth was
cut back and a garden created. Tables under thatched shelters
were set around the newly made lawn. Showers were built.
Sheltered, open ended offices with tables and chairs were built
at the dinghy dock, to house the four authorities whose
clearance was needed - and all given in about 10/15 mins a
boat. A bar and rudimentary restaurant service was operated by
one of the hotels. Two banks were installed, open from 9 in the
morning till 10 at night. A telephone, telex and copying service
provided. A tour desk was in place and the Europa Rally
Control (Andrew, Tony and Mary) comfortably established.
Most crews got in a fair bit of sight-seeing and were pretty
impressed. Of course, they do have a problem - like a major civil
war - in the north of the island, but the south seems quite trouble
free. Ann flew out to join us for our stay and planned some days
travelling around after our departure. Derek McCleave and a
patched-up and restored Jimmy Henshall joined us, Derek minus
his luggage. Amanda left us (reducing Gulkarna to a single
hand-maiden) and, as always with Amanda, everyone was sorry
to see her go. I certainly look forward to seeing her again in
Gibraltar in April and in good party mood!
The leg to Djibouti is some 2300 miles, one of the longest
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of the voyage. Our crew is Brian Hegarty, Di Gledhill, Derek
McCleave and Jimmy Henshall. The start, watched l¥om the
press boat and committee boat by leaving crew, Sri Lankan
friends and Anna and Robbie Hegarty, was in light winds. For
the first few days the pattern was gentle sailing through the
day, a calm night under engine and then a breeze again in the
morning. As we got opposite the gap between Sri Lanka and
India, the wind and an awkward sea funnelled down and gave
us three days and nights of rough, wet and fast sailing.
Eventually the seas moderated and we suffered some days of
calm. All skippers worried about their diesel supplies. For
several days now we have been enjoyed really pleasant
conditions and the reports from ahead are of 15 knots from the
N.E. Very encouraging!
The leg, so far, has led to more incidents than we have had
before. Two Italian boats returned to Galle direct from the start.
One had a broken engine and the other was keeping her
company. Amanda broke her steering linkage, but managed to
repair it underway. Orchidea lost her rudder completely during
the rough stuff and, with great determination and seamanship,
Libertad H towed her to the Maldives. On entering Mali, the
ungovernable Orchidea went on the reef. A tug has towed her
off and she is having a new rudder flown out. They will both be
back with the fleet. 1 would bet on that. Eve of Ra was hit by a
whale. No hull damage but the engine was put out of action due
to a bent prop shaft and P bracket. Oingo Boingo was followed
and later almost boarded by two fishing boats who had lines
ready and were distinctly menacing. She got away by being able
to motor faster then they could! Our Asian misfortunes were not
yet over! Jimmy still had a small cut in his leg - a legacy of his
accident in Phuket - when he joined, and very soon after the
start, it flared up and, over a few days, became really serious.
We had been treating it, with helpful advice from John Smith of
Eve of Ra, who is a vet. As Jimmy was confined to his bunk he
became really ill and we managed to relay our problems to a
French doctor, via Rockhopper, La Aventura and the French
Navy. He recommended certain drugs, additional to the
treatment we were already giving. Some we did not have, but
within ten minutes of making our needs known we had offers of
what was needed from Rockhopper, Trillium and Kite.
Rockhopper and Trillium were the nearest. Rendez-vous were
set up by V.H.F. and we spent the afternoon tacking about the
Indian Ocean as we back tracked to the meetings. The medicine
was received, the treatment started and already Jimmy is greatly
improved and doing a bit of steering in the daytime. He really
has had a rotten time since Christmas.
Jimmy will steer my watch, starting in about half an hour,
which will allow me to make the icing for Di’s birthday cake. I
baked two (ready mix) cakes this morning. One looks OK but
the other is, as Caesar said of Gaul ’divided in three parts’.
There is a bottle of wine in the fridge for dinner - so maybe no
one will mind too much!
In these incidents, where boats needed help or re-assurance,
it had been truly heartening to observe the manner in which all
the fleet responds. Also the alacrity with which they do so. I
shall never be rude about Americans, Germans, French,
Italians or Finns again - well I will, I expect, but the criticism
will always be qualified by what I have seen and experienced
on this little jaunt around the world.
Djibouti to Port Sudan
Skipper Peter Bunting
Crew:
Brian Hegarty, Diana Gleadhill, Derek McCleeve
and Mandy Parker.
(From Djibouti to Gibraltar recorded by Brian Hegarty)
A French naval and military presence in Djibouti ensures
reasonable stability in this small African country wedged
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between Somalia to the east and Ethiopia to the west and
north. There is poverty here, but nothing like as bad as
Somalia. We had a bus tour in the hinterland with a fine lunch
at a French army barracks in the hills. We had an opportunity
to see nomadic people tending their herds of goats on the
barren scrubland of this part of Africa. Jimmy Henshall had
left us for home very much recovered and in good form.
Mandy Parker had joined us from Sojourner. She was looking
for a berth as far as Port Suez when she would join Eye of Ra,
We were glad to have the extra hand for what we knew would
be quite a testing couple of legs ahead.
We were about to start the climb out of the tropics back to
the Mediterranean. Djibouti is 12° N latitude with sea
temperature 25°C; Port Said on the Mediterranean 1500
nautical miles north is latitude 32°N with sea temperature of of
15° N. The climate at sea would get colder as we moved north
and we would feel it all the more after such a long time in the
tropics.
The greatest problem for the fleet,was the head winds. Of
the 1430 nautical miles, Djibouti to Port Suez at the southern
end of the Suez Canal, we would beat some 980 nautical miles
and this was the favourable time of year! At other times one
would beat the whole way in much stronger conditions!
Friday, 14th February, saw us starting from Djibouti in wet,
grey, lumpy sea conditions. We were beating to windward and
Gulkarna revelled in the going. This was one of the shorter
legs of 650 nautical miles. By next day we had free sheets with
wind light south-easterly. We were through the Ras al
Mandeb, the southern entrance to the Red Sea. Unfortunately,
our starboard lower shroud had stranded top and bottom, soon
to be followed by the starboard lower section of the cap
shroud. Some 200 nautical miles short of Port Sudan the northwesterly winds set in, and as we were forced to nurse the rig
with main and engine, our progress was slow.
Once again the Europa support system helped us. Peter was
able to radio back to Eye of Ra still at Djibouti. They got a call
through to Hallberg Rassy (UK) who despatched not only the
lower starboards we required, but also a set of lower port
shrouds. We were to bless this initiative later. About 0800 local
time Wednesday, 19th February, we were glad to make the fine
port of Port Sudan where we rafted, anchors out ahead and
stern lines to offshore bollards. Our arrival time coincided with
the local authorities visits to Europa yachts and we were one of
the first to get their attention. This is a Muslim country and
alcohol is prohibited. Our drinks store was soon bonded and
Gulkarna’s crew were left with about two bottles of spirits, a
dozen beer and several bottles of wine to last for at least five
days - a disaster! Our SSB radio was also immobilised.
Port Sudan is the main port for the huge country of Sudan,
with road and rail links to Khartoum. Rampant inflation is the
order of the day, but there is little on which to spend money.
No restaurants, no bars, dreadful hotels, but friendly people.
One needs a licence to use a camera. Markets for fruit and
vegetables excellent. Because of the persistent northwesterly
wind there is yellow dust in the air all the time. It obscures the
coast when at sea, and covers everything when in harbour.

Port Sudan to Port Suez
Ships company same as for previous leg. Distance to Port Suez
780 nautical miles to windward.
The fleet left on Saturday, 22nd February but it was
Wednesday, 26th before we could leave as we had to await the
arrival of our replacement shrouds. Meantime we were still in
port when Jakes Fantasia arrived from her captivity in Eritrea.
,lakes Fantasia had wandered into Eritrean waters and as a
consequence was taken into custody. Val, one of the crew,
gave a running commentary on the approach of the Eritrean

gun boat and was only silenced when Jakes Fantasia was
boarded. One of the crew, Susan Lawrence, is a US citizen.
This fact was soon known to the strong US Navy presence in
the Red Sea which became involved. Jake and his crew were
well treated and after about four days were allowed to leave.
Jake celebrated his birthday at Port Sudan the day before we
left - quite a party!
We left Wednesday morning planning to make the passage
in one hop. It would be tough and uncomfortable, but we were
already four days behind the fleet and Peter wished to catch
up. On Tuesday, 3rd March - seven days out from Port Sudan
daylight revealed that the port lower shroud had stranded at the
hounds. Some eight or nine wires showing. We were some 40
nautical miles off the coast of Egypt and on almost the same
latitude as the tiny anchorage of Ras Torinbi. We were able to
reach away on starboard tack and by afternoon were securely
lying to two anchors - what a relief to halt!
Thursday found us underway once more having repaired
our rig, staunched some skylight leaks, entertained and been
entertained by the local army captain, and feeling much
refreshed after two nights at anchor.
We were not the only yacht with problems. Pennypincher,
an Oyster 46 had problems with her in mast mainsail reefing
system so that it was a case of all main or none. Rockhopper
blew out all her headsails and had to resort to engine she almost
ran out of fuel. Having got over this problem she was then
delayed with a gearbox failure. Other yachts suffered varying
degrees of difficulties but all eventually were glad to have the
Red Sea behind. We arrived at Port Suez in the early hours of
Monday, 9th March having covered 1340 nautical miles.
We had a pleasant week at Port Suez. Mandy Parker who
left us here set off to have a look at Luxor before returning to
join Eye ofRa. Derek’s time was up and he set off to have a
look at Cairo on the way home.
Peter and I took one day off and trundled by car to Cairo 100 miles across the desert. From the backs of two disdainful
faced camels we viewed the pyramids. Wonderful day impressed by the huge army presence everywhere and the
appalling standards of driving!

Port Suez to Malta
Skipper: Peter Bunting
Crew: Diana Gleadhill, Jack
Wolfe, Ann Bunting, Jennifer
Guinness, Michael McKee and
Brian Hegarty.

until we cleared the west end of Crete on the following
Monday, we were beating to windward in mainly chilly, and
sometimes very wet conditions. However, that morning the
wind started to back. Soon we could lay our course. Gradually
the wind shifted to SE and increased in strength. It was great
sailing, the weather improved, even sunshine and we were
eating the miles towards our destination. The last night before
our arrival at Valletta was difficult - wind SE force 6 to 7
sometimes 8 - big sea, but making good progress. We entered
Valletta about 0800 on Thursday, 26th March, having
completed 1040 nautical miles from Port Suez.
We had some ten days at Malta and the time passed
quickly. Selden of Sweden had a rigger out to Valletta who
renewed every bit of Gulkarna’s standing rigging.
Malta to Gibraltar
Crew: Same as previous leg.
Saturday, 4th April arrived and at 14.15 we were started off
the Royal Malta Yacht Club line in Marsamsett Harbour on the
last 980 nautical miles of Gulkarna’s circumnavigation. That
first day and night we had a SSE force 5 sometimes more and
we made great headway. As we got further west the winds
become more fickle - so it was sometimes sail, sometimes
motor and so the days passed. On this leg we were on the main
shipping route east and west through the Mediterranean so one
was always "on watch". One night whilst Diana and I were on
watch an approaching vessel got uncomfortably close because
it was not carrying any navigation lights! We tried calling it
but could get no answer. Closing with the Spanish coast we
were so low in fuel that Peter decided to stop at Balmadena
Marina for fueling. It was accomplished in 40 minutes which
must almost be a record of sorts. Finally, at 15 minutes past
midnight, on Monday 13th April we crossed the line off
Europa Point, Gibraltar, from which we had started just over
15 months before. Then it was on to Marina Bay to get
Customs Clearance and berth.
The parties, official and unofficial, went on for some five
days. Then it was time to bid our farewells.
I have the opportunity to record, on behalf of all of us who
have been privileged to sail with Peter, our sincere thanks for a
wonderful experience.

On Monday, 16th March, we
departed Port Suez with our pilot
on board. For yachts the canal
authority arranges that in one day a
first pilot takes a yacht about half
way, where one anchors off
Ismailia. Next day another pilot
takes the yacht on to Port Said.
This is all accomplished at a good
speed under engine only. It is
interesting that shipping can pass
from the Mediterranean to the Red
Sea without the necessity of
negotiating any locks. The canal
seems in good order and a credit to
the Egyptians who run it.
We cleared the canal, Port Said,
and the fairway buoy by afternoon
Tuesday, 17th March. From then Skipper and crew aboard "Ships-of-the-desert", Cairo

Brian Hegarty
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Cruising in the Bahamas
Dermod J. Ryan

Although Sceolaing’s principal cruise this year was in northwest Spain, I thought I should write a log on a mini-cruise
which Sheila and I enjoyed in the Bahamas last April as guests
of American friends, Van and Helen Smith, who base their 42’
Niagra Class Ariel in Fort Lauderdale. The Rias of Galicia are
well known to many members and have been well chronicled
in years gone by, whereas the Bahamas will be new for the
majority of the membership. The Bahamas are a chain of 700
islands, islets and reefs stretching some 760 miles from 50
miles east of Florida to the east of Cuba, of these islands 30
are inhabited. The Tropic of Cancer passes through them. One
of the smallest, New Providence, measuring 58 sq. miles
contains the capital, Nassau, and has a population of 100,000.
The other islands are known as Out Islands but, in fact, are
largely divided into three groups, the Abacos, the Exumas and
Eluthera. East of Eluthera is the island of San Salvador, small
but high by Bahamian standards at 140 feet. It became famous
as the landing place of Christopher Columbus in October 1492
and will be the focus of this year’s 500th anniversary of the
discovery of the New World. Columbus discovered a peaceful
race of Arawak Indian who lived there by farming and fishing,
unlike their dreaded cannabilistic neighbours, the Carib
Indians who lived in the Caribbean (hence the name). The
Spaniards made little eftort to colonise the Arawak but sent
many of them as slaves to work in the gold mines of Hispanola
mad Cuba, they do not survive as a race to-day. Nowadays the
islands population is four-fifth negro, many descendants of
slaves brought to the islands by the British Loyalists following
the war of Independence. "Cruisers" of centuries past include
the many pirates who sheltered in Bahamian waters while
waiting to harass the ships of the Spanish Main richly laden on
passage home to Spain. The English and Bermudians took an
interest in the Bahamas in the 1640s and 50s and made a weak
effort to colonise them but in 1718 Captain Woodes Rogers
was sent, with a small army, as the first Royal Governor with
the order to put down piracy, he did so effectively. Bahamian
independence from Britain came in 1973 but not before its
cruising merits were known to other sailors, namely the
Confederate blockade runners who used these islands as
staging posts during the American Civil War.
Our twelve-day cruise was intended to sample all three
island groups, but high winds for three days forced us to alter
our plans and finally we excluded the Exumas which was a
pity. On April 9th we flew from Miami to Marsh Harbour on
Great Abacos Island where Ariel awaited our arrival in a most
attractive marina, one of the few in the Bahamas. As it was
18.00 when we arrived we simply stowed our gear, sipped cold
drinks and enjoyed dinner in the nearby "Mangoes" restaurant.
The meal was enjoyable but expensive by American standards.
This is inevitable as virtually everything is imported from the
United States and so, after transport costs and local margins,
good must cost more. However, prices compare favourably
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with those in Ireland. We returned on board and to bed. We
were very hot and sweaty and fearing a hot balmy night I set
the wind scoop into the forehatch to ensure a cooling breeze to
keep the temperature down. However, during the night the
wind rose and the temperature fell to the point where we were
almost frozen solid under our light sheets. I went on deck to
desensidize the scoop and reduce the air flow but a few hours
later, 04.00 to be precise, had to make a second foray onto the
foredeck to take the scoop down completely before we died of
exposure as the cold wind increased.
We were amazed at the change in temperature, the day had
been warm and sunny. Next morning before setting sail we
visited the local supermarket and although Ariel was well
stocked we decided to buy more goodies. It was after lunch in
"Wally’s" when we set off from Marsh Harbour for Great
Guana Cay., a total distance of a mere 12 miles. One of the
enjoyable features of cruising the Bahamas is the large number
of pretty anchorages within a short distance of each other. The
wind was SE4 as we set main and genoa, both furling, and
sailed north quickly in the quartering breeze. Ariel is a typical
modem American design and has a voluminous hull. However
the interior is completely different to her modern French
counterparts. Although 42’ she has only 6 berths, two in the
forecabin, 2 in the aftcabin and 2 in the saloon. She has
excellent stowage, indeed one of her cockpit lockers houses
two bicycles along with the usual mountain of "essential" gear
carried on a cruising yacht. The galley was huge, a separate
"room" and naturally contained every mod. con. The large
separate wood panelled saloon was comfortable, well
ventilated and housed the T.V.!! All-in-all she is a fine yacht
with the usual large rig needed in those areas where light
winds are the norm. Apart from electric furling, main and
genoa, she carried two very large electric self-tailing winches,
appropriate for her aging crew. I must confess I was
unimpressed by the inmast main sail. Being battenless, its
shape and size did not impress my eye but the speed of furling
without leaving the cockpit had its advantages.
As we sped over a beautiful blue-green sea I realised for the
first time just how shallow these water are, 14 ft. in the open
water. As the islands rise from a submarine bank the
surrounding areas are extremely shallow except in the
channels which divide the island groups. As a result yachts
drawing six feet or so preclude themselves from many
anchorages. Regardless, we had a super sail and in less than
two hours were anchored in the bay off the main village of
Great Guana Cay. We went ashore for a walk, the village was
pretty and boasted a low-rise resort hotel. As we enjoyed
drinks in their noisy bar, the bartender received a message on
the VHF that Ariel was dragging her anchor. Van and I raced
back in the dinghy and it took three further attempts to anchor
before Van was satisfied. Although most anchorages are
sandy, the bottom is often covered with a short grass which

prevents the anchor getting a proper hold. Having returned on
board Van produced a BBQ from the depths of a cockpit
locker and it seemed no time before we were devouring superb
steaks and sipping wine in Ariel’s comfortable saloon. Again
we had a chilly, windy night after a beautiful hot day but we
slept well. Next morning we set off at 11.00 for New
Plymouth Harbour on Green Turtle Cay. The wind was again
SE4 as we sailed north under genoa only, enchanted by the
beautiful green sea and the countless lovely sandy beaches
everywhere we looked, including foot or two under the keel!!
Having sailed past the northern end of Great Guana Cay we
passed through Loggerhead Channel dredged to forty feet to
cater for the cruise liners who anchor here. This is a
magnificent area, no wonder the cruise liners call. North by
Whale Cay, over the sandbar and on to New Plymouth where
we anchored in eight feet. The day’s mileage 14 NM. It was
13.00 when we arrived so we had lunch on board after which
we went ashore. This town beats them all, beautiful well
painted wooden houses in contrasting colours, small but neat
and tidy. The town possesses a Loyalist Memorial Garden
where stand magnificent bronze statues of Bahamian leaders
from previous generations who led the population through the
tough times after the Loyalists/British followers left America
for the safety of the islands after their defeat in the War of
Independence in 1783. It is superb. Our stroll was through the
heat of the afternoon so liquid replenishment was called for.
As luck would have it, we discovered Miss Emily’s Blue Bee
Bar. The place was jumping with a dozen or so young men and
women chatting and dancing to a ghetto-blaster pounding out
the beat. This was quite a spot. The town boasts many well
stocked grocery and hardware stores. We dined that evening in
the "New Plymouth Inn" housed in an 1830s building, a lovely
colonial house built by a sea captain who accumulated
considerable wealth at that time but unfortunately in doing so
created many enemies. So hated was he that finally he feared
leaving his house. This fear developed to the extent that he
feared he would be poisoned by his detractors so to thwart
them, he stopped eating. Naturally he starved to death! This
hardly seems an enticing background for a restaurant but it
was excellent. We returned on board, had night-caps and went
to bed. Shortly afterwards we took the ground. Fortunately
there was little in the way of wind or sea, so there was little
bumping!!
Next morning during breakfast we sensed another bump so
we decided to depart as quickly as possible before low water,
the tidal range averages only 32 feet. As we made our way out
of the harbour, slowly, we touched and bumped and wondered
if we would get out of the bay without waiting for a rising tide,
but eventually we succeeded and set course south for Man-OWar Cay. There was no wind and the skies were overcast as
we motored most of the twenty four miles and in midafternoon anchored outside the islet which creates the
protected Channel-Anchorage off Man-O-War village.
Unfortunately "Ariel’s" draft only permitted access at high
water and Van wanted the flexibility to leave when he wished
rather than being confined to high water. To the north a buildup of heavy cloud caused Van some concern so we laid a
second anchor. I regarded this as somewhat over the top but no
sooner was it set than the wind shifted 180° to the north and
rose suddenly to force 6 leaving us totally exposed with a lee
shore 50 yards astern. It poured rain, heavens it rained. Four
hours later the storm had passed.
Next morning was superbly sunny as we dinghied ashore to
view Man-O-War. This is a prosperous community with well
built, well maintained homes, again small but neat, a pretty
town. The harbour was solid with yachts, Hinchleys
everywhere. Local transport consists in the main of electric
golf carts adapted to carry people rather than golf clubs. They

drive over narrow concrete roads and everything seemed
highly efficient. We enjoyed the visit. Early afternoon we
raised the anchors and sailed to Hope Town. The wind rose
steadily to N5. Unfortunately the entrance to the harbour is
shallow and tricky, so having negotiated the approach, Van
decided to show the yellow flag and we retraced our steps and
made for Marsh Harbour again. A strong following wind could
leave us high and dry on the shallow bar at the entrance to
Hope Town harbour before we could negotiate our way in.
The sailing directions for the Bahamas, while essential, are
light years behind those of the ICC and I, for one, would not
risk my yacht to cross a shallow bar based on their advice. One
cannot but notice the publishers numerous disclaimers of
responsibility which does nothing to create confidence!! Van
clearly thought likewise. Having arrived in the marina in
Marsh Harbour we had showers available, oh the joy, and a
launderette. We dined ashore and retired early as we were tired
after a day of hot sunshine in spite of the strong wind. During
the night the wind rose to gale force and it poured rain. We
were happy to be safely tied up in the marina but nonetheless
the howl of the wind in the rigging prevented a good night’s
sleep. The wind blew all the following day, so confining us to
the marina. However, we enjoyed a lazy day reading, writing
and stocking up for our forthcoming visit to Eluthera and, we
thought, the Exumas. We did not know at the time that we
would be weather bound in Marsh Harbour for two more days.
Interestingly, the wind was only 20/25 knots but winds of this
force coming from the eastern sector cause huge waves which
break on the bars between every eastern island. These breaking
waves are known as "rage" and when they occur the bars are
absolutely impassable. It seemed strange to be grounded by a
force 5 or 6, but it was so, no one moved.
The Abacos depend primarily on tourism for a livelihood.
There were many bungalows for rent here and it would be
difficult to imagine anywhere more relaxing for a holiday. As
we departed Hope Town our ferry passed a lovely big
Hinchley stuck solidly on the bar at the entrance, the owner
and his crew tried desperately not to look embarrassed. Thus,
our enforced stay enabled us to visit Hope Town which we
enjoyed immensely. As already mentioned, the next day too
was an enforced lay day so Van rented a car and we drove 15
miles south to Little Harbour. Initially the road was good and
straight with an asphalt surface, but once we turned off the
main road for Little Harbour, conditions deteriorated terribly,
the road became a pot-holed track, twisting through heavy pine
cover and occasionally fields showing traces of a sugar cane
plantation, reminders of the past when this area grew sugar
cane as a major commercial industry. Little remains of these
plantations now apart from the occasional old mill building
standing derelict. Eventually we arrived at Little Harbour, a
superb pool almost completely land-locked with the narrow
entrance protected by a sandbar which called for high water to
enable yachts to pass in and out of the pool. Some twelve
yachts or so were moored here in complete safety. The area is
very pretty with a scattering of houses on a lovely beach
complete with its own beachbar. Unfortunately the bar was
closed during our visit as the owner had organised a fishing
competition for that day and the entire population participated
leaving the village deserted except for one young lady who
was on call at Johnson’s foundry. Mr. Johnson is a sculptor of
note and produces superb bronze figures in his foundry for sale
locally. Some of his works were truly excellent, but inevitably
expensive. A beacon stood on the hill overlooking the channel
eastwards to the open waters of the ocean. Van and I walked to
it but regrettably it was in ruin and this potentially an
important navigational light. After an hour or so in Little
Harbour we drove back to the marina where we dined on
board again. The forecast for the morrow was favourable with
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reduced winds so we planned to make [or Lynyard Cay, an
island a mile off Little Harbour. The morning was lovely, and
for a change there was little wind which was fortunate as the
passage involved a crooked course through unmarked sand
banks. Navigation was largely by the colour of the water, light
green is shallow, dark green probably OK, blue is deep etc.
On paper the passage through the second sandbar seemed
horrendous but, in fact, thanks to a sunny blue sky, the colour
of the water highlighted our passage. However, all in all the
water was too shallow for my liking with the echo-sounder
showing only a foot or two under our keel on many occasions.
Van was quite relaxed, he knew the area well, for which I was
thankful. At lunchtime we anchored at the southern end of
Lynyard Cay in superb clear water. After lunch we went
ashore and explored the beaches, a most interesting exercise
with shells and coral to examine as well as enjoy the fine silver
sand. The sun burned down from a clear blue sky. Later, back
on board fishing rods were produced and Sheila was persuaded
to try her luck, and lucky she was, or was it skill?, her first
strike was into - a fish so heavy she was unable to reel it in
and finally : the line broke. Her next catch, when reeled in had
been eaten by a bigger fish for all she brought on board was
the bleeding head of a fine fish, the entire body had been bitten
off. Her next success was a "Jack" fish but it was so small it
was thrown back into the sea; fishing ended as Sheila decided
it called for too much effort for little reward.
The following morning was again beautifully sunny as we
raised anchor at 07.30 for the 50 miles sail to Royal Island in
the northern part of the Eluthera chain. The wind was very
light as we motored south towards the ruined beacon over
Little Harbour, then turned eastwards and continued through a
gap in the reef into the Atlantic Ocean and deep water.
Although the winds had been light the previous day, there was
still a significant sea breaking on the reef as we passed
through. It brought home just how rough this area would have
been during the high winds a few days earlier, clearly it would
have days been totally impassable. When were well clear of
the reef, we headed south under main and genoa. The ten hour
passage gave us time to reflect on our visit to the Abacos. We
had enjoyed the beautiful sandy islands with their lovely
villages so close together, inhabited by friendly English
speaking people. Although we were confined to port for three
days due to high winds, the weather had been ideal and even
those windy days were not wasted as we saw Hope Town and
Little Harbour. Now for Eluthera, although these islands and
the Exumas are much more primitive and largely uninhabited,
nonetheless we were assured that each has its own particular
charm. The sail south was completely relaxing as we sheltered
from the burning sun under the bimini leaving the auto pilot to
do the hard work. The seas had moderated and the wind
steadied to E 3-4 and Ariel revelled in the conditions. The
Bahamian islands are flat and low and so cannot be seen until
within 4 or 5 miles. When Eluthera came into view we
prepared to line up our approach to Royal Island as we would
again be sailing into shallow waters. Having negotiated the
approach we sailed into the beautiful elongated and sheltered
anchorage on the south side of Royal Island; there were very
many yachts anchored in the bay, The island is uninhabited
now and is privately owned. Some years ago an American
millionaire bought the island and spent a small fortune
improving it. We decided to go ashore despite the "Private
Island Keep Out" notices. We landed at the remains of what
was once a fine man-made harbour and climbed a series of
steps to the "village", where the owner, now deceased, built
four fine stone houses, primarily for his family, all the
materials had to be shipped to the island. Sadly they are now
in ruins and the walled gardens are totally overgrown. A
concrete road winds a crooked route across the island to
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another man made harbour on the northern side, The island is
rich in trees and shrubs and a "must" to visit if in the area,
despite the fact that it is sad to see the original owner’s
investment and planning in ruins, clearly his successors lacked
his love and enthusiasm for Royal Island. Should you find it
irresistible, it is for sale now and it is yours for three million
dollars, that is if it is still there. Hurricane Andrew passed
through this immediate area last September, the damage must
have been massive. We all saw on our TV screens the
destruction caused to Florida, but little mention was made of
Eluthera where the islands must have suffered horribly.
The following morning we set sail at 07.30 for the 40 mile
passage to Nassau, our final port of call. We motored initially
to charge the batteries and operate the fridge and then set the
genoa and main to an SE4 giving us a beam reach in sunshine
and hot air. The bimini canopy made for a comfortable life on
board enabling us to sit in the cockpit and enjoy the fresh air,
the sea and the sail, protected from the direct burning rays of
the sun. This was an ideal day’s sailing and a memorable way
to end the cruise. As we approached New Providence the
water shallowed again and we carefully piloted our way into
Nassau, it was extremely tricky, where we tied up to a pontoon
off the town. There are several marinas here, some very run
down. While there were plenty of spaces at the marina, the
water nearby was a hive of activity which brought one back to
the commercialism of the real world. Nassau is a typical city
with traffic jams and a large population, not too friendly, who
couldn’t care less about you or anyone else yet expected a tip.
The image it portrays is a complete contrast to the friendship
and quietness we experienced in the Out Islands. Regrettably
Nassau is a drug centre and stories of the stealth of high speed
power boats abound. They are taken for a single high speed
run to Florida where the drugs are landed, after which the
boats are sunk or burnt. The helicopters and ships of the U.S.
Drug Enforcement Agency police the area heavily. However,
back to our marina where passing pleasure boats loaded to the
gunnels with tourists, passed noisily by in a seemingly endless
line, as the holiday makers lowered pina coladas to the loud
boom-boom from the loudspeakers. There were thousands of
speed-boats driven at break-neck speed by fun-loving locals
which skim the pontoons causing an unpleasant wash and
creating a stinking fog of exhaust fumes. We had our last
dinner in the marina restaurant, "The Poop Bar and
Restaurant", an excellent meal.
Finally as we went to bed the noise ceased and smelly
engines were turned off, it seemed like heaven, but some hours
later it blew hard and rained heavily during the night. Next
morning we washed down Ariel, as if the rain hadn’t, packed,
showered, had lunch in the Poop Restaurant and then headed
to the airport and home.
Our total mileage was a mere 178 miles in the twelve days.
It seems little but the islands are close together and did not call
for long passages. This made for easy and relaxed cruising.
Yacht charters are available in Nassau and in Marsh Harbour
and I must say I would prefer to cruise here than in the
Mediterranean or West Indies. In spite of the few windy days,
April was a good month to visit as the temperature was hot but
not excessive, the wind blew SE4 on two out of every three
days and provided superb sailing in flat sheltered water. One
other major advantage of this time of year is that there are no
mosquitoes or no-seeums, a blessing for a tasty morsel like
me. The Smiths favour the month of May. One way or another,
if you are seeking somewhere new for a gentle cruise or
charter consider the Bahamas, you will love it. Incidentally,
don’t delay unduly as melting glacial ice causes the sea to rise
by one inch each century. Should this continue, and bearing in
mind their low-lying nature, there will be little of them left in
due course.

Round the Coast
W.M. Nixon with Ed Wheeler & Harry Whelehan

The Round Ireland being an RORC Category 2 event, the
scrutineering is demanding, and we were asked to have
Witchcraft in Wicklow by Thursday June 18th, so our Bray
Sailing Club recruit, Peter McIntyre, sailed her down with me
on the Wednesday evening. Peter was to be a tower of strength
over the next couple of days as we made final preparations, but
at least they were days that got off to a good start, for we’d
followed Monduster into port, and there was a very pleasant
little session with Denis and Mary Doyle in the sailing club
before the work got under way.
Several member will have met the Chief Scrutineer, Tony
Mark, during the Europa 92 Round the world Rally, Happily
he was assigned to the same task at Wicklow, and he took us
through the scrutineering maze as pleasantly as possible, while
still ensuring that Witchcraft was in better order than she’s
ever been in her life when the start time came at 14.00 hours
on Saturday 20th June, with ’Wicklow towards Wicklow’
entered as the heading in our ICC log-book.
Indeed, it was an event which forcefully illustrated the
Club’s continuing involvement with offshore racing, however
unofficial it might be. Not only was Denis Doyle heading for
his umpteenth round Ireland (he most deservedly is Mr. Round
Ireland) but as well half our crew were members as we’d been
lucky enough to shanghai Rear Commodore Brian Hegarty a
day or two after his return from his Scandinavian/Scottish
cruise in Safari of Howth, and in addition once the race got
going, we contested almost every inch of the 704-mile course
with Jim Donegan’s White Rooster ICC and Bernie Pope’s
Krystal aboard which Donal McClement ICC was playing a
leading role.
On top of all that, the difficult reaching start in a crisp
no’easter saw Johnno Petch ICC at the helm of the Swan 42
Daisy Bell get the best of it from the 54-strong fleet as the
more determined campaigners nipped past the guardship.
Harry had been unable to get away, but as he was with the
nobs on the guardship, Ed and I reckoned we’d better make a
safe start, so we crossed in the middle of the fleet and once
Wicklow Head was abeam, the spinnaker went up for the long
run to the Tuskar on the sluicing ebb.
Witchcraft enjoys running in moderate winds. So long as
the newer lighter machines haven’t started surfing, we can stay
up with many of them. and thus we found ourselves round the
Tuskar at 20.30 in some quite distinguished company.
Heading down towards the Coningbeg in a wind now
northerly, some very agricultural aromas were coming off the
Wexford coast. The Heg remarked on the watery look of the
evening sky, at variance with a forecast for moderate
conditions. But he was right - we’d to douse the bag before the
lightship, and through the small hours the breeze piped up,
until by the time we were nearing the Old Head of Kinsale at
10.00 hours it was blowing the guts of a gale off the land.
Normally a reach doesn’t suit us in racing, with newer

designs like Sigma 38s streaming away towards the horizon,
but as the conditions settle into Mistral-like sailing - real
howlers off the land out of a sunny blue sky - we found we
were doing okay by going right inshore. Even a couple of
miles out, apparently the seas were so steep that the speeds
being achieved were resulting in broken gear and torn sails.
Around the change of the watch at noon at Galley Head (we
were knocking off a headland an hour) it finally began to ease,
and at 15.55 as we put the Fastnet Rock astern in company with
Shadowfax. Things deteriorated through the Sunday night (June
21st) until we were slugging into conditions which made the
fact of it being Midsummer’s Night absolutely laughable. The
narrow band of strong to gale force northerlies which had made
things so busy on the stage westward from Kinsale had now
overtaken us again.

Witchcraft of Howth in the early stages of the Cork Dry
Gin Round h’eland Race
Rick Tomlinson
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Shadon?fax seen.f)om Witchcrqft rounding the Fastnet Rock

along like a destroyer at the Battle
of Jutland. Thanks to the new
wheel steering, she is very
manageable, but unfortunately her
heavy displacement and the
bulletproof spinnaker were too
much for the spinnaker gear. It
soon started pooping, and with the
breeze really piping up, at darkness
the block on the guy exploded, and
she turned round and looked at us
in an almighty broach which had
the spreaders in the water and the
cockpit crew up to their waists in
Atlantic.
Somehow it was sorted, but by
the time we were rounding Tory
around 04.00 it was clear that
Krystal was ahead again, but we’d
enough to do getting round the
salmon nets in a breeze which was
now so fresh that we saw off the
North Coast of Donegal in jug time
under main and boomed out genoa,
W.M. Nixon the wind being of such strength that
there were no nets east of Tory.
Approaching Inishtrahull around
breakfast time Wednesday, things were finally easing a bit, but
there was an extraordinarily steep sea running which gave
some mighty surges as we pushed the ebb. Then out of the
murk to lee a sail closed with us. It was White Rooster. How
we’d managed to take the miles out of her with all our
problems, God only knows, but it meant that at Ireland’s north
point the race was on again.
Luck as usual had everything to do with it. Neck and neck
with White Rooster from Inishtrahull eastward, we found that
as we got away from the big Atlantic swell the Corkmen were
at less of an advantage, and spinnaker reaching in smooth
water suited us mighty well - the gap opened out as we
approached Rathlin.

By morning we were out well to the northwest of the
Blaskets, and though conditions had eased somewhat, the wind
remained stubbornly northerly. Through that Monday (June
22nd) the only boat we saw was White Rooster, passing close
ahead on port tack as we laid in towards our tactical line [Yore
the Blaskets to Slyne Head.
The wind still being northerly, in the small hours of
Tuesday we went too far west in search of a backing, and
when it did finally back, we found ourselves with sheets far
too free as we closed in towards Eagle Island. Radio chat at
the check-in there showed White Rooster to be ten miles
ahead. If she was there, then just how far ahead could the
flying Krystal have reached’? But no sooner had Rooster
finished her report than the
unmistakable McClement tones
came over the ether to let us know
Krystal was in turn ten miles astern
,~
of us. Apparently after streaking
into the lead at the Skelligs, they’d
gone away into the Atlantic in
search of fair winds, and now they
were coming in from the direction
of New York under spinnaker.
We’d Eagle Island astern by
16.45 Tuesday, and soon were
under spinnaker running across
Donegal Bay, the wind having
backed even further. The sky
cleared a little, having been
persistently grey since Monday
morning and life was good, Dennis
Murnane excelling himself with
lasagne as we ran gently in
occasional sunshine with the
evocative sound of Charlie
Lennon’s new Island Wedding
suite on the music box.
Through that Tuesday evening
the breeze freshened steadily from
astern, until Witchcraft was going Russy’s party on the dream passage. Tarbert to Bangor in less than 12 hours
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And then we were just getting abeam of the cliffs at
Rathlin, the flood started in our favour. We came round the
corner into the North Channel in a line of private breeze to
find that the becalmed boat we sailed past was Krystal... And
soon we were up with boats which had been many miles
ahead, gliding along on the flat clam channel on that
Wednesday evening while the Antrim coast was its usual
handsome self, and the form on board was so good that by
now the Italian theme was pushed out of the cooking by solid
Irish fare.
It was virtually a beat the whole way to the finish, with the
wind drawing sou’est during the day, and then from the
sou’west at night. It was at the top end of Force 3 sou’west
through the small hours of Thursday as we tacked along the
Ards peninsula, a place I know well. Conditions were perfect
for the red boat, and White Rooster lost contact.
Then through Thursday morning all in sunshine we tramped
along in a crisper wind with Krystal pacing with us a couple of
times to the east. In the early afternoon when it went sou’east,
she seemed at first better placed, but we laid in towards
Lambay in the evening in the hype of being the first to feel any
new wind off the land. We tacked with it still stubbornly
southeast. I implored the watch on deck to take on more little
stab in between Lambay and Ireland’s eye, and the evening
breeze came with enthusiasm right off the land, and we
reached away southward while Krystal lay dead out at the
Kish.
Our luck wasn’t total, we nearly lost the breeze at Bray
Head, and then sat becalmed a mile from the finish for forty
minutes. I couldn’t stick being on deck at all. Ed calmly took
the helm, and found a zephyr which brought us across at 00.45
Friday just astern of some bigger boats. In time the news came
through that when the smallest boat in our class finished ten
hours later, she beat us for first place by sixteen minutes! But
considering how we’d been down the pan at Inishtrahull, it
was very satisfactory, and the feeling of fulfilment which
comes from racing your own boat right round Ireland is
something no words can convey.
Witchcraft competed in Cork Week from the 13th to the
17th July and as we sailed in after the last race Georgina
arrived to be a civilising influence, the roller furler genoa was

The Heg snugged up against a cool evening as Witchcraft searches
(with eventual success)for the land breexze between Lambay and
Ireland’s Eye
W.M. Nixon

rigged, next day the racing sails went home in the croquet
international’s station wagon, and at last Witchcraft was ready
to go cruising.
What with on thing and another, this didn’t get under way
for another week, when Ed and his family went down to
Crosshaven on Saturday July 25th. The weather in the
meantime had been atrocious, and it took a little while to settle
down, but after short hops to Oyster Haven and then on to
Sandy Cove, conditions relented and he nipped round the Old
Head of Kinsale and had a smooth passage to Castlehaven - as
far as we know, it was the first time in her life that Witchcraft
had been in the ports of the promised land of the West Cork
cruising paradise.
In all, the Wheeler family only had a week aboard, but they
got to the right places, leading the Swiss family Robinson
existence while they were at it. Castletownshend was much
enjoyed, then it was round to Barloge for the complete Lough
Hyne experience including shooting the rapids in the inflatable
en famille.
They stayed there for a day or so exploring the area both by
dinghy and foot, then took the
inside passage at Kedge Island on a
day of fishing success - four
mackerel and two pollack - before
eventually finishing up in the castle
anchorage at Skerkin, where there
was heroic bathing (even in West
Cork, 1992 was not a bathing year)
and father dear was allowed his
ration of Murphy’s before
conducting the island anchorage
dinner.
A crew change was due on the
first weekend of August, which is
of course regatta weekend in
Baltimore, so it had been suggested
that we’d be much better doing the
changeover in the peace and quiet
of Castletownshed, which meant
Ed had to retrace his steps, but it
seems to have been little hardship
as he’d booked his own end of
cruise dinner in Mary Ann’s.
Meanwhile up in Dublin Georgina
and I finally prized Harry away
o
from the great affairs of state for a
Drinks on the patio at Jim Butler’s Marlogue Inn above East Ferry marina
W.M. Nixon week of cruising in the southwest,
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Witchcraft in Barloge

Ed Wheeler

element of fishing damp. Curses rent the air, and there was
laughter from the hatch, for just a few seconds earlier, Harry
had gone below to make everyone coffee, and he was dry as a
bone. Thus is virtue rewarded.
In Baltimore the place was packed with boats in for the
regatta next day, but there was enough south in the rain driving
wind to find shelter along the north side of the fish quay,
where we nosed our way into one of the trots and went
conveniently ashore for some pints in Bushe’s.
The wind had not been forecast to veer until well into
Monday (August 3rd) but by dawn the trot was already
squeaking and groaning as the wind drew to the west.
Baltimore in a strong westerly is the pits. We extracted
ourselves with almost indecent haste from the squirming row
of boats, and slugged into a freshening wind across to the
blessed peace at Skerkin. By this time the sun was well up,
and when we went below after finally being satisfied the hook
was holding (Aidan once dragged from Skerkin with Ninian
Flakiner in Euphanzel and we determined it wouldn’t happen
again) we found Georgina had breakfast ready, so we scoffed
it and then everyone went back to bed for some proper sleep.
Emerging again in mid-morning we planned to visit an old
friend of Harry’s on Hare Island. In strong sou’west to west
winds, the best anchorage on Hare in just southeast of the little
pier on the northeast comer of the island, off an old landing
place of steps carved in the solid rock. It was so peaceful there,
and so warm despite that blustery Bank Holiday Monday, that
we slipped gently into a convivial lunch which threatened to
take over the whole afternoon, but fortunately the day’s plan
was remembered, and Harry and Georgina and I went ashore,
while Aidan decided he’d been quite busy enough for the time
being.
He missed one lovely island visit. More than twenty years
ago, Harry had set our from Howth in a 24ft sloop to the cruise
to Hare Island where his old friend Don O’Connor had just
bought a cottage. Adverse conditions meant he didn’t make it,
but now that we had finally arrived, it didn’t matter, for when
God made time, he made a lot of it, and the gentle pace of life
on Hare was just what was needed on a holiday cruise.
We sailed from Hare Island to arrive right on time we came

but by the time we’d collected Aidan Tyrell in Cork and
savoured lunch at Max’s Wine Bar in Kinsale on the way
southwest by car, Ed and his gang were long since homeward
bound so we didn’t meet at Castlehaven, or indeed in West
Cork at all. But he’d left the boat nest and welcoming, and on
the chart table was a very entertaining note of salutation and
information, the very model of a proper partnership handover.
Georgina was only with us for the first three days of a
week’s cruise towards Dingle, and she was working too with
restaurant testing, but we gave her value for money, starting
with our own mighty feast in Mary Ann’s where we were
given warm welcome in marked contrast to the old rain which
had arrived outside. After its brief remission, the weather was
now going to pot, and the morning didn’t look too bright, but
out beyond Toe Head we found little enough of the expected
strong sou’wester, and before we knew it we’d got to Paddy
Burke’s on Cape Clear for a lunchtime stop just as the next lot
of rain was arriving. The party was mighty as Paddy Jnr was
just back on the island after taking his Master degree in
Economics up at Cork University, so the mood was busy and
boisterous, but eventually we’d to get ourselves away as the
next item on Madame’s agenda
was a dinner Chez Youen in
Baltimore.
When 1 was a young fellow
Gascanane Sound used to be talked
of in awed whispers, but having
been through it dozens of times
with never a bother, and with our
grand big boat under us, we didn’t
give it a thought as we swept
through eastward bound with a
powerful fair tide, for all that the
wind was now coming up from the
southwest in earnest, and there was
a fair-sized sea rolling in.
We thought we were through the
worst of it. But .just south of
Illaunbrock a pinnacle wave leapt
up on our starboard side, grew
bigger and bigger, and then
dumped tons of water right on top
of us. Even in the worst
hammering during the round
Ireland race we’d had nothing like
this. The cockpit was totally filled
and the three of us in it - despite
complete oilskin suits, for it was Anchored at Hare Island in strong sou’ west to west winds on Bank Holiday Monday.
still raining - had and inevitable Witchcrq/~ is in the hest berth just sou’east qf the little pier
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alongside a small trot at Schull
pier, having exchanged greetings
with Bill Cuffe-Smith on Leemara
ICC who had just had a bit of a
drubbing off Mizen Head. The only
drubbing we were to get was from
over-eating, for that night’s plan
was to let Seamus the Man with the
Merc take us across to Ahakista on
Dunmanus Bay for dinner in Shiro,
the Japanese restaurant there.
It’s extraordinary, authentic
Japan in the heart of West Cork.
Extraordinary in many ways, too while the chef, Kei Pilz, is
undoubtedly Japanese, her husband
Werner is German, yet it is he who
creates the serving of the meal in
classic Japanese style. Quite a
character, is old Werner. He admits
to being 74, and once upon a time
he sailed a ketch from Germany out
to Australia over a two year period.
These days he owns the famous old
Carter-designed One Tonner Tina Witchcraft and Celtic Mist in
somewhere in Germany, but all his
energies are devoted to creating the
Japanese experience in a hidden place beside Dunmanus Bay,
and he and Kei succeed brilliantly - it made for a fabulous last
night of the cruise for Georgina.
They tell you that Japanese food goes for small servings. So
it does, but there are many courses, and when we awoke early
next morning to an initially gentle day in Schull, a cup of tea
or coffee was all that either Harry or I or Aidan wanted for
breakfast. It was very handy, for despite the gently conditions
the forecasts were all rooting for sou’westerly gales, so we
were away by 0730 and had cleared Mizen Head by 10.00
hours just as the next lot of blackness came piling in from the
Atlantic. As the log put it: "This weather is quick to
deteriorate, but it takes forever to improve..." As it happened,
we’d two or three hours grace before conditions really went
through the floor, and by that time we were in Lawrence Cove
on Bere Island after a remarkably pleasant sail running goosewinged in past Sheeps Head.
With Witchcraft’s 6ft 8ins draft, I’d never thought we could
conveniently get to the little quay at Rerrin, but the rain was
now a deluge, so we gave it a try, and got in with never a
bother by holding close to the land below John Harrington’s
house once we’d entered the inner water. There was newish
but slightly unused-looking car ferry at the quay which gave us
a handy berth in ample depths, and when we asked at
Sullivan’s if he was likely to be going out that afternoon, we
were told that he probably wouldn’t be, and anyway if he was
going out, he’d call at the pub first anyway. So we’d a pint or
three and then a simple lunch at Kate’s before heading on up
Berehaven to spend the night outside some fishing boats in the
western part of the harbour at Castletownbere, surely one of
the snuggest little spots on the coast provided the fishing boats
aren’t on the move, and while it may well have blown a gale
that night, we didn’t notice it, and made the scene at
MacCarthy’s as usual.
By morning the rain was clearing, and slugging westward
towards Dursey Sound over a steep sea which indicated there
had indeed been a bit of a low during the night, we found
ourselves dodging inside salmon nets at Black Ball Head surely at August 5th we could have expected the salmon
season to be over? At Dursey Sound the cable car creaked
overhead and we popped through with the last of the tide for

the anchorage at Inishvickillaune

W.M. Nixon

that marvellous sudden revelation of the mighty Kerry coast
from the Skelligs to MacGillicuddy’s Reeks, one of the
greatest vistas in cruising. And with a grand breeze, we’d a
romping close reach across to Derrynane.
Derrynane is getting very crowded, what with the increased
number of moorings, and the fact that it is an almost inevitable
staging post for boats heading to and from Dingle Marina.
Thus we’d difficulty in finding a weed-free patch to put the
hook down, and it took two attempts. Once we were secure,
Harry was sitting contentedly in the cockpit absorbing the
charm of the place when a boatload of trainee divers came
past. He suggested to one of them that as part of his training he
might like to see if he could find our anchor. The junior diver
came up and said he was sorry to say that it was "completely
covered with muck". "That’ll do nicely" said our Harry. He
didn’t get where he is today by accident..."
We’d the usual visit ashore to Bridie Keating’s and then
adjourned aboard in a sort of hint of sunset for a Whelehan
stew which had been meant to last two meals, but we scoffed
the lot and put the world to rights. The morning (Thursday
August 6th) brought gentle conditions and a weather forecast
which suggested that if we were to take up a standing
invitation to Harry to visit Inishvickillaune in the Blaskets,
then today was the day, so we set off across a rumbly but
otherwise gentle sea well populated with puffins and other
seabirds, and had one of those pleasant passages in which the
miles just slip away, reaching gentle towards The Last Parish
before America.
In many ways Inishvickillanne is the most attractive of the
Blaskets, not least because there is a reasonably good if
somewhat restless anchorage on its east side, an anchorage that
receives unexpected shelter from the tides pouring between
the island and Inishnabro immediately to the north. There’s a
private mooring laid in the bright where the shelter is best, and
we came round the point to find the handsome ketch Celtic
Mist being moored up to the buoy after a visit to the mainland,
and we soon had the hook down and were ashore in response
to her owner’s enthusiastic invitation.
It’s more than 25 years since Mr Haughey bought ’The
Inish’. Initially he and his family and friends stayed in tents as
they restored some old buildings (the island is fertile, and
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supported one or two families when the population of Ireland
was at its peak in the pre-famine years), and the work on the
main house was started, a building which crouches low on the
southern heights of the island. It has to crouch low as the
winds can be exceptional - an anenometer has recorded
sustained bursts of hundred knots - but the house is located a
little way back from the southern cliffs, so the worst of the
winds are deflected above it. Even so, the south facing window
is quarter inch armoured glass, but the view through it is
simply sensational, clear towards the Skelligs from what is
now the most westerly household in all Europe since the
lighthouse on Innisterragh became automatic.
In the days when lolar Shuil na Greine - the ’eagle with the
sunlit eye’, otherwise the white tailed sea eagle - was a feature
of coastal life in western Ireland and the Hebrides,
Inishvickillanua was noted as one of its strongholds, indeed as
you walk up to house from the steep landing place, you cross a
flat area known as ’The Hollow of the Eagle’. Because of its Inward bound t?om Skelli,g Michael. Aidan on the helm W.M. NLvon
reputation for killing lambs, the sea eagle was poisoned out of
existence, but now on The Inish there’s a project under way to cruising in the southwest. Previously, the lively town of
reintroduce the breed, and a pair was introduced early in the Dingle, the focal point of the entire Dingle Peninsula, would
Spring, both of them fitted with tiny radio transmitters.
have been a magnet for cruising boats were it not for the fact
Alas, the male’s transmitter had been off the air for several
that is shoal harbour would seem overcrowded even with half
weeks by the time we visited. Who knows, maybe the female - it dozen boats in port.
she’s called Maeve - has done away with the old boy.
But new the facilities have been expanded and clearly
Anyway, she sits in stately and solitary splendour on her own defined, and everyone knows where they stand. Good fences
private peak above the house, and as she isn’t at all make good neighbours, and the marina with its initial forty
enthusiastic about taking flight except in pursuit of food, 1 was
berths (eventually they’ll have 160) means that cruising yachts
able to get quite near for some photos.
are now welcome instead of being barely tolerated. With
As well, red deer of a continental species as close as
Dingle’s legendary 52 pubs (one for each week of the year) as
possible to the extinct Irish deer have also been introduced to
well as its 22 eating houses of quality, it make for one very
Inishvickillaune, and they are thriving to an almost
entertaining phtce, and going there by cruising yacht is the best
embarrassing extent, so in all ’The Inish" is a remarkable
way to visit it, while its convenience to the airport at
miniature nature reserve. And of course it sits in a sea alive Farranfore and the railway at Tralee or Killarney make it ideal
with fish - when we all finally gathered again in the house, it
for crew changes.
was to enjoy lavish hospitality, some great crack, and a
And on top of all that, there’s Fungie and Dolphin who has
seafood least every bit of which had been caught within a
been Dingle’s superstar since 1984. When the morning
couple of miles of where we were sitting. My only complaint brought glorious sunshine we went out to join the cluster of
was to advise our host as the party spun merrily along that just
boats at the harbour mouth waiting to greet him, and he didn’t
as Denis Thatcher had found all his Prime Minister, so aboard disappoint, giving his attention to each boat in turn (particular
Witchcraft we’d found lengthy
cruises had become almost
impossible because the Laird of
Inishvickillaune had given Harry
the demanding job of Attorney
General...
On a certain level of banter the
evening drew on, and we’d to head
away in the hope of getting to
,*
Dingle before dark, but not before
inspecting the swimming pool
which also services as a fish tank,
which plunge. Then on an evening
now calm we took our departure
after a day of enchantment, and
motored across a flat sea, getting a
quick greeting from Fungie and
Dolphin as we entered Dingle
Harbour at dusk, and then as we
Commander Brian Farrell, and the
Chairman of the Harbour
Commissioners, Senator Tom
Fitzgerald, were on the pontoon to
make our welcome complete.
The creation of a proper marina
with the redevelopment of Dingle’s
fishing port has transformed Looking southeast across the new marina at Dingle towards the mouth of Dingle Harbour W.M. Nixon
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Dursey Sound without tacking and enjoying a twelve mile
lunch in the cockpit as Witchcraft trundled along towards the
Mizen giving everyone enormous satisfaction by sailing
through one of those fancy Freedom ketches which had all its
finery hung out, while we had just main and genoa.
With Heg on the helm, we tacked in style into Crookhaven
and found a handy berth near the quay and made a visitation
ashore before nipping back on board as the weather
deteriorated. With plenty of chain out we lay snug as some
wind and rain went through, and the talk over dinner was so
good that somehow a bottle of Bols appeared.
Despite the forecasts getting increasingly gloomy with talk
of big winds for Tuesday we’d a lovely day on Monday
August 10th trundling out to Cape Clear where our two former
Guinness men much approved of Paddy Burke’s pint. He
keeps the kegs right at the bar, so the pipes are of minimum
length and the stout is pure. Eventually we sailed on eastward
in sunshine, and decided to look into Barloge for a passing
visit. Aidan excelled himself. We’d rolled the genoa and
glided in around the half dozen boats anchored there under
mainsail only. You’d have expected the engine would be
absolutely necessary to get out again, but Aidan at the wheel
showed he has lost none of the skills learnt in Firefly racing at
college, and we came out still entirely under sail and nipped
round Toe Head and into Castlehaven as the weather
deteriorated rapidly.
It was time for a meal on land, it was back to Mary Ann’s
again, and though the rain had arrived with a vengeance, it was
a fine run ashore, for there was a feeling our schedule was
within reach. There was much wind in the night, but she lay
well enough, and in the morning we’d an entirely novel
culinary experience. It was The Heg’s turn to make breakfast,
and as he hadn’t been overly enthusiastic about the huge
breakfasts Aidan and I had been creating - particularly the
fried eggs - he gave us fried onion and fried spuds, which as
Aidan pointed out, was in fact an egg-free Spanish omelette.
Brian’s sister was on holiday in Castletownshend, so he and
Harry went a-visiting after breakfast while the forecasts talked
with increased zeal of sou’west gales. But it was a fair wind
for Kinsale, so we headed down harbour in late morning and
put in a couple of slabs in the main to make it as flat as a board

"Look no oilskins/" Witchcraft ran sweet and dry in godd breezes
along the south coast
W.M. Nixon
if there were women aboard) and then rounding out what
seemed increasingly like a State Visit with a delightful display
of leaping over an inflatable which was powering round in
tight circles. The feeling of goodwill which goes with Fungie
has to be experienced to be understood.
It was now crew-change time, and we’d a Botton of Rear
Commodores come down to Dingle, as Harry’d to leave and
we were joined by Brian Hegarty and Harry Byrne, who is
Rear Commodore Howth YC. The changeover was celebrated
by a boisterous dinner for all in Doyle’s Seafood Bar (John
Doyle Leningrad, and has her in lovely order as one of the first
residents of Dingle marina).
On Saturday afternoon the wind was northerly as there was
a nasty great low over the North Sea dropping much rain
everywhere except Ireland’s far southwest, so some authority
was asserted, and we breezed away shortly before 1500 hours
after hurried greetings with Joe Woodward who’d come in
aboard Moshulu IlL
Northerly wind, so we were southward bound, but as Harry
wanted to see the Skelligs we’d a lively sail round them before
skedaddling into Derrynane. That is perhaps the disadvantage
of retracing your steps round the south coast from Dingle.
Although there are umpteen ports
you could go to, half a dozen are
outstanding and the new crew will
want to visit them even if the boat
has already been there on the
outward voyage.
But neither Aidan nor I needed
any persuading to go back to
Derrynane. It must rank among our
top five favourite ports, and the
party in the pub was most agreeable
before returning aboard by
torchlight for a Tyrrell special of
steamed fish, Hong Kong style, and
a long and learned discussion
during which your reporter snoozed
in the corner like the dormouse.
The morning brought a perfect
day, made even better by the news
that conditions were still horrible
further east. We’d a day or two
before our own weather went to pot
so we decided to get on round
Mizen head, and glided effortlessly
along across a gently blue sea in a
happy nor’wester, getting through The Star of the West - Fungie the Dingle Dolphin enjoying himself

W.M. Nixon
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Frank Muh’ille’s in Arklow basin. He has sailed her to South America
North Atlantic, as well as to Iceland

and

before heading east with the genoa goose-winged and likewise
rolled for flatness. There was plenty of breeze, but Witchcraft
felt no pain, her weight giving comfort while the wheel made
her a joy to steer - as Harry pointed out, there are few enough
boats in such conditions where people are actually queuing to
take the helm.
She shot in past the Old Head as the breeze piped up
further, and 1600 hours was in Kinsale marina, where we glad
to get an inside berth as the boats along the outer pontoon were
jumping about like nobody’s business. Tom Sheppard was in
port with Greylag qfArklow ICC: the Heg had done the 1963
Fastnet with him and Aidan had also sailed with him in the
early 1960s, while Harry and he had sailed together in the late
’50s, so when came aboard /’or tea and cake it was Memory
Lane in overdrive.
Barry Hassett had come down from Cork to join us for
supper, so after making our number for showers in the club,
the buzz got going back aboard where Aidan was on top form
with boiled bacon with all the trimmings, and talk of
everything, including the fact that when Harry and Brian had
got to Ford Week in Cork with Rapparee. they’d gone on to
become the only Irish boat to win a major class.
Another gale went through that night, but we were snug in
our inside berth, and first thing in the morning Barry took
Aidan to a supermarket for shopping of exemplary speed (the
receipt was timed 0930 precisely) so that we could get away in
the new clearance to cover the big hop to Dunmore East. The
wind had eased a bit, and was drawing off the land somewhat,
though still basically dead astern. The red boat flew along, the
crack was good, and we were comfortably into Dunmore
House, the former convent school at the head of the harbour.
They don’t have a licence, so in order to bring you own wine
there’s a Grand Tour of the village, proceeding from the
sailing club up to Power’s public house (we still call it The
Butcher’s) where they keep a selection of wine, and in due
course after sampling you continue the procession to Dunmore
House where the food is excellent and very reasonable with no
wine on the bill.
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We awoke in the morning
(Thursday 13th) of rain drumming
so heavily that for once even the
Dunmore kittiwakes were silent.
Aboard Witchcraft there was a sort
of amiable mutiny, the Heg being of
the opinion that it contravened the
rules of going to sea, and we’d be
much better wallowing in nostalgia
in The Butcher’s, but there was a
fair wind, and we had the
imperative of being back in Howth
by Friday night, so with a certain
amount of grumbling we headed
¯
away into the muck.
But the weather was very odd, a
sort of wave system running across
the south coast such that by the
time we were five miles from the
Saltees, the wind was northeasterly,
but with no easing of the rain.
Fortunately there was a change of
watch, Brian and Harry going
below to a saloon mighty snug with
the heater going, while the
several times across the
uncomplaining Aidan took over the
W.M. Nixon
watch and I tried to work out where
we were with my spectacles covered with rain.
The tide wouldn’t be fair at Carnsore until late afternoon,
but by motor-sailing under hardened main right along the
beach, we were at Carnsore in jig time and damn all visibility,
but the old red boat just kept rolling along, and despite the foul
tide we’d got right up to the perch eastward of Rosslare when
the clearance came through the suddenly we could see for
ever. Soon the flood was under us, the ground streaked past as
we re-traced the familiar route up through The Sluice, and the
sky cleared so well that we’d a fine sunset (as it happens the
first really good sunset since coming home from Scotland way
back in May) before arriving in Arklow basin at dusk nicely in
time for dinner by Aidan.
While in Arklow we made a pilgrimage to Tyrell’s shed
where the Dublin Bay 2Is - in various stages of decrepitude - are
all now housed in the hope of a restoration project. Harry had
sailed with them, and knew each one, but they were a sad sight.
We’d a more cheerful spot of boat viewing as we got under
way. Thanks to Arklow’s prosperity brought about by the new
wave of Arklow ships, the town is thriving, and one sign of
this is the rapid expansion of the sailing club fleet. One of the
boats which has gone to Arklow is Brian’s own Freebird, so
we’d a look at her - she looked very well - before heading up
the coast in calm and sunshine.
The tide was turning against us at Wicklow Head, so we
nipped into Wicklow for a lunch break which involved a very
agreeable gathering in Leonard’s on the square (it’s Wicklow’s
equivalent of Newman’s of Schull or Dumigan’s of Portaferry)
and then after Aidan had made a late lunch of Spanish omelette
we trundled north in a brisk sou’easter which presaged the next
lot of bad weather, but by the time it arrived next morning we
were long since into Howth that night. In all, between the jigs
and the reels and round the cans and over the sticks, we’d
covered around 2,614 miles since we’d first headed for
Scotland nearly three months earlier, on Tuesday May 19th. A
marina neighbour asked if we felt we’d had enough sailing. We
could only reply that when we finally swallowed the anchor,
we’d be not sailing for a very long time indeed.

Destination R0gen
Bill & Hilary Keatinge

When the Berlin wall tumbled, it was not just land barriers that
fell, but those at sea as well, and the Baltic area to the East of
the Kiel Canal became open season to all comers. A new
cruising ground in crowded Northern Europe has a great
attraction and we listened, with growing interest, to reports
from Dutch pioneers when planning this year’s cruise in our
Oyster Heritage Kilpatrick. (L.O.A. 37ft. draught 1.65m).
On 10th July, Hilary and I set off, with our daughter Joanna
(who had recently qualified as a Doctor) for a four weeks
cruise, from our home base on the IJsselmeer, in The
Netherlands. Our object was to sail east as far as our insurance
company would allow and, as the extra premium for Polish
waters was so expensive, we decided to make our destination
the East German holiday island of Riigen.
We cast off at 18.00 and, having shed our briefcases and
stethoscopes, we headed north towards the Afsluitdijk into a
gusty headwind under a threatening sky; not the sort of
shakedown passage that we had hoped for. Two hours later we
were tied up, for the night, in the crowded harbour of Staveren.
Moving east to the Elbe from The Netherlands, one can
either plan on sailing from the Wadden Island of WestTerschelling, or motoring through the canals from Harlingen
to Lauwersoog. We opted for the former and were away at
06.00 the following morning.
We motor sailed, in light head winds, to the lock at
Kornwerderzand where the wind dropped and the sun came
out for the passage to West-Terschelling.

The harbour at Wismar Belies the neglect we were to find

The approach channel to West-Terschelling has been storm
battered into a new, and tortuous, course since we were last
there and, even with the latest chart, it was confusing. We lay
alongside in the harbour and, being a British registered yacht
based in The Netherlands, we had to clear customs, but this
was no problem.
We were treated to an ominous forecast by the BBC at
06.55 the next morning: ’Wind SSE veering W’ (so far so
good) ’Force 5-6, occasionally 7 at first, thundery showers’. It
was already blowing hard outside so we turned in again.
The sun was trying to come out as we put to sea at 10.00, to
make the best of the ebb. At first we motor-sailed directly into
the uncomfortable force five westerly wind, but we were soon
able to head north and then east, towards our destination.
The wind was now against the tide. We tried reaching, to
avoid the worst of the seas, but we found we were most
comfortable surfing along, with the full jib poled out. We
streamed fishing lines, more as a distraction than a serious
hope. The wind came, went and finally, at the turn of the tide,
the seas became calm.
We considered pushing on to Norderney but decided to put
in to Lauwersoog, which is 60 miles from West-Terschelling.
We had a fast reach into the fishing harbour but the yacht
harbour locks close, for the night, at 19.00; we were just 50
minutes too late. The large fishing fleet was at home, as it was
Sunday, and we chose to lie alongside a friendly Danish yacht;
which in turn lay next to a very decrepit, cobweb strewn,
shrimper. The modern fishing
giants would be off at first light, we
decided, but not the shrimper. At
03.50 the shrimper cast off the
Dane’s lines and, with a small local
yacht now outside us, three very
sleepy boats found themselves
adrift before the dawn. The giants
started reving their engines at about
07.00!
We left Lauwersoog and entered
the 11 miles channel at 10.00;
reaching, and then running
(uncomfortably), before a S.S.W.,
force five, breeze. By midday we
were reaching at 68 knots, with two
reefs in the main, and surfing to 10
knots. We had the third reef in as
force seven gusts came rolling
across the sea, bringing the rain.
Dr. Jo wrote:’I1 pleut - a lot. There
are only flying fish to be caught’.
The boat handled well - though
we had to work hard when
Hilary Keatinge threatened by quarter seas - and we
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were at our waypoint off Norderney 1 hour before Low Water.
There were dramatic lines of spray between us and the island
and this made it difficult to pick up the buoys on our course.
To the east, almost obscured by spray, we saw a line if stick
markers, not on our Dutch chart - we decided to avoid them!
With the depth sounder and the engine running, we
progressed as cautiously as the circumstances would allow.
The depth went down to 2.5 metres and suddenly we nose
dived into the sand! - "Hard ’a Port!". We were relieved to
find much deeper water off the island, and the rest was easy.
At Norderney we did some research, and consulted the
charts, on the deepest channel out. Advice was conflicting:
Dovetief or Schlucter?. I promised myself that next time we
would have the latest German coastal chart, and 1 pencilled in
the four essential red stick markers missing fi’om our Dutch
chart. One aspect on which both pilot books and locals agree is
to beware of an approach to Norderney in a strong wind 1¥om
the the north-west.
On Tuesday morning we were undecided. We really needed
to be in Kiel on time, but S.W. - N.W. winds ranging from
force four to force seven were being forecast for our area. At
midday, and at high water; we put three reefs in the main,
hoisted it in the shelter of the harbour, and left. The wind was
westerly, force seven. For the next fifty minutes (which
seemed like hours) we motorsailed back and forth across an
unIbrgiving channel, fifty metres wide. It was a tense, wet and
rough passage with the crew harnessed on. Thoughts of sate
havens threatened to weaken our resolve, until at last we
turned onto an easterly course.
’+Do not", shout the pilot books, "’Approach the Elbe in
winds between west and north-west, of more than force four,
until the flood has started". We had 42 miles to go against the
tide: the wind was from the west and more than force six. We
could not reach the Elbe in less than seven hours, although
with three reefs in the main, we were making a steady 6-8
knots eastwards in a huge following sea. I marvelled that no
seas came aboard, Hilary refused to look and Dr. Jo muttered
about the joys of sailing holidays.
We logged the Westerlit Cardinal Buoy ( 1.5 miles south of
the Elbe Light Vessel) abeam at 19.40. It was a long run from
there to the mouth of the river and towards the bright lights of
Cuxhaven. Following the shipping was a great help in trying to
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pick out the course in the half light. We arrived at 23.00+ under
engine, as the wind dropped; we were helped with our lines at
the waiting pontoon. The harbour official skidded to a halt on
his bike, seconds after we arrived; he took one look at us,
relented, and let us stay where we were. We promised to be
away in good time next morning. At 23.10 the cook called a
grateful crew below for the waiting shepherd’s pie.
The Kiel Canal can only be traversed by yachts in daylight
and we knew that we must arrive at the locks at Brunsbuttel
before noon. It was low water at Cuxhaven as we set out at
08.30 but we soon discovered that the flood does not begin to
make there until three hours before High Water. We battled
against a 2-3 knot tide for all of the sixteen miles and entered
the designated lock at 11.30.
Fenders, low in the water, are required in the locks at each
end of the canal. The crew must jump off and make short lines
fast to floating planks and only some of the planks have antislip matting. The canal dues for yachts are DM 30 each way,
and this is paid at a small newspaper kiosk at the Holtenau
end. Brunsbuttel use VHF Ch. 13 and Holtenau Ch.12.
We shared a lock with four Russian ships, each one busy
with it’s extra crew-cargo of second hand cars and used tyres.
We only saw a couple of yachts.
It took 7 hrs.45 mns. to pass through the canal which had
grassy banks studded with fishermen, joggers and cyclists. It
was such peace! We did occasionally roll out the jib but the
winds were fickle and usually ahead.
At 21.00 Three battered, but relieved, Keatinges were
sipping double whiskeys (tuppence halfpenny or so per glass)
at Stickenhom, home of the British Kiel Yacht Club. We were
waiting for our son Richard who was due to join us from
London, via Hamburg; he finally got through the German
sentry and dog patrol at 01.20 and seemed surprised that some
of his reception committee had fallen asleep!
On Thursday we rested all day, enjoyed the fine weather and a
pantomime of activity. The British Army was preparing for a
waterbom training exercise; Dr, Jo’s log read:’ll boats filled with
beer and cornflakes as inexperienced squadies prepare to go to
sea’.We were now in tideless waters and the time of departure
did not have quite the same importance. We reluctantly donned
oilskins, on Friday morning, and set off at about 10.00, in heavy
rain. We tried to get some fuel from the BP barge near the locks,

but it was bunkering a freighter in the bay; we still had enough
fuel for 12 engine hours, so we did not wait.
We set sail; reaching on an easterly course in the gentle
force three S.S.E’ly breeze. We were on the look out for
flashing yellow buoys, which signal army target practice and a
long detour, at the northern end of the Kieler Forde; happily
we were able to stay on course. We sailed east, in reasonable
visibility and clearer skies, until the boat speed dropped below
3 knots; then we motored until 15.30 when we reached RW
"4" which lies between Fehmarn Island and mainland
Germany. The island is linked to the mainland by a long
bridge, which is visible for miles.
There were several possibilities,at this point; and we
decided to turn south, to the west of the bridge, for
Heiligenhafen. The harbour was still hidden behind a low
promontory, running parallel to the shore. Then, as we
approached it the enormous marina seemed to grow and grow.
When we arrived we pottered up and down the endless
pontoons until we found a suitable "Green- for- free" sign.
Richards racing log had only one entry for the day: ’No action
yet. First sign: big fleet of 35 footers in the harbour’. Joanna
noted: ’No fish’.
The village is 100% a tourist centre, complete with rows of
cheap T-shirts and tacky souvenirs, but it does have a large
marine store and a good supermarket.
On Saturday, mid morning, we motored down the channel
and, with the sun doing it’s best, we set full sail and headed
down wind, for the bridge. Our fisherpeople caught one
mussel, and quite a lot of weed, but kept trying! The deep
water channel narrows to the east of the bridge and we could
not reach south for Travemunde until we had followed it for a
further two miles.
The following is an extract from The Racing Log: ’Battle of
Lubeck Bay: this passage marked Kilpatrick’s finest racing
hour with the comprehensive defeat of a smart new Scanmar
40; if pressed we would be forced to admit that our opponents
were not sailing that well. Our sail changing was much slicker,
as the wind increased from a steady force three to force four,
gusting five and more. It was not surprising that, once into
Travemunde, the Scanmar slipped off into a different marina’.
The huge tower block, just east of the entrance, was very
conspicuous as we approached Travemunde; what was not
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Crew going ashore at rural Seedorf

The[leer of Halberg Rassy 29"s at rest Keil Y.C.

HilaO’ Keatinge

immediately obvious to us (excited after our racing victory)
was that we had arrived on the first day of the Travemunde
Regatta. We were extremely lucky to find a berth, squeezed
into the marina near the entrance, behind the majestic four
masted ’P’ boat Passat. The Passat is one of the last of her
kind and is open to the public, most days, as a museum ship;
she is used as a party ship after dark.Next morning we were
ferried across the river and took a
taxi to Lubeck (20 minutes). Many
fine buildings remain as evidence
of the prominence of this city
during the Hanseatic era and, in
contrast, there are reminders of
how the city was targeted, as a
strategic port during The Second
World War. In St. Jacobus church
there is a very moving memorial to
Pamir - sister ship to Passat which was lost, with a full crew of
trainees, in an Atlantic hurricane in
1952. We returned from the
grandeur and calm of a Lubeck
Sunday to battle through the
heaving holiday crowds in
Travemunde.Oh, the bliss of a late
breakfast! At 11.00 on Monday we
went up river for fuel and then out
of the Trave, passed hundreds of
racing dinghies waiting on the
beach for wind.
We motored eastwards and were
conscious of that invisible
HilaO’Keatinge East/West border which,not so long
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There is some work in progress (and talk of serious financial
aid) but the wharfs are lined, two deep, with unpaid Russian
orders. If these yards fail what will become of the citizens?
The pilot book gave us a choice of seven harbours; we
settled for Stadhafen Ost as it was nearest to the station a 25
minute walk. The marina consisted of four large steel
pontoons; each with electric power points, but no water on tap.
Showers were in a Portakabin, though a smart utilities block
was nearing completion. A thunderstorm cancelled our plans
for a walk into town for dinner and we were happy to be safely
tied up, listening to the howling wind and rain.
Rostock is a good connection point; Joanna left us next
morning, and later reported an easy train journey to Hamburg;
four hours later Richard’s friends Matthew Frost and Kate
Birchall joined us.
This was our third Hanseatic city of the trip; the eighteenth
century facades are beautifully restored and there was a festive
air around the fountains in the Universitatsplatz. We found
some excellent ship models, in the maritime museum, and the
Marien Church, which survived the carnage of 1942 more or
Jess intact. Then came the surprise of the trip: we asked for a
market and were directed top the biggest hypermarket that we
had ever seen five storeys of shops and offices built on a large
pontoon and floated alongside the quay - filled with such a
variety of ’western goodies’ that car loads of people, unused to
plenty, came for miles around just to look. We had provisioned
well with tinned and packaged meals, dreading the difficulties
of shopping en route and here we were, staggering back to the
boat with our collapsible trolley under strain. Our Danish
neighbours from Lauwersoog turned up again at Rostock,
having abandoned their plans to sail west and south to the U.K.;
we agreed that battling head winds every day is no holiday.
On Thursday, 23rd July, with our new crew installed, we set
off early in the direction of the island of Rugen. We motored
out of the river and then sailed N.E. along the coast on a close
reach. Once again we had some competition; one was a
Scanmar - only 33’ this time! We passed one or two holiday
beaches, but the coast was all fairly deserted and unspoilt,
except for an occasional eerie abandoned watchtower, set in
the trees.
By 13.00 we were using the engine once more and we
found that we had to keep well north of the Darsser Oft Rift as
the shallows spread out for nearly a
mile. Three hours later, for the
same reason, we noted that to enter
the Gellen channel, parallel to the
island of Hiddensee, for the
approach to the Rugen area, we had
to go quite far north; we came in at
Buoy No.17. The channel is
extremely narrow only half a cable
in parts - and there was a constant
stream of ferries, freighters and
yachts.
To enter the beautiful Kubitzer
Bodden is to come into a magic
world: to the west, the small port of
Barhof and to the east, sand flats
covered with great white banks of
swans and colonies of wading
birds; the helmsperson had little
time for bird-watching, however, as
the channel wound it’s way south
to Stralsund. During all our time in
the area we were constantly
removing weed from the log
Hilary Keatin,ge impeller.
Crew put on a show c~f deck cleaning aas we wait for the bird~,,e opening at Stralsund
ago, had been patrolled by armed gun boats. The wind
remained light, during the four hour passage to Wismar, and
we had no more than one hour of sailing. This city lies at the
end of a channel, 10 miles long, with a surprising ’dog leg’
passed Poel Island to Walfisch Island leading to a
straightforward approach. We found about a dozen motorboats
and sailing yachts lying alongside the wall (opposite the
fishing boat berths) and we tied up outside one of them. There
were some power points available; we were not tempted to try
the washing facilities.
Wismar, another Hansa city, is such a contrast to Lubeck,
yet so close. The road surfaces are potholed and terribly
eroded: window frames are crumbling and no paint has
brightened the doorways in over four decades. Some repair
work is in progress - a fine main square is coming back to life
and there is a shiny new Pizzeria - but for many of the bombdamaged churches and buildings there seems little hope. It is
hard to see what the future holds for this city that was once a
flourishing shipbuilding and commercial centre.
The sun was still shining as we left for Rostock next
morning; a chart distance of 45 miles. We motored down the
channel, (to get some cold into the fridge but the crew soon
lost interest in cooling wine and beer) and, under full sail, we
had a good reach out to sea again. The wind freshened as we
approached the Buk Spitzel headland. We rolled in some jib
and took in a reef in the main, in anticipation of a hard, close
reach but, in the event, we just got the occasional amazing
blast of hot wind, gusting off the land.
The resort of Warnemunde lies at the entrance to the river
which leads up to Rostock and, like its western sister
Travemunde, it has a conspicuous apartment building. There
are two entrances, and it is difficult to identify which is which,
due to the constant flow of ferries, ships and yachts coming
and going through both of them. We had added excitement:
what looked like two land-fixed cranes appeared and then
floated past us (one almost over us) as they motored up river.
In principle the Eastern entrance is for Warnemunde traffic
and the Western one is for Rostock; either entrance is possible
for each destination.
Rostock is 7 miles up river from the entrance and, during
this passage, we passed acres and acres of shipyards which
were once both the heart, and the future of this community.
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The Port of Stralsund (also ex-Hansa) is very spacious;
opening of the bridge and headed north towards Vitte. We
many of the quays were busy with commercial traffic and we weaved through the, well marked, narrow channel to the east
lay alongside the pier on the north side. We found the city
of the Kubitzer Bodden; first on a lively fetch and then on a
more run down than Rostock but there were signs of life
close reach, with the wind NW force 5, until we came to the
coming through after the rugged years of neglect. We were point where the channel divides. We left the mid-channel buoy
happy to find that a chandlery had recently opened on the close to starboard (taking the NW channel to Vitter Bodden),
comer of Quer Kanal and Hafenstrasse; they made our day by but only for about five seconds. I had just taken the wheel
having cylinders of Camping Gaz! The market was in full when ...uups! I was a mass of flailing arms and legs in the
swing and there were good supplies of fresh produce.
bottom of the boat; the echo sounder showed 1.3 metres. In
Passage to the south is controlled by the opening times of Richard’s words: ’Our progress had been brought to a halt by
the bridge which connects the city to the island of Rugen. We
an unexpected hard shoulder’.
spent the morning sightseeing and
were in line with about a dozen
"+
other boats for the 12.50 opening.
The exact destination was still
under discussion! The crew wanted
action and the Greifswalder
Bodden looked a good sailing area,
not too restricted by buoyed
channels. Before this could be
achieved we had to motor down a
channel, into a headwind, for 100
minutes, to Palmer Ort corner ....
where we set full sail. The racing
crew picked out their opponents
and had us tacking across the bay
with verve. I quote Richard’s Log:
’The crew had to show their
competitive edge with a superb
rolling bump tack away from the
shallows off Reddevitzer Haft’;
there was definitely more water to
the north of the channel.
There are not many buoys in this
area and it was difficult to pick out
the channel to Seedorf, our harbour
for the night; once through the inlet We make our way through Dokkum
Hilary
Keatinge
opening there was plenty of water
and we found a berth alongside a
wooden pontoon, outside one other boat, with electricity and
A police boat passed and just stared at us. Most of the usual
fresh water on hand. Sedorf is really charming; rural and tricks’ seemed to fail and then a Dutchman, in a 33 ft. bilge
seemingly untouched by the ravages of war and ideologies.
keeler, came to our rescue and towed us the couple of yards to
Next morning - leaving Kilpatrick looking like a Chinese the channel. We have since heard of two others who have had
laundry - the under 50’s walked for a warm, sweaty hour to a
problems at this comer. Vitte boasts a long sandy beach, a few
distant castle; they reported superb views across a sunny shops and some very awful bottles of wine (which we actually
Rugen. We, the lazier ones, stocked up on bread and buns
threw away); it also has a large number of holiday makers who
from the baker’s van and fruit from the market; then we sipped
spend most of their time trying to avoid each other on
akavit until the walkers returned
bicycles! There was a bonus; the pump was opened up, for a
We left after lunch. We were happier with the exit course couple of fishing boats, and we had an unexpected fuel top up.
and were soon out, busy putting up the sails and deciding
Time was moving on; It was Monday, the next rendez-vous
where to go. We considered Ruden (apparently just a customs
was at Kiel in five days time and Richard and company had to
post) and Griefswald Wrieck (on the mainland) but finally catch flights on Wednesday. We decided to sail for the Danish
decided to call to Puddemin on our way back to Stralsund.
port of Gedsar where there is a ferry connection to the rail
We had just made our decision when we had to do another
head port of Puttgarden on the German island of Fehmarn.
of our racing tacks; we had almost sailed into a tight square of
We left Vitte in a gentle force two, heading for the northern
fishing nets, attached by strong lines to the shore. Once on
exit passage between Hiddensee and Der Bug. Kate and
course again, Matthew (who had only sailed once or twice
Matthew were on watch when the wind picked up that evening
before) revelled in achieving: ’A beam reach at 82 knots, and and, with the the jib rolled in and two reefs in the main,
the lingo to go with it!’
Matthew had his first taste of being helmsman in a force six on
We sailed north until we reached the entrance to Puddemin the nose, with driving rain. He found it great fun!
where we buoy hopped and discovered an extremely narrow
We had planned to take an inshore channel to Gedsar
channel, with a wooden staging; we lay alongside and settled
(marked by a single yellow buoy) but by now we had three
into the mud, in glorious isolation, for the night. Fierce signs reefs in the main and the engine on, to keep us driving through
barred us from going ashore but they did not warn us about the
the seas in a full gale; we were making much leeway in poor
mosquitoes which attacked poor Kate.
visibility and opted for the fully buoyed entrance, although it
We did not delay our departure and were relieved to find did take an extra two hours of hard beating to get there.
that, with a few pushes, we slid away with the engine stirring
With much relief we eased sheets and charged in at 8 knots.
up the bottom. We arrived at Stralsund in time for the 12.50
We sat out this unexpected Baltic storm in the ferry port of
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Gedsar, while the crew investigated a safer passage out by
bus,train and ferry.
We cast off on Wednesday morning and waved farewell to
Richard, Matthew and Kate. The wind was an easy force three
from W.S.W. and we beat westwards for as long as it held. We
motored along the South coast of Fehmam, took a quick look
at the enormous Burgtief Marina, and passed under the bridge,
across Fehmarnsund, in search of an anchorage in Flugg Bay.
There were no craft at anchor, which we took as a bad sign,
and we found ourselves following a narrow channel which led
to the harbour of Orth.
Orth seemed peaceful as we tied alongside the quay wall.
We asked about electricity and, a short time later, were rather
alarmed to find that our power line had been locked into a
junction box! The office said that the Harbour Master would
be on duty again before 10.00 the next morning and they
hoped that we were not in a hurry.
It turned out to be a lively evening. During our pre-dinner
drink we found ourselves spectators at a fierce dog fight; we
ate at an atmospheric ’Pirate Restaurant’ and, as we sipped our
nightcap on board, the camper-trailers of the ’Wild Wux’
parked on the quay above us. Oft is worth a stop.
The next day we had an uneventful trip to the British Yacht
Club at Kiel where we cleaned, polished and provisioned in
preparation for the arrival of our friends Dick and Kaye
Rayner on Friday,31 st July.
There were a lot more ships and yachts in the canal during
our return passage. We nosed out into the Elbe at Brunsbuttel
in a heavy thunder storm, but we had our tides right this time
and it only took 2 hrs. 45 mins. for us to reach Cuxhaven.
Visibility was poor as we motor-sailed down the Elbe early
next morning: the wind was W.N.W force 4, heading us all the
time, and against the ebb, making it increasingly
uncomfortable. The tide was in flood as we cleared the Elbe;
not only had we to fight the east going stream but also the pull
south into the rivers Weser and Jade. It seemed forever before
we were clear of the big rivers: the seas eased as we continued

tO slog to windward. We sailed into Norderney in a brisk force
five and had to lie outside other boats in the crowded harbour.
The wind increased and we spent the next two days storm
bound in a S.W. gale.
On Wednesday, 5th August, we pulled away with just
enough dawn light to make out the unlit buoys, and turned west
into the next head wind, with two reefs in the main and a small
jib. We then had a choice: continue beating for 16 miles to
Lauwersoog or reach south for 25.5 miles and go into the canals
at Delfzijl. Kaye, for one, was much relieved when we decided
to go south on a great reach at over seven knots. Luck was with
us at the lock and we motored straight in to find the customs
office also open; the formalities of reentering Kilpatrick to The
Netherlands took but a few minutes. The officials stamped our
entry form until 1st July, 1993 when new E.C. regulations
regarding boats in foreign ports are due to come into effect they did not say what the regulations might be.
The next two days were punctuated by bridges and their
opening times: even with the 1992 A.N.W.B. Almanac we got
one opening time quite wrong. We travelled 109 kilometres of
canals and passed through 47 bridges and 5 locks. The
countryside was lovely, there was a reasonable amount of sun
and the cameras clickes as our passage took us through:
Groningen, Dokkum, Leeuwarden, Franeker and finally to
Harlingen where we emerged into a windless Waddenzee on
Friday, 7th August.
We were back in home waters and, with a day in hand,
headed for Oudeschild on the island of Texel. A good
northerly wind sprang up and we had an excellent sail there,
and back to the IJsselmeer locks the next day. Our final leg to
Buyshaven was another drifter.
We enjoyed warm sunny weather for much of our holiday;
the wind was often too much or too little but the good sails
were memorable. Our total log reading was 1084.7; we visited
15 ports outside the IJsselmeer ( some more than once); we
made 23 passages; were storm bound for 3 days and had 4 idle
days in 4 weeks.

SUMMARY:
Destination Rtigen - Overview I/2
Date
Fri 10 July
Sat 11
Sun 12
Mon 13
Tues 14
Wed 15
Thurs 16
Fri 17
Sat 18
Sun 19
Mon 20
Tues 21
Wed 22
Thurs 23
Fri 24
Sat 25
Mon 27
Tues 28
Wed 28
Thurs 30
Fri 31
Sat I August
Sun 2
Mon 3
Tues 4
Wed 5
Thurs 6
Fri 7
Sat 8
Sun 9
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Destination
Stavoren
W. Terschelling
Lauwersoog
Nordemey
Cuxhaven
Keil B.Y.C.

Log
11.9
37.5
58.0
52.0
65,4
73,(I

Passage Time
2 hrs 05
6 Hrs
9 hrs. 50
98 hrs
10 hrs 50
10 hrs 35

Engine
0 hrs 35
6 hrs 30
1 hrs. 50
1 hrs 55
3 hrs 44
12 hrs 30

Heiligenhafen
Travemonde

35.0
36.9

6 hrs 25
6 hrs. 40

4 hrs 58
1 hr

Wismar
Rostock

27.0
43.8

4 hrs 45
5 hrs 27

3 hrs 40
2 hrs 55

61.0
31.40
21.5
63.1

9 hrs
5 hrs 15
3 hrs45
10 hrs 25

7 hrs 10
3 hrs
1 hrs 14
6 hrs 11

Stralsund
Seedord
Puddemin
Gedsar
Orth
Keil V.Y.C.

42.3
31.6

8 hrs
7 hrs

4 hrs 46
4 hrs 40

Cuxhaven
Nordemey

67.9
80.4

12 hrs 15
12 hrs 40

12 hrs 40
12 hrs 40

Groningen
Leeuwarden
Oudeschild
DeVen
Buyshaven

76.2
48.5
44. I
27.5
4.7

14 hrs 35
I1 hrs 05
6 hrs 55
4 hrs 45
(I hrs 55

10 hrs 08
10 hrs 10
7 hrs 50
2 hrs 56
0 hrs 55

Long Way to Spain
Cormac P. McHenry

I wanted to make a long cruise this year, long in the sense of
distance rather than in time or in the number of ports visited.
In fact, as I was musing about this last winter I came to the
realisation that for me, that is what cruising means. It means
being at sea for day after day. It means getting into the routine
which that imposes, particularly on the single handed sailor, of
twenty four hour watchfulness, never really off duty, and, at
least in the seas where I have experienced it, never really being
able to relax for very long. Perhaps sailing the trades would be
different, having day after day of constant winds where the
ship can be left to herself and the self steering will maintain a
constant course for a thousand miles or more. Then maybe I
might relax, have time to myself, read books, or start
macramr! Maybe not, maybe my built in weevil will always
ensure that I do not relax, that I must sail on and on like the
dutchman of old.
Casting about for a suitable destination, Spain seemed a
good objective. It is about 500 miles away and getting there
can be made a direct passage from Ireland without touching
land. From the relatively little I had read about it it sounded as
if it would be an interesting coast to cruise when I got there. In
fact, there are very few ICC logs published on Galicia, or
north west Spain, and while I know that quite a number of
members have been there, they do not appear to have written
up their cruises. I went to our library in the Royal Irish to
consult charts and here again I drew a blank. Perhaps we have
the charts and it will be easier to find them when our indexing

Dolphins

is finished, but my visit was not wasted because our Hon.
Librarian Andrew Somerville had obtained the latest edition of
the Admiralty Chart Catalogue and from this I was able to
select the charts I thought I would need. I had got a copy of the
RCC Pilotage Foundation Atlantic Spain & Portugal
Directions and cross referencing to this proved very
satisfactory. I had what I needed for the whole cruise and, with
the exception of a couple of extras I had got to cover adjoining
coasts in case of unplanned changes of course, I used all I took
and did not have the feeling at the end that I had carried a load
of extra charts that I never looked at.
My cruise was planned for July and I had asked Stan
Conroy (member) who has sailed many miles with me to come
along, unfortunately a few weeks before we were due to go he
had to drop out due to pressures of business. I thought long
and hard before deciding that I would go on my own. I had
read that the north west comer of Spain is subject to days on
end of poor visibility and there is a lot of shipping skirting that
comer on its way to and from the Bay of Biscay.
But the desire to go outweighed my caution. From my
research I came to the conclusion that the poor visibility would
be quite close to the coast, well within the band of sea through
which I could be sure of keeping awake and watchful even on
my own, and that the shipping also, coming from the
separation zone off Cape Finisterre would be concentrated
within a day’s sail or so.
Having positioned Ring of Kerry in Dunmore East, Barbara
and I motored down and spent a
day getting stores and making final
preparations. Barbara was not
impressed by my lack of
preparation of menus. I’m afraid
she was quite right. I am always
going to plan carefully so that I will
have interesting and varied meals,
but. It was just as well Stan was not
coming, there would certainly have
been a mutiny. Stan is not on for
basic survival eating. He likes good
food and plenty of it. So do I but if
I have been responsible for
stocking up I can only complain to
myself, there is nobody with whom
to mutiny!
Having carefully positioned
myself on the outside of the trot for
an easy departure, three or four
others had tied outside by nightfall,
so by 1 lam on Sunday 5th July, it
was only with assistance from the
ever friendly members of
C.P. McHenry Waterford Harbour Sailing Club
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that I finally cast off’. Outside the harbour I put in two reefs,
turned the engine off and Brenda, my Navik self-steering on.
La Coruna is almost 180° T from Dunmore East, about 530
miles away, but when the wind filled in from the south in the
afternoon the best course I could make was 216°. But the wind
varied quite a lot both in speed and direction resulting in a
confused and not very pleasant sea. Atier eating less than half
my dinner I had had enough and spent the rest of the evening
wondering if l would see it again. A typical first night for me,
I’m sure that if I had had crew on board I would have opted
out and left them to it.

Where it all happens on Rin~, ~4/" Kerry

C.P. Mcltenrv

By 11 am next day I had covered 97 miles, still on 210° C
at about 4 knots with the genoa rolled up and one reef in the
main. Later 1 poled out the genoa and added 1 knot, still on a
dead run, and, [ transferred onto the Atlantic chart! Damn!
after my last long trip 1 had promised myself that l would
provision the ship with some delicious treats for milestones
like this, the soggy barley sugar tinged with salt that I found in
my oilskin jacket did not fit into that category!
I started to have difficulty with the Decca. Fortunately I had
a Yachting Monthly on board and I happened to read that the
area south west of the Scillies is poor for Decca reception but
with a noon sight and an RDF bearing on Round Island l got a
fix from which I started it again. Throughout most of the trip
the Decca went to alarm around dusk and I had to reset it from
nay DR each morning. However, it did operate the whole way
down to Spain, even though on the Decca coverage chart there
is a gap shown between the maximum range south of the
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English chain and the range north of the Spanish chain. In
practice, [ relied on it completely, noting my position from it
each hour although l only marked up the chart at noon each
day.
My noon to noon run from Tuesday 7th to Wednesday 8th
was only 61 miles. I was getting frustrated. I spent most of the
afternoon trying to get Ring (~fKerl:y to sail south. There was
very little wind, it was from the north and in such light winds
Brenda (self-steering) gets frustrated herself and will not
concentrate. My log reads "Why is it that I cannot relax and
enjoy the peace of this place? There is warm sun, the little
breeze there is is nicely fresh, the sea is blue with an Atlantic
swell and Cormac wants to be on, on? Calm down and have a
beer!"
I did, but about 00.30 on Wednesday I would not leave well
alone, we were sailing north of west and I tried to change tack.
Result, 2 hours in the cockpit (at least it was mild) and, when I
finally came back on the old tack, the wind died completely.
So at 03.30 I put on the engine for the first time and motored
south on a real flat calm sea. Then, as the sun rose at 05.00 I
tied the helm up and went off to sleep.
For dinner I fried the lamb chops I had got in Dunmore on
Saturday. They smelt. I wondered if they were off so I was
very cautious trying them. They did not taste wonderful but I
fried them thoroughly to kill any bugs. The 17.50 forecast
spelt trouble, a depression racing in from the atlantic towards
Ireland. The 00.35 forecast confirmed this, but as there was no
wind with me I did nothing about it. About 4am I rolled in the
genoa, what bliss not to have to go to the foredeck, not only
bliss but much safer too. I had put on a Profurl with a Downer
sail and I could not have been more pleased with them. By
6am it was blowing f6 and 1 had first two reefs and finally all
three in which reduced my speed from 6.8 kt to 4.8kt.
Thursday 9th was the lowest day of the cruise. I could not
get the Decca to lock in the morning and RDF fixes on Round
Island and Ushant were a total disaster. By 13.30 the wind had
dropped and I snatched a mer. pass. of a cloudy sun and
crossed it with a Round Island bearing to give a fix I was
prepared to accept. Then I found that my problem in the
morning with Ushant was interference from the log. I had been
taking a null on the log itself! But I was utterly cheesed off.
The forecast was for SW 5/6 occ. 8, decreasing 4. But it was
still from the north with me, very light, I still had the 3 reefs in
and 1 was drifting about at between 1 & 2 knots. I was very
tired and felt there was no point in doing anything until the
forecast blow passed. It was raining. I got the 17.50 forecast
and at 18.00 I decided to go home and worked out a course for
Dunmore East.
I wrote at the time - "Why? For lots of reasons. I have to
admit its bloody rough in this small boat, being rattled around
like a pea in a pod. Lousy food, no company, a non stop rota
of things to do. I must read all this if ! am tempted to go again
and, don’t go!".
Anyway, after ten minutes or so sailing home I rechecked
the course for La Coruna and turned back. The wind was
getting up and all night we stayed pretty well on course, the
wind up to f5 but not the f6 they had forecast. There was no
shipping at all in the night so I tried to sleep for longer than an
hour at a time, not very successfully. All through Friday the
wind increased gradually and I maintained a course of 170°.
My noon to noon Thursday to Friday had only been 69 miles
(when I had been slopping around) but Friday to Saturday was
112 miles and all in exactly the right direction. The boat was
perfectly balanced, I would have speeded up further by taking
out the reefs (there were still 3 in) but the boat was so well
balanced I did not want to disturb it. My noon sight gave me
46° 49.5N while the Decca read 46°50’.04N. I was not going
to argue. Then, Chris de Burgh! I put on the tape and to hell

with the battery! I really enjoyed it. What a change from 24
hours ago.
On Saturday night it was misty and humid. Not a ship in
sight. 80 miles to go and too far west of La Coruna so I altered
course for Islas Sisargas. Since I wanted to head south down
the west coast of Spain after making my landfall, there was
little point in losing ground to the east just for the sake of
getting to La Coruna. Through Sunday the wind dropped, it
was getting warmer and at 12.08, Land Ho! The ships arrived
as well, at least six big ones , all heading north. No need for
me to alter course, either by fluke or by the fact that they
altered for me very early on, they were all passing well clear.
By 15.00 it was raining, but warm rain. I decided to make
for Lage in the Ria de Corme y Lage. At 17.15 I was 12.5
miles out so on with the engine and I motored in. The coast
was obscured by mist but I could see Islas Sisargas to port and
Cabo Villano to starboard but nothing in between. I spotted
Corme lighthouse at about 3 miles and some time later Lage
light. I anchored south of the new mole of Laxe Harbour at
20.45, eight days out of Dunmore East.
Lage, or Laxe which seems to be the preferred local
spelling, is not the most exciting of places. The harbour is well
sheltered by a fine new mole, the entrance is easy and there is
plenty of room to anchor. There were a number of large
coasters being worked at the quay, the inner part of the
harbour is full of small fishing boats. The town itself is quite
small but with one good supermarket.
After lunch next day I made out an itinerary which would
take me as far south as Bayonna, which would be the turning
point of my cruise and where I would spend a few days. So I
decided to go around to Camarinas immediately. I jumped up
and rushed ashore in the dinghy to do some shopping, making
for the beach to save time. Of course there was a bit of a swell,

Ring of Kerry at Muros

not visible from seaward, I almost capsized, got wet, and then
found the shops all shut! Served me right! I finally left the
anchorage at 16.00 and had a short trip with a fair amount of
wind around Cabo Villano. That headland must get constant
winds because there is a big wind farm on it, rows and rows of
turbines like the ones on Cape Clear and one huge one which I
found out later drove al.2 megawatt generator. Its blades are
each 30 metres long, mounted on a tower 43 metres high.
As I entered Camarinas bay the wind was rising and I
missed the harbour entrance which is behind a mole on the
port hand and then concealed by a little headland. So I went up
the Ria, aiming to anchor ahead of a large French yacht
already there. Next day it was blowing hard from the north
straight down the ria, so hard that even though I felt it would
be a lot less outside, I did not want to attempt to weigh anchor.
Then in the late afternoon I spotted a couple of yachts coming
in, they turned sharp to port and disappeared and I realised that
I had in fact missed the harbour. The wind having dropped, I
motored down, anchored and after shopping had my first meal
ashore in Spain.
Next day dawned with thick mist and drizzle. The last land
I saw for hours was the distinctive outline of the church on the
promintory at Mugia. Because visibility was so poor I went
right offshore and eventually sailed directly down the
separation zone with many fishermen and ships visible on both
hands. The sun came out about noon, it turned into a glorious
sail, the best so far, and it was mid afternoon before I finally
tacked towards land, a tack to bring me to Bayonna. I must
admit that I was tempted not to tack at all, I must have been
just about on course for Maderia!
The entrance to Vigo is a mass of lights some of which
were not displaying their charted characteristics. However, I
got into Bayonna safely, even if I did cut the rocks below the

C.P. McHenrv
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castle at the entrance to the bay fairly close! It was nice to be
welcomed by a launch, with a spotlight, directing me into a
tiny space between two big motor cruisers. It was my first time
to tie to a marina pontoon bow to and I had to be shown how
to take the stern line on board. In all, I had had the engine on
for just 10 hours from Dunmore East.

biscuits and cake. It was only days later that it dawned on me
that afternoon tea without drinks is most probably not standard
ICC fare !
So on Monday 20th I slipped from the marina and headed out
into the mist, which quickly thickened into fog, visibility
dropping to 200 metres. It was a nerve racking, life jacket on,
sail through the fleet of fishing boats
up the north passage out of Bayonna
Bay. The fog stayed all morning but
once I got clear of the bay it was
lovely sailing past Islas Cies and on
to Isla Ons where I anchored off the
nudist beach for lunch. No nudists,
too cold! Away after lunch
reckoning to be in Muros by 21.00.
Some hope. The wind went through
180° and I ended up beating through
some very unpleasant rocks before
finally turning the engine on and
slogging into Muros harbour around
midnight.
Next morning I was disturbed at
the very early hour of 10.00 by a
delivery of fresh bread by the
skipper of Karena, a Royal Cork
boat already at anchor. He had seen
my Q flag and assumed that I had
just arrived. In fact, my flag flew
the whole time I was in Spain, I
was never approached by customs
or police either for my own
The solar panel made a huge d~ffOrence. I did not have to run the e,~i,e to
passport or for Ring of Kerry.
charge the batteries
C. P. Mcttenry
Muros is a lovely town, well
worth a visit. It is obviously an
Then followed four days of complete relaxation, long hot important provincial centre based around the port, with a big
showers in the Monte Real Yacht Club at the marina, shopping and very busy open air market, a big market hall and many other
for stores in the town, wandering around the Parador (Spanish well stocked shops directed to the local population and not
Tourist hotel in the castle which dominates the harbour). There tourists, l thought of staying on and taking my departure from
are lemon trees up the driveway to the castle. I never knew there, but finally l decided to sail to Finisterre later in the
afternoon. There are quite a number of outlying rocks only some
lemons grew on trees!
Sceolaing (Dermod Ryan) came in on Thursday for a crew of which are marked by buoys but it is a beautiful coastline,
change and so we had a mini ICC Rally attended at various leaving the Ria de Muros with the high mountains behind, past
times by Sheila, Yvonne and Paul Ryan and at a formal Punta Insua and then Cabo Finisterre growing from the sea. It
meeting over an excellent dinner hosted by Sceolainq,, Dermod was the most picturesque stretch I had sailed past, helped by the
and I decided that Bayonna should be the location for a future sunshine and the sparking sea. Rather ominously, the wind was
lCC Rally. Dermod had met David Nicholson earlier when from the north or north west, not the south west as forecast.
David was on his way to the Canaries and 1 knew that David
I spent all the next day preparing the boat for the voyage
FitzGerald had been cruising the north coast of Spain. So, home. I put the storm boards on the main cabin windows,
given a year or two’s notice, there is no reason why Bayonna checked the engine, checked Brenda and tightened her up and
should not be the location for a serious, offshore rally. It is late in the afternoon I rowed ashore for my final stores. I
well served by air, there are plenty of hotels apart from the bought some gifts for home, lhe translation for which was
Parador, and very nice shops to tempt the ladies. Anyway, carried out by the son of the proprietor who had learnt his
there is to be a recommendation to the Committee for English in Killiney and who wanted to know if I knew
Bayonna, probably 1994.
McDonalds in Dun Laoghaire. I had to confess that I was not
Saturday afternoon I stocked up in the Hyper Merecardo familiar with that establishment!
Finisterre is a real peasant fishing village, narrow hilly
"Atlantico" (to the right and up the hill as one comes down
from the Club). Packed all away in preparation for an early streets, and small shops. The inner harbour is packed with
start on Monday morning. Then out for another very small fishing boats, the outer with bigger inshore boats, all
satisfactory meal in one of the many restaurants. Bayonna is a extremely well maintained and painted in brilliant colours. As
big tourist centre and one is spoilt for choice with both shops I sailed away next morning through a huge fleet of boats in the
and restaurants. The marina is very reasonable, 5,000pts (£30) bay I got a wave from a fisherman in a small open boat who
for the five days I was there, including showers etc. While I recognised my tricolour. Around Cape Finisterre in very light
was there there was quite a lot of mist and at night tremendous winds and sailing west or just south of west, I little realised
condensation. Only once or twice did it get really hot, however that the pattern for the whole trip was being set. My plan was
by Sunday evening the mist had thickened into real fog so to sail to 10° west and then north. That would give me enough
much so that 1 was concerned about getting away. On that final westing for a day’s gale to push me east without having to beat
Sunday afternoon I had invited Dermod and Jimmy from back to get up the Irish sea and keep me well clear of the Bay
Sceolain~ on board for "afternoon tea" which 1 served with of Biscay. If possible l wanted to sail direct to Dun Laoghaire.
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Late afternoon, across the north going channel of the
separation zone, quite close to a number of ships, but no
problems. The wind not behaving as per the forecast, it is to
get up and veer north east. All next day I was sailing between
320° and 340° compass and moving steadily west, from 9°14’
to 12°38’ by nightfall, so I was way west of Mizen Head
which is at 9 50’W. Day 4 for the first time I noted south west
winds and I started sailing in the right direction at 5/6 knots.
There was a big swell and a confused sea, and I saw my first
ship for two days. I had been very surprised at how little
shipping there had been apart from the separation zones, I
expected to see more as I was really on the broad approach to
the English Channel. Day 5 and the wind NE 4/5 again,
beating hard, rain and mist.
About 10am I noticed (I was down below as usual) that the
boat was behaving peculiarly. When I went up I found that
Brenda had detached and some of her critical bits and pieces
were swinging on their retaining line behind the stem. Horror
of horrors! If I lost them (they were bits that should not have
become detached and I had no spares) then I’d have to steer
the rest of the way home and what would I do for my beauty
sleep? With my heart in my mouth I recovered the bits and
after a couple of hours careful work, perched on the stern with
the boat jumping up and down I got her back together again.
Retiring down below to recover, I realised that Brenda had
been giving me a warning. She had not had any tender loving
care over the winter, but had just been shoved under the stairs
and so I promised her that I would look after her this winter,
clean her up, and take her up to the bedroom where she would
be warm and cosy. I think she was happy with that because she
behaved perfectly for the rest of the cruise.
For the rest of the day I was pounding, pounding, pounding

The wind farm at Cabo Villano

north. Not exactly the right course but not too far from it and
now I want to get north so that if I have to I can make the Irish
coast anywhere so that I can get back before the end of my
holidays.
Day 71 was only making about 3 knots, wind north or north
east when I saw Vallcyrien, a lovely wood Norwegian ketch,
complete with crows nest, sail slowly up towards me from the
south. They came quite close and had three questions, i) did I
speak English? ii) did I have any cigarettes? iii) where were
they? They were 11 days out of the Azores, bound for England
and their Sat Nav. had broken down. I have to say I was not
that pleased to have to talk to them, I must be getting odd!
Then I had a most pleasant evening, a gem of an evening.
Dinner was Baxters Scotch broth mixed with potatoes and
extra carrots. Before it I had a G & T and with it a Bud. I put
on Mozart Elvira Madigan with the dinner and with my coffee
I had four squares of Nestle chocolate, my treat for getting to
less than 200 miles from ,the Tuskar. The boat was just
trickling along, 2/3 knots, on exactly the right course, Brenda
doing a good job and it was so peaceful. I noted that this is
what cruising is about - moments like these far from land or
anchorages, a calm sea, the boat steering itself and a couple of
drinks to relax the ever tense me! This is what has me hooked
on Sea Fever! And we were, ever so quietly, buzzed by a
rescue aircraft; a turbo-prop operating on three engines. It did
not even disturb the tranquillity, nor, a few minutes later, did
the discreet double bang of Concorde.
I then had a great night’s sleep, no ships, more or less on
course all the time and a calm sea. I should mention that my
great night’s sleep encompassed a log note at 01.00., a course
adjustment at 01.30., a log note at 02.20., a log note at 03.30,
another at 05.10 as dawn broke and another at 06.00. This sort
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of sleep panern means that I find that during the day I also tend
to cat nap and so I do not really do very nmch more than I have
to during the day, navigate, cook, running repairs etc., etc. In
fact I read very little. On the way back 1 read only one book,
Miles Clark’s High Endeavours which 1 found fascinating, but
I barely finished it during my eleven days at sea.
It was Friday 31st and day 9 before 1 again recorded some
southerlies and for the afternoon and evening I was sailing
straight for the Tuskar at 6 knots. I heard Mine Head Radio
and got a link call through to home from 83 miles SW of
Tuskar Rock which surprised me. The aerial for the VHF
repeater on Mine Head must be very high up because I was
well below the horizon at the time. I had the genoa poled out
all day, it was much cooler, but rolling along at 6 knots the
adrenalin kept me warm. At one point ,just before dinner 1
noted 7 and 7.5 knots, but as thai was at the G & T stage I
ignored it until after dinner. But, you get nothing for nothing
in this life and during the night the weather deteriorated. Rain
and fog and gradually a very confused sea developed, l was
keeping pace with a trawler ik)r a long time and so got very
little sleep. It turned into a long slog up to the Tuskar which I
had expected to reach by 19.00 but 1 did not get there until
22.00 having had the engine on (and thus having to steer) for
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some hours. I decided to go into Poldaff as 1 badly needed
sleep, but the last two hours were against the spring ebb and 1
only tied alongside at 04.15.
That was a near disaster. In retrospect [ know I was not
thinking straight and my decision to tie alongside a small half
decker was wrong. 1 should have anchored. But I ended up
with a stern line only on her, nearly demolishing my self
steering, decided to let go and go around again and nearly ran
myself up on the rocks at the extension of the pier. I touched
nothing and did no damage, but it was a lesson to me as to
how badly one’s reactions are affected after a prolonged
period at sea on one’s own.
Just three hours sleep and away on the flood. Very little
wind so I ran the engine and steered until I reached Bray Head.
Just after lunch Sceolain~ overtook me. They had taken three
days from Spain to the Scillies and after rest and recuperation
there, another day home. Quite clearly, I need either to learn to
sail Rin<? of Kero’. to buy a bigger boat, or a combination of
the two.
Through the Pier Heads at Dun Laoghaire at 16.15 and tied
up at the National pontoon, contemplating the eleven days and
the 940 miles 1 had recorded fl)r the straight line course of 636
miles from Finisterre home.

Kevin Dwyer

Alys In Biscay
David Park

When we were here in 1987 and lying on their outer
In 1987 we cruised the rias at the N.W. comer of Spain in Miss
pontoon, it blew a severe gale from the west. A small, rotund,
Molly (J.R. O’Neill I.C.C.) and found it to be a wonderfully
unspoilt area with no marinas and lots of anchorages. So we
official arrived mid-morning at the height of the gale and
decided on a return to Spain in 1992 but to cruise the flat top insisted we go to sea. I refused and he got extremely irate and
half shouting match ensued. Eventually, with a Gallic shrug,
which extends 300 miles from San Sebastian in the east to La
he left and we wondered why he had singled us out for such
Corufia in the west. Crew would be no problem as family and
friends would join at various stages en route and as the course treatment as nobody else was going to sea and I could not
to San Sebasti~in runs down the French coast we had the recollect any heinous offense committed. Eventually his
prospect of a South Brittany cruise as a bonus.
sidekick, who spoke good English, arrived and requested
Alys crossed Strangford Bar at 05.00 on Saturday 4.7.92. politely that we should move to Pontoon C.! !
After half a day we were off to La Rochelle sailing west of
There were 4 aboard; myself, Hillary my wife, Michael my
son and Liz his fiancee. For once we got it right as the wind Ile de Groix and east of Belle Ile and Ile d’Yeu. It was an
was in the north and with the genoa boomed Alys surfed at 10ovemight passage of 152 miles in 27 hours, all under sail, in a
11 knots. Our course took us outside the Arklow Banks and pleasant westerly. We stayed a night in the huge Minimes
Marina just outside La Rochelle and the next day motored the
the Tuskar was abeam in under 24 hours. At dawn the wind
few miles up to the town itself as
piped up to over 30 knots and
Michael and I resorted to hand
Michael and Liz were keen to see
steering under main only with a big ~,
the fleshpots. A jazz festival was in
progress and at every comer hippie
cresty following sea. We went
type gentlemen were beating
Eastabout the Scillies and dropped
drums. The weather was dull and
the anchor at Porth Cressa, St.
the noise deafening so it was a
Mary’s in the dark; a very fast
passage averaging 6 knots for 271 ~.
good indication to leave for Spain,
a mere 177 miles south.
miles.
~,.
We had a glorious passage
We had one and a half days in the
~ south. First we motored on a warm
Scillies - a favourite haunt and for
moonlit might and at dawn on July
the umpteenth time crossed Tresco
Flats at H.W. to walk and explore
14th a N.E. breeze of 15 knots
sprang up and we sailed all day
Tresco.
under spinnaker in bright sunshine.
We motored over to France in
Virtually no shipping was seen
flat clam and timed it to pick up the
apart from off the mouth of the
south going stream inside Ushant
which carried us down to the marina
Gironde. Decca, this far south,
~’
does not work but I had acquired a
at Morgat. Our arrival coincided
hand Ensign G.P.S. and it was
with the big lorry strike so the town
invaluable. We anchored behind
was half deserted. The restaurant ’le
’
Roof’ produced a marvellous meal
the Isla de Sta. Clara, an attractive
island at the entrance to San
although we were the only
Sebasti~in just before midnight
customers there and they certainly
seemed pleased to see us. From
having sailed the 177 miles in
Morgat we motored through the Raz
34.25 hours (5.1 knots average).
de Sein in flat clam again and then
San Sebasti~in is a rather beautiful
city situated in a wide sandy bay
picked up a nice breeze and carried
the spinnaker to Concarneau and Johnny Park with Biscay bonito
David Park and dominated by the island at the
entrance. The Club Nautico was
another marina. Sadly France means
marinas and it would be quite easy
most helpful providing a free
mooring, showers and a 24 hour launch service. Unfortunately
to sail from Cherbourg to Spain without ever using an anchor.
Of course the plus side is croissants, wine, Michelin the swell at the morning was so bad we had to retreat again
restaurants - an endless source of discussion far outweighing
behind the island at 03.00. There is a harbour here but it was
anything written in Reids! ’Le Galeon’ in the Bille Close is a
so crowded with local yachts and fishing boats there was no
case in point; a Michelin one star and marvellous value if one
room for us. But this is rather typical of cruising Northern
stays with the set menu.
Spain. They are not used to many visiting yachts and facilities
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Elanchove N. Spain
are fairly primitive. Most Club Nauticos make you very
welcome but many of them are more social than sailing clubs.
French yachts avoid the Basque region and we were one of
only three foreign boats here.
We now had three weeks to cruise west and our intention
was to take it in short hops visiting as many harbours as
possible and especially the ones recommended in the pilot
book (see note at end).
It being windless, we motored the 12 miles to Guetaria, a
small fishing harbour with a Club Nautico and 2 pontoons for
yachts. The pontoons were full and we tied alongside a
moored fishing boat. Guetaria is a fine old town with cobbled
streets and 14th century cathedral. It was quite crowded with
Spanish holidaymakers as is the whole of the North coast in
the summer, as this is where the Spanish come on holiday. The
Club Nautico served marvellous tapas which we consumed for
lunch on both days. Again it was calm and very hot and we
motored 20 miles to Elanchove, a little fishing port with the
village perched on an almost vertical cliff face giving beautiful
views of the coastline.
We stayed several hours and then motored around to the
large fishing port of Bermeo as Michael and Liz were leaving
us the next day for home. There is rail connection from
Bermeo to Bilbao and the airport. Bermeo is a rather oily, dirty
harbour but the large town is very pleasant and at the tourist
office the brochure in English gave the following hilarious
information -"In 1.476, the Castil Kings entitled Bermeo as
’Cabeza de Vizcaya’ deeping it till 1,602. Nowadays, the
senior’s head, seen at the hatchment, evidences the taken
privilege." Useful stuff.
Hilary and I left the same day as Michael and Liz and had a
lovely said of 25 miles, with the wind behind us to Castro
Urdiales, another picturesque Spanish town with a good clean
harbour and some very good tapas bars in the square. Before
reaching Santander we stayed another night in the Ria de
Santofia anchored off the new Club Nautico de Loredo. They
requested 2000 ptas. to use their facilities but as none seemed
to exist, we declined. It was a calm night but sheet and fork
lightning kept us awake as it went around and around the ria.
Strangely there was very little rain.
Santander is a large city which hasn’t a lot to attract
cruising yachts but maybe we saw it in a poor light as the

weather was dull and wet and the
Club Maratimo would not let us use
any of their marina facilities. There
is a large new marina up river near
the airport but it is miles from
anywhere and was half empty so
we anchored off the Club Maratimo
and left the dinghy at the public
slip. We stayed two days here, the
main reason being that there was a
week of bull fighting and some of
the best matadors in Spain were
taking part. Gory, but exciting!
Our next port was St Vincente
de la Barquera, another sail of 30
miles in bright sunshine with a
boomed out genoa. This was a
lovely town in a very pretty ria and
having and advantage of one of the
most beautiful beaches were have
ever been on. It was a half-hour
walk from the boat to Playa de
Meron where the sand was white
and the breakers rolled ashore in an
David Park endless succession. Only Spanish
people were there - it must be one
of their closely guarded secrets. The 30 miles of coast between
St. Vincente and Ribadessella is most spectacular as 20 miles
inland the snow covered peaks of a mountain range, the Picos
de Europa, are visible. Ribadessella is a pleasant town and we
berthed alongside the wall in the town centre and here my
daughter Julia and friend Debbie joined us. They had arrived
in Santander unannounced but somehow managed to find us a pleasant surprise!
We motored 12 miles to Lastres which tumed out to be a
mistake as it blew hard all night and there was a constant swell
in the harbour. We tied to a moored fishing boast and a French
couple, whom we met in Ribadesella, tied alongside and
joined us for dinner aboard. At 06.00 the fishing boat moved
out and we had to remoor and at 08.00 harbour works started
and the noise of machinery was deafening. All in all, not one
of our best nights and we left with no regrets and motor sailed
18 miles to Gij6n in fog. Gij6n is a large city with a massive
new marina but very few boats to fill it. Still, it was a pleasant
change to have all mod cons, water, electricity, showers and a
fuelling berth. Interestingly it was the only port where we had
to produce passports and ships papers to the Guardia Civil.
Elsewhere nobody seemed to be interested. Johnny Park
(I.C.C.) joined us here after an all night bus journey from the
airport at Bilbao. Our French friends cracked their last bottle
of champagne with us and we were off on a gentle sail 40
miles to the small fishing port of Luarca anchoring
Mediterranean style to the outer breakwater. Luarca has a
quaint but small Club Nautico overlooking the harbour and
made us welcome. That evening we and a grand lobster paella
washed down with lashings of rosado.
Next day, Julia left for London and we sailed west, 23 miles
to Ribadeo. The rfa de Ribadeo is most attractive and there are
three towns to visit, Ribadeo itself, Rigueras and Castropol.
We tied alongside a new quay amongst half a dozen yachts of
various nationalities and wandered up into the town to sit in
the square and sip brandy and coffee; a most attractive old
place with a tree lines square and some interesting buildings.
It was 41 miles to Rfa de Cedeira and we rounded Punta de
la Estaca de bares, the northernmost point of Spain in bright
sunshine. Cedeira is a beautiful rfa with wooded hills
encircling it and two fine beaches but strangely the town was
most unattractive with many modern buildings. We stayed two
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Ribadesella N. Spain
days anchored off the town and swam at the beach and on the
second night there was more fierce thunder and lightning,
seemingly a feature of this coast.
The 27 miles to El Ferrol, the large naval port, was in thick
fog but last winter I had fitted Alys with radar (an APELCO
ARI6) and used it to great effect on this leg. We tied up in the
commercial harbour and filled with diesel and water and after
a final fling in the town we were ready to sail for home.
We sailed directly to the Scilly Isles, a little under 400
miles and managed to hold a rhumb line course the whole way.
But it turned out to be bumpy ride, and wind being in the N.W.
15-20 knots for the first 200 miles, then a period of calm for 6
hours followed by a S/Westerly 20-24 knots giving us a reach
to the Scillies in big seas. Fair do if you are feeling well but
our final peseta binge had left Hilary and 1 with a serious dose
of the +’revenge" and perches oil the +’throne" first on a peak
and then in a through become trials of almost monumental
motion! Another amusing interlude was Johnny catching a
bonito. We had been fishing off Alys for three seasons and all
we managed to catch an illegal salmon net in Cork and a
minute mackerel. In Spain Johnny bought a fierce looking lure
and a roll of 501b nylon and it was barely in the water when
the bonito struck. We ate it for lunch but its death throes left so
much blood in the cockpit that further fishing was banned.
Hughtown had a big swell so we motored across Tresco
Flats and anchored in New Grimsby Sound having done 396
miles in 3 days 2 1/4 hours, an average of 5.3 knots.
There was a gale warning out the night we arrived and we
dragged and had to resite the anchor and a kedge in pouring
rain - a most unpleasant night after quite a long trip. Next
morning it was still blowing freshly and we again crossed
Tresco Flats to Hughtown for diesel and water. The Customs
came aboard to clear us there and, on hearing we had come
from Spain+ sent tot a sniffer dog who combed the boat from
stem to stern but fortunately only seemed interested in the
booze locker! It appears that most drugs entering the UK in
yachts come from Spain. The harbour master recommended
we spend the night in Watermill cove at the N.E. corner of St.
Mary’s and it was certainly well protected in the strong
S/Westerly and out of any swell. A thoroughly recommended
anchorage and a new one to us.
At 09.00 on August 13th we left for home, the forecast
giving a S.W. 3-4 veering N.W. later. The barometer had risen
during the night and all seemed well. The wind slowly
increased all morning and the barometer began to fall quite
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quickly and at noon it was blowing
a steady 34 knots (F.8) from the
west. A very big sea quickly built
up as it started to gust over 40
knots (F.9) and we were now down
a fully reefed main and a
handkerchief of genoa. Strangely
the lunchtime forecast was still
giving out S.W. 3-4 and it wasn’t
until the 17.50 one that a gale
warning was announced but by that
time it was all over. The gale at its
height lasted about 5 hours and
then slowly abated and by 20.00
was down to 15 knots. Debbie,
whose first sail this was, remarked
afterwards in Bermeo jargon, that
she was glad the hatchments were
closed and there were no taken
privileges: Alys only took water
into the cockpit twice which
DavidPark brought a jellyfish aboard. By
01.00 on August 14th it was calm
and we motored up past the Tuskar and there picked up a light
southerly breeze which blew up the Irish Sea Ringhaddy on
August 15th.
It had been a grand cruise of 1800 miles in 6 weeks visiting
21 ports and anchorages in a mixture of weather culminating
in a boisterous trip home.
Some thoughts on cruising Northern Spain.
We used Robin Brandon’s ’+South Biscay Pilot" and found
it excellent. He grades each harbour 1-5 under 3 headings attractiveness, ease of approach and facilities available, and
this certainly allows one to pick and choose.
Water is difficult to get anywhere as there are few hose
pipes on piers but the fishing co-operatives will usually oblige.
Where we did take water at Santander and Gij6n marinas it
was extremely chlorinated and undrinkable.
Diesel (Gasoleo B) is available at all harbours for fishing
boats but, as it is Government subsidised, it is not sold to yachts.
We only found Gasoleo A at the Gij6n marina and elsewhere
had to carry it in plastic containers from the local garage.
Nowhere did we feel unwelcome in fishing harbours and in
fact most fishermen were genuinely helpful and had no
objection to us tying alongside.
SUMMARY:
Ringhaddy - Scillies
Scillies - Morgat
Morgal - Concameau
Concarneau - La Rochelle
La Rochelle - San Sebasti~in
San Sebasti~in - Elanchove
Elanchove - Bermeo
Bermeo - Castro Urdiales
Castro Urdiales - Rfa de Santofia
Rio de Santofia - Santander
Santander - San Vencente de la Barquera
San Vincente de la Barquera - Ribadesella
Ribadesella - Lastres
Lastres - Gij6n
Gij6n - Luarca
Luarca Ribadeo
Ribadeo - Cedeira
Cedeira - El Ferrol
El Ferrol - Scillies
Scillies - Ringhaddy
Total:

Miles
276
146
60
152
177
20
4
25
11.5
11.5
30
30
9.5
19
23.5
23.5
53
27
396
278
1798

Hours at Sea
45
24
10
27
34.25
2.25
.75
4.5
2
2
5.5
7
1.5
3.5
4
4
9
5
74.25
27
298.5

It’s a long long way from Clare to here
(Bodrum, Turkey)
Jarlath Cunnane

This is an unusual log - for most of the trip I was not on
board! It all started from Killaloe where Lir was berthed for
the winter, convenient to my work and taking advantage of the
easy access to prepare for the voyage.
On 2nd May we left Killaloe for the first stage of the trip to
Kilrush Marina. To give some idea of the time required to do
this trip, it takes two and a half hours from Killaloe to
Ardnacrusha, about one hour to negotiate Ardnacrusha locks
and another hour from Ardnacrusha to Limerick docks. In
Limerick we hired a crane to step the mast and stayed a week
to complete the rigging and load stores. Limerick docks is an
excellent place to provision a yacht with calm water within the
lock gates and good shelter. The hustlers were the only
problem we encountered. On 9th May we were ready to go and
departed at high tide, arriving at Kilrush Marina at low tide.
That night we had a goodbye party in Kelly’s and I waved the
skipper and crew off at mid-day on Sunday, 10th May.
The plan was to sail non-stop to Gibralter, re-provision, sail
to Menorca and spend one week there.
The crew for this leg were Jimmy, Mike, Alex and Fiona.
Carmel was to join them there for the next leg to Corinth
where I would take over with a new crew to sail the Greek
Islands. How wrong can you be? Shortly after leaving Kilrush
the weather deteriorated. On Tuesday evening I had a phone
call from Castletown where they had taken shelter from the
heavy weather. Fiona, my daughter, had been seasick all the
time - as was everyone - and decided to leave and spend more
time with her family.
Saturday, 16th May, they departed towards Gibralter in
fresh weather with two reefs in main and a working jib and,
after a stormy passage, anchored at Leixoes on 26th May to
repair damage to the boom, caused by heavy weather, and to
service the engine.
On 29th May, they departed from Leixoes, called in at
Lagos, Vilamoura, and arrived at Gibralter on Wednesday
evening, 3rd June.

Greek fishing boat by Ray Carroll

Sketch J. Cunnane

Church and Thirasia - ~pical Greek island architecture J. Cunnane
During all this time I had not been advised of their progress.
Because of all the heavy weather the entire crew were
suffering from sea shock, by this time, and a mutiny occurred.
The skipper left unexpectedly to spend more time with his
family. Meanwhile, Carmel, as arranged, had flown to
Menorca and was looking out to sea every day awaiting her
ship. I received a phone call on 4th June from the skipper
telling me of his decision to leave - this left me with a
problem! Luckily I was able to persuade my friend Frank to
fly to Gibralter and take over as skipper. Carmel got in touch
with me and flew to Gibralter and, on 10th May. Lir set sail
again but not before yet another crew member jumped ship.
Even though the trip was now well behind schedule, we
decided it should still be possible to get to Corinth by 28th June.
In the Mediterranean, the prevailing winds and currents are
generally favourable and mild. Wrong again! Heavy weather
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SUMMARY:
Kilrush to Gibralter
Gibralter to Zakinthos
Zakinthos to Ithaki
Ithaki to Navpaxos
Navpaxos to Erateini
Erateini to Corinth Harbour
Corinth Harbour to Frangolimani Bay
Frangolimani to Cape Sounion
Sounion to Kea
Kea to Tinos
Tinos to los
los to Therasia
Therisia to Akrotirion
Akrotirion to Astypalea
Astypalea to Kalimnos
Kalimnos to Bodrum
Daysail around Bodrum area
Total of voyage
Total engine hours inc battery charging

Going throu;,h the Corinth Canal

,1. Cmmane

56
70
21
47
18
50
17
45
60
20
8
60
40
25
20

miles
miles
miles
miles
miles
miles
miles
miles
miles
miles
miles
miles
miles
miles
miles

557 miles
3619 miles

586 hours

On 5th July I sailed with a new crew Ray, Roisin and Naja
to Ithica; from where Odysseus sailed his black ships to Troy.
We anchored overnight at Port Polls in a lovely bay. In the
morning we visited what little remains of the ruins of the
ancient city of Stavros - unfortunately the museum was
closed. We swam in the lovely waters of the bay where
Odysseus swam centuries ago.
Next day we set sail towards the Gulf of Corinth, sailing
overnight and called into the tiny, delightful and historic
harbour of Navpaktos (Lepanto) in the morning. We refuelled
and re-filled our water tanks as they boast that the Navpaktos
water is the best in Greece.
We departed at 1500 in a flat calm but the wind gradually
increased. In the evening we rounded Cape Psaronnita in a hot
gale, our first experience of the hot wind. It is strange to
experience such strong wind in bright blue skies with the sun
bunting the deck. The hot gusts from the mountains surprised
us all, both by their strength and temperature. Fortunately, the

forced them to seek shelter in Carthagena, after battling against
55kn head winds which blew out the slorm jib clew.
Fortunately, they had sufficient diesel to reach port. The next
phone call was from Algeria (Beiaia) where yet another store1
had driven them. They left Algeria just one day before the
assassination of the Algerian President. This probably explains
the tension they experienced and the curfew at the port of
Bejaia. From then on lhe winds were light, motorsailing most of
the way with refuelling stops at
Biserta, Tunisia and Sicily - the
only consolation being the cheap
fuel in Algeria and Tunisia.
While in Biserta we agreed (by
fax) to change the meeting point to
the Greek Island of Zakinthos and l
took over Lit in the harbour there
on 4th July. Zakinthos has a lovely
harbour and the port and customs
officials were extremely helpful in
issuing a transit log for Lir. One
official took me on his motorbike
to the customs and to the harbour
master and did everything possible
to help. Long may this attitude
prevail! What a pity the holiday
beaches are so "touristy" with
restaurants selling fish and chips
and English breakfasts. There is
,~
even a bar called "Hissing Sid’s".
Frank had to rush home and
Carmel and Alex took a beach
Temple to ApI odite overlooking ancient Corinth
holiday to recover from their trip.

92

1665 miles
1397 miles

J. Cunnane

blow did not last too long. We !
anchored that evening in Erateini
bay
in delightful calm .......
surroundings. We had a swim
followed by a meal ashore in a :~,~,~’f!~ 1,,’
taverna.
We departed early the following
morning and arrived in Corinth
Harbour at 15.00. Corinth Harbour
is sheltered and harbour dues cost
about £1 per day. The city is
terribly ugly: because of
earthquakes in the past, the city’s
architecture is dictated by
earthquake-proof reinforced
concrete construction. We did
enjoy a visit to ancient Corinth,
which was a very important city in
ancient times renowned for its Leaving Tinos in lively conditions
.I. Cunnane
hedonism. Overlooking the city on
the mountain is Acrocorinth, the temple to Aphrodite where
Beware of wash from passing ships as one ties up to piles
1000 maidens acquainted the visitors with the mysteries of
at the pier which are too far apart for most small craft. Having
love. No wonder St Paul was outraged. In the evening we transited the canal we went down along the southern shore and
transited the Corinth Canal at a cost of DR 14,690 - approx
anchored overnight in Frangolimani Bay surrounded by pine
£46. The canal is a fantastic sight, a cutting through rock up to trees and the delightful smell of pine.
79 metres high above the water level. This work was started by
On 9th July we departed at 07.00. The morning, was lovely,
Nero who used 5000 Jewish slaves. I don’t know how far the but hazy and we spend our time sunbathing and taking life easy.
work had progressed before he was forced to abandon it to But as the day progressed the wind increased so we decided to
deal with problems in Gaul. The canal was completed by a
shelter in the lee of Cape Sounion for the night. As we
French company in the 18th century. The canal has a one-way
approached the Cape, the wind further increased with vicious
traffic system and ships wait for the signals to proceed. There squalls off the hills. One could see the approaching cat’s claws
are numerous "No photography" signs on the canal banks,
before we were laid on our beam ends. Eventually we anchored,
although the local shops sell postcards of the canal. Payment is using our two anchors, near the temple of Poseidon. We
made at the Aegean side.
couldn’t go ashore, the wind blew so hard all night. There were
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In the shelter ~¢Cape Sounion

The crew for this leg were Naja,
Denise, Ian and Siobhan. The next
day we all took the ferry to
Mykonos intending to visit Delos yachts are not permitted to land at
Delos. However, no boats could
make the short trip because of the
weather all that week. We stayed
overnight on Mykonos hoping the
weather would improve but no such
luck. Perhaps the rows of derelict
windmills give a clue to the
weather, maybe it always blows
here. It was a great disappointment
not to see the sacred isle of Delos;
the birthplace of Apollo.
On Thursday evening we decided
we were getting soft and set sail
downwind in a fresh Force 7,
.I. Cunnane running with storm jib only. After a
lively night’s sail we anchored in
los harbour, where there is excellent shelter. Ios is very popular
with the young set, lots of discos and four Irish bars. Strangely, I
found it a very friendly place.
On Saturday we had a grand sail to Santorini. This is the
one Greek island that every yacht should visit. It is crescent
shaped with Thirasia and Aspronisi on its western side. In the
past the three formed one island but a volcanic eruption in
1500 BC blew the island apart and formed a crater into which
we now sailed. There are two other islands in the crater Palea Kameni and Nea Kameni which has an active volcano.
We inspected the harbour at Thira and, as it was crowded,
we decided to go to the Island of Thirasia; we anchored there,
with difficulty, in deep water close inshore. It was reasonably
calm so we were able to get ashore for ’the usual’ in the
taverna. In the morning we hired donkeys to take us up the
zig-zag path to the village at the summit where the view is
breathtaking. The explosion that created the crater must have
been tremendous. Thirasia is totally unspoiled, unlike the other
Greek islands particularly its near neighbour Santorini.
We sailed to the southern shore of Santorini on Sunday
evening and anchored securely, in a bay near Akrotiri, in 4
metres of clear water, for the next two nights.

about thirty other boats sheltering with us, some dragging their
anchors. We left for the Island of Kea in the late morning,
sailing in a Force 8 northerly. We anchored in the harbour at
1540, again using our two anchors, with the wind still blowing
hard. The lighthouse at the entrance is on a church - I’m sure
this has some religious significance! Kea has a nice ha.’bour, but
with poor holding, and it was crowded with gin palaces. We
rowed ashore but didn’t dine there. In ancient times, the people
were given a cup of poisonous hemlock on reaching the age of
60, as there was not sufficient food to go around,.
We departed from Kea at 0.30 on 1 lth July, to the throb of
disco music, heading towards the island of Tinos. The wind
was still blowing Force 6-7 northerly, with a big
uncomfortable swell. By 1030 the wind had increased to FS.
Tinos has the best harbour for 40 miles, according to the pilot
book. When we eventually arrived in the harbour it was
crowded, shelter seemed poor and huge terries arrived every
15 minutes. We eventually squeezed in between two boats
much to the annoyance of everybody. Apart from the wash
from terries, it was secure.
The ferries to the Greek Islands are very efficient but
weather can disrupt their time-tables. It is a delight to see them
enter port, drop a bow anchor,
manoeuvre their stems to the pier,
unload their cargo, reload and
depart, all in about fifteen to
twenty minutes. The newer
catamarans are very comfortable
and fast. Faster still are the
hydrofoils - the "’Flying Dolphins".
Tinos is the ’Lourdes" of
Greece. Pilgrims come from all
over the country to pray at the
church and kiss the sacred Icon of
the Annunciation.
Sadly. I had to leave at this
stage, for two weeks work.
On Monday 27tb July I arrived
back in Tinos by ferry, for a further
two weeks cruise, in a gale
recorded at 42 kn by the boat in the
next berth. The ferry caught a warp
in its prop in the harbour and it
took three hours to dock. The
"Flying Dolphins" and catamarans
could not sail all week because of
Thirasia with SaHtorini il; the Background
the high winds.

94

,1. Cunnane

We went to see the archeological
excavations at Akrotiri. Unfortunately the museum was closed so
we went to the town of Fira where
we had a very pleasant day boozing
in the heat.
Early on Tuesday morning we
departed towards Astypalea (also
known as Stampalia). As we came
under the lee of the island of
Anphia we were again struck by
severe squalls off the high land. We
were on our beam ends for over an
hour as we sailed at record speed
past the island, arriving at
Astypalea at 17.40. We had a
peaceful night at anchor in Skala
harbour. Our gas supplies were
expended at this stage. We got a
flask of hot water from a neigh- Derelict windmills on Mykonos
bouring English trimaran to make

"The Dart" Bodrum Harbour
our morning coffee, before
departing for Kalimnos.
We arrived at port Kalimnos at
1600 and tied up at the old pier.
This is a good secure anchorage but
crowded in the evening. We were
able to get our two gas cylinders
refilled at the gas plant, just outside
the town, for £7.00. Kalimnos used
to be, and to some degree still is,
used as a market for sponge divers
supplying natural sponges. As I
was waiting for water a German
sailor, from a charter boat, literally
grabbed the hose from my hands
and proceeded to fill his diesel tank
with water, ignoring my feeble
protests. I wonder how he got on.
Kalimnos is well worth a visit.
Time was now running out on
us, as my return flight was on
Monday, 10th August. Having
earlier studied the pilot books,
Bodrum in Turkey seemed the best
place to lay up for the winter; so set
sail and arrived on Thursday.

J. Cttnnane

Thira Harbour
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J. Cunnane
Bodrum is a huge harbour, nearly as big as Dun Laoghaire.
All foreign yachts must now go to the marina on the port side
as one enters. The remainder of the harbour is reserved for
Turkish flag boats.
Entering Turkey is a long drawn-out process. A transit log is
purchased at the Marina and this is followed by long walks to
Customs, Health Doctor, Emigration, Harbour Master and
Passport Control, all in different locations, in blazing sunshine.
Yachts may only be laid up at approved marinas and boatyards.
The state run marina gave us mediocre service at UK prices
but we later got excellent service from Yat Lift boatyard where
Lir is now laid up.
On Friday we became aware of a problem about leaving.
Lir was stamped into my passport and I could not leave
without it. The customs man explained the simple procedure
required to rectify the situation. Unfortunately, the necessary
official was not available until Monday, and despite our best
efforts nothing was done until Monday afternoon.
Bodrum was too hot for sightseeing during the day, but we
did see the Crusader’s Castle and its underwater museum and

J. Cunnane
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Sad Girls leaving,, los
we had a great sail around the Bodrum area. 1 left Bodrum on
Monday evening and missed my flight but (luckily) I
succeeded in getting a flight from Athens on Tuesday
morning, having taken the overnight terry.
Naja had another problem later when she tried to move Lit"
to Yat Lift. The marina would not allow her to move the short
distance to the yard without power of attorney from me. This
document had to be authenticated by a Commissioner for
Oaths, Supreme Court office, Department of Foreign Affairs
and stamped by the Turkish Embassy in Dublin. All this was
done quickly and the documents were registered and posted by
express mail. Perhaps the error I made was m faxing copies to
the marina to speed things up. The
post in Turkey is efficient and the
letter was delivered without delay
to the marina who then "’lost" it for
over three weeks. Only when Naja
got proof from the Post Office that
the letter was delivered did the
marina find it, saying it was
delivered that day!
In the shouting match that
followed, I wonder who came out
best; the softest part of Naja is her
teeth. This matter is not settled yet.
The moral of the story is: you
need lots of time in Bodrum for
entry and exit procedures and, if
leaving your boat, do not leave
until you see it securely ashore.
I should in fairness say that,
with the exception of the marina
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incident, the people in Turkey were very helpful and friendly,
and maybe yacht entry procedures will be simplified someday.
Finally, I must praise two books by Rod Heikel: "’The
Greek Waters Pilot" and "The Turkish Waters Pilot",
published by h-nray, Laurie and Wilson. These books give
excellent information and harbour charts. The only quibble I
have is the understatement on wind strengths in the Cyclades.
Lir is now snug under the shade of pine trees awaiting the
next stage of the trip.
To be continued ......

J. Cunnane

Tosca IV and Brest ’92
Hugh Kennedy

Last year there appeared very alluring coloured advertisements
consisting of a reproduction of a painting of the Port of Brest
in the 18th Century; they were published by Chasse-Mare6
(the French equivalent of "Classic Boat") to announce a
Festival of (wooden) Ships at Brest and Douarnenez from the
11 to 18 July 1992.
Similar Festivals had been held in Douarnenez in 1986 and
in 1988; Paddy Barry and his crew in the St. Patrick played a
prominent part in the 1988 Festivities.
We were determined to make "Brest ’92" if at all possible
and plans were laid accordingly. Saturday 4 July was set for
departure from Bangor in the hope that Tosca could join the
fleet sailing from Falmouth on July 7.
Tosca IV is a wooden ship ("Jolina" type) built by Clare
Lallow in 1960 to the designs of the late Charles Nicholson. She
is long keeled, 35’ overall, with accommodation (just about) for
five. The Volvo MD2B had been
replaced by a Yanma 28: smaller,
lighter and more powerful. New and
easily operated lee cloths had been
fitted to the saloon berths and on the
day before departure, we installed a
GPS ("Interphase Star Pilot 6"). The
crew consisted of Francis Kennedy
(20), Hugh Kennedy Junior (22),
Liam McCollum, (a Junior
colleague of the Skipper), Tom
Gresty, graduand friend of Hugh’s,
and yours truly, as Skipper.
L.W. Dover was at 8.41 BST,
we were anxious to leave as near to
09.00 as possible in order to catch
the young flood through
Donaghadee Sound and down the
County Down Coastland also, if
possible, to catch the ebb tide south
from St.John’s Point.
After the usual hiccup and last
minute rush, at 10.39 Tosca
motored out from Bangor marina
into a moderate lumpy sea, fanned
by a brisk N.E.wind. The engine
was throttled back to enable full
sail to be set: soon we were close
hauled on the port tack and saluted
the RUYC battery as we passed.
We had to harden sheets to weather
Ballymacormick Point and the
South Briggs buoy. When we did, I
said "Crack the sheets - the
hardship is over", and so it was.
With the wind on our quarter we Tosca at Glandore- Nicholson

sped down Donagahadee Sound. The No.1 Genoa was boomed
out, we passed the Skulmartin pillar buoy, then the North and
South Rocks, then the South Rock L.V. and we set our course
for the East Codling buoy. The NNE wind all the time
threatened to back NNW. At times the GPS recorded speed
over the ground in excess of 11 knots. Windspeed rose at times
to 18 knots, the ship sped onwards through the night, and at
04.12, on Sunday 5 July, the Codling L.V. was logged a beam
to the west. At 07.10, having logged 96 miles, we passed the
Arklow buoy. The morning forecast gave winds varying to
NW, F 4-5. At 10.30, with the Tuskar due West, the log read
8059:116 miles in 24 hours.
As the day progressed the pressure rose. The forecast was
NF 4-5 going 2-3. The sun shone and the sea sparkled. It was a
great start for our cruise. The wind steadily freshened and the
No. 1 was replaced by the No. 3. The mid-day shipping

"Jolina"

Liam McCollum
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member David Whittaker and his
crew from Cork. It was a most
enjoyable evening and we enjoyed
chatting with our fellow Club
members.
Next day the official start had
been arranged for 14.30. We had an
excellent breakfast in the sunshine
on the balcony overlooking the
Marina. It was a beautiful calm,
clear morning: the sea was
absolutely still, and the sky was
clear but without a breath of wind.
The area forecast promised N, 3-4;
at the "Scillies it was N, F.3.
Temperature (according to "The
Times") was recorded at 89°F.
All types of sailing vessels
gathered in one large fleet for the
start off Pendennis Point. There
were classic yachts, large square
rigged training vessels, Galway
hookers, and several yachts and
work boats obviously designed at
the turn of the Century. The start
was rather lackadaisical: one
Galway hooker crew decided to
make use of a long sweep in order
to get things moving.
Eventually the wind filled in
from S, and,with her modern
masthead rig, Tosca soon worked
up to windward of the entire
fleet,with the exception of a 12
metre yacht which was soon about
1 mile to windward. We felt we had
justified our existence by the sail
down from Bangor and we were
anxious to get to France, so,
without any embarrassment,we
switched on the engine (13.10) and
steamed away gently S. for France.
At 14.05, log 8219, the Manacles
buoy was abeam. We motored on
"... in the river alongside us were every conceivable type (~f traditional crqft (view of Port Rhu
gently at 4 knots and enjoyed a
H.
KentTedv
Douarnenez fiom the high Bridge)
quiet and relaxing day. As the
daylight faded, navigation lights appeared all around us - most
forecast for Lundy promised F4-5 occ. 6, but with little change
craft seemed then to be in an even greater hurry than we had
generally. On one particular dramatic surf, the needle bounced
off the max (10 knots) of the old fashioned Brookes & been. Huge shoals of fish darted about spreading clouds of
Gatehouse speedo. The going was a little wild during the day. phosphorescence. We motored down the Chenal de Four
Towards evening we had a fine view of the ferry heading S.E without difficulty, rounded Les vie Moins beacon S.W. of the
Point of St.Matthew, and set a course for Camaret. We tied up
from Rosslare, silhouetted against the sunset. The BBC
forecast predicted winds NF 4-5 occ.6. We recorded up to 18 at the marina there at 14.00, feeling very pleased with
knots, with the speed over the ground at 9-10 knots. Early on ourselves. That evening we enjoyed a beautiful dinner at the
Monday morning the wind began to fade and at 04.00 we Hotel du Paris on the seafront. Camaret is a most attractive
little town: the tiny village square behind the east end of the
started the engine to maintain progress: 6 knots at 2100 r.p.m.
sea front, with its clean and tidy shops,and delicatessens is
Pendeen Light was identified, and we continued motoring
especially pretty. Next morning some of the crew had a swim
towards the Long Ships. These were duly sighted; and were
abeam at 08.25. At 09.15 the engine was cut to allow the crew at the beach and we treated ourselves to an early lunch of
abundant Fruits de mer, avec Muscadet at a seafront cafe. We
to enjoy a communal breakfast; and with a fitful wind and
left Camaret at 15.25 had set sail as we approached the
bright sunshine, we proceeded happily to Falmouth. We were
"Goulet de Brest". We decided to sail up in style and set the
anxious to arrive in time for shopping and tied up at Falmouth
spinnaker, only to incur a very dramatic and embarrassing
Yard Marina at 15.15.
wrap as we approached the port. Eventually all was tidied up
Falmouth town was looking at its best in bright hot
sunshine with plenty of shipping and yachts in the harbour. and we went to our appointed mooring. We went ashore in the
The crew enjoyed rounds of cooling lager in a beer garden Avon to register, and found Brest teaming with sailors of all
overlooking the Port. We visited various chandleries and book types and nationalities. Paddy Barry had told me beforehand,
that although it might seem chaotic, everything would fall into
a table for dinner in town, where we later met up with ICC
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place. He was correct. The organisation was superb: every
boat had an appointed place. Aoife had arranged with Mary
Barry to meet at Cherbourg on July 8 and to travel down by
car to Brest. The Barry/Kennedy travel arrangements proved
completely successful and Aoife arrived, having booked into a
hotel on Wednesday 9 July. The crew of Tosca elected not to
participate in the sailing events, but to enjoy the sights and
culinary delights of Brest; the skipper and his wife (very
kindly!) made room for the crew by staying ashore in the
hotel. One evening the crew gave us an excellent dinner
aboard. The sounds and sights of Brest ’92 were an
extravaganza of sound and colour: the music, dancing, food,
art, wine, woodcraft and gathering of traditional craft was
almost too much to absorb. There were wooden ships of every
sort:from tiny pram dinghies, beautifully finished, to
magnificent fully rigged ships. There were concerts on the
wharfs and quays producing classical and pop music. There
were musical groups (including one from South America)
there was boat building, wood carving, folk dancing,
everything for the entertainment of the huge crowds who came
to see the ships and the sailors.
Brest is a city which was largely devastated during the
Second World War, but a substantial part of it remains
undestroyed. Le Chateau at the W end of the town is intact,
and is very impressive with its castellated towers and flanking
walls.
At night, when we returned to the sea port, having wined
and dined in an excellent restaurant, we were rewarded by a
glorious view of harbour and ships, all lit up with fairy lights
and floodlighting. The fireworks display on Bastille Night was
of course an additional spectacle.
Ireland was well represented both ashore and afloat: there
were (inter alias) two Dublin Bay 17 footers from Howth, and

The construction of the Pucan at Port Rhu

a Dragon,which Don Street had sailed all the way from
Glandore. The replica of the 17th Century Irish catamaran,
skippered by Hal Sisk and his "Dubliners", was a great centre
of interest - Hal was dressed in period costume complete with
silver buckles, tricorn hat and silver topped cane. There were
rowing vessels and sailing vessels of every description
including a replica of the ’Bantry Boat’: Unite, manned by
crews from West Cork. We socialised frequently with the
crews of ICC boats St. Patrick and Vilia (skippered by Stuart
Spence from Strangford Lough).
On the evening of Friday 10th, the sea port was shut off
from the rest of the town and sailors only were admitted. Some
15,000 mariners sat down to dine on trestle tables on the
wharfs and quays, to a meal consisting of prawns, cold roast
chicken and salad, dessert and seemingly limitless bottles of
wine. In the course of that evening, Aoife and yours truly
joined Christine and Sandy Taggart for a celebratory drink
aboard John Mills’ 50 year old Eilidh which had won the
Clyde CC’s Blue Water Trophy in the race from Kip to Brest.
Some of us will never forget that particular evening (at least
the parts that we are able to remember). On Monday 13th
Hugh Junior and his friend Tom, had to return to Great Britain
to graduate at Aberystwyth, and they departed with Aoife by
train to catch the ferry at Roscoff. Liam’s girl friend (now his
fiancee) had arrived from home, and she joined Francis and
yours truly on board.
The great procession of sail took place on Wednesday 15
July from Brest to Douarnenez. It was a magnificent sight,
though the day was dull and with only a gentle breeze.
Unfortunately, when Tosca was about to leave her mooring,
the gear control level (which had not been renewed when the
engine had been replaced) refused to function. Every effort
was made to engage the gears,without success. With the

H. Kennedy
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assistance of the ever helpful staff at headquarters of Brest ’92,
the services of an Engineer were secured and after four hours a
new control system was fitted (with some difficulty) and
Tosca set off for Camaret, where we spent another enjoyable
evening. Liam and Gillian hired a car and decided to do some
touring, and Francis and I took Tosca under engine from
Camaret round Cap de la Chevre to Douamenez, arriving at
13.52 on Thursday 16th. In accordance with directions we
anchored with part of the fleet in Anse du Ris the bay E of the
town at Port de Rosmeur. Although water taxis were promised,
and did attend, the service was rather sporadic, so next
day,having enjoyed a splendid lunch aboard in the glorious
sunshine and watching the classic boats racing outside in the
Bay, we sought permission to move into the basin up the
Poulavid river at Port’Rhu. A new weir had been constructed
across the river with a massive barrier and gates: it was
possible only to enter for about half tide, depending on
draught. Accordingly, we hauled up our anchor and motored
round in brilliant sunshine and headed up the river, leaving
Treboul to starboard. On the short passage around from the
Port de Rosmeur to Port’Rhu, we passed through a great
variety of craft, including a smart clipper bowed schooner, all
of 18’ long, crewed by an elderly gentleman and two young
ladies.
The passage up river was hair-raising. The approach to the
dock was busy with boats returning after the day’s racing and,
it being a languid warm day, the pool was full of all types of
boats, large and small, sailing, motoring, rowing and just
messing about. Enthusiastic onlookers were adding to the
overall din by releasing fire crackers from the pier heads. Our
stores were delivered to the Grand Quay at 07.00 and we then

A smart clipper #owed schooner all (~f 18’ hm~
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motored out on a damp morning, virtually under the bows of
the Santa Maria, and went back E-about to the N Pier of the
Port de Peche to try to obtain water and diesel. We filled up
with fresh water, but were unable to obtain fuel - apparently
the only fuel available would be at Treboul. However we
enjoyed a splendid breakfast at the Hotel de France, and made
a last visit to the Chandlery. We then brought the ship back
round to the pontoon at Treboul, where we met up again with
Geoffrey Knockold. One had to have a particular cash card in
order Io obtain fuel from the self service pump: we didn’t have
one, but Geoffrey persuaded a French customer to lend us his:
~pour argent".
We bade the crew of Juno goodbye and set off to try and
catch up with St. Patrick which by this time was heading NE
back across the Bay of Douarnenez towards Cap de la Chevre.
At 14.45 we were a mile NW of Douarnenez, log 8362. There
were several vessels on the same course and we caught up and
passed a large threemasted Biscayne, obviously also heading
towards the Chenal de Four. We passed Le Tas de Pois and
were sailing "line of sight" to pass E of Laparquette when
suddenly visibility closed down completely. We hurriedly set a
course to clear W of that beacon, when the Biscavne emerged
from the mist, but now under full sail: including topsails on
two masts. We let her pilot us through the passage between
Lazparquette and Le Trepied. Soon visibility improved, the
Point of St. Matthew appeared and we set a course for the S
end of the Chenal de Four. By this the moderate wind has
hauled round NE, and to our beguilement the Biscayne tacked
off to the E,inside the Les Vieux Moines beacon,and
maintained good speed tacking up the favourable tide through
the Chenal. Away to the NW we could now see the St. Patrick
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tacking off through the Chenal de Helle. We continued motor
sailing to Les Platresses and passed them, log reading 8384.
We were leaving France and we changed the chronometer
back to BST. At 18.45 the engine was turned off. We enjoyed
a good dinner and the first watch was enlivened by Hugh
Junior exchanging information on the air waves with an
English yacht Estampe bound for Plymouth. An accurate fix
was obtained by GPS at 23.40 (log reading 8415); the course
was then set to pass well W of the Scilly Isles on our way to
Baltimore.
On Monday morning the BBC shipping forecast promised
Plymouth SW 3-4 going; Lundy SW Var.W 3-4. At 03.45 the
wind failed and we resorted to the engine; and so it proceeded,
at times sailing and motor sailing until the wind came in NW.
We were then approximately 145 miles straight downwind
from Baltimore. Tosca sailed steadily, close hauled on the Port
tack, but at 45° from our course. It was a bright night and the
sailing was excellent; the wind freshened and we changed
down to No.2 Genoa.
Tuesday dawned cold, the sunrise being obscured by cloud.
We found a fresh garfish in the lee scuppers, about 1’ long.
Showers passed to the N. Once more the BBC forecast
promised NW going SW, F3-4, but Radio Eireann gave NW,
F4-5 occ. 6, also backing SW. In order to enjoy a good
breakfast we hove-to. The wind remained steady NW and we
continued sailing on the port tack, reasoning that if the wind
went SW we would fetch easily. It was a beautiful sunny
afternoon; good to be at sea. The wind reached a steady 20
knots and the sailing was excellent, albeit a bit bumpy for real
comfort. In due course the oil rig showed up and we passed
well to W. Breakfast had been rather rudimentary, it had not
been possible to provide a really worthwhile lunch and we
debated how and when we should have dinner. We decided
that we might beat up as far as Kinsale and shelter there for
dinner, and perhaps for the night. We were admittedly
becoming a little tired and anxious to enjoy a good hot dinner,
preferably with the boat upright and steady. We took a long
starboard tack to the W, and then tacked back on to port. At
long last the wind began to go to the W; we could lay W of N
and eventually our course would have taken us W of the Old
Head of Kinsale, which as yet we could not see. When we did

The Santa Maria at Brest

The sun shone and the sea sparkled. It was a great
start for our cruise
L. McCollum
see it, it was on our lee bow,and after a discussion we decided
to ease sheets and reach in for Kinsale. When we eventually
were abeam of the Old Head, the wind fell away completely so
that we would have had to motor into Kinsale and come out
again in the morning. According in smooth water, the dinner
was prepared and eaten under way, and the watches enjoyed a
most pleasant night’s passage over
a fiat sea along the Cork coast all
the way to Baltimore, arriving there
at 05.29 on Tuesday 22nd. We tied
up and had breakfast ashore, and
later moved Tosca to her own
moorings at Church Strand. An
enjoyable dinner was had by the
crew at "Chez Youen".
Next day Liam left by car for
Dublin and on Saturday 25 July,
Tosca set off for Glandore, where
yet another Classic Ships Rally was
being held. We took part in the
racing there and were second only
to the fine old ocean racer Stormy
Weather (which had been one of
the attractions at Brest) and which
had featured in a special edition of
the Chasse-Maree Magazine.
The Glandore Committee
provided an excellent buffet supper
with enormous prawns and every
sort of fresh food delicacy. We met
H. Kennedy again Paddy and Mary Barry, and
Don Street, who had returned all
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Fruit de Me# avec Muscadet at Camuret
the way from Brest in his Dragon Gipsy (IR.No.15 built by
Johannsen m 1937).
ICC member Joe Woodward was kind enough to entertain
the crew of Tosca aboard his motor yacht Moshulu 111, and the
skipper had the pleasure of visiting Stan Roche in his West
Cork shrimper, and going with him aboard his former vessel
the splendid Nancy Bet, now used for training by the Slua
Muiri (Naval Service Reserve). Oil Sunday afternoon there
was a grant procession of yachts around Glandore Harbour,
and afterwards to beat back to Baltimore Tosca set off in
company with Dom O’Flynn in his motor sailor Cavatina:
taking a more direct route. We returned by road that evening
for a splendid fireworks display at Glandore.
Tosca then took part in "’Calves Week" and,despite her age
(T.C.F: Ch.884) was a close 2nd at Baltimore Regatta, losing
the cup by only 15 seconds in a race around Cape Clear where
the wind gusted tip to over 40 knots. In August she was
successful in both the Baltimore Harbour Cup Race and in the
Baltimore Sailing Club Cruiser Championship. The family
enjoyed the usual picnicking to Cape Clear and the islands.
We were anxious to bring To.yea home somewhat earlier
than usual because of the imminence of two weddings, so
departure was set for Tuesday August 18. In order to try to
catch the tide at Carnsore Point, it was decided to leave
Baltimore at 06.00. At 06.10 Tosca passed the Loo buoy and
motored eastwards. By keeping up an average speed of 5 knots
we were off Roches Point by 14.00 and at 17.45+ having
motored 58 miles, a steady SW wind filled in+so we dispensed
with the engine. At 23.50 the loom of the Coningbeg LV was
identified ahead, and we enjoyed a very pleasant night’s
sailing. The loom of the Tuskar was sighted at 01.45: it was
necessary to motor at 02.00, the wind having fallen light. We
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continued on to Camsore Point and
rounded at 07.15. We were
stemming the last of the ebb,
registering only 3.5 knots over the
ground. Soon we enjoyed the rising
flood, and at 09.40 we passed the
SE Blackwater buoy: and four
miles south of Wicklow Head the
wind had increased so the engine
was stopped and the spinnaker was
set. An entry in the log recorded
"storming along - beers for all".
Wicklow Head was duly passed
at 15.15 (the tide was starting to
turn ebb again) and we sped
northwards, inside the Breaches
buoy, and passed it at 15.40. At
17.50 we were off Dun Laoghaire
(log 9115); we pushed the flood
tide for six hours but arrived off St.
John’s Point in sufficient time to
catch the rest of the ebb northwards
past the County Down Coast. On
Thursday 20 August at 05.30 we
M. Barry logged the South Rock LV abeam;
and on a beautiful sunny morning
and on a flat sea, we sailed steadily
tinder our yellow and red spinnaker.
As the tide was due to start flooding again South down
through Donaghadee Sound shortly after 08.00: at Millisle the
engine was started and we continued Lip under full sail and
engine through Donagahadee Sound enjoying a beautiful sail
and admiring the countryside in the morning sunshine. At the
South Briggs buoy we hauled sheets (18.25, log 9200) and
carried the spinnakers shy, steering "’line of sight" for Bangor
Harbour. We swiftly passed Groomsport, Ballyholme Bay and
RUYC Clubh ouse and+ having doused the spinnaker and
furled the sails, we motored into Bangor Harbour and tied up
secure in the marina at 08.50:272 miles in 2 days and 3 hours.
1992 had given a good season to Tosca. We were extremely
fortunate in our weather both on our way to France, in France,
in Baltimore and on the return journey. We had travelled 750
miles: Bangor-Brest-Baltimore and a further 272 miles back to
Bangor, over 1000 miles - mostly under sail, and during
which we never had to reef. We found the GPS invaluable as
an aid to navigation (we seldom used the Decca) and once
more Tosca proved a comfortable ship in which to live and
make passages, whether on or off the wind. We were lucky in
having mostly good sailing breezes, no real problems (apart
from the broken gear control) and no sea sickness, illness or
gear failure.
"+Brest "92"’ will provide us with happy memories for many
a long day to come.
Glandore are hoping to repeat their "Classic Boats" rally in
1994. and the "Yachting Monthly" is combining to arrange a
rally at Cowes in August 1993. "+Chasse-Mar6e" rnay organise
yet another Classic Boat Regatta, perhaps of a smaller and
more intimate kind: 1 hope in Douarnenez+ and that Tosca may
be invited.

Return of the Tall Ships
Clive Martin

Caernarvon Castle which looked magnificent illuminated by
The Tall Ships visit to Cork and Belfast was so popular last
year that it inspired me to get together some friends to go to the evening sun, and the lush green of the surrounding
the Grand Columbus Regatta Return of the Tall Ships to the countryside. As the strengthening flood swept us on past the
Mersey in August.
head of navigation buoy, the Menai Straights was looking its
very best. Not everybody understands that after the head of
My boat Lindos is a Prospect 900, Sloop 9 metres overall,
designed by Van der Stadt she sleeps 5 and is powered by a navigation buoy which is now a South Cardinal mark, you
Volvo MD 13 HP diesel engine. We were joined by Ian
must leave green marks to port and red marks to starboard. To
Morrison’s Safari ofHowth (I.C.C.) a Halberg Rassey 42 and leave the first green marks No. 13 and 11 to starboard would
be disastrous as they mark a shallow bank on the Anglesea
my brother Derek’s First 42 Lovely Lady (ICC). We decided to
side.
go via the Menai Straights, and call into the new Camper &
We were the first to arrive at the lock entrance to Port
Nicholson Marina at Conwy on the way.
The early hours of Sunday morning 9th August, was an
Dinorwic and therefore we were made to wait outside, where
unfortunate time to set sail as the ENE was right on our nose there was very little water and my echo sounder alarm set for 2
meters went off. We entered the lock at 1815 and were happy
and the rain and heavy drizzle gave us very poor visibility.
to see Lovely Lady which had left Dun Laoghaire a day before
These winds always give a huge swell in Dun Laoghaire
harbour and we had difficulty in getting stores aboard at the us. Des Rogan waiting to join Safari was there to take our
mooring warps.
R.I.Y.C. pontoons. With Franz Winkelmann and Brian Keane
Port Dinorwic, which is well known to so many Cruising
aboard together with my wife Mary we made good time
Club members, has kept all its charm. We stayed there all
through the night despite the lumpy and uncomfortable sea.
Leaving the R.I.Y.C. at 0026 with jib and engine we could Monday and the day started well when we were asked aboard
see the South Stack Lighthouse abeam at 1000 when the Safari of" Howth for drinks before lunch. This gave us an
visibility cleared, and two and a half hours later we were opportunity to see Ian Morrison’s delightful Halberg Rassey
rounding Llandwyn Island and ready to drop anchor at 42.
Mermaids Cove at 1245.
The Ocean Youth Club’ s training vessels Sir Francis
We calculated that L.W. at Caemarvon Bar should be 1425 Drake and the Greater Manchester Challenge added a
and that we should not attempt to enter for at least two hours colourful touch to the old slate docks of Port Dinorwic,
after that. Mermaid’s Cove is
further in than Pilots Cove and
provides excellent shelter but keep
an eye on the echo sounder and
unchartered rocks. The entrance to
the Bar can be clearly seen from
there and you can calculate the rise
of tide on the rocks. It gave us an
opportunity to have lunch, a rest
and recover from an unpleasant
night. By the time we were ready to
move the whole weather pattern
had changed. The sun broke
through making it a glorious
afternoon and Safari of Howth who
had been in Pwhelli called us on
VHF. As she draws 2 feet more
than Lindos we informed her that
we had passed between the
Caernarvan Bar buoys without
difficulty at 1646 with a healthy
flood tide under us. The sea was
now calm with scarcely any wind
and we had no difficulty in spotting
the channel buoys. Passing Belan
C.C Martin
Fort we were soon up to Caernarvon Castle and Waterfront
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The scenery is so beautiful here and there is so much to see
dressed overall on their way to the Grand Columbus Regatta.
that it is difficult but essential to concentrate on the
Later we were joined by my daughter, Nicola.
A trip to Caernarvon in the afternoon to see the Castle was navigational hazards of the Swellies. Brittania Bridge is
straight in front and one mile beyond Thomas Telfords
well worth it. This impressive Castle has been well restored
graceful suspension bridge which was built between 1819 and
and was the scene of the Investiture of the Prince of Wales and
it also houses a very interesting museum of the memorabilia of 1826. The centre column rises from Brittania rock so sailors
must enter the Swellies by the Archway nearest the mainland.
the Royal Welsh Regiment. Caernarvon is a scenic spot and
The course to clear the Rock is clearly indicated by the
even at low tide with the bilge keel yachts resting on the mud
in the shadow of the Castle’s battlements it has its own transit beacons astern and the South Cardinal mark on the
Swellies rock is easy to see. When we reached it we noticed
enchantment. A swing footbridge must be opened to let yachts
quite a strong ebb tide and
enter.
worried that the lock keeper at
The
Trade
Winds
Port Dinorwic had delayed too
Restaurant in Port Dinorwic
long. Thinking of the fate of
(Tel. 0248-670-559) has been
HMS Conway, we opened the
closed for some months but
throttle and made for the
Cruising Club members will be
centre span of the Suspension
pleased to note it is now under
Bridge to clear the Platters.
new ownership, so we were
1
In sunny conditions such as
able to enjoy the facilities of
we had it is a beautiful spot
their washrooms, showers and
bounded by the two majestic
bar. The kitchens need
bridges and with the Marquis
renovation so we could not use
of Anglesey Column rising on
the restaurant but the new
the skyline. Church Island
owner was most obliging and
which is joined to Anglesey
offered to arrange a buffet for
by a causeway has its own
the Irish yachts. We felt that
church and graveyard and the
this was putting him under an
island of Gored Goch has a
obligation so instead the crews
of Safari of Howth, Lindos and Liverpool Cathedral overlooking The Marina
C.C. Martin picturesque house and fish
weirs. It is hard to imagine
Lovely Lady joined forces for a
that within an hour the ebb
most enjoyable dinner party at
The Half Way House just up at the top of the hill.
tide would be rushing out at a ferocious 5 to 8 knots as it
Many people worry about navigation in the Menai
roared over the unmarked rocks.
Although the ebb had started in the Swellies there is still an
Straights. Use Admiralty chart No. 1464 and provided the
adverse flood in the N.E. half of the Straights. This is caused
weather is settled and you get your timing right it is all very
straightforward. You should aim to arrive at the entrance to by the fact that at springs there is a 9 feet higher rise at the NE
Caernarvon Bar at the early flood and go in when there is
end than at the Caernarvon end.
By the time we reached Beaumaris we were able to hoist
sufficient water for your draught normally 2 1/2 to 3 hours
our sails as we came abeam of the ensign fluttering from the
after L.W. Do not leave it to the last hour of the flood as you
flagstaff of the Royal Anglesea Yacht Club.
could have difficulty in forcing the narrows.
Because it was within an hour of high water, when we
If attempting to go through the Swellies from W to E at
reached the Red buoy B2, instead of going out between the
H.W. Stack it is essential to arrive at Brittania Bridge 2 hours
lighthouse and Puffin Island we decided to be adventurous and
before H.W. Liverpool. There is very little time before the tide
try the North East entrance. There is a good channel between
changes and the first hour of the ebb is the most dangerous.
Puffin Island and Irishmans Spit, but the Causeway spit runs
It was here in 1953 that the training ship HMS Conway was
right across its entrance from B2 buoy to the Island. With a
lost. She was proceeding to the East and as her tug reached the
Suspension bridge the tide turned and swept her back onto the cautious eye on the echo sounder, which dropped drastically,
we sailed on without any trouble as there is a 20 to 25 ft. rise
Platters where she broke her back. There simply wasn’t
enough time to make the one mile passage under tow at Slack of tide in that area. We kept close to Puffin Island which is an
uninteresting steep to rock.
water, and the ebb tide gathers its full strength very quickly.
I felt it would be a good exercise for my daughter Nicola to
The tides for Tuesday 1 lth August were perfect. H.W.
Liverpool at 1106 meant that we should be at Brittania Bridge work out the true bearing from the N.E. corner of Puffin Island
by 0906. The sea lock out into the Menai Straights has been to the Conwy Fairway buoy, convert this to a compass bearing
there since it was a busy commercial port shipping slate from and then steer the course. She was then to act as pilot for the
the local quarries. A strange assortment of vessels decided to Conwy Approach Channel as the Marina Manager had kindly
leave on the same tide and there was a certain amount of sent me the lat. and long. position of all the channel buoys and
the true bearings from each buoy to the next. He also sent me a
difficulty in packing them in. The main problem was caused
by the size of the sail training vessels and ]’or a while we drawing which showed that from Puffin in clear visibility you
wondered if Lovely Lady would fit in. Our haste to get to the look for a jagged tooth of rock on the left hand side of the left
Swellies in slack water was not matched by the lock keepers hand mountain. If you keep this in line with the ruin on Puffin
attitude which was to get as many boats into the lock as Island you arrive at the Fairway Buoy. It was a beautiful sail in
possible. It was 0900 before we cleared the lock leaving only 6 glorious sunshine. The wind had increased to a 30 knot force 7
minutes for us to get to the Swellies.
from the South giving us a very fast broad reach. Nicola made
In the morning sunshine and stiff breeze the Menai a perfect landfall on the Fairway Buoy which was just as well
Straights looked perfect, surrounded by lush countryside and for to miss it would be like sailing onto Merrion Strand as the
whole area is surrounded by mud banks.
woodlands. On the port hand the manicured gardens of Llas
Conwy Approach Channel is 4 miles long with a minimum
Newyd, the home of the Marquis of Anglesey reached down to
dept of 1.Sin throughout at LWN with the least water over the
the waters edge.
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T.S. "Kurzenstern" (CIS) built 1926. 376ft overall,
232 crew
C.C. Martin
Scabs. Vessels drawing up to 2m should have access 3 hours
before and 4 hours after HW Spring, but for those who are not
familiar it is suggested they should observe a 2 hour each side
of HW limit, keep a watchful eye on the echo sounder, keep
close to each channel buoy but round the perch well out. It
took us one hour to reach the marina when we called them by
their call sign ’Camper base’ on Ch. 80.
Six 118 meter long giant sections for the new road tunnel
were constructed in a huge basin and then filled with inflatable
gas bags and floated out into Conwy Estuary when the gas was
released and the huge tubular sections sunk into a specially
prepared trench. When the tunnel construction was completed,
Camper & Nicholson moved into the basin and built their
marina. The initial phase provides 250 fully serviced berths
and ultimately it will be nearly double that size. Dickies of
Bangor have a small chandlery where you can get gas and the
fuel pontoon for diesel and petrol is easily accessible. As the
marina only opened in May this year only a small percentage
of the berths have been taken up and the permanent facilities
and buildings have not yet been constructed. Excellent toilets,
showers and laundry facilities are available in large purpose
built portacabins. There is also a small cafe which will serve
you breakfast on board! Marina Manager Peter Wright and his
staff were most obliging and helpful, and as the marina is in a
picturesque setting I would thoroughly recommend a visit.
There is only one snag. Because the marina is a few miles
from the town it requires a taxi, even if your needs are only a
bottle of milk, the morning newspaper or a box of matches.
Hopefully when the buildings are complete, daily provisions
will be available.
That afternoon we visited Conwy which is a fascinating
walled town of quaint narrow streets overshadowed by the
Castle which is one of the best preserved of all Britain’s
medieval Castles. Built in 1283 it was the third of Edward I’s
great castles and it is an impressive fortress with massive
battlements and eight commanding drum towers. Beneath it
are three bridges Telfords Suspension Bridge (1826) and
Stevensons railway bridge are smaller images of those that
span the Menai Straights and a newer road bridge (1958). We
stayed in the town that evening and dined well at Alfredos
(Tel. 0492 592381), an Italian restaurant in Lancaster Square
which was not too expensive. The crew of Safari sang high
praises of a Chinese restaurant they had found.
We were awoken in the early hours of the morning by severe
gales. The marina staff were very worried about the security of
boats and their marina furniture. Assisted by Rodney Martin of
Lovely Lady we doubled up all mooring lines and springers. In
daylight hours the severe gales continued, gusting up to 47

Juan Sebastian at Pierhead Liverpool

C.C. Martin

knots - top of force 9; There were white crested waves in the
Marina and although we had planned to sail to Liverpool we
were forced to shelter for the day.
Some of Lovely Lady crew travelled by train to Chester for
the day while the rest of us thought Llandudno was far enough.
The crew of Safari came aboard Lindos so we could return the
hospitality shown to us at Port Dinorwic and discuss plans
disrupted by the weather and bad forecasts for the days to
come. Ian Morrison had business dates in Dublin to meet and
felt in light of the forecast he might not be able to get out of
Liverpool. Instead he decided to leave the boat in the safety of
Conwy Marina and travel by train to see the Tall Ships. That
morning Franz Winkelmann had to leave us to return home by
the Holyhead Ferry. In the afternoon we took the Great Orme
Tramway from Llandudno’s oldest streets up to the Country
Park at the top of Great Orme Head. This 90 year old
Victorian cable hauled street tram is unique. At the summit
there is an entertainment complex, nature trails, underground
mines and a huge expanse of park land. The views over
Llandudno Bay, Conwy Estuary, Snowdonia and Anglesea are
superb from the summit 679 ft. above sea level. The wind was
so ferocious we could hardly stand up and the cable cars were
not working in these conditions. At low tide we could see all
the sand banks from the Lavan Sands off Bangor to the Dee
Estuary, a chilling reminder to the navigator to keep an eye on
the charts and echo sounder. The waves breaking over the
shallows demonstrated the dangers of a lee shore in a storm.
We awoke to strong winds again on Thursday 13th August
but the forecast was better. The crew of Safari departed early
for the Liverpool train and Lovely Lady had to remain another
day for a crew change. We left the marina at noon, just after
high tide with plenty of water and the start of the ebb to take
us out the Channel. Wind against tide and the sea state after
the strong gales made it extremely uncomfortable but after an
hour when we were 2 cables from the Fairway buoy we were
able to set our jib and mainsail with two reefs and steer a
course 30° (C) to Clear Great Ormes, and we reported
conditions to the marina by VHF. As we passed Great Ormes
Head we were able to shake out the reefs as the wind had
decreased to F3 Westerly and by 1500 it had gone lighter
again so we had to start the engine. The Constable buoy, the
N. Hoyle and Burbo Towers off the Mersey entrance are
almost in line and keep you well off the treacherous banks
which surround the Dee Estuary and Mersey. Each buoy was
logged as ~x - passed and after a miserable start the sun broke
through and we had a delightful trip.
The Liverpool Bay Lanby can be seen from quite a long
way off and we were rounding the Burbo Towers at 1911. In
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taking advantage of the ebb tide at Conwy we had calculated
we should arrive here when the flood into the Mersey
commenced at about 1900. This is important as the chart
shows the flow at up to 6 kt. but the locals told us in places it
was considerably more. The Formby Safe Water mark with its
red and white stripes stands out clearly at the entrance to the
Queen’s Channel. It is 19 miles from the Bar to the entrance of
the Marina at Brunswick Dock and although we started in
brilliant sunshine it would be dark when we arrived.
Mary produced a piping hot dinner as we proceeded up the
Crosby Channel. There is something quite exciting about
approaching a large port via a major navigation river and it
was quite taxing on the pilotage skills of our junior sailor as
there are between 50 and 60 buoys and lights to be identified
en route. It was fascinating to see dusk fade into darkness and
the lights of Liverpool city burst into dazzling life. Fortunately
there was not much shipping on the move, only a dredger near
the Formby buoy and a large container vessel off Crosby but
an unlit line of yachts on moorings off New Brighton was hard
to see. We used large scale Admiralty Chart No. 1951 for the
approaches to Liverpool and the river Mersey. The entrance to
the Marina at Brunswick Dock is I nautical mile upstream
from the Royal Liver Building and you approach by rounding
the Plockington West Cardinal Buoy, which is difficult to see
with the lights of Tranere oil terminal behind. The lock has a
sill of 4.5m above Chart Datum and the marina had supplied
us with tables to assist us in calculating the times that we
could enter. Normally this is about 2 hours each side of HW.
We worked out that we could enter at 2130 and arrived exactly
at that time, but for some reason there was nobody manning
the lock entrance and we could make no contact by VHF.
Together with four other irate yacht skippers we had to wait 12
hours in the river and my engine was only just able to stem the
stream. We finally tied up at our marina berth at 2326.

Sedov ( 419ft ) Kurzenshtern ( 3 76 ff ) & Libertad (342fi)

Except tbr the delay at the entrance I am full of praise for
the Liverpool Yacht Harbour marina which is a commercial
concern, converted from the old Brunswick and Coberg docks
with a magnificent modern Clubhouse in between. The berths
are fully serviced with water and electricity, there is a 60 ton
mobile boat hoist and diesel fuel bunkering. The manager and
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staff were most helpful and as well as excellent showers,
toilets and locker rooms there is a large attractive bar area and
very smart restaurant. It is quite a long walk to the Albert
Dock Village development for shops, pubs, wine bar,
restaurants, the maritime museum and Tate Art Gallery. Again
we found we had to take a taxi for provisions but taxi’s are
very cheap in Liverpool.
We had come to see the Tall Ships and the Grand Regatta
Columbus, Mersey 1992 offered a rich diet of entertainment,
and so on Friday morning we set out early to Albert Dock
where most of the smaller tall ships were berthed, together
with many of the yachts that had crossed the Atlantic with the
fleet. It was a tremendous sight with a mass of rigging of these
great ships, brigs, barques, brigantines and the lateen rigged all
looking splendid. Huge crowds milled around and there was
all the fun of the fare with musicians and monkeys dancing to
their melodies. We watched the 165 ft. Lord Nelson
manoeuvre in through the lock gates. She is a frequent visitor
to Dun Laoghaire and has a special role as she is designed to
take disabled people to sea. When Columbus sailed West 500
years ago, the Portuguese sailed South around Africa to the
Indies. In Albert Dock we saw the Boa Esperanca, an exact
replica of Portugal’s pioneering caravels using a lateen rig.
When Columbus wished to sail Westwards to discover new
routes to the wealth of the East, he approached King Henry
VII of England for sponsorship but he said no. The Kings of
France and Portugal said no. Spain’s Ferdinand and Isobella
said perhaps and then yes. It was fitting therefor that the king
of Spain was patron of the event. He took the salute when the
fleet left Cadiz in May to sail for San Juan in Puerto Rico via
the Canaries. From Puerto Rico the fleet continued through the
Bahamas to New York and Boston before returning to
Liverpool where King Juan Carlos and Queen Sofia were there
to welcome them. The royal standard fluttered from the
jackstaff of their flag ship the
magnificent four masted Juan
Sebastian which was berthed at the
Pierhead outside the Royal Liver
Building. Built in 1928 she is 311
ft. overall but her rig is an
interesting one as experts disagree
as to whether she is a Barquetine or
Topsail Schooner. When the King
stepped aboard and visited the
Royal Navy HMS Brazen a 21 Gun
Salute boomed across the river.
Crossing by the famous Mersey
Ferry from Pierhead to Woodside
we were met by special coaches
,, which brought us to Victoria Dock
in Birkenhead where all the really
/
’
large Tall Ships were on view. It
was one of the hottest days of the
year and to see about 15 of these
enormous ships, most of them over
200 ft. all docked together was an
awe inspiring sight. The Dar
Modziezy (Poland 360 ft) and the
Sedov (C.I.S.) which visited Ireland
C.C. Martin last year were both there. The
Sedov’s four masts tower above the
others and with an overall length of
419 feet she is the largest sailing ship in the world which still
goes to sea. The majority of the larger ones come from eastern
Europe, Poland, C.I.S., Ukraine, Bulgaria and Lithuania, but
there was also a top sail Schooner from New Zealand, a huge
three masted ship from Columbia and a delightful white
Barquetine from the Sultan of Oman. While each vessel had its

own special charm, the Argentinean Libertad which holds the
world record for an Atlantic Crossing under sail was very well
displayed and we had the privilege of seeing over her. The
rigging on these large square ships is mind boggling. I counted
86 halyards, guys sheets etc. for the main mast alone and she is
a three masted ship. The Libertad paid a visit to Dublin after
the Regatta. The German barque Alexander yon Humboldt
with her green hull and green sails was quite distinguished but
the favourite with the crowd was the old Kruzenshtern now
Russian owned, built in 1926 she is the oldest sail training ship
still afloat. She started life as one of the "Flying P" class
Cargo carrying windjammers, and her black and white hull
colours are supposed to depict gunports to scare off pirates.
That evening we changed into our best clothes for the gala
spectacular performance of "Fanfare for a New World" which
was attended by King Juan Carlos, Queen Sofia and HRH the
Duke of York. A huge arena was constructed in Kings Dock to
accommodate 15,000 people and the stage was magically built
to look like a Spanish galleon. Enormous floodlights on the
Wirral side of the fiver crossed the sky and lazer beams in the
arena gave a thrilling effect. Sir Peter Ustinov was a most
amusing host and the cast included such famous names as
Montserrat Caballe, Julia Migenes, Rita Hunter, Paco Pena,
Denis O’Neill and Alfredo Krans. The Royal Liverpool
Philharmonic Orchestra and Choir under Sir Charles
Mackerras gave a magnificent performance. The climax came
with a mammoth firework display to music with cannon and
mortar effects. At that moment Stanley Dyke was coming up
the fiver in Lovely Lady and was completely surprised by the
fireworks rocketing into the sky and cascading down around
him. Difficult conditions for navigation.
Saturday gave us an opportunity to see the Albert Dock in
more detail and some of the smaller Tall Ships we had missed
the previous day. It poured rain in the middle of the day - the
only bad rain in the whole of our cruise. It also gave us an
opportunity to penetrate the centre of the city and stock up
with provisions for the return journey. Michael McCarthy
from Saki had joined our crew and we all met up for a
scrumptious dinner at a Chinese restaurant called the
Mayflower. We all agreed that it was the best Chinese banquet
we had ever had as course after course was served to us on an

The Tall Ships in Vittoria Dock, Birkenhead

T.S. "Arc Gloria" (Columbia) Average crew 132

C. Martin

enormous round table with a revolving centre secUon. We had
to rush back to the waterfront for the huge firework display
which took place on both sides of the river. The masts and
spars of the Tall Ships were lit overall and illuminated the
skyline in impressive style.
During the night some of the
Tall Ships took up station on the
river, and on Sunday the larger
ones were towed out of Victoria
Dock by-massive tugs. Overhead
an air display "Salute to the Fleet"
took place and this included some
historic old aircraft. Sadly the
Grand Parade of Sail was met by
head winds so the large square
riggers could not break out their
square sails but only their jibs and
staysails. The Sedov looked most
impressive with all her foresail jibs,
a staysail, top mast staysail and top
gallant staysail. The German
Alexander von Humboldt looked
very striking in a similar rig with
her green staysails. Only the
Danmark set main course, lower
topsail and upper topsail but top
gallant and royal remained bent on
the spars. The crew of Columbia’s
Gloria took the salute standing in
the spars and upper rigging. Some
C Martin of the staysail schooners beat to
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windward down the river. Canons were fired as each vessel
started and fired again as they passed the Flag Ship. The bells
in the Anglican Cathedral which overlooks the marina rang out
to signal the end of the Grand Columbus Regatta as we
prepared to sail at midnight. Before that we had to bid farewell
to Mary and Nicola who had to fly home from Speke.
A forecast of F.5 prompted us to take in one reef before
leaving the dock as we were short handed. In contrast to our
arrival a charming young lady operating the lock gates bid us
a cheerful farewell as we departed Brunswick dock at 0130 on
Monday morning. There was an adverse tide for the first hour
and with Brian Keane and myself on watch it was a long and
tiring trip checking the navigation buoys. Fortunately there
was little shipping but the Harbour Authorities picked us up
on their radar and asked us for identification. They instructed
us to keep watch on Ch. 12,VHF until we cleared the
Channel. It was 0415 before we reached the Formby Fairway
buoy and ten minutes later we set our No. 2 jib. We had
agreed to keep in touch with Lovely Lady on the VHF and she
overhauled us before we reached the Liverpool Bar Lanby at
0500 when we altered course to 310° (C) for Port St. Mary,
Isle of Man. Contrary to the forecast the N.W. winds headed
us and increased in strength. Lindos pitched uncomfortable
into the lumpy sea. I took the watch alone and sent the others
below. As we were on course I set the Autohelm which was
just as well as a few minutes later there was a great crash and
looking forward I could see our twin forestays lying on the
deck. Apparently the fitting at the crane of the mast had given
way and only the luff of the jib and the baby stay were
holding up the mast. As Lindos had been dismasted twice in

the last three years this was an awesome experience and the
pounding in the rough seas was putting tremendous strain on
the mast. Fortunately I was wearing both lifejacket and
harness so I could strap myself to the foredeck and jury rig
the spinnaker halyard and a spare jib halyard to act as a
forestay. Lovely Lady was alerted on VHF and were most
helpful with advice and returned to our position in difficult
conditions where they stood by until they were satisfied that
we did not require further assistance. We could only proceed
very slowly and although we sighted land at 1300 it was 1910
before we entered Port St. Mary. Three very tired men agreed
that the home grown potatoes had a very special flavour that
evening.
Tuesday was a day of rest in the tranquil setting of the
harbour. Using the bosun’s chair we were able to effect
temporary repairs to our twin forestay. A good shower in the
Yacht Club and a few pints together in the local made us feel
like new. Brian Keane and I walked to Port Erin while others
took the narrow gauge railway. A farewell party with much
laughter on board Lovely Lady was a fitting way to round off
the day.
We left Port St. Mary at 0245 on Wednesday morning and
once again as we rounded the beacon we were met by head
winds and dreadful seas. This meant a very slow trip home and
it was 1800 before we tied up at R.I.Y.C. in Dun Laoghaire.
We had a most interesting and thoroughly enjoyable cruise,
and it was great to have the opportunity to visit new places
such as Conwy and Liverpool. The Tall Ships and Grand
Columbus Regatta had their own magic but I hope we don’t
have to wait 500 years to see the like again.

SUMMARY:

August
9
9
10
ll
12
13
14
15
16
17
18
Total

108

Dun Laoghaire to Mermaid’s Cove (Llanddyn)
Mermaid Cove to Port Dinorwic
In Port Dinorwic
Port Dinorwic to Conwy Marina
Conwy Marina Sheltering in Force 9 Strong Gale
Conwy Marina to Brunswick Dock Marina,Liverpool
Liverpool - Tall Ships - Vicioiia Dock
Liverpool - Grand Columbus Rcgatl:l - Mersey "92.
Mersey - Grand Parade - Tall Ships
Liverpool to Port St. Mary, Isle of Mall
Port St. Mary to Dun Laoghaire

Distance
N.M.

Time

Average
Speed

67
10

12 h. 19 mins.
1 h. 40 rains.

5.4 Knots
6.25 Knots

23

4 h. 10 mins.

5.6 Knots

49

9 h. 27 mins.

5.1 knots

78
69
296

18 h. 37 mins.
15 h. 15 mins.
61 h. 28 rains.

4.2 knots
4.5 knots
5.2 knots

Red Velvet - Scotland, 1992
Paul Butler

A late Whit vacation this year encouraged me, for the sixth
year in a row, to revisit Scotland for one of my two annual
cruises. Red Velvet, a Hustler 35’ well known to readers of this
annual since 1978, has, in three seasons, brought me to
Scotland three times, around Ireland, to Brittany and to the
West of Ireland in comfort and security. An engine problem
turned into a blessing this year in that we had to sail some 274
miles from Rhum to Dun Laoghaire with no possibility of
using auxiliary power, a pleasure that I have not enjoyed since
cruising on the Dublin Bay 24 Arandora.
Eamonn O’Scollain, a co-owner, David Burden and I did
the entire cruise. Anne Barron sailed from Dun Laoghaire as
far as our last port, Tobermory, Nicholas Butler (no relation)
and Don McCarthy sailed from Dun Laoghaire to Mallaig and
Mark Restan (Anne’s husband) and Bill Kavanagh (the other
co-owner) sailed from Mallaig home.
On Thursday 4th. June we slipped our lines from the
pontoon of the Royal Irish Yacht Club at 2210. with the
intention of making a passage to the Isle of Gigha. The wind
was firmly in the NE 4/5; in order to make time we motor
sailed under mainsail only.
During the night the wind increased N/NE 5/6 with stronger
gusts and by dawn it was decided to break the passage by
stopping at the Isle of Man. By 0530 we were freed enough to
sail under full mainsail and genoa half furled and set course
for Peel, spirits fully restored at the prospect of pints and lunch

Port St. Mar)’ - all save Mark

McArthur’s Head LH, S. Snteravco Sound c)/’lslay

Patti Butler

ashore. On arrival, however, we saw that there was no safe
anchorage and no available berths alongside, so it was decided
to sail South to the Calf of Man and take shelter in Port St.
Mary. After a pleasant and uneventful sail, save for very heavy
oveffalls off the Calf of Man, we picked up a visitors’ mooring
in the outer harbour of Port St. Mary at 16.30. After a walk
and a few pints in the Yacht Club David provided a superb
dinner based on a Mexican Chicken dish on board. All slept
well despite what were to become
the daily slanderous complaints of
the skipper’s alleged snoring!
After breakfast aboard on
Saturday we had showers in the
Yacht Club and "cleared" Customs
by filling up a form in the Harbour
Master’s Office and posting it in H.
M. Customs’ Box outside the
Office. We then set about shopping
and found, to our consternation,
that there was no garage and
nowhere to buy oil for our engine
in this well known sailing port.
Eamonn had to take a taxi to Port
Erin to purchase the oil. The BBC
forecast at 1355 offered NE 4/5
veering E 3, occasional rain with
moderate or good visibility and, the
tide being right we slipped our
mooring at 1415, We spent half an
hour sailing down towards the Calf
of Man and went through Calf
Sound under sail after which we set
Mark Restart a course to bring us just W of the
Mull of Kintyre. In the course of
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On HIDB Mooring, Coil
the passage up to the Mull of Kintyre we motorsailed some
four hours in all. None of the occasional rain materialised and
a very comfortable passage was enjoyed by all. With six on
board we had a two person watch of three hours but alternating
every hour and a half thus giving all mixed company and
plenty of rest. Use of the autohealm added much to our
comfort and left little for watchkeepers to do but keep a good
look out, up-date the log and provision themselves!
By 0130 on Sunday the wind was ENE 4/5 and we were
sailing at just over 6 knots under full sail. By 0510 we had the
Mull of Kintyre abeam under the same conditions and we set
course for Craighouse on Jura. The morning was a beautiful
sunny one during which we could see Ireland, the Peninsula of
Kintyre, Gigha, Islay, Jura and up through the Sound of Jura as
far as Luing. We had truly arrived in the heartland of Scottish
cruising!
It was in these conditions that we tied up on the South side
of the pier at Craighouse. Craighouse has Highlands & Islands
Development Board (HIDB) moorings (of which more later)
but, as we were only stopping for lunch and to await a
favourable tide in the Sound of Islay, the pier was much more
convenient and perfectly secure in the prevailing conditions.
Most of us swam in crystal clear (if not warm) water and were
served an excellent lunch at a table in the garden across the
road in front of the Hotel.
Here we met an American couple, Michael and Nance
Dunev from Sausalito, who were on a motoring holiday.
Michael was an experienced sailer but had never sailed in
European waters. He subsequently introduced me to the Editor
of a cruising magazine known as "Latitude 38" (an excellent
publication with a circulation of 48,000) who has expressed
interest in Logs from this part of the world.
At 1400 we slipped our lines and, after a pleasant reach up
to McArthur’s Head LH in an easterly 3/4, we raised the
spinnaker and were to carry it for 12 glorious miles through
the Sound on the tide passing close by Port Askaig (for which
I hold very fond memories).
At 1900 we arrived at Scalasaig Harbour on Colonsay.
Scalasaig has a new Ro-Ro pier; but the good news is that the
Highlands & Islands Development Board has provided
berthing space for yachts on the N side of the pier. We met
John Byrne, Manager of the Colonsay Hotel. There we had
showers and pints. As the Laird’s son had married the day
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before, the entire wedding party
was still on the island and we
decided that we would have more
space dining in the garden. Despite
being served an excellent dinner,
we soon discovered that we
provided dinner for the other
permanent residents - beware of
midges!
On Monday 8th. June as the
easterly wind made our mooring
uncomfortable during the night, I
got up at 0430 and prepared to slip
the same only to find that David
was not on board. I got up again at
0515 and, while stretching the
imagination to discover where
might David’s den of iniquity
might be, I heard a movement on
deck and found that David had
spent the night sound asleep under
the stars! So it was that we cast off
at 0530 and were soon sailing up
Anne Barron the E coast of Colonsay in a gentle
easterly force 4. We had a pleasant
sail to Coll and picked up a HIDB mooring in Loch Eatharna
at 1300.
I have written before of the HIDB moorings but feel that
they cannot be praised too highly. Each will hold a yacht of up
to 15 tons in almost any conditions. They are placed in
positions where the anchoring of a number of yachts would
prove difficult. Laying and maintaining them must cost a small
fraction of that of marina accommodation. Their effect on
local economies must be dramatic. This I can illustrate by the
fact that last year I arrived in Gigha, all 12 HIDB moorings
were taken up, more yachts arrived too late but dropped
anchors: the effect was that the restaurant in the local Hotel
was entirely booked by 3 in the afternoon. The population of
Gigba is about 150. If only we could have such moorings
alone the West coast of Ireland, in particular between Loop
Head and Galway Bay! For those interested, I am including an
appendix giving the location of these moorings.
Coll also has a population of about 150. After lunch aboard,
the Hotel owner drove all six of us some four miles to a beach
on the NE coast of the island. There most of us swam in clear
blue water and were joined, at a safe distance, by a solitary
seal. As we got out of the water a large cloud appeared in the
otherwise clear blue sky and decided to spend about half an
hour discharging its cargo upon us. As we had not changed,
we thought it better to pack our dry cloths and sit out the
shower in our swimsuits! By this time our seal had ventured
ever closer - what must he have thought of this strange
gathering standing, almost naked in the rain in the middle of
nowhere waiting for a taxi? The Hotel owner duly collected
us, accepted our dinner booking and drove us back to the
Loch. We went aboard for some R & R in preparation for
dinner. The tiny Coll Hotel has, if anything, improved over the
years and we were all agreed that this dinner was the best (and
most reasonably priced - £144 for 6 - of which £67 was for
wines and malts!) of the cruise.
No visit to the West Coast of Scotland is complete for me
without a stay in Kinloch Castle and so it was that on Tuesday
June 9th, fortified by Anne’s porridge, we slipped our mooring
at 0940 and set sail for Rhum (having filled our water tank
alongside the Ro-Ro pier). The wind was very light and we
only managed 1.5 hours sailing during the 5 hour passage.
Visibility was very poor and we managed to pass within a mile
of Eigg without seeing it! The fog, however, lifted to reveal

the spectacular scenery offered by
the SE coast of Rhum as we made
our way close by up to Loch
Scresort. On entering the Loch, the
sun appeared and was to remain
with us (during daytime!) for the
next three days.
We dropped anchor at 1445.
Having telephoned ahead from
Coil, we were booked into the
Castle. We settled into our
luxurious accommodation before
going for walks on the island. The
entire island is a nature reserve, so
seriously so that one is not even
permitted to cut the heather.
All used the Victorian showers
(described in an earlier log) before
adjourning to the Library where
pre-dinner drinks were served by
our kilted host, Ian Mac Arthur,
and his wife, Kathkeen. All this to
the music of what must be the
World’s largest "ghetto blaster", an Tending the Heather Rhum
orchestrion reputedly built for
Queen Victoria.
The maximum number of guests who can stay in the Castle
(16) is determined by the seating accommodation around the
dining table which came from the "yacht" (it was used as a
hospital ship during the Boer War!) owned by the Castle’s late
owner, Sir George Bullough. In the event, there were only the
six of us and two others. After an excellent dinner (interrupted
only by the birth of a foal on the lawn outside) we adjourned
to the games room for coffee, liqueurs and a few games of
snooker. All slept soundly.
Breakfast on Wednesday was enjoyed around the same
table after which all went out to see the new foal. After
another walk (during which Don and I surreptitiously cut a
little heather for the pulpit) and lunch aboard we weighed
anchor at the leisurely hour of 1315. It was a flat calm day
with not a cloud in the sky; so much so that there was no point
in even hoisting the mainsail. From the NE corner of Rhum we

Sound of Sleat with Caries and Veronica Barrington

Mark Restan
were able to see, at once, Ardnamurchan Point, Eigg, Muck,
Mallaig, Skye with its impressive mountains, Canna and, on
the distant horizon, Barra Head.
At 1530 we entered Canna Harbour and dropped anchor.
Canna, a lovely harbour, lies between the islands of Canna and
Sanday and offers perfect shelter, though the directions indicate
that some swell gets in in easterlies. We had pleasant walks
ashore, the idyllic scenery being marred only by the noise of
works in progress extending the jetty. Canna offers no facilities
and does not have a restaurant. So it was that, after three days
of serious dining ashore, we had our second dinner aboard. It
the event, it was such a success that it did nothing to rest our
jaded pallets! This success was added to in no small way by the
fact that we were joined aboard for pre-dinner drinks by John
Grant, a single handed sailor from the yacht Denali which was
anchored close by. John, a Police Constable from Glasgow,
stayed on for dinner and kept us out of our bunks until the not
very early hours of the morning.
We weighed anchor at 1100. It
was another sunny day with just a
whisper of wind from the NE. I
have a particular note in the log that
as we passed Rhum to starboard the
sun went over the yardarm entirely
unnoticed by all but me: a state of
affairs that I did not allow to
continue for more than an hour! At
1350 we passed the Point of Sleat to
port and were soon enjoying a
lovely sail up the Sound of same the
wind having "freshened" to force 3.
At 1600 we dropped anchor at
Isleornsay, another good and well
protected anchorage save only that,
I am told, one must watch out for
downdraughts. When the first shore
party landed, Anne got talking to
some trawlermen and later joined us
in the Bar with a large bag of
kingsize prawns for which, she
assured us, there was no charge - in
P. Butler money or otherwise.
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We cooked tile prawns aboard, but adjourned to the Hotel
Eilean larmain where we had yet another good dinner. After
dinner we met sailor and contributor to many sailing
directions, Charles Barrington, and arranged to meet himself
and his wile. Veronica, for the following day’s sail down to
Armadale.
Having picked up Charles and Veronica, we weighed
anchor at 1100 on Friday 12th June. The wind was a southerly
force 3 giving us a leisurely beat up to Armadale during which
we enjoyed the refreshments brought by our guests. More
importantly, Charles provided us with a mine of information
about many anchorages on the West coast of Scotland and
used a "star" system to mark our sailing directions. At 1300
we picked up a HIDB mooring at Armadale. Anne made a
salad with croutons to accompany the prawns - a luncheon
worthy of the best we have had during our more serious
researches, in particular in Brittany!
After lunch our" guests had to leave as Veronica had to attend
her Gaelic class. The language revival movement is such on
Skye that it was a condition of a Lease held by Charles that he
could speak Gaelic and that Veronica should attend classes and
attain a particular standard by a particular date.
Armadale, a ferry port for traffic from Mallaig, is 5 miles N
of the Point of Seat. Although i! is a small village, it offers a
few excellent shops which were availed of by all in buying
presents for home. We had a good simple meal in a newly
opened bistro close to the Ferry Pier.

Loch Scavaig

Anne, the yachts great "’fixer" when it comes to dealing
with people in strange ports, met and befriended a lady taxi
owner/driver. It transpired that she was driving to Glasgow the
following morning via Portree in order to collect her nephew
who was due to arrive at Glasgow airport from Ireland. Anne
told her of Nicholas’and Don’s plans to take the Mallaig train
to Glasgow to fly home therefrom. The upshot of all of this
was that she said she would be glad to drive them free of
charge for company’s sake if they could meet her early in the
morning. Having decided that they could get back to Arnaadale
early in the morning by ferry, the "’deal" was struck!
Mallaig, which holds little attraction for yachts people and
was our only mainland port, was chosen as a crew changing
point because of its direct rail link with Glasgow. Mark and
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Bill were due at 2225 and Nicholas and Don were to leave the
following morning.
We slipped our mooring at 2100 and had a glorious hour’s
sail over to Mallaig.
Here we dropped anchor S of the Fish Pier in good holding
ground but with very limited room to swing. The first shore
party met Mark and Bill at the head of the Lifeboat steps and,
after Don and Nicholas made arrangements for overnight
accommodation in a local guest house, all eight of us said our
"hellos" and "farewells" in one of the towns many pubs.
Eamonn’s daily check on all things electrical or mechanical,
revealed that our alternator was "dead". He suggested that the
batteries must have been switched off while the engine was on.
It was then that l understood why the Decca "pilot" function
had been blank when I went below some days earlier. Any one
of us could have been the culprit - the battery switch is under
the navigator’s feet out of sight and it is all too easy, when
switching from "battery 1’" to "battery 2" to bring the switch
through the "batteries 0" position. It is a lesson learned but,
until another system is devised, I live in fear of the same
happening again.
Enquiries ashore on Saturday, followed by ’phone calls,
revealed that the only place where we could get an appropriate
replacement alternator on Saturday was Portree, the capital of
Skye some 30 miles (by road) from Armadale. It was,
therefore, decided to dispatch Eamonn and Bill on the same
ferry as Don and Nicholas. The rest of us had breakfast ashore
and did some shopping. Anne,
having carried out the negotiations,
a fuel lorry met us along side the N
of the Fish Pier and filled our tank.
We left at l l00 and had a broad
reach in a southerly 4 over to
Armadale where we picked up our
old mooring at 1200.
Of all the anchorages
recommended by Charles
Barrington, he was most insistent
that we visit Loch Scavaig NW of
the Point of Sleat some 22 miles
from Armadale.
Eamonn and Bill were waiting
for us with the replacement
alternator which they duly fitted.
We left at 1500. After a some
motorsailing, we beat up to the
Point of Sleat and had a run down
to the entrance to Loch Scavaig.
The (most excellent) CCC
Directions which are not at all
renowned for florid descriptions of
Mark Restan anchorages say, inter alia, the
following of Loch Scavaig (o.k.a.
Loch Scathvaig):- "One of the most
dramatic and awe-inspiring anchorages in Europe, it is set
deep in the cirque of the Black Cullins of Skye, an ancient
volcanic crater. It is wild and totally remote from civilisation
..... "’. It was only as we entered that I realised that whoever
wrote for our sister club was totally in tune with all the other
directions and not given to florid language. None of us will
ever forget the surreal scene which confronted us, one which I
regret I cannot adequately describe in words or with
photographs. We entered in a cloud of driving drizzle Anne
with the directions and Charles’ notes in hand~ myself steering
to her directions and all others at watch on deck. As we closed
with the land, water (from the huge mountain to port) appeared
to come out of the sky. This was followed by several other
waterfalls and violent downdraughts as we rounded En Glas

into the small (about the twice the
size of Bullock Harbour at HW)
centre of the crater. The water was
flat calm but the wind from the
downdraughts whistled through the
rigging. We identified none of the
promised mooring rings on the
rocks. Having dropped the anchor
and satisfied ourselves that it was
holding, we turned off the engine.
On doing so, we noticed no
abatement of the noise due to the
continuous flow of water from a
height of some 800m into our
anchorage. Our sense of isolation
was confirmed by the absence of
any other craft and the continuous
driving drizzle (which was to stay
with us until after our departure).
Anne, Mark and I, leaving the
others to cook for a change, went
ashore, having tied the punt to the
(only) steps just below a small
cottage on the E side of the Loch. Reaching past Ardnamurchan
The cottage, it transpired, is a
climbers’ rest place the only means of getting to the Loch by
land being on foot. There we found a single room with fire,
bunks and six exhausted climbers who were good enough to
share their whisky with us. We then walked up to Loch
Coruisk, a freshwater lake a few hundred yards NE of Loch
Scavaig and about 20 meters above sea level the water from
which was cascading down into Scavaig. We dined aboard on
smoked salmon and yet another spiced beef with potatoes and
cabbage.
On Sunday we all went ashore; Eamonn, Bill and David
exploring and Anne, Mark and I swimming and washing in
Loch Coruisk. The latter was an experience not to be forgotten
- undressing in the driving rain and bathing in the clear fresh
water with all the benefits of an overhead shower to rinse
away the last of the shampoo! Conditions had remained the
same in Loch Scavaig and we were followed to and from Red

Lady Rock - Firth of Lorne

Point

Paul Butler

Velvet by curious seals.
We weighed anchor at 1340. On leaving the Loch we came
out of the curtain of drizzle there, it seemed, to hide the Loch’s
secrets from the outside world. The wind was blowing from
the SW 4/5. We plugged it for an hour motorsailing towards
Eigg. It was then that strange smoke came from our exhaust
and the engine began to lose power. Eamonn diagnosed a
terminal illness and instructed us not to Use the engine again.
We decided to sail for Rhum to collect our thoughts overnight.
On entering Loch Scresort, the wind howled down the valley
on our nose at a mean 30 knots with gusts of 45. Beating up
towards the head of the Loch, I attempted to tack about 20
meters from the N shore when the genoa sheet fouled and we
were unable to get about, as thoughts of insurance claims and
air transport flashed through my mind Eamonn had the "dead"
engine started and we got out of trouble.

Paul Butler
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That was to be the last use of our engine until it was
completely rebuilt by Norman Wright in Dun Loaghaire some
weeks later.
We dropped our anchor at 1800. Conditions in the Loch
were now too bad to use the punt. Mark was very
disappointed: I had told him of Rhum and Kinloch Castle
months before our departure and Anne had described our
recent visit.
Monday 15th. June was a lovely morning with the wind
just S of W 5/6. Having weighed anchor we had a glorious
sail leaving Eigg to port. As we were being slightly headed it
was decided to leave Muck to starboard. As we approached
the E corner of Muck, freed and sailing at 6.7 knots, Eamonn,
who had been asleep below, woke up to tell us that he heard
anchor chain noise. I thought it was just the length of chain
attached to the anchor that was loose and Eamonn went back
to sleep. Ten minutes later I went forward to secure the chain
only to find that the anchor chain had not been detached from
the main body of chain, that the end of the chain had not been
secured in the chain locker and that we were dragging the
entire chain, the anchor end of which only remained secured
to the boat because the anchor had been so well secured on
deck! When I attempted to pull the chain in it was as solid as
an iron bar and I could not move it. We ultimately got it on
board by using a steel hook secured to a warp and winching
in a few links at a time. Another lesson learned! Having
toasted Ardnamurchan Point and LH, we entered Tobermory
Harbour at 1300. There were no HIDB moorings available
but a yacht was getting ready to leave so we sailed up and
down the harbour for about 20 minutes before picking up its
mooring.
Tuesday and we all enjoyed a huge breakfast in the
Mishnish before seeing Anne off on her bus. We slipped our
mooring at 1053 The wind was NW but blowing so gently that
it took us more than half an hour to beat out of the harbour
into the Sound of Mull against the tide which was to take us
down the Sound. We had a glorious, if slow, day’s sail down
the Sound of Tobermory, the Firth of Lorne and the Sound of

Luing. As we entered the latter, the wind dropped completely
but the tide carried us through the Sound and passed the Gulf
of Corryvreckan. As we entered the Sound of Jura in the
evening the wind got up to force 3 and we had a glorious sail
in a starlit night.
By 0244 on Wednesday June 17th we had Gigha on our
beam, the wind blowing W/NW 1/3 and by 0730 I toasted the
Mull of Kintyre as I went off watch. During the morning the
wind increased and by 1255 we had Mew Island abeam in a
NW 5 with full main on a preventer and a polled out genoa. At
that time the met. office, through RTE, gave us a promise of
N/NE 3/4 and we altered to 177 degrees (m) for South Rock
which we passed to starboard at 1644 and altered to 210
degrees (m) for Baily LH. We had our last dinner aboard.
Contrary to the forecast the wind blew up to 6 with gusts
during the night but we coped very well under reduced sail.
At 0540 on Tuesday 18th June we picked up our R.I.Y.C.
mooring, had breakfast and went to bed to await our punt
service at 0930.
The cruise, although curtailed, was my favourite Scottish
cruise made most memorable by Loch Scavaig, the sail home
and the best weather that I have experienced in Scotland.
Highlands & Island Development Board Moorings
Gigha
Ardminish Bay
Jura
Craighouse
Conlonsay
Scalasaig (Berths)
Coil
Arinagour
Mull
Tobermory, Salen & Craignure Bay
Barra
Castlebay
Eriskay
Acairseid Mor
South Uist
Loch Boisdale and Loch Carnan
North Uist
Kallin & Loch Maddy
Harris
Rodel
Skye
Armadale, Portree and Stein
Mainland
Kilchoan (S Ardnamurchan)
Tighnabruaich (Kyles of Bute)
Millport Cumbrae

SUMMARY:
Port
Dun Laoghaire
Port St. Many (Via Peel)
Craighouse (Jura)
Scalasaig (Colonsay)
Loch Eathama (Coil)
Loch Scresort (Rhum)
Canna Harbour (Canna)
Isleornsay (Skye)
Armadale(Skye)
Mallaig
Armadale (Skye)
Loch Scavaig (Skye)
Loch Scresort (Rhum)
Tobermory (Mull)
Dun Laoghaire
TOTALS/AVERAGES:

Arr.

Dept.
Date/Time
04 June-22.40
05 June- 16.30
06 June- 14.15
07 June- 11.30
07 June- 14.00
08 June-05.30
07 June- 19.00
08 June-I 4.00
09 June-09.40
09 June- 14.45
10 June-13.15
10 Jtme-I 5.30
11 June- 11.00
11 June- 16.00
12 June-11.00
12 June-I 3.00
12 June-21.00
12 June-22.00
13 June-11.00
13 June-12.00
13 June- 15.00
13 June- 19.00
14 June-13.40
14 June- 18.00
15 June-07.05
15 June-13.00
16 June-10.53
18 June

Distance

Time
N. Miles

Engine

Night

Speed
NmPH

98
121
27
50
28
13
31
10
6
6
22
15
30
229

17.80
21.25
5
8.50
5
2.25
5
2
1
1
4
4.3
6
42.8

8
5
1
2
3.5
2.25
2
0
0
0
1
1
0
0

5.51
5.69
5.40
5.88
5.60
5.78
6.20
5.00
6.00
6.00
5.50
3.49
5.00
5.35

685

125.9

25.75

5.44
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The Lofoten Islands
James Osborne

The Lofoten Islands have been much written about by
numerous cruising gurus, not least amongst them the late Rory
O’Hanlon and the late John Guinness. My original plan to go
there was, however, based in different origins in that my father
- the former pilot of Mulroy - had, in 1940, fought in the
Battle of Narvick and following a severe battering by German
artillery retreated to the Lofoten Islands to effect repairs.
Whilst not wanting to dwell on war memories, he clearly had
an affection for the place and its beauty, which inspired a
curiosity to see them for myself.
To many, much of the fun in cruising is the winter planning
which (apparently) must take place if all is to go to schedule.
Every autumn I vow I will join the band of well organised
yachtsman who carefully plan their route step by step, or
rather waypoint by waypoint. For some reason, and I always
blame other commitments, June arrives - 1992 was no
exception. Had it not been for Fred Espey and Arthur Magan,
a cruise to Dalkey Island, let alone the Arctic Circle, would
have been unthinkable. However, I had four vital ingredients
on my side - a good crew (Arthur and Julie Magan, Geraldine
Hickey and David Watson (for part only)), a grand sea-going
vessel, some prospect of southerly winds and a determination
to see for myself these majestic islands some 200 miles inside
the Arctic Circle.
The day of our departure (Saturday 30th May) was dull and
misty. There was virtually no wind and a slop rocked the
occupants of Dun Laoghaire Harbour. However, the forecast
predicted southerlies which lifted our hearts, as last year Verve
had fought northerlies to Stornoway on the long beat to
Iceland. After dinner ashore, we departed motoring into a foul
tide until north of Lambay. A thick cool night, but ideal for
getting endless items to function, including the masthead light
- an everyday switch for most but a comforting rarity on
Verve. The same could not be said for the compass light which
shone brightly (and briefly) before blowing - none other than I
had bought the wrong wattage bulb. My crew, by now, take
these minor setbacks with a little more than a knowing shrug
and the comforting words "Don’t worry Skip, in a couple of
days we won’t need lights".
By 0700 on Sunday a SE4 had come up and, as always, I
was pounding about setting staysails, spinnakers and anything
else that would fly. Progress was good. In hot sunshine, we
left Mew Island well to port, sailing across Belfast Lough, in
close to Island Magee before anchoring in Brown’s Bay to
await the tide.
By midnight we were well up the Northern Channel with a
light southerly - the Mull some 15 miles away had
disappeared in cloud and mist. Geraldine took over at 03.00
and soon our speed over the land had increased to 10,3 knots,
thus to ll.8 and finally to 14.6! We were about 2-3 miles
north of the Mull and must have picked up the full swish of the
tide.

116

The only planning I had done was to bet David Watson that
we would be in Fort William by midnight, 1st June. For
anyone who knows me, such an incentive normally works and
Monday was spent in flat calm with clear blue skies and
baking heat motoring from Jura to the entrance of the Canal. In
some ways I felt cheated as there is no finer sailing in
Scotland. However, we had a long way to go and a bet to
collect. Luckily we arrived before closing time and the bet was
promptly turned into liquidity.
The following three days were spent in the Caledonian
Canal. It is worth doing (maybe only once). My only words of
advice are bring cans of anti-midge spray, plenty of beer and
be patient - it takes a long time and each lock has a certain
similarity about it (from the inside at least).
By now we were feeling the arctic north-east winds.
However, after an eventful 24 hours in Cromerty where we
inadvertently had to practice the drying out (not alcohol
related) routine with a spinnaker pole over the port side and a
line from the masthead to a nearby pier, we motored north in
calm, cold conditions to Lerwick, arriving early on Sunday
morning. Visibility was down to 200 metres and any
helmsman would have had reason to question the sight that
greeted us 60 or so spinnakers off Lerwick Harbour on the
morning of the Sabbath. When will these Vikings ever learn?
This was the beginning of a race to Bergen which was the final
episode in a week’s carousing in the Shetlands. The fleet was
followed by the Norwegian training vessel which,
accompanied by the local lifeboat, made a fine sight.
Surprisingly, or perhaps as the reader will have gathered not
surprisingly, I had no Norwegian charts on board but was
confident of finding the bare minimum in Lerwick. Watching
60 Norwegian vessels sail off into the fog did not fill me with
optimism but things improved and with the aid of a Russian
liner, the Asgard (making her first visit to the Shetlands), and
the remaining Norwegians, we cobbled together an interesting
collection of "maps".
David Watson had to return to London and after refuelling
and doing the seemingly endless list of chores/repairs we
departed Lerwick at 16.30 on Monday 8th June. The next eight
hours were pure bliss as we reached our way north, roving
through the islands via Linga Sound and Bhiemill Sound
before leaving Muckle Flugga to starboard at about midnight.
This was one of those magic sails, made even better by the
company - all of us were like over-excited children lapping up
every minute. The Shetlands need extensive cruising and one
day I will be back.
The following 72 hours had a bit of everything southerlies
with a spinnaker up for 18 hours, followed by glass calm with
the deck too hot to walk on and then the dreaded NE 5/6. By
this time we were some 30 miles south of Kristiansund and
still some 30 miles off our most southerly chart. Thanks to Ian
Morrison I had on board the appropriate Admiralty Pilot and

Micky d’Alton - The navigator checking
with good visibility, a bit of this and a bit of that, we tore into
the coast north of Grip Light before mooring in amongst some
islands adjacent to a ferry terminal. This was a magic little
archipelago on the south-west corner of Stabben. The weather
was sublime. On June 13th Trondheim was mentioned as
being the warmest place in Europe. Whilst we made our
landfall without hiccough we were still in "unchartered
territory". Unbowed, we successfully wiggled our way north,
eventually re-entering the chartered universe at 13.30 on June
14th. All of this may seem more dramatic than it actually was.
The Norwegian coast is the main channel of communication there are few, if any, roads and thus every danger is marked by
a beacon, a perch, a buoy or a lighthouse. The only problems
were overhead cables but provided the pilot was correct (and
we were where we thought we were) these gave me no more
anxiety than any other bridge or cable - one large gin and
three smokes are the normal tranquilisers.
We had gone about two weeks and knew if we were to
make our objective the pedal had to be kept on the floor. In
short, this is what we did, sailing day and night to Rorvick
(where Arthur and I tried to make amends for the looting and
raping by Vikings in the 6th Century, only to be curtailed by
"yer wans", who have since been re-named the "preventers")
from there to Bronnoysund and further north until we were
abeam Tomma Island.
All this way we were blessed by strong southerlies - a little
squally rain but generally good visibility. It is difficult to give
a true picture of the beauty of this coast. It is quite the most
spectacular scenery I have ever seen and to make everything
perfect, almost all of the sailing is inside and amongst islands,
giving shelter from the North Atlantic swell.
All had been plain sailing but, as in any cruise, there are
moments and off Tomma Island, the wind which had been
SW6, cranked right around and blew like hell from the north. I
was on watch and with the sails soon stowed, there was
nothing for it but to try and seek shelter. This is not so easy as
even on the leeward side of the islands (which averaged 2,500
feet) the wind squalls down the mountainside in ferocious
gusts. I noticed a ferry moored alongside a pier some mile or
so to port and set off for refuge. Fortunately the European Cup
Soccer was on television and the skipper and crew of the ferry
were on the bridge tuned into the match. The skipper
responded to our call, confirmed there was water to the
leeward side of the pier and took our lines. It was pouring with

Fred Espey
rain and blowing 8/9. With the shore 20 yards astern it was not
a place to make a mistake. One good deed etc. - one and a half
bottles of Jameson twelve year old later, the skipper and two
crew were lifted off Verve clutching their empties - God
knows who won the football!
We were away, again at about 05.00 (the crew having
picked up the determination baton) and with a strong north
westerly we flew NNE under a double-reefed main and small
jib, weaving our way amongst the islands, across Vestfjorden,
arriving in Skrova some 27 hours later. The previous night we
had had our first sight of the Lofoten Wall. The cliffs
silhouetted by the midnight sun with the lee rail almost under
is a memory I will cherish.
After a sleep and an enormous brunch we were off again to
Trollfjord - much has been written about this wonder and I
can add little. We stayed 6/7 hours quite enthraled and I hope I
can return for longer.
One of the virtues of the midnight sun is that time means
nothing. There is no darkness. The day (all 24 hours of it) is
governed by energy, food, sleep and thirst. If the ingredients
are right one can just keep going. From Trollfjord we sailed
very slowly to Kabelvaag - a charming town which was the
former capital of the Lofotens. We entered the harbour under
sail and at 01.30 drifted slowly alongside a fishing boat under
repairs. Vittling and laundry were required and the following
morning was dedicated to domesticity and some "sitting on the
corner watching the girls go by". This is a painless pastime in
Norway and one to be highly recommended. Enough dreaming
- the "preventers" showed an anxiety to get under way and
there followed a stunning reach south west past Henningsraer
and Vestvagoy before berthing in the tiny picturesque harbour
of Nusfjord. By now the wind was due north and cold, very
cold, but the visibility remained excellent and the scenery
stunning.
Our intention had been to continue southwest to Vaeroy and
then east-southeast to Bodo to make our train connection.
Lady luck had been on our side in strength, but we awoke to
SW7 which soon put pay to these plans. It was clear our best
bet was Stamsund to catch the 21.00 ferry to Bodo. The final
sail of this memorable cruise was exhilarating and a fitting
finale - racing into the rock strewn entrance of Stamsund at 7
knots before mooring alongside a fishing wharf where Verve
was to remain and await Fred’s arrival. We all wished we had
another week but all good things must end. After all, had I
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spent the winter planning I would have known how far the
Lofotens were from Dun Loaghaire. If I had known that I
might never have started. Just think what we would have
missed.
Many things go to make up a successful cruise but none is
more important than a happy ship. In 22 days there was
endless laughter, some anxiety but never a cross word.
"Preventers" are not such a bad crew after all.

The return of Verve
A late Dispatch from Fred J.K. Espey
We cleared the entrance to Stamsund at 09.35 on Friday 26th
June. The wind was light variable so we motored when the
wind felt light. This was an exceptionally clear day, visibility
was up to seventy or eighty miles, the hill above Stamsund
was visible sixty miles away.
Myken L.H. abeam at 03.00 on Saturday 27th June and
Nesoy abeam at 08.53. This was where we crossed the Arctic
Circle, at distance of 117.3 miles.
We arrived in Sandnessjoen at 16.10 and tied up to a
pontoon in the small boat harbour.
On Sunday 28th June the wind blew very strong from the
south so we decided to stay for the day in Sandnessjoen.
Mickey, Barry and Geoffrey walked in nearby hills.
The following day was still rather fresh southerly, but we
decided to head south. We motored most of the way, the wind
was right on our nose. The Navigators job in this part of the
world is very tiring, it is necessary to be on your toes at all
times as a missed beacon or a crop of rocks could cause serious
confusion. We sailed inside the island of Vega and arrived in
Bronnoysund at 19.20 - 42.2 miles. Tied up to a pontoon, a
walk around the town, a few drinks and home to bed.
We slipped the pontoon at Bronnoysund at 10.00 on
Tuesday and sailed south to Vikna Island where we arrived in
Rorvik at 21.00 - 48 miles. Tied up to a pontoon outside the
boatyard and walked around the town. This was a fairly large
port and a number of liners were tied up here also.
Wednesday 1st July. We slipped our berth at 09.00 and
passed under an enormous bridge. There are quite a lot of
bridges connecting the islands along the coast, all of them high

Heavy ice ahead
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enough to clear the largest ships. This was a good sailing day
and we continued on till we arrived at a little island Saetervik
at 18.05 a distance of 37.5 miles. This island was very remote
with just one shop and of course no pubs. As the wind was due
to go to the North Sea from here. We had to find thus owner of
the shop who lived across the other side of the island and get
some stores from him for our journey to Scotland.
We left Saetervik at 03.00 on Thursday 3nd July. The wind
was N.N.W. about F 3 or 4. At 03.00 on Friday we had logged
130 miles in the previous 24 hours. At midday the spinnaker
set and drawing in lovely N.W. F 4. The wind increased to F 5
to F 6 so we took down the spinnaker and boomed out the jib.
We could still see the Norwegian coast in the distance. There
was still no darkness at night. The glass was unfortunately
falling and the wind and sky looked rather ominous.
Saturday 4th July at 03.00 we had logged 126 miles in the
previous 24 hours. The wind steadily increased during the
morning and by midday it was blowing a gale, luckily from the
North. The gale lasted about 14 hours and we reduced the sail to
a small amount of jib rolled out. It was difficult sailing in these
conditions, large seas, plenty of wind on the crest of a wave but
none at the trough. It was nearly impossible to stop the boat
jibeing. The gale hit us when we were in the middle of the
Ninian Oil Field, up to 12 rigs were in sight at any one time.
Sunday 5th July 03.00, we logged 122 miles for the
previous 24 hours, a fair distance but unfortunately we were
blown oft" course somewhat. The wind decreased during the
morning and at 14.15 we started the engine.
Monday 6th July at 03.00 we logged 118 miles in the
preceding 24 hours. Oil rigs were sighted in the entrance to the
Moray Firth at 09.20 The wind was variable so we motored
and at 22.30 on Monday the 6th July we dropped anchor off
Burghead, our log reading 601 miles, an average of 5. I knots.
On Tuesday 7th July we weighed anchor in the early hours
in calm weather and motored to the Sealock of Caledonian
Canal, arriving there at 09.20. Locked in and motored to Caley
Marina, about 8 miles along the canal where we washed and
ate a good breakfast. Our passage continued through the
Caledonian Canal, Crinan and on to Bangor where we left
Verve for over a week when we returned to sail in a F 7/8
headwind for Dun Laoghaire.
A great cruise with every kind of weather and conditions.

P O’ Connor

Cantabria and the Basque Coast
David FitzGerald

In 1989, during the Skippers first retirement the Peigin Eile
enjoyed an extended cruise of three months, initially going
down to Portugal from Galway, and then retuming to the Rias
of Galicia, where we took a marina berth in Bayonna for a
month to fully explore that part of the coast. With a crew of
two, (the Skipper and daughter Grainne). Peigin Eile returning
by way of the N coast of Spain to San Sebastian and then up to
Britanny. Having spent longer than intended in the Rias, and
as the N coast of Spain is 300 miles long, we found that we
had to press on a bit and ended up visiting only three ports on
the long coast, Ribadeo, Rebadessalle and San Sebastian.
We were so impressed by the beautiful area, with its many
harbours and anchorages, backed by the huge mountain
ranges, that we knew we would want to visit there once again
and explore it in more detail.
We realized that to fully do justice to the area, we should
limit the length of coast where we planned to visit and it was
therefore decided that in 1992 we should confine our cruise to
that part of the coast extending from Santander to San Sebastian,
which was approximately one hundred miles in length.
As the Skipper did not wish to be away for four weeks at a
time, the cruise was to be split into two and Peigin Eile was to
be left in Spain for a two week period while the Skipper
returned home.
This plan proved to be extremely fortunate as we will hear
later. The first leg of the cruise was to be to Santander direct
from Galway and the departure date was set for Friday 6th
June. The crew for the trip down was made up of the two "old
boys", the Skipper and Tom Foote and the two "young lads",
Robert McDonagh and Kevin O’Beime.
Tom could only take a week and would return home with
the Skipper when he left the boat in Spain for a fortnight, in
the charge of the two lads.
Neighbours from Kinvara, Don Deveney ("Don Giovani")
and his wife Bernie were flying down at a later date to Spain,
to join us there and accompany us on the trip back.
A further advantage of cruising this part of the coast was
the frequent air service to Bilbao via London, which generally
assisted us in making crew changes.
As usual we timed our departure from Galway in order to
reach the mouth of the Shannon at high tide. This would allow
us to carry the ebb tide from the Shannon to the Blasket
Sound. The tides run hard on that part of the coast where one
often has to contend with big seas, and the difference between
having an ebb of a flood tide can be many hours of tough
sailing. However, when we left Galway at 16.10 on Friday
12th June, the weather was beautiful and we were under
engine in light winds.
At 07.00, Saturday 12th June the visibility was still at
200/300 yards and we had just decided to continue to stand out
and go south of the Blaskets, when - magic - the fog cleared
the there was the Blasket Sound bathed in morning sunlight.

We headed for the Sound and, still under engine in light
wind, passed through at 08.30. We continued motoring all
morning and afternoon in pleasant conditions and light wind,
passing close by Bray head (Valentia Island) and the Puffin
Island to reach the Bull Rock at 14.00. This was our departure
point and after leaving the rock close to port we set our course
(160° M) for Cabo Mayor - at the entrance to Santander.
Cabo Mayor makes an excellent land fall on this coast of
Spain as it has a major light with fog signal on it as well as a
long distance radio beacon, - important navigational aids if
one looses Decca and encounters bad visibility (neither
unusual on this coast).
Shortly after taking our departure from Bull Rock at 15.30 a
South Westerly three set in and we were able to set full said
and make good time in warm sunny conditions.
A most pleasant night at sea followed with excellent sailing
in the light SW breeze and next morning (Sunday June 14th)
we were amazed at have both Lands End and Swansea radio
coming through clearly on the VHF. After checking our
position we noted we were 100 miles due W of the Scillies and
we celebrated these excellent radio conditions by having a chat
with the folks back home, and letting them know how we were
getting on.
We started motoring again during the afternoon and
continued through another peaceful night (apart from the
thump-thump of the engine).
At dawn the next morning - Monday June 15th - we got the
sails up again with a NE setting in and this was to stay with us
varying from three to six for the next two days giving first
class sailing with fine weather conditions.
After three days of clear conditions the weather closed in and
became misty on Tuesday evening and thickened during the
night. The wind fell light at 01.30 on Wednesday morning and
the engine which had been running well was difficult to start.
After persevering for a while we got it going again apparently well. At this time we had about 100 miles to go to
Santander and were already planning our first dinner ashore in
Spain that evening.
After motoring all morning still in poor visibility we
stopped the engine to get the weather forecast at 13.55.
However we failed to start it again, no matter how hard we
tried.
After flattening one of the batteries we abandoned our
efforts and hoisted sail making only two to three knots in the
light conditions.
We could see our celebration dinner ashore disappearing
rapidly at this stage. We even hoisted the spinnaker to try and
make better time, but could not get it to fill properly with the
light wind and loppy Biscay sea.
We had lost our Decca reception half way down the bay but
at this stage we were getting fixes on both the Cabo Mayor and
Cabo Penas beacons, - a great comfort and a check on our DR.
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Later that evening we established Decca bearings on the
Spanish chain, and at 22.00 we identified the fog siren on
Cabo Mayor. With a light wind, no engine and visibility down
to a quarter of a mile, we decided not to attempt to enter
Santander Harbour at night. On VHF we could hear the
shipping coming in and out of the harbour and they were
obviously having visibility problems themselves.
We were about five miles out, and clear of the harbour
entrance, so we decided to heave to for the night, with main set
and jib backed. We kept one man on watch on deck. The boat
lay extremely comfortably and we had a late celebration meal.
We had the usual preambles and a reasonably peaceful night
followed.
We were under sail again at 05.00 - Thursday 10th June beating in to the coast (which is steep to everywhere here) The
visibility had improved to one to two miles.
At 06.30 we picked up the shore at Isla de Santa Marina just
East of the Harbour entrance. We tacked across to Isla Mouro
at the entrance and beat up the harbour, past beautiful beaches
on both sides, past the city and the fine Yacht club. We had
decided to head for the Marina as it would be the best place to
have engine repairs. This lies about two miles up the harbour
from the city past the commercial docks.
We tied up alongside the excellent marina (after having to
sail in) at 09.00 on a damp misty morning.
Santander Marina is a fine new installation but the
infrastructure is not fully developed. There is a competent
Marine Engineer and workshop (and they speak English).
There are, however, no grocery shops or other facilities and it
is a long (and expensive) taxi ride into the city for shopping
and entertainment.
The first person we called to see was the Marine engineer
who, fortunately, was familiar with Volvo engines. His
diagnoses was not consoling - water in the oil. The engine,
which was noisy and hard to turn over, would require lifting
out of the boat and a complete stripping down, crankshaft
regrinding, new bearings etc. Bad news, but looking at it
philosophically, it was ten years old, due a complete overhaul
anyway and, as the boat was due to stay put for two weeks, the
timing of the break down could not have been better.
Having put all the arrangements in place, we headed off for
the city, did a bit of sight seeing and eventually had our
celebration dinner at a restaurant in the "Barrio Pesquero"
(the Fishermans quarter) where there are variety of
restaurants.
Spanish cooking is plainer than in France but the selection
and quality of sea food is superb. We spent Saturday and
Sunday generally resting, mooching around. We enjoyed two
further excellent dinners, one in the "Barrio Pesquero" and the
other at the Restaurant at the Marina, where we were by this
time well known.
It was here that Tom and I, on our last night before
returning home, were served with the most ’~ginormous" Gin
and Tonics we had ever seen, served up in glasses about twice
the size of your normal brandy glass.
We slept well that night but unfortunately had to be up early
next morning to catch the early bus to Bilbao (frequent
service) and our flight back to Dublin via London.
I was sorry not to be leaving Robert and Kevin in a place with
beaches and more action close at hand, but from what I heard on
my return they had been well able to look after themselves.
During my two weeks back in Ireland I was able to keep in
touch with progress on my engine and with the lads, by phone
and fax, with the help of "Paqui", the charming and efficient
English speaking manageress of the Santander Marina.
The Skipper left Dublin early on Saturday 5th July and was
back on Peigin Eile not long after lunch, having travelled by
plane via London to Bilbao and by bus to Santander.
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Peigin Eile had her engine completed and fitted again and
sea trials carried out.
Kevin and Robert were ready for sea again having made
good use of their fortnight sojourn. Both of them had spent a
few days on a hiking trip in the "Picos de Europa". Kevin had
brought a tent with him and was fully equipped with camping
gear. They were both most impressed with these majestic
mountains. Kevin, Who is a great follower of sports, had found
time to get to San Sebastian, for a couple of days, to take in the
preliminary stages and start of the "Tour de France" - the
famous cycling race. Having settled the all important, but
painful, financial matters (Spain is not cheap), we decided to
head down the harbour to anchor off the Yacht Club in the city
centre. The anchorage is somewhat exposed, as the Ria is
nearly a mile wide and liable to wash from passing ferries, but
we found it, never-the-less, a comfortable anchorage. It has the
big advantage of being close to an opulent and friendly Yacht
Club the down town part of an attractive city and reasonably
close to some fine beaches. We went ashore for the evening
and, after a good nights sleep, went ashore again to do some
shopping for supplies which we purchased at a large market
nearby, and also some camping gas (very cheap in Spain).
On 7th July, Peigin Eile sailed at 13.15 from Santander
after our eventful nineteen day visit. We had a light westerly
breeze, as we headed east along the coast, and as we left the
sky cleared for a beautiful afternoon.
In settled weather it is possible to sail in close to the coast
as the shore is steep to, and we enjoyed the impressive cliffs
and headlands east of Santander.
At 17.00 we approached Laredo and as we rounded a steep,
high and most impressive headland, we saw the magnificent
three mile long beach at Laredo with a fishing harbour at one
end came into view. We decided to look at the harbour first
although it is shallow and it was low tide.
This was the first time we had a problem with the South
Biscay Pilot. The bearing on which to approach the harbour was
correct but the transit shown in the photograph did not
correspond and lands you up on the beach. The harbour is
attractive but busy and full of fishing boats so we decided to
head for the anchorage off the Yacht Club; around the end of the
long spit (Punta del Pasaje) which forms the fine beach and
upon which the large holiday resort has been built. We anchored
off the Yacht Club, after navigating through a school of army
sub-aqua divers who were training off the end of the spit.
The anchorage was most satisfactory with a fine and
hospitable Yacht Club ashore, a fine beach and a choice of two
towns to visit. The centre of Laredo - three miles down the
promenade - is served by a bus every fifteen minutes, and
there is a ferry every ten minutes (five minutes crossing) to the
town of Santona, from the beach at the end of the spit.
We relaxed on board - G & T’s - and swimming - and after
a meal took the bus into Laredo to explore the pleasant town.
The last bus back was at 23.00, and after a few drinks in the
Yacht Club, we rolled aboard for a good night sleep.
We had to be in the Abra de Bilbao on Saturday night as we
were meeting Don and Bernie, who were arriving by plane on
Sunday; we decided we would visit two places farther East
before that time. The two most interesting places appeared to be
Elanxove and Gueterian, which is only 10 miles west of San
Sebastian. We would give San Sebastian a miss as it is not a
particularly good anchorage and very crowded and busy ashore.
We weighed anchor at 09.30 on Wednesday 8th July, on
another beautiful morning and headed east once again in light
westerly winds, keeping close to the interesting coast. Castro
Urdiales and the Abra de Bilboa, with its long harbour wall,
were left to starboard and, as we were not in a hurry, we
decided to have a look at the little resort of Plentzia which is
on a small estuary just East of Bilbao.

Once again the bearing and
transits did not coincide. The
bearing to the end of the pier 127° - looked fine but the transit the end of pier in line with a large
white building on the beach (easily
identified) - would have put one
dangerously close, if not on, the
rocks on the west side of the
estuary.
We nosed our way around the
end of the pier and into the river,
but as there was a dredger working
and mid-stream we turned tail and
headed out to sea again.
Two hours later we were
rounding Cabo Machichaco,
passing inside an oil platform five
miles out to sea.
We approached Elanxore at
16.30 and motored into the little
harbour enclose by high walls and
found it to be one of the prettier
places we had visited.
The outer harbour is less than a
hundred meters across and the inner Kevin - Picos de Europa
harbour is even smaller. The
harbour walls had ledges on them at low tide so we anchored in
the middle, clear of any moorings, with anchors laid our fore
and aft. It was not too crowded. The town itself is built on a
steep hillside, hanging above the harbour. It is little more than a
village but has a few shops, and bars and a restaurant or two.
The water was beautifully clear so we were not long getting
in for a swim. Kevin showed off his prowess as a diver with an
exhibition of swans, jackknifes and double flips off the 25ft
high harbour wall. The bikinis sunbathing around the harbour
were suitably impressed.
Ashore that evening the crew even managed to get the
Skipper up the steep winding alleyway to the top of the town,
encouraged by frequent stops at roadside hostelries on the way
up. Suitably fortified he found the trip down much easier.
After a further trip ashore in the morning, we motored off
east once again at 12.00. It was a hot clam day, with a flat sea
- most unusual for South Biscay as there nearly always seems
to be a lop, even an calm days. This is no doubt due to the fact
that there is no continental shelf here - ten miles out to sea the
depth is 2000 meters. After three hours motoring, sunbathing
and enjoying the costal scenery, we rounded Cabo Santa
Catalina and at 17.00 entered the fine harbour at Guetaria.
The two long sea walls are now completed, forming a fine
outer harbour with a Marina in the northern comer. There were
one or two vacant berths there, but enquiries indicated that
they were private berths belonging to boats that would be
returning in the evening. We were shown a spot in the harbour
where we could moor between two buoys, and a most
satisfactory berth it turned out to be.
One of the things we wanted to do was to pay our respects to
the memory of Juan Sebastian Elcano, the great Basque Pilot
from Guetaria. Elcano was the first man to circumnavigate the
world; No, it was not Magellan. Elcano was the Skipper of one
of the five ships - the Victoria - that sailed in Magellan’s fleet
in 1519. After discovering the straits named after Magellan,
they sailed on to the Phillipines, where poor old Megellan was
killed after taking sides in a war between two local factions.
Elcano survived and sailed on to the East Indies, around the
Cape of Good Hope and home to Spain in 1522. The only ship
to survive the circumnavigation with fifteen men out of five
hundred who started.

Robert McDonagh
Guetaria proved to be a lovely town with good facilities and
fine restaurants overlooking the harbour.
Ashore we visited the impressive and friendly yacht and
fishing club and, after a few rousers, made our way into the
town and duly paid our respects at Elcanos statue.
The town is very interesting with many old buildings,
narrow streets and a fine 14th century church.
The facilities were good at the Yacht club; we did some
badly needed washing the next morning, and after showering,
stocked up on diesel. Diesel is not easy to get in Spain as
untaxed diesel is only for fishing boats, and they usually enforce
the rule. However, in Guetaria the club boatman got us some
illicit diesel in our cans, warning us not to let anyone spot it. We
were to wait till we were at sea before we put it in our tanks.
We wanted to get back to Bilbao on Saturday, so we could
phone Don and Bernie before they left Ireland to tell them
where to meet us in the big harbour, which we had not visited
before. We cast of Guetaria at 11.30; once again under engine
in light head winds, and made our way back down the coast.
After motoring for four hours, we were horrified to see the red
oil pressure light come on, and immediately switched off the
engine. After we got over the shock of the red light we hoisted
sail and as the breeze freshened to a westerly five to six we
had a lively beat along the coast.
As we approached the Abra de Bilbao and the day, which
had clouded over, brightened up again, we were amazed to see
about fifty spinnakers heading towards us - obviously a major
regatta. It turned out to be the Biscay regatta with offshore
races which take in Bilbao, Santander and St Jean de Lux in
France. It was all the more interesting because one does not
see very many yachts along this coast.
It was getting dark when we passed between the lighthouses
marking the huge outer harbour walls to the Abra de Bilbao,
and it was another five miles before we dropped anchor in the
dark off the Yacht Club at Las Arenas at 22.45.
After a good nights sleep we woke to a beautiful morning
and found we had in fact anchored in a suitable spot just off
the end of the pier which encloses the Marina at Las Arenas.
We decided to stay put as the Marina appeared to be taken up
completely by local boats. Dark Horse, the fifty-foot club
yacht of the Lloyds Bank Yacht Club was anchored next to us.
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After breakfast we went ashore to scout around. We landed at
the Yacht Club slip and discovered that the scene had changed
quite a bit from that described in the South Biscay Pilot.
The Club Maritimo del Abra has now combined with the
Real Sporting Club and the "full size yacht club on piles"
which belonged to the latter has been completely pulled down
and replaced by a fine swimming pool, complete with
restaurant and bar.
These shore side facilities are accessed, from the "Club
Maritimo", by a passage under the promenade and roadway:
altogether a very civilized arrangement. The area around the
club is a classy residential area but the busy shopping and
downtown part of Las Arenas is only ten minutes walk away.
That evening we decided have a few drinks in the Yacht
Club before exploring further afield, but when we entered via
the underground walkway, we were horrified to be confronted
by evening jacketed men and sleekly gowned women. Rather
than beat a retreat we presented ourselves at the reception desk
where on enquiring, were told that there was a dinner on in the
ballroom on the third floor. We were quite adequately dressed,
and most welcome, to use the bar, lounge and reading room
facilities on the first floor. (We were glad we had persuaded
Robert to roll down his trousers to cover his bare ankles.)
The pilot book was correct in describing it as "’a palatial
club" but we were nevertheless made most welcome.
Next day we took the suburban train down to Plentzia,
where we had lunch. It is a pleasant town with moorings in
mid-river and a fine beach, which we did not get a chance to
use as it was an overcast day with a cool breeze.
Don and Bernie arrived that evening from Ireland at the
Yacht Club. Things were just closing up, as it was quite late so
we went back on board for a welcoming drink.
However the sight of fireworks and the sound of music
from the far side of the harbour was too much for us, so we
boarded the dinghy and motored across the Abra in the dark a journey of about one mile - to Santurce, known as the
kingdom of the Sardine. A festival was in progress and the
quayside was full of life. Bars, dancing, beer tents and raucous
entertainments. An enjoyable diversion from which we retired
back to the boat in the early hours.
Our plan was to leave Spain in the next day or so, and we
decided to move off to show Don and Bernie another Spanish
port before leaving for Brittany. After a trip ashore to a
supermarket, where we bought enough supplies for a few days,
we headed out for Castro Urdiales only ten miles away. We
were in no hurry so we enjoyed a lovely beat in light airs.
Castro Urdiales is a popular place to visit, and proved do be
a picturesque town with excellent facilities. We anchored
inside the Rompeolas Norte to try and get a bit of shelter as
there was quite a lop in the harbour in spite of the fine
weather. It could be quite an unpleasant anchorage in strong
Northerly winds.
We went ashore for the afternoon. Some of us went
shopping and the rest went to the rather crowded beach, for a
bit of sunbathing and swimming. Later we returned on board The log reads - "aboard for drinks and a lovely dinner (cooked
by Kevin), beautiful evening and sunset."
After dinner we went ashore for an enjoyable evening:
strolling around the historic streets and relaxing in various bars
and cafes. Before stepping into the dinghy we had our last
taste of Spain - Grilled sardines in the open on quayside
accompanied by a bottle of Vino.
Tuesday, 14th July and we were up at 06.00 on a fine
morning, for our trip across Biscay to Brittany. The wind was
light northerly so we motored for the first few hours and at
11.00 with a freshening NE wind we hoisted sail.
We were heating in a northerly direction, but as the day
wore on we were progressively headed to a course which

122

would take us well west of Ushant - not exactly where we
wanted to go.
At 15.00 about 50 miles N of the Spanish coast we spotted a
fleet of fishing boats and, as we approaching them, we could
see that we were about to be entertained to an exhibition of
tunny fishing in action.
Some of the boats were obviously into schools of tunny and
we passed about a half cable from a seventy foot fishing boats
from Bilbao.
The rails were lined by about twelve crew members, each
armed with a twenty foot rod pulling in tunny fish three to four
foot in length. They flicked them over their backs off the hook
onto the boat and then back in again to catch another one
almost immediately. There were several jets of water being
sprayed out onto the sea, presumably to attract the fish. All
very dramatic. We continued our NNW beat all evening and
right through a beautiful moonlight night.
No sign of a change in wind direction although the weather
forecast kept giving, ’wind variable force three to four’, for
Biscay.
We continued on the starboard tack, and were rewarded at
09.00 on the morning of July 15th -just twenty-seven hours
out - when Robert called down that he felt he had got a "bit of
lilY". When asked, he reported his course as 025°. The skipper
threw the Breton plotter on the chart and when he noticed we
were heading for Belle Isle roared up in jubilation "that’s not a
bit of a lift - that’s a mighty lift".
We continued sailing till the wind dropped light again at
13.00, when we resorted to the engine again.
We were (of course) still having problems with the oil
pressure light which would come on every hour or two.
Stopping the engine for a few minutes cured this and we would
start up again until we had a repeat performance. It was a bit
depressing having to watch the light like a hawk all the time.
We continued motoring all afternoon and evening and into
another lovely moonlight night. We got a bit of wind in the
early morning for a few hours, and managed to get sailing
again.
At 06.00 in the morning, forty-eight hours out, we spotted
the Goulphar light on the port bow. Shortly after the wind
dropped and we were under engine again, so we set course for
the south end of Belle Isle as the visibility closed in with a
typical Breton early morning mist.
We rounded Point de Kerdonis at 09.30, as the mist cleared
to another fine morning and set our course North-West to pass
inside Belle Isle and leave Isle de Groix to starboard.
A most relaxing day motoring alone the Breton coast,
sunning ourselves and catching up lost sleep. An extended
noon session followed by an excellent lunch, passed the time
quickly and at 17.00 we were rounding the beacons at Men Du
and Les Soldats, to head up into Concameau where we tied up
at the Marina at 18.30. We celebrated our arrival in Brittany
by having one of the best meals of the trip ashore in an
excellent family restaurant, whose name none of us can recall.
We had more than a few nightcaps at a bar on the harbour
front, before returning to our bunks. We were late rising the
next day and, alter a light lunch, spent the afternoon exploring
the old town, including a visit to the fishing museum which we
found fascinating, as they had beautiful models showing the
different fishing methods, demonstrating what is going on
under the sea, while trawling is being carried out. We now
know what happens at the end of those wires we see
disappearing into the sea behind trawlers.
Kevin, who had been with us since Galway was leaving us
here, as he wanted to see the concluding part of the "Tour de
France". It was sad to see him heading off with his rucksack as
he had been a good shipmate and first class sailor. Such is his
interest in sport that having seen the finish of the "Tour de

France", he headed off back down to Spain to the Olympic
Games. He was next seen on television, standing next to
Michael Carruth, when he received his Gold medal in
Barcelona.
We were up early the next morning and motoring over to
the pontoon to take on fuel. At 09.00 we set off for the Raz de
Seine, a light wind got up but we managed to set sail. We
passed an Irish Sigma 38 in the Raz heading south, but we
were not able to identify her name.
At 19.00 we passed through the Chenal de Toulonguet and
at 20.00 we were tied up alongside on the inner pontoons in
Camaret. We hurried ashore, as this was our last night in
France, for a meal at one of the many very pleasant hotels in
the town.
When we got up the next morning, visibility was quite bad
so we decided to do some shopping first to give it a chance to
clear. This chore completed we fortified ourselves with a
couple of Caf6 Cognacs, which appeared to make the visibility
improve. We motored off at 11.30 as there was little wind, and
as we headed out the visibility closed down again to about a
quarter of a mile.
Things were not pleasant as we were in busy waters, and
could hear ships around us but saw none. We passed a yacht
sailing south, slowly, about a hundred yards off.
At 13.40 the weather cleared enough for us to get a fix on
Creach Point - Ushant - about three miles to the north.
We were entering the shipping lanes, which we had to
cross, when visibility closed in again and, as we were most
unhappy, we decided to let Ushant control know our course
and position.
They responded almost immediately and only a few
seconds after we gave them our position they came back and
said they had identified us.
They obviously had all the shipping showing up on a control
screen, for they gave us the position of the two ships which were
closest to us; one six, and another nine miles away heading
South West. They also confirmed that we would pass well ahead
of them and that Ushant control would be keeping an eye on our
situation. At this time we were about twelve miles from the
Control station. All of this impressed us considerably and
cheered us up no end.
We motored on through the
night, not relishing the job of trying
to get into the Scillies in this
visibility but the gods were good to
us for, later in the night, it cleared
and (at 09.30 in the morning) we
spotted the Scillies ten miles offone of the best land falls we had
ever made on those low lying
Islands. At 11.30 we passed the
Spanish Ledges buoy and at noon
we had the hook down in St.
Mary’s Road.
A half an hour later we were
enjoying pints and pasties in the
Atlantic Hotel, where we met our
old friend of many years, Bill
Burrows - former lifeboat Engineer
and now assistant harbour master.
Three Galway hookers including
the indomitable Paddy Barry’s St
Patrick were in as well as Pride of
Galway, so we met many old
friends from Galway Bay and the
Crinui na mBad in Kivara. They
were all on their way back from the Bill Burrows.jovial Assistant

traditional boat festival in Brest and Douarnanez. We decided
to spend a couple of days in the Scillies, as the Skipper wanted
to see if he could get the oil pressure problem fixed on the
engine. We were successful in getting this sorted out
satisfactorily by a most helped mechanic, as previously
explained in this log, and have had no problem since.
The weather was quite reasonable for most of our stay,
although quite cool; the Island was thoroughly explored on
foot and by bicycle. We dined both nights at the Mermaid and
finished up on our last night, at a sing song in the Atlantic
Hotel, ably lead by the crew of St. Patrick.
We set sail again after lunch on Wednesday the 22nd July at
15.15. Before we left we had trouble getting water on board as
the tide was very low and the Scillonion was alongside.
We could not get alongside ourselves but we managed to
get a man ashore with containers, thanks to Bill Burrows who
ferried his ashore in the harbour launch.
The wind was SW force four to five so when we cleared the
Western Passage we set course for Crookhaven. The weather
forecast was, a gale warning for Fastnet but the skipper (our
weather expert), after diagnosing the situation carefully,
pronounced that the wind would be strong: only in the
northern part of the sea area, and would have passed through
by the time we got across to that side. Unfortunately he was
wrong. The wind increased steadily and by night fall we were
down to three reefs and a well rolled jib. By four in the
morning we were running off across the seas and a little while
later we dropped the main completely. We were now heading
in the general direction of Kinsale with winds up to gale force,
driving rain and large seas.
At 10.30 we caught sight of a drill rig, which at first we
mistook for the Kinsale Gasfield. This would have put us
miles further down wind than our Decca position, but we
contacted them on VHF and their position confirmed our own.
By 12.30 we were getting more sail up and at 16.00, with
the sky clearing and the sun coming out, we were sailing
comfortably again in a fresh breeze with the Old Head in sight.
As we neared Kinsale we were delighted to hear Paddy
Walsh - Julliana - on the VHF reporting back to his
"mummy". We contacted him and he thoughtfully had a berth

Harbour Master, Hughtown

D. FitzGerald
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Peigin in E/anxove
arranged for us when we arrived at Marina. The Pride of
Galway which had left the Scillies a half an hour after us
arrived later that evening. They had suffered two blown out
sails and a broken topmast on the way.
We decided to leave Peigin Eile in Kinsale for a week as
we were all pretty tired, so we relaxed all day Friday. We all
had a farewell dinner together that evening in one of Kinsale’s
many lovely restaurants.
On Saturday morning we moored Peigin Eile out safely in
the estuary in front of Actons Hotel where she could dry out
comfortably in the mud.
Jean had arrived with the car the night before and we all
headed off back to Galway. Next week Louise Fernie drove
the crew down to Kinsale on Friday night.
There were to be four of us for the trip back to Galway. The
Skipper, Peter Fernie, Robert McDonagh and my brother
Michael¯ We had forgotten to bring the dinghy down with us
but Giles - the Marina Manager - who had so kindly kept an
eye on the boat for us during the week, stepped into the breach
again and ran Robert and Michael out to Peigin Eile to bring
her alongside the Marina. We had one more excellent meal that
night in Kinsale, and returned to our bunks in reasonable time.
At six in the morning we headed out into a stiff SSW wind.
As we wanted to get the boat back that weekend we decided to
motor sail until we turned the corner at Mizen Head, and at
16.30 we were rounding the Mizen¯ It was a relief to bear off
and shut down the engine. It had its first good test since the
Stilly Isles and had run for over ten hours without any sing of
the red light. The problem had obviously been solved.
We decided to put in to Castletown Bere for the night, and
as we had no dinghy with us, we were delighted to get a berth
alongside, lying outside some trawlers and Leemara of Howth
with ICC member Billy-Cuffe Smith on board.
After dinner on board we went ashore for a short while¯
There was a festival of the sea on in Castletown Bere so the
town was humming and full of life. We still had a long way to
go to Galway Bay so we did not linger long, but headed back
to the boat and into the bunks.
On Sunday August 2nd, we were up early and after
breakfast cast off at 07.30 and motored out to Dursey Sound in
light winds. After passing through at 10.25 the wind was
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westerly three to four so we hoisted
full sail and made good time on a
broad reach. We were abeam of the
Lemon rock at 13.00.
We were toying with the idea of
going into Dingle for the night, but
as the forecast was not great for
Monday, we could see ourselves
having to leave the boat there for
another week, so we decided to
press on.
We entered the Blasket sound at
16.15 and rounded Sybil Head at
17.00 where we passed Sullivan
John -Sean Prendergast - a Fisher
38 from Galway, heading South.
As the evening wore on it was
clouding over and the wind was
freshening; by the time we reached
the mouth of the Shannon at 23.30
it was SW six to seven and we were
well reefed. There was a big sea, as
the tide was on the ebb, so we
decided to drop the main again and
run on under a half rolled jib. It
D. FitzGerald was as miserable a night as we had
spent at sea, with a big sea running
and torrential rains squalls every hour or so.
We sighted Inisheer light ten miles off at 03.00 and about
the same time saw two bright orange lights for about two
minutes each in the direction of the Aran Islands. We were
puzzled by them but when we heard the Galway Bay lifeboat
on VHF reporting at sea, we realized what we had seen were
the maroons fired to summon the crews¯
Two men were missing in a rubber dinghy and it transpired
later that they were from one of the Galway Bay Yachts. Their
outboard had given up on the way out to their yacht in
Kilronan and as they had no oars, they were swept out into the
bay. The helicopter was out at dawn. They were fortunate to
be picked up by a searching Aran ferry at 07.00, four miles
NW of the Black Head and close to the Connemara coast.
They were winched up to the helicopter, and taken to Galway
hospital as they were suffering from severe hypothermia.
Fortunately they recovered and are well, but there is surely a
lesson to be learned from their mishap.
While all this was going on we continued to make good
time passing Black Head entering Galway Bay at 06.50. We
were in home water at last.

SUMMARY:
Date
Passage
June 12-18
July 7
July 8
July 9
July l0
July 13
July 14-16
July 18
July 19-20
July 22-23
Aug I
Aug 2-3

Distance
made Good
660
Galway - Santander
Santander- Laredo
20
37
Laredo - Elanxove
20
Elanxove - Guetaria
48
Guetaria - Bilbao
l 1
Bilbao - Castro Urdiales
Castro Urdiales - Concarneau 290
63
Concarneau - Camaret
128
Camaret- Scillies
150
Scillies- Kinsale
80
Kinsale - Castletownbere
Castletownbere - Galway
140
1647

Hours Hours
Total Engine
137
49
6
1
7
7
4
4
11
2
3
1
60
29
l 1
7
24
19
28
1
14
3
26
2
331
125
(38%)

Columbus was not first - Newfoundland
Newfoundfriends
Brian Dalton

The fact that as a schoolboy my performance in History was
dismal has perversely left me with an appetite never fully
satisfied, especially for nautical matters. Great enthusiasm has
erupted for the 500th anniversary of Columbus’ voyage. With
all the recidivistic artistry of hucksters at a horsefair, the
throng converge to sail the route that Columbus allegedly
took. The iconoclastic sailor-historians will, instead, do
honour to the true ’discoverers’ of North America with its
natives, (whether St Brendan or Lief Ericson) and merge on
Labrador, Newfoundland and the islands that guard the St
Lawrence river.
With something like this in mind, Boru was launched and
tested by the yard at Dark Harbour, Islesboro by July 1, as
requested. Tom Hackett and I then took it to the mainland at
Rockport, Maine where Lise had the provisions. She and
Tom’s wife Maureen would later drive the 18 hour land
passage to meet us at St Peter’s Lock.
We took our departure from Owl’s Head in a S’ly 3 knots
wind with a minimal ocean swell. We had the Mainsail set for
stability and 1200 rmp on the engine to give us six knots. Just
the ticket for the autopilot on this obligatory overnight passage
to Nova Scotia; but it failed to work. Tom, that unflappable
sailor-aviator-radiologist, took the news as calmly as the
surface and agreed we were fresh enough to defer repairs until
the other side.
Accepting the four mile inland diversion to Shelburne we
thereby made the acquaintance of the legendary Harry
O’Connor, Vice-Commodore of the Y.C., who descends on
visitors to take their lines and render unbounded hospitality. He
secured the marvellous sailor-electrician Dave Wilson who
performed a complete and fascinating investigation which was
reassuring and embarrassing. The problem was corrosion on the
fuse; a capricious annoyance not unknown in salt water craft.
To make up time I treated Tom to a practice, for which I am
notorious among my U.S.cruising friends; arriving at strange
anchorages in the dark, and they claim, preferably in fog.
What ever the truth of this, training was provided in past years
by the combination of over-ambitious plans and slower boats,
in an era before loran or radar. Now with both devices it was
child’s play to find the rock encompassed shelter of Dover
West on the way to Halifax. This great port’s old waterfront
has been handsomely restored and offers many places at which
a yacht may lie; accordingly, it is more convenient for supplies
and crewing than at the "Squadron" at Northwest Arm.
We were in good time for the arrival, by plane, of John
Hedley-Whyte. John, not being a sailor, accepted the invitation
sportingly, and I mused that he might arrive in jodhpurs or
even hunting pink. Over the next few days which included fog,
confused seas and a "dalton arrival" in snug desolated Louse
Harbour; John proved good company, a willing volunteer and,
wedged in a corner, stoically distracted himself with Admiral
Woodward’s account of the Falklands’ campaign.

The opposite corner of the pilot house contained another
crew member (of sorts) whose continued presence on board
was threatened proportionately to the crew count; it was a
tomato plant grown from seed and taken on board when three
inches high. At two feet it intimidated some and had to be put
in the "brig" (the aft head). Climatic and verbal abuse
notwithstanding, it did produce subsequently 11 tasty fruits; to
the compliments of visitors and the curiosity of officials
(actually fetching an agricultural inspector in St John’s).
On the 10th July, our rendezvous with Lise and Maureen at
the lock entrance to the Bra d’Or lakes was joyful primed by
our mutual punctuality. Such are the outrageous taxes imposed
on alcohol by an otherwise benign Canadian government that
our ladies, forewarned, had arrived low to the axles after a
smuggling epic on par with the wheelbarrow classic.
It has long been a belief of mine that a yacht manned by
white headed gentlemen of three score years evokes respect if
not admiration. This may not have been the impression formed
by the sight of one of these entering the water in swimsuit,
glasses and panama hat, but sober. Further, that he remained in
the frigid canal cut for 30 minutes emerging with palpable
hypothermia. Fortuitously this coincided with the arrival of
replenishment for the evening grog supplies.
Here there was a chance for dinner ashore and next morning
showers at the nearby Lion’s Club marina before proceeding
through the beauty of the lakes. The Hacketts had to leave us
at Baddeck and a rainy day was offset by a drive to visit the
well restored fortress of Louisbourg which, despite having
changed hands many times under French and British forces, is
now firmly in francophone control. We ate a tasty lunch
authentic to the times of the garrison.
Our next point of interest was the Gaelic (Scots) college
near the head of St Ann’s Harbour. Its exhibit of clan history
and the evocative music made it a worthy short visit. John
knew the reputation of the restaurant by the water, which we
visited several times before eventually moving on to North
Sydney.
We were made "honorary members" of the Northern Yacht
Club at North Sydney and it is true to say we left our mark
there; Lise’s foot print on the freshly painted floor of the ladies
shower-room. John won a combat promotion to quartermaster
during the crossing from North Sydney to Sydney when the
quadrant disengaged from the rudder post, committing me to
hold it by hand and advise him verbally from deep aft. On the
Royal Cape Breston Yacht Club mooring it was easily rejoined
and John went ashore to catch his plane.
Our eventual passage to St Pierre was notable for the,
always stirring, sight of a square rigged training ship rising
over the horizon; Probably a Columbus celebrant making a
last port of call up the St Lawrence river.
The Frenchness of St Pierre is for cruisers here cheaply
attained in mileage. Despite the growth since my first visit in
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The crew t~,[-’Zawisza Czarny t~elfornz the chantey of Dead Horse on the St. John’s Quay

126

B. Dalton

1975, the eagerness of their officials, (who came on board
even before our lines were secure) and the financial realism
from the moment one steps ashore at the Sailing Centre, its
charm is magnetic. Several yachts with attractive global
destinations were at the Centre’s pier. Like the Bras d’Or, St
Pierre is one of those places from which one departs
reluctantly. However, Newfoundland was our raison d’etre so
on we scudded in favourable SW winds taking long strides
across the great bays of the Avalon peninsula to round Cape
Race and amid whales and puffins seek the entrance to St
John’s.
On rounding Cape Spear at sunset with the guarding lighttowers not yet lit, one needs a compass bearing and easily
believing how, since John Cabot discovered it in 1497, many
later pioneers failed to find the narrow gap in the cliffs. We
further appreciated another feature of these smooth high coasts
for as we drew close the winds swept down with accelerating
power. Inside, yachts have to fend for themselves in this busy
commercial harbour. Later we discovered a new government
small boat basin with full facilities was built this year but
empty due to the new moratorium on cod fishing.
Luck was with us when by the lights on the quays we
spotted a small flag bedecked training ship. Willing hands on
the Polish Zawisza Czarny took our lines and were the cause
of our three day dalliance during which their attractive young
crew of males and females entertained the populace with
quayside chanties and dancing.
Enjoying a drink in our saloon, Captain Andrzet Drapella,
late of the Polish Ocean Line, and I discovered we had each
had Antarctic service.
Among the sightseers to spot us lying outboard of the
Polish vessel was Harry Keenan, a school principal hailing

from Ballycastle, County Antrim. His hospitality was
overwhelming. He invited us to his home for showers and
lunch. He also brought us on a five hour tour by car which was
made more interesting by his extraordinary knowledge of local
history.
The intrigue of St Brendan’s Isle and the Viking settlement
at L’Anse aux Meadows will have to wait for another cruise
for at this point the unusual number of gales, late breaking of
the ice, and mature conservation of stamina pointed to tackling
the windward voyage home. The journey that took one day
consumed five in reversal.
Petty Harbour in fog needed radar to find the gap between
the pier heads outside of which, we learned ashore, uncharted
guarding ledges had grounded a large iceberg in June sealing
the harbour.
Following a slog in confused, gale driven seas we reached
Fermuse, where two hitch-hiking fisherman boarded us; They
guided our chart correcting activities entering Renews (of-theevil-reputation).
The late summer westerlies demanded sweeps into St
Mary’s and Placentia Bays, well rewarded by: the adventure of
unfouling the anchor from an unmarked steel cable traversing
inner St Mary’s Harbour, the uncertainty of whether the failing
machinery of the bridge at Placentia would permit departure
before the return of the ice: the spectacular hilltop views from
nearby restored For Royal: the uncharted rock dead ahead,
spotted by the bow lookout off the abandoned outport of
Paradise: the kindness and concern of the Coast Guard at
Burin (who, passing us on patrol, directed us to their wharf
and showers) and the captivating dominance of Irish accents,
unchanged by generations living in the rugged isolation of this
no mans land of colonial expansion.

The new boat basin and the main port of St John’s from Signal Hill, NFLD.

Brian Dalton

127

The station at Cape Race, NFLD. IT picked up the world’ s first SOS.fi’om the Titanic 1912
Boru retraced her track to St Pierre and Baddeck but
without ennui. Foregoing the Magdelen Islands and fabled
French cooking but, not the appeal of Prince Edward Island,
the birthplace of the Canadian Confederation and famous for
its potatoes.
Charlottetown is attractive, drawing many tourists. We ate
at the Dublin Pub having moored at the friendly Yacht Club.
Here the plane that brought Declan Tyrrell (ICC) took Lise
home next day while we found Caribou, the mainland ferry
terminal a satisfactory anchorage that night. The entrance is
low and concealed so that from seaward, the large ferries seem
to veer suddenly into a salt marsh but not go aground. The ship
lock in the Canso causeway was. symptomatic of our
economic times, empty permitting us to float freely in the
chamber as the minor difference was neutralised.
Declan and I, eyeing the weather and the calendar, made
robust passages toward Halifax where he had to catch his
plane home and where I had the radar checked.
I continued alone to Yarmouth where the ferry brought Lise
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to complete the Bay of Fundy passage; in a flat calm but
constant fog to Portsmouth, New Hampshire.
After a week ashore for social obligations, during which I
habitually stumbled out of bed to find that the house had not
dragged its anchor, we resumed our down East Cruise, heading
for the swimmable waters of Cape Cod.
At Cape Cod we were generously provided with a mooring
which we used as a base from which to visit friends at Hadley
harbour and Woods Hole. We spent a few days watching the
monetary confidence displayed by a flock of Swans at-regatta;
a biennial East Coast event.
As the press deadline approaches Boru is at Boothbay, Me.,
awaiting a small engine part, within a day or two from her
home port by which time the log will show more than 3,000
miles. Each cruise seems unforgettable to the skipper and this
one too much to commit to paper, much less the reader’s
patience. To borrow from the old Irish ballad about the devil
transporting the notorious female on his back, we were one
day going and three coming back.

Brest ’92
Donal Walsh

After a memorable weekend in Cork Harbour in June ’91 on
the occasion of the tall ships visit we decided to try to make it
to France for the Brest ’92 festival of traditional sailing
vessels.
Our cruising had mostly been confined to the Irish Coast
over the past eight years as the children (Emma 7, Brendan 4)
grew up and this was the first year we felt we could attempt an
offshore passage. Sailing with small children in our two adult
two child family means that one person minds the boat the
other minds the children. Joining us for the outward passage
were Ion Walsh who has extensive sailing experience and
Michael Whelan a dinghy sailor on his first offshore passage,
both were to return to Ireland by ferry from France. Mary and
I together with the children would sail the boat home.
The plan was to sail on Friday 3rd July as soon as possible
after work. Fortunately most of the stores and other
preparations had been completed in the days prior to departure
and we were ready and did get away to sea at 20.00. Mary,
Michael and the children expected to experience some
seasickness and all except Brendan (who was thought to be too
young) were given some stugeron. Once Helvick Head and its
notorious salmon nets were astern we set a course of 170M
towards Round Island motorsailing in a very light to non
existent Easterly wind accompanied by a thick oily rolling
swell. I turned in and Ion and Michael shared the first watch
while Mary looked after the children until they were ready to
turn in for the night. By 22.00 the wind had freshened

!
Lady Kate on her mooring, Dungarvan Town Quay

sufficiently to stop the engine and good progress was made
under sail. Both children had been sick and were sleeping and
we managed to get Brendan below and secure for the night and
Mary turned in also. We felt that Emma was too sick to go
below and she was wrapped up in the cockpit. Michael
decided to turn in for a while and went below but shortly after
he too succumbed to seasickness. We had some scopolamine
patches aboard Germany’s answer to seasickness, these are
placed behind the ear and the skin is pierced and allows the
drug into the system) and decided to try one on Michael but it
had little or no effect and he spent the remainder of the journey
miserably in the cockpit. Mary decided to try one also as a
precaution against seasickness and although she did not get
sick found its side effects worse than seasickness. During the
night the wind freshened to F5 and gusted F6 occasionally and
we decided to reef the main. When this was being done we
also rigged a boom guy to prevent accidental gybing. Ion and I
shared watch on watch in a loose arrangement of about two
hours on two hours off right through the night until just before
dawn Mary took over and sailed for a few hours. I had entered
a waypoint just North of Round Island on the Decca and our
position fixes more or less agreed with our desired track.
After daybreak the wind moderated and we shook out the
reef and had a most enjoyable days sailing with a fresh
quartering breeze out of the North East. Even though we had
our position from the Decca system we also used our RDF to
home in on Round Island. I believe the recent rationalisation
of this system has improved it by
allowing plenty of time to take a
bearing once the signal has been
located. At 17.00 we sighted Round
Island Light tower on the Port bow
and altered for it. My plan was to
enter via the North Channel but I
could not identify the leading
transits with certainty and opted for
the longer but familiar route
through Old Grimbsy Sound and
across Tresco Flats. We brought up
alongside the quay in Hughtown at
21.00 Saturday 4th. July after a fast
exhilarating passage logging a
distance of 150 miles in 25 hours.
When we entered St. Mary’s
Harbour
we
found
an
uncomfortable roll in the anchorage
and we decided to spend the night
at anchor in Porth Cressa on the
South side of St. Mary’s Island. Ion
i,..
and I took Lady Kate around
!i
iii iiii having
¯ first landed the others
Donal Walsh ashore to stretch their legs. Because
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of the strong wind and the poor
holding we let go to two anchors for our bower we now use a 301b
fisherman, bent on in Derrynane 4
years ago when our CQR refused
to hold and never changed back
again, our kedge is now the
refusing CQR
and having
satisfied ourselves that we were
holding we went ashore in the
inflatable to collect the others.
Returning to Lady Kate at about
23.00 we dined well in a very
relaxed atmosphere before turning
in for the night.
Brest 92 - various crafts
Next day we were ashore again
and having dropped details of our vessel and crew into the
Custom House did the rounds of the Mermaid, Atlantic, and
Bishop, had lunch ashore, brought the children to the beach,
went for a walk, did the rounds again, finally returning to Lady
Kate for another excellent meal betore retiring to bed.
Monday morning 5th. July we were boarded by Customs
and after completing the formalities we landed Mary, Michael
and the children on the beach. Ion and l returned with Lady
Kate to St. Mary’s Harbour to fill our water tanks and then
back again to Porth Cressa ready to sail that evening. We
noted two other ICC yachts in the anchorage Moondr~/’ter who
intended cruising the Cornish coast and Ayls out of Strangford
Lough and bound for Spain. We slipped Porth Cressa at 20.30
in fine evening sunshine and little wind and motorsailed South
for Ushant. Our intention was to stop at Ushant or lle de
Molene and hop from there to Brest. The wind remained light
overnight and we had to motor all the way to Ushant. At 13.00
we entered Bale du Stiff and as we did the wind came strong
out of the North East and we carried on South to Molene but
again decided it would be not be a good place to spend the
night, Southwards again this time leaving Chaussee des
Pourceaux to Port and Ile de Lytiry to Starboard when we
altered for St. Pierre bouy to bring us into the Chenal du Four.
Lady Kate responding to the fresh breeze was now making 6 7 kts. and in the narrow channel close to low water accurate
pilotage was required. With St. Pierre bouy abeam we freed

Peculiar craft at Brest 92
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Donal Walsh
off again and entered Le Conquet at 15.00. Since we had last
visited a new quay has been built in the outer harbour to
accommodate the ferries to and from the islands. There are a
number of moorings inside the outer mole which seem to have
been provided for visiting craft. We opted for inner harbour
which dries and anchored in the young flood North East of a
conspicuous slipway. With hype such as is associated with
moonlandings Emma and Brendan set foot on French soil for
the first time, and found it not too alien and even agreeable by
the time they had munched through some glaces. The adults
were also suitably impressed their stimulation being derived
|¥om children, crepes, and vin rouge.
Next day Wednesday 8th July, not wishing to dry out and
spend another night in Le Conquet after visiting the
supermarket and getting some ice for our cool box in the
fishermens’ co-op we sailed, or more correctly motored, in
zero wind conditions carrying the tide to Point St. Mathieu
where we altered for Brest and lost the benefit of the tide. In
effort to avoid the strongest stream I kept well into the coves
between Pt. du Gd. Minour and Pt. du Portzic on the north
shore of Goulet de Brest and found a strong eddy carried us
along our speed contrasting sharply to those similar sized
vessels plugging the stream further out in Goulet.
We entered the Port Militaire, obtained permission to use a
mooring for a short stay and spent a pleasant few hours ashore
viewing the preparations for the festivities. Later that evening
we sailed with the flood and headed
up river towards Chateaulin. We
found a vacant mooring off
Tregarvan shortly before dark and
dined aboard. The boys decided to
go ashore to the pub, but on
investigation, Tregarvan proved to
be nothing more than a rural hamlet
whose only facility was a public
phone. Next day Thursday we
motored to the lock at Guly Glas
and went through in the company
of four other yachts. The lock
keeper has lines rigged
permanently fast to the shore which
simplifies the securing operation
whilst locking and eliminates the
need to land crew to handle the
shore end of the lines. Recalling
Peigin Eile’s experience (ICC
annual 1991) we identified the
navigation bouys - newly painted
now - at Port Launay and avoided
the bank. We tied alongside the
Donal Walsh pontoon at Chateaulin and found it

Mac Duach in the Chanel de Toulinguet
a most delightful place with the added benefit of a huge
supermarket close to the quay.
On Friday rooming we said goodbye to Ion as he took the
train to Brest for onward connection to Roscoff for the Cork
ferry. Later Lady Kate locked out of the canal and proceeded
down river again arriving in Brest at 17.00. I wanted to look at
the different craft assembled for the festival and what better
way to do it than from seaward, we had spent about two hours
pottering about the various docks and trots of moorings when
we sighted Alvenia belonging to an old sailing acquaintance
Stan Prichard of Christchurch whom we have met in different
anchorages every year over the past four years. We were
invited to moor alongside but we thought a plastic boat would
be out of place and might not be allowed, "I’m inviting that
means your allowed" beamed Stan. I felt a bit of a cheat but
then we carried and Irish flag and we had come a long way to
be there so we rafted up alongside Stan. Next morning Michael
went ashore to join his family who were arriving from Ireland
by ferry and holidaying in a nearby gite. Brest was so
interesting that we spent four nights on the mooring in the Port
du Commerce, a free ferry service to the shore made life very
easy and one could idle away the day watching the comings
and goings of the great variety of craft on the water. Life ashore
however was a different matter the shore based boat show and
entertainment was most interesting but we found it difficult to
mind the children because of the crowd and they tired of
walking the long distances about the various exhibits. Some of
the Irish flag vessels noted in Brest included Pride of Galway,
Scilly Goose, Asgard, St. Patrick, An Lady Mor, Simon and
Jude. On Monday 13th. July we slipped the mooring at 07.00
and did a tour of the harbour again after which we sailed up Riv
de Landemaeu stopping off at Moulin Blanc marina for some
provisions. The congestion was unbelievable within the marina
and made us really appreciate the comfort of our mooring in the
Port de Commerce. By now the wind had freshened and was
blowing about 6/7 from the West and we decided not to go any
further up river as it would be a very difficult sail back against
wind and tide. We returned to Brest and spent the rest of the
day ashore. Next day we felt the children were becoming
restless and felt the time had come to move on. We said
goodbye to Stan and beat towards the sea on the last of the ebb.
At Pt. du Capucins we encountered the first of the flood which
we carried on our lee bow as we laid course for Camaret. It was
such a pleasant sail we with sun and gentle breeze we carried
on past Camaret and ended up in Le Conquet again and brought
the children to the beach for the remainder of the day. That
evening using local knowledge gained on our previous visit we
went to Taverne du Port for dinner. The restaurant was very
busy and to pass the time while we waited we walked along the
quay. Just then one of the Ushant ferries was entering the

harbour at full speed typical of the
gusto one associates with the
skippers of these craft, unfortunately for this skipper she did not
go astern and piled onto the quay,
bows on, at full speed. Fortunately
there was little damage and no
casualties but the reaction of the
skipper of an English yacht on one
of the visitors bouys which lay
almost in the track of the ferry was
one I shall never forget. Returning
to the restaurant we had a delightful
meal at a realistic price. The plan
for the following day 15th. July was
Donal Walsh to get away early from Le Conquet
carry the tide South rendezvous
with the Brest Douamenez rally turn North again when the tide
changed and return to Le Conquet. There was almost no wind
so we spent most of today motoring we did perhaps look a bit
silly going in the wrong direction but we saw more of the fleet
of some 2000 boats in that way. Returning through the Chanel
de Toulinguet we passed the hooker Mac Duach then we
headed back to Le Conquet arriving at 15.00. We spent a few
hours on the beach with the children, then as we were walking
up the pier we met Michael and his family who were visiting
by car. Next day we headed North again bound for l’Aberildut
just a short distance away, although the tide was against us we
managed to avoid the strongest stream by keeping close to
shore, l’Aberildut had changed since we last visited and lines of
moorings now cover almost all available space. Shortly after

Santa Maria

Donal Walsh
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Statsraad Lehmuhl of Norway
our arrival we were joined by the French yacht Cachiero whose
family crew was similar to ours and the children kept
themselves occupied all evening. Cachiero’s crews knowledge
of English was about as good as our grasp of French but we did
manage to communicate and we arranged to cruise in company
to Ushant next day. As planned both boats got away together
and headed for Lampaul as we approached the island the wind
began to freshen out of the South-west and I began to doubt the
wisdom of entering Lampaul which would afford little shelter
in that wind, however I did not want to disappoint the children
and carried on and picked up a mooring off Lampaul. Cachiero
arrived shortly after us and moored nearby. By now the swell
entering Lampaul bay was very uncomfortable and we could
not really leave Lady Kate unattended to go ashore and we
didn’t want to subject the children to another slog back to le
Stiff where we would have better shelter. We turned in early
and spent a very unpleasant night until shortly after dawn we
could bear it no longer and we slipped the mooring and headed
out of Lampaul Bay. The seas outside between Nividic and La
Jument were very disturbed caused by the ebb setting against
the wind. The duty navigator decided that we should take
Passage de Fromveur as opposed to going North about which
would not have as strong a stream. Once La Jument was astern
the going became more comfortable but although we were
logging over 8 knots at times our speed over ground was barely
perceptible. We picked up a mooring in Baie du Stiff at 11.30
and were joined shortly afterwards by Cachiero having come
Northabout but with no better conditions to report. The entire
episode was a mistake which would have been avoided but for
an over anxiousness on my part not to disappoint the children
and the inability of both vessels to communicate coherently
with each other on VHF when the plan could have been
changed. We went ashore, hired bicycles, and three hours later
were drinking wine in the sunshine in Lampaul village
overlooking the scene of our misery earlier that morning. We
visited Le Stiff lighthouse and the keeper brought us up to the
lantern balcony giving us yet another perspective of the very
different conditions below us. He spoke also of his son who
had sailed his corsair from St. Malo to attend Brest ’92 and that
he was due to arrive in le Stiff next day.
On Sunday 19th. July we left le Stiff at 14.00 bound for
Scilly, the forecast was for South-westerly 3/4 bec variable 2
with occasional fog patches. Just as we were leaving the
lighthouse keepers son was arriving, they carried sail right up
to quay, then opened the gun ports and fired the cannon to
salute the old man waiting on the pier.
We got the fog part of the forecast, right at the very
beginning crossing the shipping lanes off Ushant, there being
little wind we motored to get across quickly stopping the
engine to have a listen every now and then. The ships
reporting to Ushant traffic control were giving their position,
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course, and speed, and this enabled
us to keep track of their movements
so long as there wasn’t anyone like
us there too we would get across
without difficulty.
Shortly after dawn we picked up
the Isles of Scilly and were
anchored in St. Mary’s Harbour by
09.00 having motored all the way
from Ushant. Next day we took on
water and fuel to be ready for our
return to Ireland and then I took
Lady Kate to Porth Cressa which
provided better shelter. I met some
of the crew of Pride of Galway,
Donal Walsh Peigin Eile and one of the hookers
in the Atlantic hotel that night and
some fine entertainment was provided. We had decided to
spend a few days in the Scillies with the children before
returning home and we pottered about the island anchorages
ending up in Old Grimbsy Sound between Tresco and Trafford
Rock. At 15.00 on Friday 24th. July we sailed for Dungarvan
the forecast gave "SW 4 increasing 5/7 for a time" and once
clear of the islands we were blessed with a fair wind in a
comfortable sea. The children bad by now overcome their
earlier seasickness problems and were busy with Lego below.
Our course was just West of North, a slight touch to Starboard
every now and then brought the Pole Star into view from
behind the genoa, eliminating the need to constantly refer to
the compass. By dawn it was blowing about 5 and gusting 6
occasionally, fortunately it was coming out of the South West
which put the wind nicely on our quarter, and we were really
making a fast passage.
At 07.20 our radio came to life again "Pan Pan, Pan
Pan,Pan Pan, this is yacht "Serendipity, Serendipity,
Serendipity". Mine Head responded immediately but the
signal he was receiving from Serendipity was very broken up
and he requested other vessels in the area to relay the Pan Pan.
Although Lady Kate was further South than Serendipity Mine
Head could hear us clearly so we were able to help in the
relay. Serendipity, a catamaran, was on passage from Lands
End to Cork and reported hull and rigging damage wished to
notify the authorities ashore of her condition and to get further
weather information. She expected to make land on her own as
long as the weather remained unchanged. We passed on the
message to Mine Head and arranged for Serendipity to call
direct again in 1 hour. By then they were close enough to
communicate without our assistance and we stayed out of it
apart from maintaining a watching brief. Later they altered
course for Ballycotton and were escorted in by the lifeboat.
Once we got into the lee of Mine Head the swell eased
considerably and we were glad to be nearing home as the wind
was increasing all the time and was now gusting 30 knots.
Proof that we were almost home came when we encountered
unattended salmon nets, the first we sighted too late but
fortunately we carried sufficient speed and momentum to cross
it, the others involved the usual detour. Shortly after we passed
Helvick Head and were alongside Dungarvan Town Quay at
14.00 after a passage of 145 NM. in 23 hours.

SUMMARY :
Passage.
Dungarvan - Isles of Scilly
Isles of Scilly - Le Conquet
Le Stiff - Isles of Scilly
Isles of Scilly - Dungarvan

Duration. Distance. Engine.
Hours. Miles. Hours.
25
150
4
120
16
19
19
100
19
23
145
nil

55 Years On- An interrupted trip down
memory lane
Tony Morton

In the Summer of 1937 my two elder brother, or more
accurately my eldest brother, induced my father to charter a
yacht for an August cruise on the West coast of Scotland. He
(being a large man) agreed, subject to two conditions; that he
would be able to stand up and lie down at full length when
below (never satisfied) and that our step mother should come
too.
Hadassah about 34ft overall had been built in the 1890’s
and re-rigged with a Bermudan mainsail, a jib and bumpkin
and equipped with a single cylinder petrol/paraffin Kelvin with
a centrifugal clutch. The "1oo" was a wooden seat for a bucket,
there was a coal galley in the forecastle, a primus in the
saloon, a compass, a lead-line, two 2-gallon tins for water,
charts, a life buoy, the Clyde Cruising Club handbook and oil
lamps. There were no guardrails or any radio. I slept in the
quarter berth on top of the kedge and alongside the engine.
My eldest brother was in command, as he always was. He
had skippered our eighteen foot dipping-lug boat on the East
Coast of Yorkshire, had been on the West coast before and had
just finished the Fastnet in the oldest and smallest yacht in the
race. I, as usual, was "boots".
We all arrived by car at Gourock to find Hadassah had no
mast and was at Port Bannatyne. Eventually two days late, we
set off and were away for about four weeks. We
circumnavigated Mull, having turned back just North of
Ardnamurchan. For me, the memories have always remained
vivid.
Thus, at the end of last season I decided that I would go
back, in Lamorna, and go down memory lane. I sent her up to
Inverkip by truck in early April and spent election night on
board, with the mast up, secured in a good berth.
After two days squaring off, and cleaning, I sailed on
Saturday the 10th to visit a friend who has a house just North
of Colintraive overlooking the Burnt Islands with two good
moorings. I had a splendid evening and night until about 05.00
when I was awakened by a fierce squall. This and the weather
forecasts sent me back to Inverkip.
After a quick trip to London I was off again. On the 16th I
had an exciting sail through the Kyles of Bute, round
Ardlamont (with memories of the main sheet running away)
and up to East Loch Tarbert, by which time it was very wet
and windy (just like the first time) but no need to anchor with
a pontoon berth at hand.
It was still raining and blowing for most of Good Friday,
but kind friends collected me and took me home for a family
tea. The next morning was still windy and wet, but I set off
well-reefed towards Arran. Off Ardlamont the wind freshened
and I made my way up the Kyles. After a short break for lunch
off Port Driseach on a buoy, I sped on through the Burnt
Islands to Rothesay to pick up a buoy with the wind gusting to
40 knots. I spend the rest of the Easter Holiday as Inverkip
before leaving for the South.

I returned on Sunday 17th May and sailed on Monday
afternoon for the Crinan Canal, spending the night at a buoy
off Kames, and reaching Ardrishaig at 1230, Tuesday.
Having arranged for some help on the R/T, I set off with
Joe Brown on his bicycle twenty minutes later. We worked out
our routine quickly: into the lock through a gate, secure, shut
the gate, start flooding up, JB ride on to the next lock to open
the gate, come back and let me out, shut gate and then catch
me up, etc etc. It all went very smoothly in lovely weather and
much more quickly than I remembered. Once past the summit
it went quicker still, and I said goodbye to Joe Brown at lock
13. Thereafter it was quiet and easy to Crinan on a lovely
evening, until the heavens opened as I berthed. Crinan was
busier and much more crowded than I remembered and I did
not lose the cutlery over the side when I washed up.
I left Crinan at 1030 on Wednesday and, with a pleasant
South Westerly, beat through Dorus Mor against the stream
with Lamorna chuckling along. Then, between Coiresa and
Reisaan t-Struith the visibility suddenly clamped down to less
than a cable. I got the sails down, the engine on and set a safe
course. Within 20 minutes the visibility improved and I had an
easy passage to Croabh Haven marina, where I secured. It was
to be Lamorna’s summer base.
Collecting my car from Inverkip occupied all Thursday. On
Friday 22nd I had a good passage through Cuan Sound and
between Easdale and Insh Island, where a "puffer" was up on
the rocks, seaward of Kerrera to Dunstaffnage. All is mightily
changed; moorings and yachts in the bay, a small marina, and
the castle and other buildings in much better repair. Last time
we had been the only boat.
Saturday was another fine day with little wind; but I made
my way up Lynn of Lorne into Loch Creran and then, an
interesting passage, close inshore out to the North past
Rubh’ard Chainimh into Loch Linnhe. I finally anchored in
Port Ramsey, close inshore.
I awoke on Sunday at 0600 with a strong NE’ly and not
very comfortable. I weighed, picked up a buoy, shifted
headsails, reefed the main and was under way as two tugs
returned to their buoys. The run down Loch Linnhe was
sporting with the wind gusting 7. I cleared Lismore/Lady’s
Rock and shaped up for Insh as the wind then faded. Just south
of Easdale the wind freshened again and hard from the South
East so that in minutes Lamorna was hurtling along at 6-7
knots Southward on the flood stream down the Sound of
Luing. I reduced sail as best I could and rounded the South of
Luing to make my way up Shuna Sound and go back Croabh
Haven. After two days squaring off and maintaining I set off
home.
I returned to Croabh Haven on Saturday 1 lth July; but
neither the weather nor unforeseen requirements in the South
were to make life easy. I had two days pleasant sailing in the
local area; I visited Balvicar, rounded Shuna and Luing, and
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then made a flying trip South. I followed this with three more
days sailing up to the Sound of Mull and Dunstaffnage and
back to Shuna before going home.
Late on 29th July, I returned to Croabh Haven and sailed on
Sunday morning with a fresh Westerly. I cleared Cuan Sound
into the Sound of Mull and, having heard the weather forecast,
I decided to spend the night in Dunstaffnage.
The forecast Southerly 6/7 did not materialise and I awoke
to a calm morning, and soon set off to the Sound of Mull. By
midday there was a light South Easterly and, off Loch Aline, I
set the chute as a spinnaker. Within the hour I was beset by
fierce squalls, and progressively shortened sail as the
afternoon wore on. | rounded Auliston Point by 1540 and
made for Loch Na Droma Buidne and anchored in a good spot.
All was much as I remembered but with more trees.
Saturday was dull and wet. I renewed the echo sounder
transducer and then set off up Loch Sunart towards Laga
where I picked up a buoy off a friends house and stayed for
two nights.
On the Sunday evening, my host Robert and I went off to
Lamorna and re-explored the passage into Loch Teacuis with
an hour and a half of flood. The last time I had been hoisted up
the mast as rock look-out. The approaches were as narrow as I
remembered, but the stream seemed to be much fiercer
especially in the second narrows, and inside the Loch there
were many more trees and houses. It brought back many good
memories.
I had hoped to make my way North of Ardnamurchan on
Monday and all went well as I made my way past Mingary
Castle (where we had anchored for two nights) until I was off
Kilchoan, when the Westerly wind freshened to force 7. I
decided to make for Tobermory where I anchored close
inshore South of the crowded mooring buoy area. As I
remembered, the holding ground was still poor~ but good
enough, and this time there was no unsuccessful mutiny!
Thursday dawned well but the forecasts were very gloomy,
so I went across the Sound to Loch Na Droma Buidhe and
anchored. As the day wore on, the gale set in, more yachts
came in, and the wind howled over the hills and trees.
However, with a good angel on the anchor warp and an anchor
underfoot all went well.
On Wednesday the wind eased and went more Westerly,
and by Thursday the omens were good and so I set off with
suitably reduced sail. As the day wore on the wind eased, and
off Glengorm Castle I decided to make for Coll for the night.
The wind continued to ease so that by 18.00, when ! picked a
buoy off Arinagour, it was a very pleasant evening, spoiled
only by the throbbing of an inflamed toe.
Friday morning brought no wind, and I made my way
towards the Dutchman’s Cap and Staffa, where I remembered
swimming in Fingal’s Cave, and on through the Sound of
Iona. Last time a gale was on the make, this time it was
wondrous calm. As I cleared the Sound I closed the Tinker’s
Hole where we had been storm-bound for five days as the sea
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thundered on Erraid and the Torran Rocks. I made a good
passage to Colonsay and on to Loch Tarbert in Jura where I
anchored at 2000. I had a good night only slightly disturbed by
the throbbing toe, which seemed to be paying some attention
to Penicillin, and awoke to a lovely morning.
I thought of genoa and lighter sails, but a few sharp gusts
made me decide to keep to working sails. I weighed at 11.30 to
find an enormous ball of weed on the anchor from what I
believed was a sandy bottom, and then made my way to the
Northern entrance of the Sound of Islay to buck the last of the
North going stream.
The passage down the Sound was exciting with alternating
periods of calm and fierce squalls as well as weak and strong
streams. All went very well and I cleared McArthurs’s Head
by 14.45, to find an Easterly force 3, visibility 3 to 5 miles and
a favourable stream as I turned South.
All was proceeding very well until just south of
Macrahanish a series of fierce squalls screamed in. Then there
was a lull for about 45 minutes, after which all hell was let
loose, with North Easterly squalls gusting force 7 off the Mull
of Kintyre and very nasty seas. It was all rather unpleasant,
and there was no remission until well round the Mull.
There followed a long drawn out rough old flog to
windward to pass South and East of Sanda until I could begin
to work North towards the Campbeltown approach. It was not
easy to pick up the fixed light transit; but the channel buoys
showed well. I secured quietly alongside at 02.00 only to be
greeted by a head poked out of a hatch asking if I would like to
shift as they were going to leave at 05.45. No thank you! I
stayed where I was.
Despite everything I woke at 05.45, had a brief interview
with the mud as the inner boats left, resecured, washed and
crashed back into my bunk. During Sunday my spark was
rather intermittent, but I had a very happy tea with friends and
slept well.
After replenishing water, fuel and food, I sailed at 12.30 on
Monday for East Loch Tarbert. The wind soon faded away and
I settled down to motoring. I looked into Loch Ranze but I was
not encouraged and pushed onto Loch Tarbert where I secured
at 19.20 alongside a Nicholson 34 with the Davis family (ICC)
on board; a happy encounter.
Tuesday brought a pleasant morning and light airs and I
made for Arran hoping to spend the night in Lamlash. After a
strange and unsettled calm off the North East of Arran a strong
Southerly set in, I had a sporting beat (well reefed) up to
Garroch Head, followed by a run up to Rothesday where I
picked up a buoy for the night.
I had a quiet days sailing on the Wednesday and then on the
Thursday went up the East Kyle to Colintraive for the night.
On Friday I returned to Inverkip to square away ready for my
return South.
It had been a happy, though much interrupted trip, down
memory lane. Next year hopefully neither weather nor the
affairs of man will be so inconvenient.

Marie Claire II returns to Britanny
$ean McCormack

Friday 3rd July Marie Claire H left her marina berth in Howth
at 13.40. The day is very overcast and the wind is S.S.E. 5.
Twenty minutes later off the nose of Howth, the stitching in
one of the main sail panels parts, no a very encouraging start
to a trip. Luckily I had on board my racing main which was
carefully packed away in the most inaccessible part of the
fo’c’sle. The sea was very lumpy and this did not help matters.
The job of changing a main, together with battens, reefing
lines, etc., became rather difficult in these sea conditions, but
after what seemed ages, we got it all sorted our and we were
on our way again. We had to tack out to sea to clear Bray
Head and the wind was now down to S.S.E. 3 and the sea a bit
kinder.
During the late evening and night we had to motor sail as
the wind was light. We lost the Decca signal a few miles south
of Wicklow Head. This was a worry as I expected this problem
might occur at the Tuskar or Ushant and I feared a fault in my
set or antenna. We called a yacht on the R.T. which had come
up close to us to seaward. Our worries were not eased by
bearing that their signal was clear. This turned out to be Tom
Fitzpatrick of Howth heading to Cork in Olessa. Two hours
later the Decca returned much to everyone’s relief.
In the early hours of Saturday morning the wind went into
the north and stays in that direction for the remainder of our
passage south. Most of the time it was force 5 or 6 which made
for some very fast sailing. All day Saturday, we had poled out
the No. 2 Genoa and had a
preventer on the main. Near dusk
the wind got a bit fresher and, after
lowering the headsail, we found our
speed went from 8 to 7.5 knots. We
continued on main only and the
boat was now much easier to
handle, not to mention the
improved visibility which was
important with all the shipping
going up the English channel. The
seas had now built up quite a bit
and several times we did over 10
knots down the back of waves and
over 11 on one occasion. Needless
to say morale was high with this
rate of progress south.
We were abeam of Wolf Rock at
08.00 Sunday morning. By Sunday
evening the wind had eased to a
force 3 and we motor sailed for a
few hours. It was grey and misty as
we approached Ushant and then, as
darkness fell, we have just cleared
the traffic separation scheme and
were heading down the west side of Valhalla on Tresco

Ushant, taking the inshore route. The sea was a bit rough here.
The night was fine as we change to a S.E. course and head for
the Bay of Douarnenez arriving at Douarnenez at 09.10 local
time Monday morning.
We berthed at the visitors pontoon outside the marina
entrance. If the wind were from a northerly direction, this
pontoon would not be comfortable at all. Perhaps this explains
the very reasonable charge of 67 francs and free showers, a.m.
only. In the Riviere de Pouldavid, they were putting the final
touches to the mooring frames for the influx of traditional craft
expected down from Brest for the second part of this huge
festival of traditional sail. When this festival is over the Port of
Douarnenez is set to become the capital of France’s Maritime
Heritage. The museum is expected to have over 200 old boats,
many of which would have ended up in the breakers yard but
for this new facility. We had a pleasant stroll around the town
and harbour during the afternoon and a good meal in the
L’ocean Restaurant that evening.
Tuesday 7th July, Away at 10.35 on a lovely morning but
with little wind. The Raz de Sein was very peaceful as we
motored through, but no doubt at other times it is a different
story. We anchored off the beach of Anse du Cabestan for two
hours mid-afternoon to enjoy a late lunch in the cockpit.
Martin, went ashore to explore. The rest of us lazed around
and watched the beach activity and had a swim from Marie
Claire.
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Odet River neat Benodet
Later in the evening we moved on to Audieme for the night.
As there was insufficient water in the river to get up to the
marina in the town, we spent the night on a mooring in the Ste
Evette anchorage. Our first choice of the very few moorings
available, was behind Seareign I.C.C. After about ten minutes
it became clear that we were too close for comfort and we
moved to another mooring. I was amused to see some twenty
minutes later, a yacht with a rather long bowsprit, make an
attempt to pick up this same mooring. We were a bit
disappointed with Audieme, finding it rather quiet and dull,
however later in the night we found a bar with a bit of life.
Departure on Wednesday for Benodet. It was lovely fine
day but with no wind and we motored all the way, arriving at
Anse de Penfoal marina, Benodet, at 14.45. During the day we
saw several traditional sailing craft, all heading in the direction
of Brest.
After arrival in Benodet 1 left to get to Quimper Airport to
meet Mary’s flight from Paris. The others were busy taking
mainsail for a quick £2 repair job and Kevin repaired a fault in
the Autohelm. In Benodet I found that I would have to wait
over two hours to get a bus to Quimper, so ! got a taxi and
after looking around the city for a while I got another taxi to
the airport. I knew I would be too early but I was looking
forward to reading a magazine and having a drink while I
waited. The airport is known as Quimper International, but I
was not to know that it closes completely between its 3 flights
a day. 1 lay out in the sun for an hour while I waited for this
international airport to open.
Mary arrived on time and was sitting in the taxi with me
three minutes after touch down, due to having only hand
luggage. We were on Marie Claire twenty minutes later. We
joined the rest of the crew up town for a meal.
We commenced our gentle cruising this Thursday morning
with the short hop out to lie aux Moutons. Situated roughly
midway between the mainland and the lie de Glenan, this
island has no harbour facilities and at high water almost a
complete lack of shelter. This is guaranteed to keep the crowds
away and leave the breeding terns in peace, in their roped off
enclosure. We explored ashore and viewed 2 discarded heavy
guns before moving to the nearby Iles de Glenan for the night.
We picked up a Glenans mooring, charged 34F, in the bay
north of lie de Bananec and east of lie de St. Nicholas.

136

On Friday July 10th we arrived
in Concameau at 12.45. On the way
we had hot sunshine and showers.
Martin left us to catch the ferry
from Roscoff. During the day we
strolled round La Ville Close and
/
later in the evening we watched
Breton dancing with the tourists.
Later we ended up in a very lively,
crowded bar where there was great
atmosphere and really good music.
The high point of the evening was
this very energetic black man doing
some very suggestive dances.
Anything I had seen on satellite
T.V. was mild compared to this.
Saturday l lth July, up late.
Mary and I went shopping while
Con Moran and Kevin Cullen
cleaned up the boat. We departed at
12.30 for lle de Groix and arrived
into Port Tudy at 17.00. We tied up
at the end of a large trot of boats,
but many more came in later. It’s
amazing how many boats the
Sean McCormack French can pack in with their
system of trots tied to fore and aft
mooring buoys.
After exploring the harbour we decided to find an Irish pub
in Kerampoolo, known as Taveme Irlandaise.
On the way it starts to rain and we had no wet gear with us.
We have been walking for some time and starting to worry
about ever finding it. As we round a comer we saw a small
sign for the pub and at that very moment the other two appear
fi’om another road, equally wet.
There is nothing to suggest that this small building,
overgrown and in a state of neglect, is the pub we are looking
for. Parting some branches we were able to look through a
window and yes this looked good. Inside there was no life and
after ages a chap, named Serge, arrived. We were served pints
of Guinness and Smithwicks, not cheap at 30 Franc. Serge has
been to Ireland many times and is very proud of his collection
of Irish postcards, photos, newspaper news items and Irish
music. We had non-stop Irish music for the duration of our
stay. We were proudly shown a plaque on the wall, presented
by Jim Menton and the crew of Caran]a (I.C.C.) Someone has
even scribbled Fir and Mna on the toilet doors.
A leisurely morning ashore on Sunday before heading off at
midday for Sauzon on Belle lie. This leisurely pace continued
on the 20 mile trip to Sauzon which was completed on
mainsail only, enjoying the westerly 4 and sunshine. We had
paid a lunch time visit here the previous year and were very
impressed, hence the call this year for an overnight. We rafted
up in the outer harbour.
Later in the evening, all dressed for dinner in the Hotel du
Phare, we set off in the dinghy. We went alongside a ledge and
I got out and took Mary’s hand to pull her up when she lost
her footing and fell into the water, bringing me with her. In
fairness, she came up laughing and took it in good spirits and
told the story many times to her friends back home. Dinner
was postponed while we went back out to change. Dinner was
a great success, followed by a warm and calm night.
Monday 13th July and it was raining as we had our first and
only visit from the French customs. After a trip ashore for
some provisions we motored the short distance down the coast
to Le Palais. The rain than ceased, but it was rather dull. There
was a huge number of yachts in Le Palais and this being the
eve of Bastille Day, a lot of people had taken the day off and
obviously were making a long weekend of it. Kevin prepared a

fine beef curry which was enjoyed by all. Later in town,
although there were a lot of people about, there was no great
excitement and Bastille day came in quietly, apart from some
flares fired from the Harbour area.
We got away mid morning on Thursday heading for that 50
square mile of inland sea known as the Morbihan. We reached
the narrows at Port Navalo at slack water and proceed up the
Auray River on the west side. We stop for an hour at Le
Rocher for lunch and also to give us more water for the final
leg up to Auray. The river shoals rapidly above Le Rocher
and care is needed. We were directed to a visitors fore and aft
mooring, opposite the old port of St. Goustan, which was
crowded with people enjoying the open air market or just
sitting around. The town of Auray, which is quite large, is on
a hill overlooking the river. Vincent Dromey, who is joining
us for the remainder of the trip, arrived five minutes after we
tie up.
Wednesday 15th July we were up this morning at 06.00 to
take the first of the ebb down to Le Rocher. There was a very
heavy mist which made navigation a rather tense affair.
However, we got down to Le Rocher safely and took to the
bunks again for a couple of hours. We were away again at
10.45, destination Vannes at the other side of the Morbihan,
but with plans to make one or two calls on the way. The tide
brought us down the Auray river in fine style, but as we turned
to head into the Vannes Channel, near the Grand Mouton
Beacon, we were pushed back by a tide that can reach up to 10
knots. We tried keeping in close to lle Longue, but it was
pointless. We dropped the anchor out of the tide at the S.W.
corner of Ile Longue. It was interesting to watch the yachts
moving over the ground at up to 15 knots as they headed out
of the Morbihan from the Vannes Channel. Later when the tide
eased, we continued and stopped for two hours at lle aux
Moines. This is a lovely island with a good beach but very
popular with the tourists. It was very hot for our stay and the
visit was enjoyed by all. We would have liked to stay longer,
but the opening of the gates into the wet dock in Vannes near
H.W. meant it was time to go. We arrived at our pontoon in
Vannes marina at 18.35 and noted that we were right in the
city centre. Vannes is an interesting cathedral city, with some
very attractive narrow streets, entered through an archway in
the medieval ramparts.
At Vannes Vincent Fitzgerald
was the final member of the crew
to arrive and this would mean that
for the next few days there would
be six on board and we would all
have to be very tidy in our ways. I
found Vincent sitting rather
dejected in the cockpit having
failed to find the keys. However,
after a couple of late evening drinks
in a nearby bar, he was fine again
and ready for the fray.
The following morning the
swing bridge was opening 08.00
and we made sure not to miss it. It
was a dull windless morning as we
motored down the Vannes channel
and out into the open sea. We were
headed for the little island of
Hoedic where we arrived at 12.20.
The day was now much brighter
and we spent a rather pleasant four
hours seeing the harbour, local
church and graveyard and, of
course, the small village pub for Ster Wenn, Belle lle

lunch and a drink. The unspoiled village has a lot of charm and
we were all impressed. Later in the afternoon we did the five
mile trip to the somewhat larger island of Houat. We picked up
a mooring in the small harbour of Port St. Gildas. Later as we
were walking the island I counted 122 yachts anchored off the
beach known as Treac’her Gouret. In settled weather it is
popular to overnight off this beach. The evening was lovely
and the water a magnificent blue. In these conditions you
would be happy to stay here for ever. Back on board we had
pre-dinner drinks and a meal of Veal, washed down by two
bottles of wine. Everything seemed right with the world at that
moment.
Friday 17th July it is very dull this morning as we left Port
St. Gildas for Le Palais on Belle Ile as Kevin and I have need
to get to a bank.
Eventually leaving Le Palais at 15.00 to get to Ster Wenn
on the N.W. side of Belle Ile. The rain ceased and the sun
came out to give us a magnificent afternoon and evening. Ster
Wenn or Port du Chateau is a fjord within a fjord, described as
one of the most beautiful in France. It is also one of the most
dangerous due to swell and breaking water in the rock strewn
entrance. These conditions would make this gem of an
anchorage a death trap as getting out would be impossible.
We arrived off the entrance and were a bit concerned to see
some water breaking at the base of the high cliffs. The
assurance we required to go in was provided by the arrival of
another yacht which we followed in. Inside there were about 8
other yachts anchored with lines taken ashore to rings in the
rocks. We did the same and put out fenders on both sides. I
was never in such a beautiful and tranquil an anchorage. We
inflated the dinghy and I took several photos from the water
and from the land. The pilot warns about leaving the boat
unattended so we split up and I went ashore first with Mary
and Vincent Fitzgerald. We had a lovely walk up the hill to
explore the cliffs and the spectacular cave known as Grotte de
L’Apothicairerie. We then had a drink in the local hotel bar.
We were back to Marie Claire at the appointed time and had
dinner on board with the others and then Con, Kevin and
Vincent Dromey headed off.
On their return sometime after midnight they were alarmed
to see torches, navigation lights, yachts trying to re-anchor, not
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Guns and L.H. Ile aux Moutons

Sean McCormack

to mention all the talk and shouting. What had happened was
that from about 23.30 a heavy irregular swell was coming into
the anchorage. Boats were sheering about wildly and coming
up short on their anchor chain or stern lines. All hell broke
loose with anchors dragging and fouling their neighbours,
some drifted back on to rocks as it was now L.W. and
everyone was hitting off everyone else. We hit a rock at one
stage and also bent the stemhead fitting by hitting off another
boat. All I could see in the darkness at the entrance was
breaking water and all this time there was little wind. We were
up all night and had to re-anchor once. I honestly thought I
would lose Marie Claire if things got any worse. There was no
way in these conditions, and in darkness, to get out.
Next morning things eased a bit and we were the third boat
to get out. It was necessary to wait near the exit for a quiet
period and then make a run for it. We all had our lifejackets on
and Mary was moved from the Fo’c’sle to the quarter berth. I
did not wish to frighten her by asking her to put on a life jacket
which she never wore in her life. However, it was left nearby
at the ready. Outside the sea was very lumpy for about an
hour, but there was no wind at all. We motored all the way to
Benodet where we arrived at 17.20 having left Ster Wenn at
08.10.
As this was Marys and Kevins last night on board we had a
restaurant meal and a late night drink on board.
Sunday 19th July and Mary and Kevin left us and we are
now down to our normal cruising crew of four. At midday we
headed off up the beautiful Odet river, which we also did the
previous year. This time, however, the day was very dull and
fog was starting to come up the river from the sea. We
anchored in the bay opposite Lanros and enjoyed lunch. It was
very foggy when we got back to Benodet and we went over to
the other side of the river to the marina near Ste. Marine. We
explored ashore and had a drink in the Cafe du Cole. The fog
got very dense and we couldn’t see to the other side of the
river. Sometime later it lifted a bit and we decided to go round
the corner for the night to Loctudy. On the way out I noticed
that we were getting strange looks from the small number of
yachts coming in. Outside visibility was no more than 100
yards so we came back in again and spent the night on the
marina.
Monday 20th July. Up early and we go alongside the town
wall in Benodet as it is near H.W. to get provisions. Our plan
today is to get to ile de Seine where, hopefully, we will
overnight. The day starts bright and then gets dull and by
evening, as we approach Raz de Sein, the fog comes down.
There was now no question of going into Men Brial, so it
was decided to go to Morgat, but first we had to get through

Odd shapes on lle aux Moutons

Sean McCormack

the dreaded Raz and the visibility was now about 100 yards.
All day "George", the Autohelm, was working overtime but
now everything depends on "Mildred", the Decca. We got
safely through with everyone keeping a sharp lookout. We saw
nothing on our way through, but heard the fog signal on La
Vieille. Two hours later the fog suddenly lifted and the wind
picked up from the N.W. We had two hours of good sailing
before getting into Morgat marina at 21.05.
On Tuesday 21st July we are away at 08.10 with the No. 1
Genoa up but after an hour we replaced it with the No. 2. The
wind is fresh N.W. and we beat all day to Lampaul Harbour,
Ile D’ouessant arriving at 18.05. We picked up a mooring and
20 minutes later the Galway hooker Mac Duach from Kinvara
arrived. Later we enjoyed an excellent meal in the hotel
overlooking the harbour, but unfortunately Con was not
feeling well all evening and I left him back to Marie Claire
after dinner. Later we met up with the crew of the hooker in a
local pub. They had their musical instruments with them and
there followed a great night of music and song enjoyed by us
and the locals. Vincent Fitzgerald did Marie Claire proud with
fine, vigorous renditions of Danny Boy, the Rose of
Mooncoyne, Rose of Tralee and the Banks of my own lovely
Lee. It was 01.30 when we got back to Marie Claire after one
of the best nights of the trip.
The following morning I tidied up the boat while the others
went ashore for diesel and groceries. Away at 10.25 heading
for the Scilly Isles and now seriously on our way home. We
had a S.S.W. 3 to 4 all day and this gives us some fine sailing.
We dropped the headsail during the early hours of Thursday
morning as we calculated that we will arrive before daylight.
We arrived off St. Marys just before dawn and it was now
raining and miserable. Mist of Allen, which was in Lampaul
Harbour with us, arrived and we both enter Hughtown Harbour
together.
Later we were woken by the Harbour Master looking for £6
for the privilege of dropping our anchor in the Duchy of
Cornwalls harbour. I resented paying £6 all the more a few
hours later when we experienced the primitive showers and
toilets on the pier. There were 2 hookers, The Morning Star
and The Lady Mor alongside the pier, making their way back
from Brest. One had very little decking and living on board
can’t have been much fun. We had a pleasant day on St.
Mary’s. We went for a walk, did some shopping, had a few
drinks and had dinner in the Atlantic Hotel, which was a bit of
a let down. We met Frank McCarthy ICC, wife and son from
Scilly Goose, a Fastnet 34, in St. Mary’s and also next day in
Tresco. They were making their way back to Cork at a
leisurely pace, after several weeks cruising.
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On Friday at t 1.00 we left Hughtown Harbour, for the short
hop near H.W. to New Grimsby Sound. We dropped anchor
off the pier, as all the moorings were taken. The day was very
warm and clear and could not have been better. Our first call
on Tresco was to the world famous Abbey Gardens and then to
Valhalla, which houses a large collection of figureheads taken
from the many wrecks in these waters. The gardens are truly
magnificent and I was delighted to see them, as they were
closed the last time I was on Tresco. We watched with interest
as a large helicopter landed its consignment of passengers and
island supplies. Tresco is privately owned and well cared for.
We took in old Grimsby Harbour on our route back to Marie
Claire. I can confirm that the pints of Murphys are excellent in
the rather posh Island Hotel. Back on board we enjoyed a late
lunch and then a quick trip by dinghy to the nearby island of
Bryher. We walked to Hells Bay on the west side and then
along the beach back to the dinghy. It was a magic day.
Back on board we weigh anchor at 18.50 and set a course
for the Tuskar. The wind is a little light for the first hour, but
then it got up and we had a great sail all the way back to
Howth, taking 37 hours to cover the 234.6 n.m, at an average

of 6.3 knots. The wind all the way was between S.S.W. and
W.S.W. force 3 to 6.
On the way home we operated a four hour on and four hour
off watch system, but on the outward leg, we had a more
sophisticated system, introduced by Con from his experience
of crewing in the round Ireland race in June. This broke the
daytime into two six hour watches and the night into three four
hour watches. This had the advantage of the night watch
getting a different watch each night. I have to say that it
worked well.
We arrived back in Howth at 07.50 Sunday. We had a great
trip with some fantastic, fast and exhilarating sailing.
Compared to many of my other trips, we had very little beating
to windward and less motoring. All the arrangements for crew
changes worked without a hitch and we all got on well
together. Mary even surprised herself by enjoying the
experience. I was lucky to have access to such a competent
and experienced crew, which made all the difference. I would
like to think that we would all be prepared to sail together
again. You get to know people rather well over 23 days on a
30 footer.

SUMMARY:
Date
July
3rd
6th
7th
8th
9th
10th
1 lth
12th
13th
14th
15th

1 6th
17th
18th
19th
20th
21st
22nd
23rd
24th
26th

Hrs.

Mins.

Douamenez
Beach Anse du Cabestan
Audieme
Benodet
lie aux Moutons
lles de Glenan
Concameau
lle de Groix
Sauzon (Belle lie)
Le Palais (Belle Ile)
Le Rocher (Morbihan)
Auray (Morbihan)
Le Rocher
Ile Longue(Morbihan)
lie Aux Moines(Morbihan)
Vanncs (Morbihan)
Hoedic
St. Gildas (Houat)
La Palais (Belle Ile)
Ster Wenn (Belle Ile)
Benodet
Odet River
Ste Marine (Benodet)
Morgat
Lampaul (Ushant)

395.7
26.5
4.2
39.2
8.9
3.8
10.3
25.6
19.8
4. I
21.3
2.1
2.7
5.8
3.4
5.5
21.5
5.2
9.9
8.9
49.7
8.1
7.3
57.7
51.4

66
5

1
4
1
2
2
9
1
1
12
9

30
05
55
25
50
55
45
30
20
05
00
40
50
10
40
35
10
20
15
15
10
45
45
05
55

St. Marys (Isles of Scilly)
New Grimsby Sound

115.9
3.5

20
1

30
00

37

00

Howth
Douamenez
Beach
Audierne
Benodet
lie aux Moutons
lie de Glenan
Concarneau
Ile de Groix
Sauzon
Le Palais
Le Rocher
Auray
Le Rocher
lle Longue
Ile aux Moines
Vannes
Hoedic
St. Gildas
Le Palais
Ster Wenn
Benodet
Odet River
Ste Marine
Morgat
Lampaul
St. Marys
New Grimsby Sound
Howth

Total Mileage
Total hours at sea
Total engine hours
No. of Ports/Anchorages visited
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Dist N.M.

To

From

234.6

1152.6
205 hours, 25 mins
75 hours
24

Total duration of cruise
Nights at sea
Average speed

7
1
1
4
3
1
4

1

23 days
6
5.6

Bangor to Connemara and back with five
grandsons
John Waddell

This was a four week cruise of some 815 miles, from Bangor,
Co. Down, by Donegal to Mayo, just into County Galway and
back around the North to Stangford Lough. There were crew
changes every weekend, involving 13 different people, nine of
whom joined for only one week each. In addition to 6 from N.
Ireland, there were 3 from Switzerland, 2 from Indonesia and 2
from England. The logistical travel plot ran to one and half A4
pages and needed much timetable research and many
telephone calls but it all went to plan and all rendezvous were
kept. The age range spanned 11 to 79.5, the oldest by far being
the grandfather skipper. Only one (Tatiana from Basle) was a
complete beginner, but the experience of the two youngest
boys was, naturally, rather limited, though they were fully
competent to take their tricks on the helm. The others were all
experienced cruisers.
We started on Friday, 17th July, from Bangor Marina on a
nice bright day with steady WSW wind of 18 - 25 knots. The
crew for the first week consisted of Julius (eldest grandson,
age 20), his girl friend, Tatiana, his middle brother, Tristan,
aged 15, and Marianne, another Swiss friend, a keen and
experienced sailor and excellent sea cook. Any tendencies to
sea sickness were successfully controlled by our favourite drug
"Scopoderm" which is applied by an adhesive patch behind
the ear.
The first day was a great sail, a fetch or close fetch all the
way with strong tides in our favour for two thirds of the time,
especially through the Waters of Moyle and Rathlin Sound.
We brought up in Porballintrae just after 20.00 and found it a
very satisfactory anchorage in an offshore wind. No-one went
ashore; the usual Bushmills tasted better than ever almost in
sight of the distillery!
Next day was bright and dry again, still with SW wind but
this time 25 to 30 knots so we took in one reef and rolled
about half the jib. We were into Portrush by 11.00 where water

and stores were conveniently available. Departed after lunch
aboard, expecting to spend the night in Culdaff, but progress
was good and wind getting lighter so we decided to make for
Inishtrahull. The swell on the approach to Portmore was quite
big but visibility was brilliant, so we got a bearing quite early
on the bright red crane at the little quay; it is always useful
here to have an approach bearing to verify the passage through
the reefs. We were alongside the quay in 7.5 feet (under keel)
by 19.20. The young and energetic roamed around the island
in the gorgeous evening sunshine, visiting the deserted houses
on the hill and lighthouse at the West, now automatic of
course. (When Heather called here first in 1980 the young
lighthouse keepers were bathing and sunning themselves at the
quay).
Sunday 19th gave us the first taste of the headwinds that
dogged us for the whole of the next fortnight. We lazed about
till 14.00 on a falling tide, which was foolish because we

Rory Steers, with close eye on wind direction gauge (span of 68 years)
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Skipper at Port Doon
grounded briefly on the hidden rock masked by seaweed just
outside the quay. However, a lead keel is durable!
The wind outside was 25/30 knots at times, so we were glad
we had taken in a reef before starting, We took a port tack
North of the Torr Rocks and then thumped away close-hauled
on starboard towards Swilly, assisted (as often) by engine at
1100 or 1200 rpm, which maintains momentum in a lumpy sea
with very little noise or fuel consumption.
Portsalon at 20.45 - only 30 miles on the log. Another
lovely evening, with the famous Donegal colours.
Monday brought another SW wind and a onereef beat in
smoother water to Rathmullan pier for stores again. The waves
rushing through the open pile pier were uncomfortable and
required fairly constant attention to springs but on the north
side the wind kept the boat clear and there was no bumping.
We had promised ourselves lunch at the Fort Royal Hotel
but by the time we had anchored and got ashore by dinghy we
were too late and service had ceased for siesta. Sad! After a
salad lunch we set off northwards with jib boomed out to
enjoy some downwind sailing at last but within an hour the
wind had dropped and switched abruptly to a light NE - the
only Northerly we had in the whole four weeks. We found a
comfortable evening berth alongside a trot of fishing boats at

The Tot on T(nw Island
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Leenan Bay at the NE corner of
Swilly.
Tuesday started showery, with
westerly 10-15 knots, so we motor
sailed quite slowly, the scenery
between the showers was Donegal
at its best - cloud shadows and
colours. We stopped at Downings,
mainly to patronise the only female
butcher in Ireland (is she?) and to
top up water. Then across to Ards,
where the anchorage off the Friary
is one of the Skipper’s favourites in
all Ireland. The sun came out and
made it as beautiful as ever, with
the great trees and the rippling tide
over the sands on the east side. The
Friary is still well-kept but
apparently now very short of
inmates.
Wednesday morning was
brilliant again, and the shelter at
Ards was sufficient to permit
breakfast in the cockpit - not
common in the North West!
A gentle sail close under Horn
Head and out to Tory Island, where we cruised along the
spectacular cliffs and tors at the East and North sides. The
wind still being about SW (10 knots or so), the anchorage at
Portnaglass was better than Camusmore and very comfortable.
The crew went ashore but did not go far until next morning,
when some of them walked to the West Town and some to the
lighthouse. After lunch we had a 20 mile beat in a choppy sea
to Gola - the usual good anchorage by the slip on the east side.
The young explored the big deserted village, which always has
a romantic atmosphere. It has crumbled quite a bit since our
first visit in 1980, but some of the houses are still more of less
habitable in summer.
Friday 24th was dry again but cloudy. We spent a couple of
hours tacking and motor-sailing to Burtonport by way of
Owey Sound - always an exciting passage when beating. The
Burtonport approach by the North Passage is very well marked
and quite easy after the first time. We headed in to the South
side of the pier as the other side was very full of trawlers, but
we were a bit startled to be met in the harbour mouth by the
new Ro-Ro ferry (obviously of Caledonian MacBrayne origin)
heading out to Aranmore. However, we got by without
obstructing her and managed (guided by a graphic series of
gestures from the terry skipper) to avoid the shoal patch SW of
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Portnaglass, Tory Island
the pier end. We got alongside the other ferry for long enough
to get water and diesel and sundry shopping (how useful to
have active young legs up the hill!) before setting off again
about 16.50. We dared to go out by the shallow South passage,
as the wind was light and the sea only moderate. However, the
skipper relaxed too soon when clear of most of the dangers,
and stuck a small reef close inshore which should have been
obvious. Fortunately he had spotted it just as the depth began
to drop steeply and had begun to turn away, but there were a
couple of very nasty crunches before we bounced clear. The
keel will need some filling - not uncommon - in the winter
refit.
Good shelter in Church Pool, with thirty miles logged since
Gola. It blew about Force 7 or 8 during the night but had
dropped again to about 25/30 knots by morning, which was
sunny again. But of course it was SW and with the swell left
over from the gale it was hard work beating, with 2 reefs, to
Rathlin O’Birne Sound. By 15.30
we were able to bear away
eastwards along the cliffs of Slieve
League and by 18.00 we were
comfortably rafted in Killybegs,
outside a friendly trawler whose
skipper told us he wouldn’t be
leaving till Tuesday. The main .......
harbour was relatively empty and
remained so until Monday at least.
However, for the first time ever
in some 37,000 miles of cruising,
we were harried by the Harbour
Master (in person) who ordered us
to leave "his" harbour and move to
the west basin (which he referred to
as the "yacht basin"). By this time
the crew were all ashore, so the
skipper said he could not move till
later, after our meal ashore.
We returned, ready to move, by
23.00 but by then the Harbour
Master had been back in person and
had left a typed note in the
hatchway implying that if we didn’t Achill Head on calm day

move by morning he would have us
shifted! All this was on Saturday
night, when all was quiet. We
moved and luckily found a spare
mooring.
The saga of Heather and the
Harbour Master went on during
Sunday but suffice to say that we
altered our return plans so as to use
Burtonport instead of Killybegs for
the third crew change, which in fact
saved us the usual beat from
Killybegs to Rathlin O’Birne.
After the planned crew change
on Sunday and a second excellent
dinner ashore we departed on
Monday but found ourselves
butting into Force 7 gusting 8 so
returned and had another day at a
mooring in the "yacht basin".
The forecast at 19.00 was for
NW Force 4 so we set off about
19.30 and headed as near to west as
J. Waddell we could manage. The wind had
veered but only to about 280
degrees, though by midnight it had
got round to about 305, after which it started to back again. In
due course it backed to SW so we tacked to port about 03.15
and made good progress to the west along the north coast of
Mayo. We had intended to go to Broadhaven but when
approaching the Stags the skipper spotted Portacloy on the
chart and hurriedly consulted the ICC directions to good
effect. We anchored in Portacloy at 10.30 on Tuesday morning
- 66 miles logged in 13 hours - and were highly satisfied with
out choice.
The crew by this time were Dick Hind, Cecil Hawhtorne
(both regulars on Heather), the skipper’s youngest grandson,
Rory, aged 11, and his elder brother Tristan, who had stayed
on, as planned. The boys went ashore in the dinghy and
enjoyed climbing the steep headland to the east.
Wednesday was bright early and sunny later but, of course,
the wind could do no better than 245 degrees, although day
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after day the Met men forecast "veering west". Tacking around
Eagle Island was quite exciting because of the swell although
the wind was only 10/12 knots. We were heading for a
favourite anchorage by Rasheen Island+ east of Inishkea South,
but regrettably allowed the Decca to mislead us into messing
about near Inishkea North until (fortunately) we recognised
our error and worked our way out of potential trouble. There is
a perfect and unmistakable towel" landmark on the Mullet
peninsula to which we would certainly have paid attention
sooner if we had not slipped into the bad habit of trusting
Decca too much. We afterwards realised that Decca had a bad
patch roughly from Eagle Island to Clare Island, although in
all the rest of our cruise it worked very well.
We were able to anchor so near the beach that the crew got
quickly ashore and had time to see the ruined village before
the sun set. It made a big impression on the boys who had
never seen such a desolate outpost of civilization before.
Next day was dry again but with no useful wind so we
motored 25 miles to Clare Island where we had plenty of time
to go ashore. The only food shop has been moved 2 or 3 miles
inshore so we were very lucky to get a kind lift from a
fisherman in his van, who insisted on waiting while we
shopped and running us back again to the harbour. Of course
his name turned out to be O’Malley - no doubt a descendant of
Grania!
On Friday the wind was back to 25/30 knots, from the south
of course. Later it began to gust to 38 or so, so entry to
Inishbofin seemed inadvisable. We beat under 2 reefs and
small jib to Rasheen Bay on the east side of Bofin - a good but
rather shallow anchorage. We went ashore hoping for a meal
but only snacks were available in the relatively new care.
On the Saturday the wind had at last veered to west and
dropped to about 15 knots so we moved to the beautiful main
harbour. Watered at the old pier at about High water. When
attempting to get a line ashore, Dick slipped off the pulpit and
got very wet. Commendably he bad the presence of mind to
keep hold of the warp and take it with him as he scrambled up
the pier ladder after immersion. The navigable space around
the pier is very small and the west
wind made manoeuvring tricky, so
we needed the warp. We had depth
for long enough to get excellent
sandwiches at Micko Day’s pub+
along with superb Guinness.
Before evening we moved to Little
Killary, a distance of only 13 miles
and a splendid anchorage.
On Sunday, in mist and drizzly,
we motored round to the Killary
proper and were signalled by Ian
Tanner, father of the two final
grandsons who were due to join us
at Leenane at lunchtime. They had
motored down to the Youth Hostel
at Gubbadanbo (at least that is the
name on the chart!) We launched the
dinghy and got them aboard to chat
up their cousins, Tristan and Rory.
And so, in increasingly dense
and continuous rain, to Leenane,
where we met not only the Tanner
family but also Hilary Hawthorne,
who came to collect her husband, Port Doon. Tot3’ Island
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Cecil, and to deliver John Hughes and Mike Green, the adult
crew for the next two weeks. It was Bank Holiday Sunday so it
poured all day.
Tristan and Rory+ incidentally, flew back to London on
Monday from the new international airport near Knock, which
has a remarkable international service. Dick went by bus from
Westport to Belfast.
Heather ~/" Mourne returned by way of Blacksod, a landing
on Insihkea South, Portacloy, Burtonport, Gola, Tory, Lough
Swilly, Greencastle, Portrush, Rathlin, Carnlough, Larne,
Bangor, eventually arriving at Whiterock in Strangford Lough
on Sunday August 16th.

,I. Waddell

Crosshaven to Cruit
at 1,000 feet above sea level
Kevin Dwyer

An initial request from Hon. Compiler of the Sailing directions
Arthur Orr, for aerial photographs of certain harbours around
the South and West coast, followed by discussions with Hon.
Treasurer Donal O’Boyle, led to an amicable arrangement
whereby I provided my photographic skills to the club as a
member, Batt Coleman from Kinsale kindly provided his skills
as a pilot for his love of flying and the Irish Cruising Club
provided the cost of a flying machine.
My objective was to try to take photographs which would
give an additional dimension to the chartlets and where
possible assist yachtsmen as they approached certain harbours.
The photograph for Glandore was therefore taken with Adam
and Eve in the foreground. The photograph for Derrynane was
taken from the South West virtually on the line of the leading
marks into the harbour. The photograph for Burtonport shows
all of the terrible rocks close to the harbour entrance.
On Monday 6th July 1992 Batt Coleman and I took off from
Cork Airport at 10.00. Starting from Crosshaven we covered the
South coast gently along to North Harbour, Cape Clear, we then
flew around Roaring Water Bay to Crookhaven. Our next target
was Glengarriff birthplace of the club from where we headed
West to Dursey Sound and the Bull Rock. Back East along the
Kenmare River to Sneem and out West again to Skellig Michael
at which stage felt quite dizzy ! The final leg of our journey for
the day was back over Portmagee to Valentia Harbour and
f’mally the entrance to Dingle Harbour with the new Marina just
showing in the background. Our flying time from Cork to
Dingle was three hours in a Cessna 152, we had photographed
twenty nine targets and took one hour to return to Cork Airport,
landing at 14.00.
The Summer of 1992 will be remembered for the terrible
weather which persisted in July during Ford Week in
Crosshaven right through most of August and into September.
From a flying point of view it was very difficult to find a hole
in the weather big enough to complete the mission required for
the sailing directions.
The next part of the assignment offered quite a challenge
for me because I had once sailed from East Ferry to Fenit with
Jimmy Butler, but never any further up the West coast. Donal
O’Boyle pointed this fact out to Arthur Orr, which resulted in
a strong directive being aimed in my direction "Tell Dwyer to
go to bed with the sailing directions". Arthur Orr subsequently
apologised to my wife Fiona for sending me to bed with a new
companion !!

On Tuesday 22nd September, Batt filed a flight plan from
Cork Airport to Sligo. We took off at 11.00 and headed for
Kilrush. We flew over the Cliffs of Moher across to Kilronan
on the Aran Islands and over to the South Galway coast with
its myriad of inshore waterways. We then flew around by
Clifden to Inishbofin to Killary and on to Achill Sound. At this
stage we had to make some serious calculations on our fuel but
were satisfied that we had enough to continue the leg of our
flight as planned. We flew across Blacksod Bay with more
expanses of sandy beaches than the eye could believe, up to
Frenchport and Eagle Island from where we headed East via
beautiful Rossport (on the back page of the annual) to Killala
and finally over Rosses Point to land at Sligo Regional Airport
just after 14.00.
We refuelled the aeroplane a Cessna 172, had a sandwich
and kept away from liquid (no loo on board!). We took off at
15.00 and headed North with the low September light making
Benbulbin look magnificent. Our first target was Bruckless
Harbour just East of Killybegs, we flew along the South
Donegal coast to Teelin Harbour then overland in the direction
of Burtonport and Aranmore Island our final targets for the
day of Cruit and Gola Island were photographed by 16.00.
As we headed South and for home, Batt Coleman (also
chairman of Kinsale GAA Club) congratulated the air traffic
controller Carricafin on the Donegal win in the all Ireland
Football match two days before. The Sam Maguire Cup had
arrived in Donegal the previous evening, the airport was alive,
but not well !
We flew back over Sligo airport at 16.20 with a good tail
wind and filed a flight plan to Cork with the possibility of a
fuel stop in Shannon, this was not necessary. The wind was
kind and we landed back at Cork Airport at 18.00. We saw the
South Coast of Ireland exactly two hours after looking at
Bloody !Zoreland, the North West corner of Donegal.
During the six hour flight, we flew over and photographed
thirty five more targets for the Sailing Directions. Old Editions
will quite simply have to be put away by members in their
library and a copy of the New Full Colour Edition purchased
for future cruising pleasure.
For my own part and on behalf of the Irish Cruising Club
there must be a special thank you for Batt Coleman who flew
me with great care and skill from Cork to Donegal via Kinsale,
Kerry, Kilrush, Kilronan, Killary, Killala and Killybegs.
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G landore
Cape Clear

Dunn’s Ditties

Des Barrington writes: It was all John’s fault really. Booking
his train ticket from Truro for a Big Business dinner in London
three days after our scheduled Dun Laoghaire departure date in
the expectation of a trouble-free doddle to the Helford River
was tempting Providence in a big way. But then we’d all been
spoiled in previous years by delightful cruises crammed into
very short periods in Jennifleur (a Moody 31) - including a ten
day trip to Brittany in 1990 which gave us four days ashore
there plus one in the Scillies. So ten days for a hop to Helford
and back to Baltimore didn’t seem to be expecting too much.
In the event, shortly after we had made a classical departure
from the George’s new pontoon at two pip emma, Friday July
17 - brilliant sunshine, the ladies’ hankies waving in the gentle
land-sheltered breeze - the sou-westerly proved to be indeed
the forecast five to six, which backing a full point as it came
off the land gave us not just a dead noser, but with wind
against ebb, a thoroughly unpleasant sea as well. Two nights
in Wicklow followed (Never did the Wicklow ditch seem
more desirably beautiful), a day in Arklow, and finally, when
things had quietened somewhat, a gentle motor-sail to
Dunmore East where we arrived on the Monday in time for
lunch and to disembark John to continue his journey to
London by less romantic but more predictable means.
Our own game plan was revised too. The Scillies were still
possible but not worth the travail involved with, at most, two
day’s sojourn there to look forward to before the timetable
called us home. So a leisurely, gentlemanly schedule of
gunkholing westward was substituted. And very pleasant it
was too. Pleasant, though hardly worth a Dunn’s Ditty but for
a happy coincidence and a visit to an anchorage we’d always
believed to be, if not inaccessible, at least unwelcoming.
Proceeding from Dunmore to Ballycotton a yacht running
east under spinnaker caught our attention. A big rolling sea
made binoculating difficult but there was a tantalising
familiarity about her as she danced around in the bright disc of
the lenses. Eventually I was able to make out some of the
letters on her weather cloth: T - DUR...Tjaldur! Memories of

an era of golden voyages with Rory and Douglas came
flooding back as I called her on the R.T. and exchanged names
with her present owner (Sean Whiston, Poolbeg Y & BC) and
arranged to make contact back in Dublin. When I did get home
on the following Sunday my daughter told me there’d been a
phone call from a Harry Collins from ’Belfast or somewhere in
the North’ to say that he’d met the crew of Tjaldur in Kinsale
(presumably the night before we’d spoken her) and they were
very keen to know more of her early history. He remembered
having seen the film I made of our Transatlantic in ’68 and
wondered if he might pass my name on to the present
Tjaldurians.
As for the anchorage... Leaving Kinsale we’d asked about
going in to Courtmacsherry and been told by your typical
marina Old Salt yottie (all of 20 years of age with a face hewn
from recycled Dockside Loafers): "They’ve dredged beside
the quay deep enough for the QE2 but then they ran out of
money and couldn’t do the channel. I wouldn’t bother if I was
ye."
In the event we went in an hour after low water with a lot of
caution and little trouble from our five-foot draught apart from
grazing the bottom just once. Two Kinsale Charter yachts were
hard aground as we entered, having neglected to hug the porthand shore, though they soon floated off as the tide rose and
went on up to the quay. We stayed anchored in idyllic
surroundings, a sand bar teeming with waders and terns on one
side, with rolling pasture land and classical houses shawled in
trees behind it in diminishing perspective all the way to the
head of the inlet. On the other side: the quay, the pretty leafy
village, good-looking holiday homes, and a broccoli-dense
wood rising back to the point at the entrance. Charming. Vaut
le detour even if the channel had been twice as difficult.
John Gore-Grimes writes on a delivery from Fort
Lauderdale to The Azores: Winterwood is a fifty seven foot
Kok built steel hulled Sailing boat which had lived in a Marina
for 10 years at Fort Lauderdale drinking Gin and Tonic. She is
a sturdy craft but all that sunshine had shrivelled her rubbers
so that her hatches shared much in common with the Welsh
emblem.
Tom Lawlor and I joined a crew to take Winterwood from
Bermuda to the Azores which proved to be an extremely
pleasant sail. We sailed for three days when we skirted around
the outer edges of Hurricane Bonnie and all below were
soaked. Sleeping in a bunk which is wet from warm water has
an advantage over icicles in the sleeping bag.
We received wonderful hospitality from Warren Brown’s
family in Bermuda and we were also introduced to Herb
Hilgenberg a Weather Forecaster on Bermuda who acts, on an
entirely voluntary basis, as a most expert weather guide for
vessels in both the Atlantic and the Pacific. Herb’s radio show
is a must and his kind patience in dealing with all callers is to
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be highly commended. Winterwood was kept clear of
Hurricanes as a result of his expert guidance.
Our arrival at the Azores brought back memories of the
descriptions of those magic Islands written in this Journal by
the late Rory O’Hanlon and the late Douglas Heard. Two days
there was not enough time and a return visit is high on the
agenda.

when lying to even the stoutest anchor and chain. Our return
by rubber dinghy, admittedly after a lengthy and most
enjoyable session in McAlpines, underscored the need for
great care as the rushing current nearly succeeded in pulling
the dinghy under as we climbed aboard Pablo.
We took each day as it came and were rewarded with the
best of cruises. Members are well used now to reporting their
exploits from exotic foreign places but for us there is no
where, but no where, to equal the cruising delights of our own
south and west coasts and especially that much loved part we
call West Cork.

Slack water at Cheek Point

Peter on Pablo H in Dunmore East

Susan Gray

Susan Gray

Malcolm Kelliher writes from s/v Colombaio Sun: An
attempt by myself and my wife, Lotta, to retire from the sea
was thwarted by the impending arrival of a junior crew
member. So, to keep the wolf from the door, I abandoned my
rather rotund better half, (for the first time in 10 years), and
agreed to commission a 130’ ketch rigged motor sailer in
Holland.
The Colombaio Sun has an 1.o.a. of 130’, a beam of 27’ and
a draught of 13’. She carrieg 6,000 sq. ft. of roller furling sails,
which can be easily handled by two crew, the total
complement being seven. There is a variable pitch propeller
powered by a 500 h.p. diesel, giving about 10 knots. The same
speed is easily reached under sail, and her sister ship has
clocked 14 knots in the West Indies.
I arrived in time to do the acceptance trial in North sea,
between Texel and Den Helder, in late November. After a
month of final fitting out, we headed for Palma, Mallorca, and
cruised the Balearics for Christmas and New Year.
In late February,we received 12 days notice to get the vessel
ready for a trans-Atlantic to Martinique, where she was to begin
a one year charter of Singapore. Due to the imminent arrival of
our son, Oskar, I declined the trip. However, our Swiss company
happens to have 3 identical vessels, and I was offered command
of the Colombaio Star, 9 months old, with Scandinavia, the
West Indies and two trans-Atlantics behind her.
We initiated the summer season by attending the Sanremo
Yacht Charter Agents’ Week, followed by the Monaco Grand
Prix. Being a commercial venture, we get no ’down time’, so
we are booked back-to-back, like a cruise liner, and despite the
economic climate, will have completed 99 fare-paying days by
October 20th. Our rate is $7,000 per day, for the vessel, crew
and insurance, all other costs are extra. This season, we will
have cruised the whole Mediterranean, from Balearics to the
the Cyclades, and covered about 8,000 miles.

Peter and Susan Gray write on Pablo H in West Cork. This
year we decided to make the pilgrimage to Adrigole. Pablo
had competed in Ford Week and, together with our daughter
Carol and friend Grant, we joined her and her owner, Peter
Huntley, on the Royal Cork marina. We had a pleasant cruise
westwards calling at the usual watering holes and several easy
days later we dropped anchor inside Orthon Island.
We had intended to spend time in Kenmare also but,
seduced by the quiet and timeless beauty of Dunboy Bay,
Lawrence Cove and Adrigole itself, we ran out of time and had
to head east again. When there is room in Dunboy Bay, we can
see no point in spending a night in Castletown itself. It is only
a fifteen minute walk to the first pub in the town.
On the way home to Howth we visited even more of the
usual places but also spent an interesting day exploring the
Suir up to Waterford. Our intention was to go up the Barrow to
New Ross but the bridge keeper was not to be blandished into
opening despite the advice offered in our Sailing Directions.
We spent the night at Cheek Point where we arrived at slack Donal McClement writes on his eventful year: A really
water and were fortunate to find a sound mooring as, when the eventful 12 months since my last literary offering. Early
current really started to rip, we should not have slept easily November 1991 (by now 1 should know better) saw me off to
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Donal McClement at the Annual Dinner

Kevin Dwyer

Gibraltar to pick up a Nicholson 31 and bring her back to
Ireland. Time was not a major factor and visits to the various
"flesh pots" en route were the order of the day. The yacht
which I had inspected some three weeks earlier was in quite
good order so the three of us had only two days preparation to
do and we set sail in near perfect conditions on Saturday 22nd
November. The nice easterly breeze lasted only for four hours
and the next two days saw flat calms.
A refuelling stop was made in Sines and we were
experiencing some difficulty with fuel flow. A pleasant
evening in Sagres where the harbour has been extensively
modernised enabled me to strip the fuel system and solve the
problems and the next morning we set off again in virtually a
flat calm bound for Bayona or wherever our fuel would get us.
Murphy’s Law came into play when we tbuled the propeller
about 50 miles North of Isla Berlinga just after dark with quite
a heavy swell running, I was not prepared to attempt diving to
clear it in these conditions and a most frustrating night in little
or no wind was spent where we made about five miles in 11
hours. The next morning we managed to clear the obstruction
and made a short stop at Figuera del Foz. This port also has
been upgraded in recent years but one has to be aware of the
BAR which can be dangerous after prolonged North
Westerlys. It is not unusual to have the port closed for days at
a time in these conditions.
The Iron Genoa continued to be our mode of propulsion en
route to Bayona where I had planned a 2 day lay over to
sample the delights of Galicia. The weather continued to be
kind and the temperature was steady around 60 degrees.
The forecast was quite good and we departed, suitably
refreshed, for Cork on Sunday 10th in glorious sunshine and a
nice South Westerly. At last some good sailing, but Mr.
Murphy had 2 more goes at us. Firstly the wind dropped after
4 hours and very shortly afterwards we sheared our engine
coupling for no apparent reason. This meant a return to
Bayona as there was no way that I was going to cross Biscay
without an engine. We were fortunate to attract the attention of
a French yawl that was Southbound and get a tow as we could
have spent 24 hours or more sailing back.
The Yacht Club as usual was most helpful but five days on
the hard was what was needed to solve our problems. As well
as the coupling failure we had bent the shaft and had to replace
this. A serious fault with the Nicholson 31 is that you have to
be a contortionist to work in the enclosed space available. We
relaunched on the Friday evening, tested everything the next
morning and departed with a reasonable forecast at midday on
16th. We motored for 10 hours and eventually picked up a
beautiful S’Wly and we began to enjoy good sailing
performance of the boat. We were averaging over 6 knots and
making good progress towards home when the wind started

slowly to head us. Over the next 12 hours or so the wind
steadily increased and by Monday evening we were
experiencing NNWly Force 8. Listening to the forecasts I felt
it would blow through within 16 to 24 hours and I decided to
lie ahull and ride out the gale. The wind continued to increase
during the night and by 04.00 hours it was gusting 45 to 50
knots.
Early in the morning we noticed that we had made a lot of
water and we suspected our stern gland. Murphy appears again
in that the bilge pump packed in. We had enough spares to
virtually re-build the whole yacht but of course did not have a
spare bilge pump diaphram. Improvisation became the order of
the day and as well as modifying the engine cooling intake to
draw from the bilge we were able to rig up the Lavac W.C. to
act as a 2nd pump. The weather continued with no sign of
moderation and although the yacht behaved impeccably we
found ourselves having to pump 2 to 300 strokes an hour to
keep the water level down. We could not get the stem gland
any tighter despite having the necessary tools, the weather,
despite the forecast was showing no sign of improvement and
reluctantly after 34 hours lying a hull I decided to return to the
North Coast of Spain. I estimated that we were some 200 miles
due North of La Corruna and by this time the wind had veered
to just East of North.
The roller genoa was unfurled to about the size of a storm
jib and we commenced the long run back to Spain. Without a
Decca or GPS I was not very sure of my position but I knew
we would sooner or later corss two shipping lanes. The
conditions continued to be very bad with 25 to 30 foot seas
and 40 knots of wind as well as heavy rain showers and
steering the yacht demanded 100% concentration. A fix from a
passing ship confirmed our position and showed that we had
drifted at just over 1 knot when lying a-hull with the helm to
lee and this was quite impressive. A tough 30 hours saw us
approaching the Spanish Coast and it was not until we were on
the final approach that the conditions improved. We arrived in
La Corruna at 24.00 on Sunday morning 32 hours after we
turned tbr Spain and the only consolation that we had was that
the leaking stern gland was not so bad whilst we were sailing.
A mechanic to repack the gland was not too difficult to find
but the weather forecast for the next week was appalling.
Reluctantly I decided to leave the yacht where she was and fly
home. The moral is the "Murphy’s Law" will always strike
more than once. I must however add that I can now understand
how John Gore-Grimes and his crew managed such fabulous
voyages in Shardana . The Nicholson 31 is truly a good
seaboat. The 1992 season including Ford Week was tame by
comparison.
Vincent O’Farrell on Rambling in the Med. Fastnet Dancer
with Maureen and self was late leaving Cyprus. We had
intended to be gone by the middle of may but it was the 26th
June before we finally left Paphos abeam and headed north for
the small attractive island Kastellorian off the Turkish Coast,
from here up through some wonderful anchorages with stops
at Rhodes - Simi - Kos - Astapalia - Thira (also called
Santorini) - Ios (Irish Over Seas) Sifinos - Hydra - Aegina
and into Athens. From Athens through the Corinth Canal
(£125) calling to Galadaxi (beautiful) in the Gulf of Corinth
for a visit to ancient Delphi, on to the Ionian Isles of
Cephathonia and Zakinthos.
Every west to S.W. passage was a pleasure as the wind was
mostly north or north west and we had a lovely sail across to
the straits of Messina and Sicilty. With visits to lovely
Taormina and the Iolian islands of Lipari volcano and
Filicudia from here N.W. to Sardinia to meet up with Royal
Tara - Clayton & Betty Love supported by able nephews
William, David & Clayton (junior- junior- junior). We have
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a lovely few days with Royal Tara finally saying our goodbyes
in Bonafacio Corsica. We stayed on here for a week waiting
for a couple of fronts to pass. We then had a lovely sail S.W.
to Mahon in the Balearics where we anchored for a few hours
rest before setting off for Andratix, Majorca & Tim’s Bar,
favourite watering hole, arriving on the 18th August, Derek
Harte joined us here and we sailed south to Ibiza and lovely
Espalmador.
Slow motoring trip across to mainland Spain (severe growth
of cockles on propeller causing vibration in max prop.) Tom
O’Leary, Martin Moloney, Jim Conran - Frankie Sullivan
joined us at Alicante for a cruise of the inland sea at Mazaron
near Carthgena and we dropped them off further along the
coast at Aguilas where they taxied back to Alcante. We
experienced some lovely offshore breezes along this part of
the Costa Blanca. Derek and I continued on to Gibralter and
eventually arrived Villamoura 03.00 morning of 28th
September.
Highlights: Kasterloian - Rhodes - Thira -Ios - Hydra Galadaxi (Delphi) Cefallonia - Taormina - Lipari - Fillicudia
- Puerto Chervo - Bonifacio - Andratx - Espalmador - Sea of
Mazaron - Culatra (Nr. Faro).
NOTES: Costs were a surprise. Apart from the Corinth Canal
£125 and a ridiculous fee of £75 for one nights at Puerto Rosa
Sicily we had lovely anchorages in most places. The
anchorage in expensive Puerto Chervo was free. Clean
anchorages were a must for a breeze, a swim and production of
good clean water. Very few yachts in most places until we
reached Sardinia and Corsica. Going towards Cyprus in
June/July or August its better to come from the north. The
Maltimi will blow you the whole way down to the Red Sea if
required. Oh! and a binini or hood that you can shelter under
while sailing is essential.

Bill Rea writes: The following conversation took place in the
club launch at Dun Laoghaire:
Aidan Dunn: "Are you going to the Rally at Pwllheli this
week-end?"
B.R.: "Yes"
A.D.: "When are you leaving?"
B.R.: "Thursday"
A.D.: "Thursday!! - Pwllheli is in Wales, you know; not New
South Wales!"
Peter Ronaldson writes: After fifteen years of partnership,
first in Erlin Mor and then Wheesht I decided to go it alone
and early in the season bought Scotch Mist, a Contessa 32,
from fellow club member Bob Gilmore. Our main cruise was
to the West Coast of Scotland where Evelyn and I spent 3 1/2
weeks in July scampering from anchorage to anchorage
between gales. When it wasn’t blowing it seemed to be raining
and only rarely did we see the sun.
As it was our first cruise in the boat we were not too
adventurous and followed the familiar path from Bangor into
Clyde, through the Crinan Canal and up the Sound of Mull to
Tobermory. Once we rounded Ardnamurachan the weather
really fell to pieces and Canna was our furthest north. The
highlight of four stormbound days in Arisaig was a trip on the
West Highland Railway to Mallaig to buy a fan belt!
The homeward trip was uneventful and generally windy but
at least we had the opportunity of learning about our new boat
in very demanding conditions.
Next year I have a strong suspicion we’ll be heading for
warmer climes!

Scotch Mist accomodates a large crew at The Autumn Rally Camlough
Barry Keane

Bill Rea hoists the Burgee
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Bar~ Keane

Richard Sewell writes on Chartering in the British Virgin
Islands: Nothing has been heard of Thalassa in the ICC
Annual for some years. This is not because she has retired but
merely that cruising has tended to be in Brittany, where many
members go regularly. 1992 was different!
Having obtained written statements from all crew that they
would always accept that getting wet on deck on Thalassa was
just as good as using one of two showers with hot running
water and that it really was fun changing headsail at the end of
the bowsprit and much easier than furling a "roller blind", the
skipper and seven Thalassa "Regulars" chartered barteboat a
very well equipped Westerley 48’ Oceanmaster from Tortola
Marine Management at Roadtown the capital of Tortola, in the
British Virgin Islands. The skipper and crew were given a
quick but thorough checkout by Sam, who runs the marina. (I
had a couple of days start on the crew and so had already gone
over the area briefing and details of all the gadgetry on board)
The comparison with Thalassa was enormous. The length at
48’ was almost the only thing that was similar. The beam was

15’ instead of 10 the galley was aft instead of forward the
anchor chain lived in the bows immediately under the button
operated windlass instead of being brought from aft and
ranged along the deck, the sails could all be handled from the
cockpit instead of risking life and limb frequently on deck etc.
etc. Inspite of all these things I wouldn’t change Thalassa and
I think that most of my regular crew would agree.
The distances in the BVI are very small and so it was a very
different holiday to the usual.There are so many magnificent
places to anchor, or even pick up a buoy, and then swim or
windsurf. Everywhere there seems to be plenty of coral and
magnificent fish - we gather sharks don’t usually come among
the islands - and the scenery is spectacular with numerous
islands. Another great advantage compared with most of the
other Caribbean islands that we have seen is that there are
some good restaurants, but I suppose that we have been spoilt
in France.
Testadura, as the boat was called,was extremely easy to
handle under engine (no difficulty of not being able to steer in
reverse because the prop was on the quarter). She was
unexciting to sail but ideal for this occasion.
Throughout the holiday the wind was always 15-25 knots
NE and we never needed a pullover during the whole week.
The pilotage is not difficult with the reefs and shallows being
clearly shown by the sun.
In a week we only covered just over 100 miles but what a
superb holiday. I am hoping to repeat it in 1993.

crew were equally fanatical about their beloved boat!! Went up
river to Diddesham, really beautiful, and then went out again
towards Exmouth, to make this our furthest point. Water Witch
had offered us her moorings for the night. A very tricky
entrance, indeed but much enjoyed.
Tuesday July 28th dawned, and what a dawn with clear blue
skies. A suitable day to bring Gay Gannet to her birthplace.
Tied up in Brixam Marina and opened the Champagne!! Sadly,
Uphams Boatyard has gone in the interests of "progress" as
they say. But we had met one of the shipwrights in Dartmouth,
and that was a bonus. However, we did pay homage to an old
wall, which seemed to be the only part remaining...! Returned
to Dartmouth again, and Salcome, this time going further up
river, and on to River Yelm. All the time the weather was
perfect, and the scenery spectacular at every turn.
Reluctantly, we moved on, visiting Loo, Fowey,
Megavissey, and the Helford River, all magical.. Weather now
beginning to break, so no trip up river, just a quick return to
Falmouth for stores, and on round the Lizard and just tied up
in Newlynn for night. Moved on at 06.00 next morning, and
got around the Longships and Lands End without difficulty.
Called to St. Ives for lunch, again delightful, if somewhat
crowded!! - and on to Padstow for the night. Next morning
saw us headed for Dale cove, where we moored again for the
night, A convenient place to prepare for an early start across to
Arklow, Wicklow and HOME... 21 Anchorages ....24
Days...And a thousand memories for 1992.
Andrew and Sue Somerville write on Emanuel to the
Clyde: On previous cruises northwards, Emanuel has always
left Kintyre to starboard. This year we decided to explore the
gentler waters of the the Clyde, during a two week cruise from
Dun Laoghaire in the middle of July. Our first port of call was
Lamlash, after which we followed a roughly anti-clockwise
route that took us eventually into upper Loch Fyne. Our last
port of call was Tarbert, where we sat out several days of
strong south-westerlies. We worked our way through the bar
menu of the Victoria Hotel, which was exhausted the night
before the wind veered enough to give us a fast reach home.

Sterling class Gay Gannet

Sketch by L.Sheil Jnr.

Leonard Sheil writes on Gay Gannet’s return to Brixham:
This year Gay Gannet made a sentimental journey back to
Brixham where she was built in 1963. She left Dun Laoghaire
with a crew of four on Thursday July 16th. Winds on the nose
so just got to Wicklow for the night. Next morning we left early
- but again very strong head winds (we were only making two
knots!) defeated us so we headed into Arklow where we stayed
until Sunday morning when we again set out at 06.00 hrs. This
time we persevered in spite of adverse winds and arrived
Milford Haven at 02.00 Monday. We left again mid-morning
and sailed to Lundy, where we anchored for the night. Went
ashore next morning and found this island, now washed in
sunlight, an unexpected delight. Then on to Padstow, and the
Scilly Isles, By now the weather was brilliant, so the islands
were just like the postcards!! Visited the gardens on Tresco, not
to be missed. Friday gave us a glorious four hour spinnaker run
to Falmouth, and Saturday we had yet another one to Salcome
- such a pretty place, and so much sailing activity. Sunday
found us on our way to Dartmouth, another delightful entrance.
Met a sister ship - a Sterling named Water Witch, the first we
have ever met, so there was much rejoicing, as the Skipper and

Paddy Walsh writes: When you’re told to be 4 cables off the
middle stone wall of three on the shoreline just east of
Caherloughlan sand hills, on the southern shore of Galway
Bay, half an hour before high water - you better listen,
particularly when the instruction comes from committee
member, David FitzGerald. It was well worth while to sail in
flotilla on a passage charted over winter weekends, to Bell
Harbour in County Clare.
You’re following’ the Hookers when the navigation
instructions read "the ESB pole to be centred between the two
furze bushes". That’s what Saturday, May 16th brought to
those who ventured into Poulnaclough Bay and Bell Harbour.
To have contributed a little to local modern marine history
was in itself a pleasurable bonus, people gathered on the pier
and roadway to welcome us and to tell us that no pleasure
boats had been seen at the pier since the ’40s.
Daly’s pub and grocery establishment at Bell Harbour has
to be a worthy successor to the old Murphy’s at East Ferry no T.V., good drink, no clock, a grocery counter, manageable
music, and welcoming, decent people - what more could one
want on a summer’s evening? Thanks to David who spent long
winter days charting and confirming this possibility a great
weekend was had by all - indeed so pleased were the people
that they have since cleaned out the ground around Bell
Harbour Pier to make it better when boats return, which they
most certainly will.
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Commodores
1929
1942
1950
1953
1954
1958
196(/
1963
1966
1969
1972
1975
1978
1981
1984
1987
1990

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

Vice-Commodores
1929
1941
1942
1947
1948
1950
1953
1954
1956
1958
1960
1963
1965
1967
1969
1971
1972
1974
1976
1977
1978
1980
1982
1984
1986
1987
1989
1990

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

Rear Commodores
1929
1930
194 1
1942
1947
1950
1951

H.R. Wallace
A.W. Mooney
H.E. Donegan
D. Mellon
H. Osterberg
K. McFerran
R.P. Campbell
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1953
1954
1956
1958
1961
1963
1965
1966
1968
1970
1971
1973
1975
1976
1977
1978
1980
1981
1983
1984
1986
1987
1988
1989
1990
1992

B. C. Maguire
F. Cudmore
H. W. S. Clark
P. H. Greer
C. Riordan
W. H. D. McCormick
R. L. Berridge
J. C. McConnell
J. H. Guinness
R. H. O’Hanlon
R. J. Fielding
H. Cudmore
J. M. Wolte
A. D. Macllwaine
J. M. Wolte
G. Kenefick
M. McKee
J. Gore-Grimes
L. McGonagle
M. McKee
H. P. Kennedy
M. R. Sullivan & D. H. B. Fitzgerald
B. Hassett & D. H. B Fitzgerald
B. Hassett & A. S. P. Orr
Clayton Love Jnr & D. J. Ryan
Brian Hegarty & David Nicholson

Honorary Treasurers
W. MacBride
1929
G.B. Moore
1948
1964
N. Watson
1973
L. Sheil
1979
R. Shanks
D. O’Boyle
1984
Honorary Secretaries *
1929
H.B. Wright
1933
D. Keatinge
1935
R.P. Campbell
1937
K. McFerran
D. Keatinge
1941
1944
M.F. Hally
1948
T. J. Hanan
1960
P.D. Morck
1965
A. Dunn
1977
P.J.D. Mullins
B. Hegarty
1981
1990
C.P. McHenry
NOTE: From time to time there were acting Honorary Secretaries; the
names listed are where the incumbent has held office ~or at least one
year.

List of Award Winners

1931
1932
1933
1934
1935
1936
1937
1938
1939
1947
1949
1950
1951
1952
1953
1954
1955
1956
1957
1958
1959
1960
1961
1962
1963
1964
1965
1966
1967
1968
1969
1970
1971
1972
1973
1974
1975
1976
1977
1973
1974
1980
1981
1982
1983
1984
1985
1986
1987
1988
1989
1990
1991
1992

THE FAULKNER CUP
Keatinge & McFerran
A.W. Mooney
D. Tidmarsh
Mrs Crimmins
H.D.E. Barton
A,W. Mooney
D. Tidmarsh
H.P. Donegan
Miss D. French
A.W. Mooney
L. McMullen
H. Osterberg
Wallace Clark
P. O’Keeffe
Wallace Clark
B ,C. Maguire
C. Love
N. Falkner
R. O’Hanlon
R.P.Campbell
P.H. Greet
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
A. Leonard
J. Gore-Grimes
J. Gore-Grimes
J.F. Coffey
E,P.E. Byrne
R. Cudmore
0. Glaser
J. Gore-Grimes
B. Bramwell
Paddy Barry
Terence Kennedy
Cormac McHenry
Paddy Barry
Peter Bunting
Michael Coleman

Marie
Nirvana
Foam
Nirvana
Dauntless
Aideen
Foam
Gull
Embla
Aideen
Rainbow
Marama
Zamorin
Mavis
Caru
Minx of Malham
Galcador
Euphanzel
Huff of Arklow
Minx of Malham
Ann Gail
Huff of Ark/ow
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
Stella Maris

1970
1971
1972
1973
1974

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

Clarion
Kitugani
Ainmara
Data
Sule Skerry

1975
1976
1977
1978
1979
1980
1981
1982
1983
1984
1985
1986
1987
1988
1989
1990
1991
1992

G. Leonard
Wallace 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’Keetfe
David Fitzgerald
Cormac McHenry

Wishbone
Wild Goose
Deerhound
Vinter
Shardana
Winifreda of Greenisland
Deerhound
Red Velvet
Velma
Deerhound
Shardana
Sung Foon
Saint Patrick
Boru
Samharcin an lar
Black Shadow
Tir na nOg
Peigin Eile
Ring of Kerry

1978
1979
1980
1981
1982
1983
1984
1985
1986
1987
1988
1989
1990
1991
1992

THE ATLANTIC TROPHY
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
David McBride

Morgana
Ba/i Hai
Black Shadow
Co~den Harvest
Black Shadow
Meg of Muglins
Meg of Muglins
Meg of Muglins
Samharein an lar
Ricjak
Cuilaun
Sceolaing
Lir
Tandara
Deerhound

1941
1951
1954
1955
1956
1957
1961
1963
1964
1965
1967
1968
1969
1971
1973
1974
1975
1977
1978
1979
1980
1981
1982

THE ROUND IRELAND NAVIGATION CUP
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
Wsnalda
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.I- Campbell & J.R. Osborne
Verve
J. Guinness
Deerhound
P. Gray
Korsar
Ronan Beirne
Rila
W.M. Nixon
Turtle
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1983
1984
1985
1986
1987
1988
1989
1990
1991
1992

A. Doherty
J. Guinness
T. O’Keeffe
B. Hegarty
Wallace Clark
W.M. Nixon
Tony Morton
Bernard Corbally
Robert Barr
No Award

1958
1960
1961
1963
1964
1965
1966
1967
1968
1969
1970
197 1
1972
1973
1974
1975
1976
I978
1979
1980
1981
1982
1983
1984
1985
1986
1987
1988
1989
1990
199l
1992

THE FORTHNIGHT CUP
L, McMullen
R.I. Morrison
J,W.D, McCormick
W.M. Nixon
W,M. Nixon
W,M. Nixon
Wallace 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 Hegany
Seamus Lantry
Brendan O’Callaghan
Clive Martin

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

THE WYBRANT CUP
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. Keamey
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
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Svegala
Deerhound
Orion
Freebird
Wild Goose
Turtle
Lamorna IH
L ’ Exocet
At" Men

Rainbow
Vat!/a IV
Diane
Ainmara
A inmara
Ainmara
Wihl Goose
Lamita
Huntress
Roane
Aisling
Vandara
Helen
Pellegrina
Gay Gannet
Shardana
Sung Foon
Oberon
Sai See
Wctve

Den Arent
Red Veh’et
Ring o[ Kerry
Puffin
Joliba
Turtle
Sceolaing
Saki
Sqf2tri of Howth
William Tell (~[" Uri
Midnight Marauder
Lindos

Mavis
Albatross
Mavis
Britannia
Aideen
Saphire
Mavis
Hazure
Evora
Minz
Mavis
Marama
Evora
John Dory
Evora
,I ohn DotS
Marama

g
Alata
Second Ethuriel/
Arandora
Severn ll
Astrophel
Happy Morning
Fenestra
Severn II
Greylag ~f Arklow
Elsa
Oisin
Moonduster
Helen of Howth
Moonduster
Querida

1970
1971
1972
1973/77

Hugh Coveney
J.A. McKeown
J.C. Love
No Award

Dalcassia
Korsar
Fionnuala

From 1978 onwards the Wvbrant Cup was awardedJ?)r the best Scottish
Cruise.
Norella
1978
Chris Green
Red Velvet
1979
D.J. Ryan
D.A. McMillan
Goosander
1980
Turtle
1981
W.M. Nixon
Givusa Kuddle
1982
Ronan Beirne
Siamsa
1983
M.M.A. d’Alton
Condor
1984
R. Barr
B. Hegarty
Freebird
1985
1986
M,M.A. d’Alton
Siamsa
Arandora
1987
Paul Butler
Arandora
1988
Paul Butler
Mazara
1989
Roddy Monson
Roddy Monson
Mazara
1990
1991
Dermod Ryan
Sceolaing
1992
Bernard Corbally
L’Exocet

1981
1982
1983
1984
1985
1986
1987
1988
1989
1990
1991
1992

THE FINGAL CUP
Robert Barr
W. Walsh
J. Gore-Grimes
R.M. Slater
P. Barry
B. Corbally
Frank McCarthy
Robert Barr
Bernard Corbally
Michael d’Alton
W M Nixon
David Park

1983
1984
1985
1986
1987
1988
1989
1990
1991

JOHN B. KEARNEY CUP
P, Campbell
J. Moore
Jennifer Guinness
Harold Cudmore Junior
Cap. F. "Eric" Healy
Capt. Tom McCarthy
Sail Ireland Project
Ursula Maguire
The Southern + Team: H. Cudmore, J. English & E. Maguire

1959
1960
1961
1962/63
1964
1965
1966
1967
1968
1969
1970
1971
1972/73
1974
1975/78
1979
1980
1981
1983
I 984

ROCKABILL. TROPHY
P.H. Green
R,l Morrison
R, O’Hanlon
No Award
J,D. Faulkner
J.H. Guinness
P,H, Greer
No Award
P,H. Greer
No Award
J,P. James
R, Courtney
No Award
J.P. Bourke
No Award
J. Gore-Grimes
J. Wolfe
No Award
K. & C Martin
No Award

Condor
Carrigdown
Shardana
Tandara
Saint Patrick
L’Exocet
Scilly Goose
Joliba
L’Exocet
Siamsa
Witc’hcraft of Howth
Alys

Ann Gail
Vanja IV
Harmony
Angelique
Sharavogue
Helen of Howth
Helen of Howth
Ganiamore
Bandersnatch
Korsar
Shardana
Deerhound
Estrellita

From 1985 onwards the Rockabill Trophy was awarded fi)r "A Feat of
Exceptional Navigation/Searnanship."
Shardana
1985
J. Gore-Grimes
1986
No Award
Redwing/Spirit of Shell
1987
J.B. Law
1988
No Award
Deerhound
1989
Colin Chapman
Deerhound
1990
Colin Chapman
Aileach
1991
Wallace Clark
Gulkarna H
1992
Peter Bunting

List of Members

An asterisk donotes an Honorary member.
The year when the honorary membership was conferred is show in brackets.
# denotes a Senior Member
NAME AND YEAR ELECTED
Adams, Peter J., 1970
Ahem, Michael J., 1990
Allen, Harry, 1971
Anderson, Gordon F., 1974
Anderson, Terence S., 1991
Andrews, Dianne, 1988
Andrews, Tom, 1988
Aplin, Roger, 1972
Ashenhurst, C.G., 1980
Auchincloss, Leslie, 1992
Baker, Arthur R., 1990
Bahnforth, M.B., 1966
#Barnes, Dermot, 1955
Barnwell, Henry, 1990
Bamwell, Ivy, 1990
Barr, Mrs. Hazel, 1971
Barr, R.G.M., 1973
Ban:, The Hon., Mr. Justice Robert,
Barrington, Desmond J., 1983
Barry, Frederick, 1990
Barry, Paddy, 1984
Barton, Robert W.,R.D. 1982
Beach, John S., 1992
Beck, Horace P., 1963
Beckett, Dr., W.K., 1973
Beirne, Ronan M., 1975
Hon. Editor 1CC Annual
Benson, Dr., R., 1975
Black, Brian, 1981
Blaikie, James A., 1969
Bohane, William A., 1990
Bourke, Dr., Michael Paget, 1975
#Bourke, J. Roger, 1940
Bourke, John P., 1965
Bourke, Philip, 1983
Boyd, Kenneth M. 1987
Bradley, Brendan, 1980
Brady, William, 1985
Bramwell, Dr., B.R., 1963
Branagan, Michael, 1989
Branigan, Brenda, 1990
Branigan, Patrick M.C., 1982
Brazil, Donal P., 1990
Bruen, J. Chris, 1990
Bryce, Robert G., 1969
*Buckley, Christopher, (I 986)
Hon. Sec. RCC
Bunting, Christopher J., 1986
Bunting, Mrs. E.A.M., 1969

ADDRESS, PHONE NO. in brackets. NAME OF YACHT in italics
Elm House, Mannamead Avenue, Mannamead, Plymouth, Devon, Calcaria
Belmont, Rochestown, Co. Cork (021-363092/Office 021-363011 )
Shangri La, Port Oriel, Clogherhead, Co. Louth
30 Avondale Crescent, Killiney, Co. Dublin (2853390)
37 Bayview Road, Killinchy, Newtownards, Co. Down, BT23 6TW. Office Belfast 451541),
Sundowner
Springbank, 55 Old Ballygowan Road, Comber, Co. Down BT23 5NP, (872233), Gumdrop
Springbank, 55 Old Ballygowan Road, Comber, Co. Down BT23 5NP, (872233), Gumdrop
Romanesca, Marine Parade, Sandycove, Co Dublin. 2800434/756426)
5 Wilson Road, Mount Merrion, Blackrock, Co. Dublin, (2881491), Ailsa
13 Devonshire House, Bessborough Gardens, Pimlico, London. (071-2337275/Office 071-2339253),
Morning Calm 11
Shournagh Lodge, Carrigrohane, Co. Cork (021-870031/Office 021-841005), Irish Mist (PO)
Westgate, Toward, Dunoon, Argyll PA23 7UA, (Toward 0369-87-251 ), Sgeir Ban
D320 Punto Romano, Marbella, Spain, Cu Two
Menapia, Silchester Park, Glenageary (01-2806254), Lady Jane
Menapia, Silchester Park, Glenageary (01-2806254), Lady Jane
60 Tullynagardy Road, Newtownards, Co. Down BT23 4TB, (813369)
60 Tullynagardy Road, Newtownards, Co. Down BT23 4TB, (813369)
Heather Lodge, Kerrymount Avenue, Foxrock, Co. Dublin, (2893269), Ar Men
37 Ballinclea Heights, Killiney, Co. Dublin, (2855732)
2nd Floor, 2530 Arnold Drive, Martinez, California, 94553, USA
21 Belgrave Road, Monkstown, Co. Dublin, (2800820)/Office 2695666)Saint Patrick
Laurieston, 164 Shore Road, Greenisland, Co. Antrim BT38 8TT, (0232-865370), Timella
The Land Steward’s House, Shane’s Castle, Antrim, BT414NE. (08494 63282/Office 08494 28216)
Myth of Minto
Ripton Middlebury, Vermont, 05766, U.S.A. J’ablesse
44 Green Road, Blackrock, Co. Dublin, (2880162)
5 Doonanore Park, Dun Laoghaire, Co. Dublin, 2840759/Office 788644), Barbecca (PO)
Submissions for Annual by October 15th - Make early contact please.
64 Bellevue Road, Glenageary, Co. Dublin, (802352), Marlou
Carrafreagh Cottage, 52 Glebe Rd., Strangford, Co. Down BT30 7HY, (0396-86678/Fax Strangford
220), Roma
Lyndhurst Crescent, Springhill Road, Bangor, Co. Down, (Bangor 2209), Different Drummer
1 Brookdale, Rosebank, Douglas, Cork, (021-361860/Office 051-80337), Santhia II
18 Brighton Hall, Brighton Rd., Foxrock, Co. Dublin
Corbiere, Ashbourne Avenue, Limerick, (061-28026/Office: 061-31544), Iduna
20 Frognal Lane, London NW3 7DT, (01-433-1450), Joliba (PO)
Avoca Avenue, Blackrock, Co. Dublin, Fiacra
Coolbeg, 23 Seafront Road, Cultra, Holywood, Co. Down BT 18 0BB, (Holywood 4422), Jeremy
Fisher of Hamble
Fair’view, Kindlestown Hill, Delgany, Co. Wicklow, (2874034), Andante (PO)
81 South Mall, Cork, (Office: 021-20917)
Killinchy, Co. Down, (541505/Belfast 669300), Tor
14 Blackberry Rise, Portmamock, Co. Dublin, (462554)
Tahilla, Woodside, Sandyford, Co. Dublin (01-956273/Office 01-896106)
Tahilla, Woodside, Sandyford, Co. Dublin, (956273), Maximizar
Killard, John’s Hill, Waterford, (051-75636/Office 051-72039), Ruinette
Calypso, Fairy Hill, Monkstown, Co. Cork, (021-841896/Office 021-277322), Irish Mist (PO)
St Benedicts, Thormanby Road, Baily, Co. Dublin, (322829)
1 Kingsfield, Westfield Road, Lymington, Hants. SO419QY (0590 - 678444)
20 The Gilligans, Burgess Hill, West Sussex
Ballyreagh Farm, Portaferry Road, Newtownards, Co. Down, (812310)
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Bunting, Peter J., 1962
Burke, J.F., 1971
Butler, J.C., 1959
Butler, Paul, 1987
Byrne, Dermot, 1977
Byrne, E. Philip E., 1982
Byme, H.E.O’C., 1974
Cagney, Mrs. Romaine, 1978
Cahill, Bernard M., 1984
Cahill, Daniel, 1990
Cahill, James, 1978
Carr, Mrs. J.E., 1972
Cart, W. Derek, 1972
Cassidy, Brendan, 1982
Cassidy, Liam, 1978
Cassidy, Robert, 1984
Chapman, Colin A., 1989

Ballyreagh Farm, Portaferry Road, Newtownards, Co. Down, (812310), Gulkarna H
Richmond House, Blackrock, Cork, (021-33730), Golden Shamrock
Belgrove, Cobh, Cork, (021-8 l 1343), Tam O’Shanter
32 Oakley Grove, Blackrock, Co. Dublin, (2884393), Red Velvet
C/o Apartment 6, Dawson Court, Cross Avenue, Blackrock, Co. Dublin
Sunnydale, 4 N ugent Road, Churchtown, Dublin 14, (981951), Growltiger
Lismoyle, Shore Road, Malahide, Co. Dublin, (450498), Rapparee
7 Roncalli Road, Kilbarrack, Dublin 13, (323239)
Cuan Ban, Colla Road, Schull, Co. Cork, (028-28309), Whistling Oyster
Cuan Ban, Colla Road, Schull, Co. Cork
Rathbawn, Castlebar, Co. Mayo, (094-21364/Office: 094-23767), Ricjak
Ardnagreena, Reengaroga, Balltimore, Cork, (028 20251 )
Ardnagreena, Reengaroga, Balltimore, Cork, (028 20251)
Dunluce, Strand Road, Sutton, Dublin 13, (322254), Anita
4 St. Helens, Marine Parade, Sandycove, Co. Dublin, (2803717), Tudorose (PO)
Lee View, Inniscarra, Co. Cork, (021-871203), Sarabande
The Old Rectory, Comeragh, Kilmacthomas, Co. Waterford, (051-91166/Office:051-75855),
Deerhound
Mertoun, Cliffside Road, Torquay, Devon TQ1 3LB, (0803-34726), Tresillian IV
Gorteade Cottage, Upperlands, Co. Derry BT46 5SB, (0648-42737), Wild Goose of Moyle
Cillenamara, Ringhaddy Road, Killinchy, Co. Down, (541814)
Friarstown, Ballyclough, Co Limerick,(061-29035/Office:061 414852)
Brambles, Grey Point, Helens Bay, Co. Down, (0247-852652/Office 0232-320729), Turtle Tide
Glevins, 38a High Street, Lymington, Hants. SO41 9AF, England
The Kerries, Tralee, Co. Kerry
Mid Linthills, Lochwinnoch, Renfrewshire, Scotland PA 12 4DL (0505-842881 ), Feolin (PO)
Noreville, Inistioge, Co. Kilkenny, (056-58417), Raasay
Pine Cottage, Ballinakill, Dunmore Road, Watefford, (051-75651), Sirikit HI
Craigie, Monastereven, Co. Kildare, (045-25300)
Liscahane, Ballycorus, Kilternan, Co. Dublin, (2820579)
Rathronan, Lower Road, Cobh Co. Cork, (021-811397), Stella Maris
48 Tansey Crescent, Goatstown, Dublin 14, (985625)
70 Beechwood Park, Ballinlough, Cork
"Inniskeel", Quill Road, Kilmacanogue, Co. Wicklow, (2868109)
Montana, Crab Lane. Blackrock, Cork, (294165/Office: 543102), Mashona
22 Offington Drive, Sutton, Dublin 13, (322403/Office: 726255), Vinter
38 Wynberg Park, Blackrock, Co Dublin (2807398/Office 2809669)
Windrush, Killiney Road, Co. Dublin, (2851870/Office 613444), Delphin
Salia, Dublin Road, Sutton, Dublin 13, (322348/Office: 771801), Kumaree

Clapham, John F., 1965
#Clark, H.W.S.M.B.,E.DL, 1951
Clark, Peter, 1971
Clarke, Tony., 1985
Clarke, George B., 1991
Clarke, S.H.R., 1967
Clifford, Thomas F., 1988
Clow, John W., 199 l
Coad, Brian P., 1982
Coad, Geoffrey, 1991
Coe, R., 1957
Coffey, John F., 1981
Coleman, Michael C., 1988
Colleran, Patrick, 1980
Collins, James A. 1988
Collins, Michael D., 1975
Condon, K. Cal., 1988
Connor, Brendan J., 1980
Conroy, Stan, 1992
Conway, Leo, 1991
Cooke. K.L., 1959
Cooke of Islandreagh,
Lord, OBE DL, 1977
Cooper, Paul D., 1983
Corbally, Bernard H.C., 1984
Costello, Walter F., 1980
Cotter, William J., 1975
Courtney, Peter, 1982
#Courtney, Ross, 1948
Coveney, Hugh P. 1992
Cox, James F., 1970
Crebbin, John F, 1992
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., 1957
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
Dalton, Brian, 1967
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lslandreagh House, Dunadry, Co. Antrim, Misaja
"’Willville’, Carlingford, Co. Louth, (Office 042-73170), Lazy Dazy
Gilspear, Kilmacanogue, Co. Wicklow, (2863261) L’Exocet
"’Ferndale", 36 Howth Road, Sutton, Dublin 13, (322973)
6 Old Orchard, Templeogue, Dublin 14, (904192), Zubenubi (PO)
Seamount, Balscadden Road, Howth, Co. Dublin, (322008), Oona
7 Roncalli Road, Kilbarrack, Dublin 13, (323239), Jabberwok of Howth
"Laharn". Minane Bridge, Co. Cork (021-887227/Office 021-274474) Golden Apple
14 St. James’s, Hollybrook Park, Clontarf, Dublin 3
3 Eaton Brae, Corbawn Lane, Shankill, Co Dublin, (2824468/Office: 614500)Alannah
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 (2803390)
10 Chesterfield View, Castleknock, Dublin 15. (8206599)
Ocean Approach, Myrtleville, Co. Cork (021-831541)
9 Queens Road, Cowes, Isle of Wight, PO 31 8BQ, (0983-291376), Silver Slipper
29 Richmond Est., Blackrock Road, Cork, (021-362126/Office: 021-274019), Setanta Too (PO)
Ainrush, Rosebank, Cork, (021-293016), Auretta
15 Clarnwood, Freshford Road, Kilkenny, (056-65838)
Southcourt, South Douglas Road, Cork, (021-294307/Office: 021-274019)
Ainrush, Rosebank, Cork
18 Willomere, Rochestown Road, Cork, (021-364257/Office 021-503726)
Moneygourney, Douglas, Co Cork (021-893625) 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, Lir
11 Seafront Road, Cultra, Holywood, Co. Down, (Holywood 6469), Leanda
Kilda Lodge, Killiney, Co. Dublin, (Office: 763671), Siamsa (PO)
74 Sugar Loaf Crescent, Bray, Co. Wicklow, (2861484)
368 Strawberry Hill Road, Concord, Massachusetts 01742, USA, (508-369-9707), Boru

NAME AND YEAR ELECTED
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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, Hon. Robin, C.B.E.D.L.1977
Doherty, Tony, 1969
Donegan, James D., 1983
Doonan, Francesca, 1988
Doonan, Paul S., 1986
Dorman, Dr., J.K.A., 1971
Dowey, James, 1988
Doyle, D. Conor, 1966
Doyle, Denis N., 1956
Doyle, Frank, 1966
Du Plessis, Hugo, 1978

Rockmount, Montenotte, Cork, (021-505969/Office: 505399)
The Glade, Moneygourney, Douglas, Cork (021-352833/Office 021-27791 I), 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. Wicldow, (045-65233)
2 Victoria Terrace, Bangor, Co. Down, BT20 5JB, (0247-468772), Jaxon (PO),
Drumadarragh House, Ballyclare, Co. Antrim BT39 0TA, (Ballyclare 40222), La~ 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
Coastguards Row, 467 Shore Road, Whiteabbey, Co. Antrim, BT37 0SP (0232-853582)
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 9JJ,
Samharcin an lar
Duffin, Nicholas, Sr, 1990
11 Grey Point, Helen’s Bay, Bangor, Co. Down, BTI9 1LE (0247-852688/Office 0232-458287),
Water Spaniel
Duggan, John P., 1986
Av. Eng. Duarte Pacheco, 19-8, 1000 Lisbon (3879540)
Dunn, Aidan, 1963
2 Nutley Road, Ballsbridge, Dublin 4, (2691158/Office: 770733), Eblana
Dunphy, T. Austin, 1990
Sealawn, Sutton, Dublin 13 (01-322853), Evolution 11 (PO)
Dwyer, Kevin F., 1966
The Wilderness, Glanmire, Co. Cork, (021-353441/Fax: 021 354138)
Dwyer, Mary, 1991
Carrigmahon, Monkstown, Co. Cork, (021-841068), Selina
Dwyer, Michael R., 1989
Bellvue, Glenbrook, Co. Cork, (021-841453/Office: 021-273131 )
Dyke, Stanley W., 1965
Benwell, Crosthwaite Park, Dun Laoghaire, Co. Dublin, (2807918)
England, Mrs. Elizabeth M., 1967
PO Box 161, St. Lucia, West Indies, One Time (PO)
English, J.D., 1991
Kilbarron, Menloe Gardens, Blackrock, Cork
Escott, William P., 1980
70 Thornleigh Gardens, Bangor, Co. Down, Wheesht (PO),
Espey, Fred J.K., 1978
4 Myrtle Park, Dun Laoghaire, Co. Dublin, (2805160), Verve (PO)
Eves, F. Maitland, M.B.E.,1967
Loughside Farm, 57 Ringdufferin Road, Toye, Downpatrick, Co. Down BT30 9PH, (Killyleagh
0396-828923), Takahe (PO)
Eves, Alastair R.W., 1984
The Sheiling, Downshire Road, Bangor, Co. Down
Eves, Jeremy R.F., 1975
3 Ranfurley Avenue, Bangor, Co Down, BT20 3SN (0247 270460/Office 0247 271525)
Eves, Roland E., 1982
Carrig-Gorm, 27 Bridge Road, Helen’s Bay, Bangor, Co. Down
Fahy, Patrick J., 1982
8 St. Mary’s Road, Taylors Hill, Galway, (091-23997)
Fannin, Robert J., 1981
4 Sunningdale, Clifton, Bristol
Fannin, Robert N., 1959
Earlscliff Mews, Baily, Co. Dublin
Faulkner, Sir Dennis J., C.B.E.D.L., 1960 Ringhaddy House, Killinchy, Co. Down, (Killinchy 541114)
Faulkner, Lady J.K., 1969
Ringhaddy House, Killinchy, Co. Down, (Killinchy 541114)
Fergus, Sean G., 1985
"Abbingdon" 56 Grosvenor Road, Rathgar, Dublin 6, (965653/Office: 685777)
Fielding, Dr., R.J., 1956
Skellig, Monkstown, Co. Cork, (021-841428/51848), Spellbound of Skellig
Fielding, Mrs. C., 1971
Skellig, Monkstown, Co. Cork, (021-841428/51848)
Finnegan, John J., 1966
Seapoint House, Monkstown, Co. Dublin
Fisher, J.D.F., 1969
Rathruttent, Warrenpoint, Co. Down, (3667), Onaway
#FitzGerald, C.J., 1944
Kylemore, Richmond, Blackrock Road, Cork, (021-292210/Office: 021-270095), Mandalay
FitzGerald, David H.B. 1966
The Quay, Kinvara, Co. Galway, (091-37290), Peigfn Eile
Fitzgerald, Jack, 1986
56 Bayview Drive, Killiney, Co Dublin. (2821342)
Fitzpatrick, Thomas J., 1985
2 Baily Green, Howth, Co. Dublin, (325554/Office: 688644), Fifi
Flanagan, Jack J., 1980
70ffington Avenue, Sutton, Dublin 13, (325277)
Flowers, Maurice H., 1983
3 Carisbrooke Terrace, Upper Clifton, Bangor, Co. Down BT20 5JA, Joker of Lymington
Fogerty, Walter B.C., 1983
Burnley, Ennis Road, Limerick
Foley, Mrs. Clare, 1980
2 Richmond House, Richmond Hill, Monkstown, Co. Dublin, (2806632), Flying Ferret
Forde, John B., 1990
Elmford, Menloe Gardens, Blackrock, Cork, (021-291299/Office 01-717181), Roaring Water
Fowler, Robert J., 1969
Mont Alto House, Sorrento Road, Dalkey, Co. Dublin, (2858529/Office: 2801422), Spectra
Fox-Mills, Barbara, 1981
Hon. Publications Officer ICC
The Tansey, Baily, Co. Dublin, (322823)
Foxall, Roger, M., 1988
Derrynane, Caherdaniel, Co. Kerry, (0667-5155), Canna
Freeman, F. David, 1986
Knollycroft, Coliemore Road, Dalkey, Co. Dublin, (2859439/Office: 760261), Twocan
*French, Miss D., 1934 (1987)
4 Fairfield Park, Greystones, Co. Wicklow. (2876374)
Fryer, Patrick J.H., 1969
27 Mountain View, Glencrutchery Road, Douglas, Isle of Man, (0624-72557)
Gallagher, Benignus N., 1980
4 Carrickbrack Hill, Sutton, Dublin 13, Blue Belle
Gallagher, Dr. Jack, 1992
Park Lodge, Water Street, Waterford (051 78645/Office 051 76139), Ruinette, Natian
Geldof, Robert, 1968
18 Crosthwaite Park, Dun Laoghaire, Co. Dublin, (2802818/Office: 778869)
Gibson, James C., 1977
Bryansford Road, Newcastle, Co. Down, (23438), Chloe of Mourne
Gibson, Richard Y.., 1992
Kittberley, Crosshaven, Co Cork (021 831408/Office 021 831505)
Gilmore, Dr., W.R., 1985
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
Godkin, John 1992
Gogarty, Desmond, 1960
Gomes, H.R., 1967
Gomes, Mrs. Deirdre, 1980
Good, Courtenay, 1991
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, P.H., L.L.D., 1951
Greer, Ms Heather, 1966
Guinness, Ian R., 1979
Guinness, Mrs. M.J., 1966
Guirmess, Peter, 1963
Hall, Mervyn J., 1970

Thalassa, Baily, Co. Dublin, (324797/688227), Tritsch-Tratsch, Tritseh-Tratsch IV
2 Coolong Road, Vaucluse, Sydney 2030, New South Wales, (02-337-4342), Melite
Sandycove, Kinsale, Co Cork (021 774189/Office: 021 274236), V.S.O.P.
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 II
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 6SJ, (33676)
15 Ashley Park, Bangor, Co. Down, (Bangor 454860), 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. HP 16 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
4 Lyndon Gate, Blackhorse Ave, Dublin 7 (388876)
Inishbeg, Nashville Road, Howth, Co. Dublin
Mill House, Coosheen, Schull, Co. Cork, (028-28385)
15 Maryborough Hill, Douglas, Cork, (021-89l 169), Diva
77 Tullynakill Road, Ardmillan, Comber, Co. Down
"Woodley", Rochestown Road, Cork (021-891948/Office 021-360737) Saoirse
Shandon, Albert Road, Glenageary, Co. Dublin
Stone Cottage, Killiney Hill Road, Killiney, Co. Dublin, (2852258), Harklow
Cairngorm, Baily, Co. Dublin, (323421)

#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
Hayes, J. Colin, 1992
Healy, Capt., George F., 1968
Heard, Mrs. Ruth, 1967
Hegarty, Andrew M., 1990
Hegarty, Brian, 1957
Rear Commodore ICC
Hegarty, Dermot, 1959
Hegarty, Mrs. Betty, 1986
Hegarty, Neil, 1990
Hemphill, Lord, 1981
Hennessy, Dr., Noel St. J., 1957
Henry, Dr., George R., 1969
Henshall, James A., J.P., 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 N.C., F.R.S.C,1972
Hunt, C.K., 1963
Hutcheson, Thomas C., 1990
Hutchinson, Alan, 1991
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
Keily, D.J., 1973
Kelliher, E. Brenda, 1983
Kelliher, Malcolm E., 1982
Kenefick, Neil G., 1985
Kennedy, T., F.R.C.S., 1973
Kennedy, Hugh P., Q.C.,1963,
Commodore. ICC
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Cairngorm, Baily, Co. Dublin, (323421), Oleander of Howth
30 Offington Drive, Sutton, Dublin 13
Cairngorm, Baily, Co. Dublin, (323421), Oleander of Howth
6 North Mall, Cork (Office 021-962027), 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, 107 Whiterock Bay, Killinchy, Co. Down, (0238-541447), Roe (PO)
86 Rashee Road, Ballyclare, Co. Antrim
Barlogue, Ard Foyle Avenue, Ballintemple, Cork, (021-291061/Office: 021-831453)
Monkstown Castle, Co. Dublin, (2808103)
Glenteigue, Arklow, (0402-39804)
Rockcliffe, Blackrock, Cork
Long Meadow, Ballylesson, Belfast, (Drumbo 323), Taitsing
Fortview, Ardbrack, Kinsale, Co. Cork, (021-72534)
18 Chaine Memorial Road, Lame, Co. Antrim BT40 lAD, (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
The Gate Lodge, 26A Belfast Road, Carrickfergus, Co Antrim, BT38 8BE Dundrum
Evora, Dumbo Hill, Howth, Co. Dublin, (322931/741231 )
Frazerbank, Strathmore Road, Killiney, Co. Dublin, (2851439/Office: 523000), 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),
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)
B lackwater Rocks, Saintfield Road, Killinchy, Co. Down, (Killinchy 541470), Icarus of Cuan
Edgebank, 16 Deramore Park South, Belfast BT9 5JY, (660500/Fax 669556), Tosca IV of Bangor

NAME AND YEAR ELECTED
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*Kennedy, Mrs Aoife, 1990
Edgebank, 16 Deramore Park South, Belfast BT9 5JY, (660500)
Kennedy, Mrs. B., 1973
B lackwater Rocks, Saintfield Road, Killinchy, Co. Down, Killinchy (541470)
Kenworthy, Ms Marilyn 1990
Brandon Lodge, Mount Oval, Rochestown, Cork, (021-316860)
Kidney, John, 1991
Caragh, Gordon Avenue, Foxrock, Co. Dublin
Kidney, Noel J., 1986
Littlefield, Glencullen Road, Kilteman, Co. Dublin, (953782), Dulcibella
Kilkenny, Joseph, 1971
Gray’s Lane, Howth, Co. Dublin, (323442/Office: 778932)
Kilroy, Howard E., 1989
129 Old Church Street, London SW3
King, Marshall G.B., 1989
42 S terndale Road, Hammersmith, London W 14
King, Mrs. Heather R., 1989
The Cabin, Rathdown Road, Greystones, Co. Wicklow, (2874944), Seareign
*King, Cdr. W., DSO*.,
DSC. RN., Retd. (1987)
Oranmore Castle, Oranmore, Co. Galway
Kirby, Tom, 1971
Park Road, Clogheen, Clonakilty, Co. Cork, (023-33553/Office: 023-33240), Yami Yami
Knatchbull, Michael W., 1986
Gambles Lodge, Upper Mountown, Dun Laoghaire, Co Dublin, (2801420)
Knight, R.D., 1971
15 Wyvem, Killiney Road, Killiney, Co. Dublin, Lady Minnie
Knott, H.B., 1964
Marlay, Saval Park Road, Dalkey, Co. Dublin, (2853312)
Lantry, Seamus, 1990
5 Lancaster Quay, Cork (021-272374/Office 021-270788), William Tell of Uri
Larkin, Frank J., 1982
San Jose, North Circular Road, Limerick, (061-453267)
Latham, Leslie D., 1984
7 Richmond Avenue, Monkstown, Co. Dublin, Siamsa (PO)
Laurence, David T., 1975
31 Sutherland Avenue, Jacob’s Well, Guildford, Surrey GU4 7QX
Lavelle, Pat, 1991
30 The Green, College Road, Galway (091-67707/Office 091-57707), Colla Voce
Law, J. Brian, 1975
Cherry Hill, Whiterock Road, Killinchy, Co. Down BT23 6PR, (0238-541386)
Layng, Brian, 1988
Ashvale, Windgate Rise, Howth Summit, Co. Dublin, (324104), Leigh Mary
Lee, Reginald, 1961
Sydney Lodge, 93 Booterstown Avenue, Booterstown, Co. Dublin, (2889486), Janey Mac
Lennox, George A., 1969
8 Norwood Gardens, Belfast BT4 2DX, (656989), Sarita
Leonard, Alan G., 1964
Graigeveagh, Sketrick Island, Killinchy, Co. Down, (0849-541579), Wishbone
Ley, John E., 1986
7 Ward Avenue, Bangor, Co. Down BT20 5JW, (0247-454937), Busy B (PO)
Ley, Mrs. Angela, 1986
7 Ward Avenue, Bangor, Co. Down BT20 5JW, (0247-454937), Busy B (PO)
Long, Norman, 1991
20 Mapas Avenue, Dalkey, Co. Dublin, (2859847), State O’Chassis (PO)
Love, Mrs Betty, 1992
Clanricarde, Blackrock Road, Cork, (021-293977)
Love, Clayton Jnr., 1971
Clanricarde, Black.rock Road, Cork, (021-293977/Office: 021-276841), Assiduous of Cork
Love, Clayton Mnr., 1990
Cooline, 11 Rockcliffe Tce., Blackrock Road, Cork (021-292747/Office 021-275352)
Love, D.B., 1963
E1 Medano, 75 Avondale Road, Killiney, Co. Dublin, (2852837)
Love, Mrs. T. 1963
E1 Caribe, Currabinny, Co. Cork, (021-831139)
Lovegrove, Richard V., 1981
Corrig, Convent Road, Dalkey, Co. Dublin, (2859782)
Luke, Derek, 1959
Seafield, Ballure Road, Ramsey, Isle of Man
#Luke, Dermot, 1955
15 Asgard Park, Howth, Co. Dublin, (324181/Office: 771801)
Lynch, Brian R., 1988
4 Courthouse Square, Galway, (091-24960/Office: 091-63131), Peggy West
Lyster, W. Bruce, 1985
Huckleberry, Knocknackee Road, Dalkey, Co. Dublin, Errislannan
MacAuley, Daniel J., 1979
4 Norton Drive, Malone Road, Belfast BT9 6ST, (613712), Capella of Kent
#Macken, J.J., 1949
White House, Dalkey Avenue, Co. Dublin, (2859585), Aileen
MacLaverty, K.J., 1961
Ballynally Lane, Moville, Co. Donegal, (077-82239), Eoin Rua
MacMahon, Gary, 1992
Rossard, Ennis Road, Limerick, (061-54652/Office 061-311188)
Magan, Arthur S.C., 1981
Cloghreen, Baily, Co. Dublin, (322408)
Magee, John R., 1990
91 Baker Street, Warren, Rhode Island, 02885, USA, (401-245-6400), Sea Fox
Magennis, C., 1975
Landfall, 43 Rostrevor Road, Warrenpoint, Co. Down, (2237), Snow Goose of Moygannon
Maguire, Neville D., 1985
2 Sarto Road, Kilbarrack, Dublin 13, (323229), Demelza
Maher, Patrick J., 1959
Ballinglanna, Douglas Road, Cork, (021-293966/Office: 25252)
Malcolm, John, 1991
The Old Robin Hood, Langley Upr. Green, Essex CB 11 4RU (0799-550884/Office 0279-658412)
Malone, Mrs Anne, 1990
57 Sydney Parade Ave., Ballsbridge, Dublin 4, (2696100/Office 2694533 Ext. 4548)
Malone, Stephen A., 1979
57 Sydney Parade Avenue, Ballsbridge, Dublin 4, (2696100/Office: 682781), Symphonie
Markey, James A, 1984
Stagg Rock, Nashville Park, Howth, Co. Dublin, (322906)
Marshall, A.H., 1963
15 Sandeel Lane, Groomsport, Donaghadee, Co. Down BT21 OBL, (0247-883553), Mandarin
Martin, Clive C., 1978
Erinagh, Kerrymount Avenue, Foxrock, Dublin, (2893565), Lindos
Martin, F.D., 1954
Woodley, Eaton Brae, Shankill, Co. Dublin, (2824457), Lovely Lady
Martin, J. Kenneth, 1982
Tres Fleur, Westminster Road, Foxrock, Dublin 18, (2893981), Jaded
Masser, Bill., 1966
114 High Street, Eton, Windsor, Berks., England (Windsor 867285), Pintail of Kew
Massey, John, 1992
7 Glencarraig, Sutton, Dublin 13, (325636/Office 301211)
Massey, Nicholas W., 1980
2 Thormanby Lawns, Howth, Co. Dublin, (325058)
Maxwell, Cdr., J.D., D.L.,R.N.Retd., 1982Old Court, Strangford, Downpatrick, Co. Down, Virago of Strangford
McAnaney, E., 1975
88 Sandford Road, Ranelagh, Dublin 6, (971421)
McAuley, F.D., MCh.D.O.M.S.,1961
45 Upper Leeson Street, Dublin 4, (604580)
McBride, Denis, 1972
25 Thormanby Road, Howth Summit, Co. Dublin, (322126)
McBride, Edward D., 1970
Iona, Bally, Co. Dublin, (323335)
McBride, Frances M, 1987
lona, Baily, Co. Dublin, (323335)
McCann, George, 1968
21 Riverside Road, Bangor, Co. Down, (0247-62035)
McCarthy, Francis, 1985
Kedges, Forthill, Summercove, Kinsale, Co. Cork, (Office: 505338), Scilly Goose
McClement, Donal J., 1983
2 Cedar Grove, Glasheen Road, Cork
McConnell, J.C., 1958
27 Knocknacree Park, Dalkey, Co. Dublin, (2858725), Marula
McCormell, John H., 1965
Breeoge, Ardmhuire Park, Dalkey, Co. Dublin, (Office: 781544)
McConnell, Mrs. M.T., 1959
27 Knocknacree Park, Dalkey, Co. Dublin, Kala
McConnell, Stafford C., 1971
Derryverogue, Donadea, Naas, Co. Kildare, (088-574068)
McCormack, Paget J., 1991
11 Green Road, Blackrock, Co. Dublin (2884382/Office 725566), Saki
McCormack, Sean, 1990
15 The Avenue, Woodpark, B allinteer, Dublin 16 (984120/Office 364399) Marie Claire H
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McCormick, W.H.D., 1956
McGonagle, Liam, 1959
McGuire, Garry E., 1990
McGuire, John F., 1975
McHenry, Cormac P., 1980
Hon. Sec. 1CC
McIlwaine, A.D., 1960
McKean, William W., 1986
McKee, Michael, 1962
McKeever, Maxwell, 1988
McKenna, David C., 1964
#McKinley, Fergus, 1953
McKinncy, John H., 1975
McMahon, Brendan, 1988
McMahon, 1973
The Hon., Mr Justice James,
McMillan, Alistair, 1968
McMordie, H.M., 1972
McMullan, F. Gerald, 1986
McMullen, Colin P., 1975
McSherry, Desmond 1989
McWilliam, John A., 1990

Brooklyn, Greencastle, Lifford, Co. Donegal, (077-81005/Derry 65014), Manaan Maclir, Vinga 11
The Tansey, Baily, Co. Dublin, (322823/Office: 761818), Ounavara of Howth, Meander HI (PO)
Spindrift, 802 Howth Road, Dublin 5, (323190/Office 331154, P~cab6n
The Garden Flat, 22 Hyde Park Gardens, London W2 2LY, (01-262-1363)

Meade, Eamon, 1992
Meagher, Niall, 1992
#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, 1991
Morck, Dr., P.B., 1958
Morck, Mrs. P.C., 1962
Morehead, R., 1950
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,
Mulhern, James, 1958
Mullins, John, 1972
Mullins, Peter J.D.,1971
Murphy,W.J., 1963
Nairn, George E., 1980
Nairn, W. Stuart, 1987
Nicholson, David, 1980
Rear Commodore 1CC
Nicholson, Joan, 1991
Nixon, Georgina A. 1987
Nixon, James, 1971
Nixon, W.M., 1963
O’Boyle, Donal, 1974
Hon. Treasurer 1CC
O’Brien, Daniel D., 1978
O’Callaghan, Brendan, 1990
O’Ceallaigh, C., 1959
O’Connor, Daniel, 1971
#O’Connor, Dr., M., 1957
O’Connor, Gilbert J. 1987
O’Donnell, Barry, 1984
O’Donoghue, Dr., R.F., 1971
O’Donovan, Adrian, 1986
*O’Farrell, Kevin, (1989)
O’Farrell, Michael, 1975
O’Farrell, Phillip V.J., 1990
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8 Heidelberg, Ardilea, Dublin 14, (2884733), Ring of Kerry
Glebe Cottage, 7 Church Hill, Killinchy, Co. Down,
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/Office: 978490), Zubenubi (PO)
Moyarta, North Circular Road, Limerick (061-53934), Salar
18 Palmerstown Grove, Milltown Road, Dublin 6, (2698471)
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 0238542300), Stack Polly
Fiddown, Piltown, Co Kilkenny (051-43311/Office: 051-55034) Mouflon
Glenn na Greine, Naas, Co Kildare, (045-97728/Office 045-97728) Zubenubi (PO)
The Old Barn, Ballanank, Ballasalla, Isle of Man
Straffan, Co. Kildare, (288580), Caranja
151A Grove Street, Westwood, MA 02090 USA
Penthouse 150A Marlborough, 6l 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, (656051 ), 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, Rathdrnm, Co. Wicklow, (0404-5164), Samantha
23 Albany Road, Ranelagh, Dublin 6 (962710)
Leeward, Marina, Blackrock, Cork, (021-293297/Office 502381 )
18 Cheltenham Court, Brampton, Ontario, Canada L6W I 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 II1
Dunedin, Bennets Bridge, Co. Kilkermy, (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 111
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, Cultra, 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
Moorcroft, Rostrevor Road, Warrenpoint, Co. Down, (72620), Cuchulain
15 Malwood Road, Balham, London, SW12 8EN
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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..M.D., 1962, (1984),
O’Hanlon, Andrew, 1969
O’Herlihy, Michael, 1992
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*DL., 1970
Hon. Compiler - Sailing Directions

"Kolymbos’, Pissouri, Cuprus, (357-9-525923) Fastnet Dancer
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", Femdale Road, Shankill, Co. Dublin, (2822032)
8 St James Terrace, Clonskeagh, Dublin 6, (965130)
8 St. James Terrace, Clonskeagh, Dublin 6, (2698117)
Rockfort House, Inishannon, Co Cork, (775385)
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 Domden 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
Osmundsvaag, Arve, 1992
#Osterberg, Paul, 1949
Park, Dr., David S., 1969
Park, Jonathon S.~ 1987
#Park, Mungo, 1955.
*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
Ryan, Senator Eoin, 1957
Ryan, John, 1956
Ryan, Paul J., 1984
Ryan, Peter, 1988
Ryan, Yvonne, 1988
Sadlier, Frank A., 1985
Seaman, Avery, (1989)
Selig, Ivan, 1965
Sewell, Richard G., 1969
Shanahan, Timothy P., 1984
Shanks, T.R.J., 1972

Evergreen, 11 Old Holywood Road, Belfast BT4 2I-IJ (763601/Office: 452428/Fax: 731827),
Maimoune (PO)
Evergreen, 11 Old Holywood Road, Belfast BT4 2I-IJ (763601)
Chapel Cottage, Burray, Orkney KWl7 2SZ (0856-73-350)
Glenbrook, Enniskerry, Co. Wicklow, (2863509), Verve (PO)
Old School House, Moyard, Co Galway, (095-41098/Office: 095-21730) Skarv av Stad
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),
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 Off’mgton 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. (908-899-8554)
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), Scotch Mist
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)
3 Seafront Road, Cultra, Holywood, Co. Down, (02317-3975), Ocean Dove
357 Indian Avenue, Middleton, Rhode Island, 02840, USA
Bree House, Craigavad, Co. Down BT18 ODE, (Hollywood 4361)
7 Edith Terrace, London SW10, (352-7367), Thalassa
Sonas, Windgate Road, Baily, Co. Dublin
10 Massey Avenue, Belfast BT4 2JS, (63809/Office: 084-245454), Maimoune (PO)
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Sharp, Ronald, 1974,
Sheil, David J, 1985
Sheil, Leonard Jnr., 1988
Sheil, Leonard, 1968
Sheil, Robert, 1988
Sheppard,Lt. Comm. T, RN Retd, 1957
Sheridan, Frank W., 1981
Siggins, Brian, 1985
Simmie, Charles A.L. 1992
Commodore CCC
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 1CC
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
Stott, Andrew R., 1992
#Sullivan, C. St. J., 1955
Sullivan, Richard A., 1992
*Taggart, A.G., 1970 (1987)
Hon. Sec. CCC
Taplin, David M.R., 1986
Thallon, Myra A., 1990
Tiemey, John, 1960

Ardbeg, Craigmillar Avenue, Milngavie, Glasgow G62 8AV, (41-956-1984), Siolta (PO)
Cloonbane, Doneralle, 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 1DH, (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)

Tisdall, Patrick, 19"92
Titterington, Ian H., 1989
Toher, Tony, 1992
Tomlinson, Michael, 1962
Tomlinson, Mrs. Molly, 1965
Traynor, Frank, 1985
Tucker, Brian A, 1985
Turvey, Desmond E., 1980
Tyrrell, Aidan, 1971
Tyrrell, Dr., Declan, G. 1985
Villiers-Stuart, Gary, 1992
Villiers-Stuart, James, 1977
Virden, Jonathan, 1968
Waddell, Dr. John, CBE, 1981
Waldron, Dr., Oliver C., 1978
Walsh, Anthony, 1979
Walsh, Donal, 1992
Walsh, Mrs Enda, 1990
Walsh, Patrick, 1992
Walsh, Patrick J., 1982
Walsh, Reginald T., 1950
Walsh, William, 1968
Waters, L. Roy, 1985
Watson, Mrs. Patricia, 1966
Watson, Richard R., 1962

162

19 Roger Drive, Rutherglen, Glasgow GY3 3QY (041-6476815/Office 041 2264951)
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/Office: 072-51177)
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. Wick.low, (2818253/Office: 772941)
Economics Dept., Trinity College, Dublin 2, Emanuel
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, 1 Seaforth Road, Bangor, Co. Down
6 Haile Park, Haile, Egremont, Cumbria CA22 2ND, England
Elsinore, Baily, Co. Dublin, (322937)
3 Thomastown Road, Dun Laoghaire, Co. Dublin, (2852084/Office: 772941)
Summer Lodge, Wellington Rd., Cork, (021-502464/Office 021-277622)
Rossbain, Schull, Co. Cork (Office 028-37265) Dalva
9 Avondale Road, Killiney, Co. Dublin, (2854744)
Eglantine, Crab Lane, Blackrock Road, Cork (021-29273)
Highlaws, 3 Camstradden Drive West, Bearsden, Glasgow G61 4AJ, (041-942-0615)
Hawthorne, Down Thomas, Devon, PL9OBQ
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)
Firlands, Glengarriff, Co. Cork (027-63106) Speedbird of Shrone
12 Marino Park, Holywood, Co. Down BT18 OAN, Moody Blue
"Eos", Upper Rosses, Rosses Point, Sligo (071-77216) Aret~
Moel-Y-Don Llanedwen, Llanfairpwll, Isl Anglesey, Gwynedd LL61 6EZ, (0248-714-430)
Moel-Y-Don Llanedwen, Llanfairpwll, Isl Anglesey, Gwynedd LL61 6EZ, (0248-714-430)
34 Rathdown Park, Terenure, Dublin 6
Carrick, Baily, Co. Dublin, (323690/Office: 532937)
Gorsehaven, Shielmartin Road, Sutton, Dublin 13, (324241) Meander III (PO)
Adelaide Cottage, Adelaide Place, Gardiners Hill, Cork, (021-508419)
Hillside, The Hill, Genageary, Co. Dublin (2800362)
Burnlaw, Whitfield, Hexham NE47 8HF (0434-345349/Office: 0434-632692), Winefreda of
Greenisland
Ballynaparka, Aglish, Nr. Cappoquin, Co. Waterford, (024-96144), Arctic Tern
The Court Lodge, Yalding, Kent ME 18 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
30 Main Street, Dungarvan, Co. Waterford, (058-44074/Office: 058-42127), Lady Kate
Dolphin Lodge, Crosshaven, Co. Cork, (021-831483)
Stradbally House, Kilcolgan, Co Galway, (091-96058/Office: 091-94358) Jilliana
Beaumont House, Woodvale Road, Beaumont, Cork, (021-292556)
Kildary, 65 Men-ion 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)
29 Balkill Road, Howth, Co. Dublin, (322472), Bright Eyes

NAME AND YEAR ELECTED

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

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

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), Evolution II (PO)
55 Glenomena Park, Blackrock, Co. Dublin, (2692737/Office: 776801)
Flat 1, 51 Mount Street, London WIY 5RE, (491-4860), Maunie
Redgarth, Douglas Road, Cork, (021-292851), 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, Thombury 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
"Shindilla’, Gurteen Lower, Coolgreany, Gorey, Co Wexford. (0402-377612)
4 Prospect Park, Ballygowan, Co. Down BT23 6LW, (Ballygowan 528832), Reiver (PO)
The Whins, 25 Ballykeigle Road, Comber, Co. Down BT23 5SD, (Ballygowan 528360), Reiver
(PO)
Gribton, 12 Ralston Road, Bearsden, Glasgow G61 3BA, Nan of Gare
The Spring House, Grimston, Melton Mowbray, Leicister LE14 3BZ, (0664-812785)
12 Anglesea Road, Dublin 4
4 Dunbo Hill, Howth, Co. Dublin, (391964)
Robbs Wall, Malahide, Co. Dublin, (450717)
26 Guilford Road, Sandymount, Dublin 4, (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 II1
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 ng indicates gaff rig.
The letters following the rig description indicate that this yachts is built of wood, fibreglass, steel or aluminium.

Yacht

Owner

Acushla
Adele
Alakush
Alannah
Alys
Andante
Andromeda
Anita
Anna Petrea
Anolis
ArMen
Arctic Tern
Aret6
Aronele
Assiduous of Cork
Auretta
Baily of Howth
Barbecca
Beagle
Big Easy
Blue Bandit
Blue Belle
Boru
Busy B
Calcaria
Canna
Capella of Kent
Caranja
Carrigdoun
Cavatina
Cecille
Charlina
Chloe of Mourne
Colla Voce
Comanche Raider
Cu Two
Cuchulain
Cuilaun
Dalua
Deerhound
Delphin
Demelza
Different Drummer
Dingo
Diva
Dulcibella
Dundrum
Eblana
El Vigo
Elysium
Emanuel
Eoin Rua
Eriskay
Errislannin
Evolution 11
Fasnet Dancer

S. De Quincy
R.M. Burns
M.J. Guinness
J.F. Crebbin
D. Park
B. Bradley
C.P. Gray & S. Gray
B. Cassidy
R.B. Cudmore
H.M. McMordie
R. Barr
J. Villiers-Stuart
A. Toher
D.J. Whitaker
C. Love Jnr
H. CudmoreSnr
M.J. Hall
R. Beime & B. Keane
N. Hegarty
O.C. Waldron
R.J.A. Simms
B.N. Gallagher
B. Dalton
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
A.J. Stott
C.A. Chapman
L. Conway
N.D. Maguire
J.A. Blaikie
I.J. Stevenson
B. Hassett
N.J. Kidney
J. Irwin
A. Dunn
P. Ryan
W.T. Rea
R.A. Somerville
K.J. MacLaverty
N.B. Keen
W.B. Lyster
T.A. Dunphy/G.F. Whelan
V. O’Farrell
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T.M.
28
20
12
11
13
4
0
6
15
10
11
10.4
14
22
9
33
-8
50
12
10
15
-l 0
11
16
22
22
11
12
30
-6
-20
11
28
16
28
12.3
10
5
15
14
7
15
14
8
7
7
5
6
15
-20

Rig

Built

-Ketch F.
Sloop F.
Ketch F.
Sloop F.
Sloop F.
Sloop W.
G. Sloop F.
Sloop F.
Ketch W.
Sloop F.
Sloop F.
Sloop F.
Sloop F.
Sloop F.
Sloop F.
Ketch F.
Sloop W.
Sloop F.
Ketch 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.
SloopF.
Ketch W.
Sloop F.
Ketch F.
Sloop F.
Sloop F.
Sloop F.
Sloop F.
Sloop F.
Sloop F.
-Sloop F.
Sloop W.
SloopF.
Sloop W.
Sloop W.
Sloop
Sloop F.
Sloop F.
--

Motor
1969
1985
1979
1984
1982
1962
-1976
1900
1983
1982
1977
1985
1983
-1981
1970
1978
1985
1978
1977
1979
1990
1977
1971
1964
1981
1981
1990
1970
1976
-1982
-1987
1971
1970
1987
1970
1976
1979
1974
1976
1979
1980
1968
1989
1961
1988
1962
1964
1985
1990
1987
--

Designer
Hood 50
Rob Humphreys 40
Buchanan: Neptunian 33
Sadler 34
Yamaha 35
Dragon
Howth 17 O.D.
Peter Brunn 28’ Grinde
E.H. Hamilton
Niels Jeppeson; X-102
Mcholson 32
Westerly Berwick 31
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
Nicholson 35
David Sadler Contessa 32
V. Aarnipalo Finmar 36
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.BrettRiva132
G. T. McGruer
Holman & Pye:Rustler 36
Hood 50
R. Holland; Nicholson 345
R. Holland Club Shamrock
W.P. Brown; Ruffian 23
Holman, Pye; UFO 34
A. Primrose; Moody 33
Ed Dubois; Westerly Griffon
McGruer
Bill Dixon; Moody Eclipse 33
Robert Clark
Olle Enderlein; Shipman 28
Raymond Wall
Tord Sunden Folkboat
David Sadler; Sadler 25
D. Thomas; Sigma 38
Beneteau 345
Hallberg Rassy 45

Yacht
Felicity Friend
Feolin
Fiacra
Fifi
Flight of Fantasy
Flying Ferret
FourSeasons
Freemew
Gay Gannet
Globe Star
Golden Apple
Golden Harvest
Golden Shamrock
Goldeneye ll
Greylag of Arklow
Growltiger
Gulkarna lI
Gumdrop
Happy Return
Harklow
Hayrider
HeatherofMourne
Hera

Icarus of Cuan
Iduna
Insouciance
Irish Mist
Irish Mist
Jabberwok of Howth
J’ablesse
Jack Ivor
Jaded
Janey Mac
Jaxon
Jeremy Fisher of Hamble
Jilliana
Joker of Lymington
Joliba
Judy R
Julia
Kala
Kenbane
Kilderkin
Kilpatrick
Kiome of Sark
Kittiwake
gorsar
gumaree
L ’ Exocet
Lady Jane
Lady Kate
Lady Minnie
Lamorna Ill
Lazy Day

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
Manutara
Marie Claire H

Owner
A. O’Donovan
Mr. & Mrs. J.W. Clow
P. Bourke
T.J. Fitzpatrick
N.L. Smyth
Clare Foley
L.F.G. Heath
D.H.T. Greenhalgh
L. Sheil
W.A. Smyth
H.P. Coveney
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. Prichard
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. Beck
H.P. Beck
J.K. Martin
R. Lee
W.B. Dickenson
K.M. Boyd
P. Walsh
M.H. Flowers
J.P. Bourke
M. McKeever
C. O’Ceallaigh
M.T. McConnell
P. Ryan
J. Harbison
W.D. Keatinge
D. Whitehead
M.A. Thallon
R. Mollard
K.L. Cooke
B.H.C. Corbally
H.I. Bamwell
D. Walsh
R.D. Knight
A.S. Morton
P. Cooper
Hon. R. Dixon
J.D. Currie
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
G.J. O’Connor
S. McCormack

T.M.

6
12
6
9
14
5
21
10
7
14
29
16
9
22
12
6
20
15
5
12
12
10

Rig

6
17
12
4
7
14
10
11
7
16
10
9

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

2.5
14
7.5
15
10

Sloop W.
Sloop F.
Junk W.
Sloop F.
Sloop F.

15
4
27
13
19
14.5
20
5
15
14
9
8
I1
12
7
5
4
5
12.8
8
11
10
6
14
11
6
7
9

Built

Designer

1972
1961
1979
1980
1986

O’Brien Kenedy; Kerry Mark II
McGruer; 8m Cruiser Eight
Westerly Centaur
Olle Endedein; Shipman 28
B. Dixon; Moody 34
Johnson, J24
Heath 40’
Nicholson Jolina
C.R. Holman Sterling
Ted Brewer; Goderich 35
Eivind Amble 50
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
Shannon 38
Moody 44
Johnson; J24
D. Thomas; Sigma 38
A. Primrose; Moody 33 MK II
Gordon Wyatt; Fisher 30
Wyatt Freeman
D. Thomas; Sigma 33
Holland Nicholson 345
L. Giles; Westerlyl Griffon
M. Giles; W. Channel O.D.
Derek Stukins; Downcraft 21
Ohlson 38
Guy Thompson T. 24
Oyster Heritage
C.W. Paine; Victoria 30
Moody 29
Sparkman & Stephens 34

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

1982
1988
1979
1973
1980
1984
1979
1980
1947
1974
1983
1969

1981
1969
1970
1971
1977
1986
1979
1976
1950
1990
1981
1962
1977
1990
1976
1978
1979
1982
1979
1955

Ohlson 38
Nicholson31
Dixon; Moody 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

1902
1979
1981
1983
1980

L. Hope Fairy
A. Primrose; Moody Eclipse 33
A.H. Marshall
Ohlsen 38
A. Mauric, Beneteau First 30
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Yacht
Marlou
Marula
Mary P
Mashona
Maunie
Maximizar
Mazara
Meander II1
Melandy
Melora III
Midnight Marauder
Miss Demena
Miss Fionnuala
Miss Molly of Hamble
Misty
Moody Blue
Moody Blue
Moondrifier
Moonduster
Morgana
Morning Calm II
Moshulu Ill
Mouflon
Myth of Minto
Nan of Gare
Natian
Neon Tetra
Nisha
Ocean Dove
Oleander of Howth
Onaway
One Timee
Oona
Orion
Ounavara of Howth
Peggy West
Peigin Eile
Phoenix
Pintail of Kew
Prelude
P~cab(m
Quiver VII
Raasay of MelQfort
Raparee
Red Velvet
Reiver
Ricjak
Ring of Kerry
Roaring Water
Rockabil111
Roe
Roma
Ruinette
Safari of Howth
Saint Patrick
Saki
Salar
Samantha
Samharcin an lar
Saoirse
Santhia
Sapphire
Sarabande
Sarita
Sceolaing
Scilly Goose
Scotch Mist
Sea Fox
Sea Otter
Sea Pie
Seareign
Selina
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Owner
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
D.G. Scott
I. Titterington
M.J. Webb
D.N. Doyle
R. Cudmore
L. Auchihcloss
J.B. Woodward
E. Meade
J.S. Beach
P. Wilson
D.P. Brazil/J. Gallagher
T.H. Roche
H.A. Patton
F.A. Sadlier
B & B. Hegarty
J.D.R. Fisher
F.J.W. England/
E.M. Leonard
P. Courtney
T. O’Keeffe
L.D. McGonagle
B.R. Lynch
D.H.B. FitzGerald
E.K. Devenney
Bill Masser
J.E. Daly
G.E. McGuire
S.H.R. Clarke
B.P. Coad
H.E.O’C. Bvme
P. Butler
W.P. & J.D. Williams
J. Cahill
C.P. McHenry
J.B. Forde
J.J. Flanagan
H.R. Hicks
B. Black
D.P. Brazil & J. Gallagher
R.I. Morrison
Paddy Barry
P.J.McCormack
B. McMahon
P. Morck
Hugo duPlessis
J.C. Hayes
W.A. Bohane
Reginald T. Walsh
R. Cassidy
G.A. Lennox
D. Ryan
F. McCarthy
C.E. Ronaldson
J.R. Magee
D.M. Irwin
J. Nixon
H.R. King
M. Dwyer

T.M.
9
15
10
8
14
9
8
11
10
27
6.5
9
9
9
17
14
14
10
20
10
26.9
17
6.8
13
12
20
8
9
15
6
11
10
21
10
11
9
7
14
11
24
11
10
12
12.5
22
6
14
10
4
10
11
17
15
11
6
5
16
19.5
7
13
12
16
11
10
65
7
7
12

Rig

Built

Designer

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.
Ketch F.
Sloop W.
Ketch F.
Sloop A.
Sloop F.
Sloop F.
Sloop F.
Sloop W.
Sloop F.
Cutter W.
Sloop W.
Ketch W.
Katch F.
Sloop W.

1934
1982
1979
1981
1976
1978
1957
1978
1965
1959
1977
1965
1974

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 MklV
A. Mylne & Co.
L. Giles; Westerly Pembroke
J. Alden; Mistral 36
Albinson Comfort 30
Sadler 32
Dehler 38
A.Pnmrose, Moody 33
A. Primrose; Moody 33
J. Roy; Macwester Seaforth
German Frers 52’ A.C.
Holman & Pye; Bowman 36
Van der Stadt; Trintella 57A
L. Giles; Salar 40
GK29
Holman; Twister
Sparkman & Stephens 8 C/R
Nicholson 35
D. Hilliard
A. V. Bumard Fairey Fisherman
M. Griffiths
L. Giles/Westerly Conway 36
R. Wallington-Smith

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

1980

1988
1978
1975
1978
1981
1970
1991
1976
1977
1965
1976
1954
1965
1959
1961

1974
1976
1980
1978
1973
1981
1980
1972
1972
1979
1971
1988
1985
1973
1978
1990
1921
1960
1970
1982
1909
1979
1970
1978
1977
1980
1981
1965
1982
1910
1969
1979
1977
1940
1985
1979
1973
1971

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
Hustler 35; Holman & Pye
A. Mylne
Cahil142
Kerry 27’ O’Brien Kennedy
A. Primrose; Moody 33
Benetean; First 310
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
Comet II, 36
Beneteau
Colin Marine
D. Thomas; Sigma 33
H.W. White
Camper & Nich 43
Group Finot; Fastnet 34
D. Sadler Contessa 32
Wm. Hand Motor Sailer
Westerly Griffon
D. Thomas; Sigma 33
Nicholson 35
DuFour Diane

Yacht

Owner

Rig

Built

Designer

Senta
Setanta Too
SgeirBan
Shardana
Sheenan
Siamsa
Silver Slipper
Siolta
Sirena
Sirikit III
Skarv av Stad
Snow Goosell
Snow Goose of
Moygannon
Spectra
Speedbird of Shrone
Spellbound of Slcellig

T.E. Crosbie
F. Cudmore
M. Balmforth
G.P. Kavanagh
A.D. MaclUwaine
M.M. d’AltonlL.D. Latham
H. Cudmore Jnr
W.W. McKean & R. Sharp
D. Cross
G. Coad
A. Osmundsvaag
C. Good

11
10
9
10
15
5
8
11
5
9.8
22
26

Sloop F.
Sloop F.
Sloop F.
Sloop F.
Yawl W.
Sloop F.
SSDY
Sloop F.
Sloop F.
Sloop F.
Sloop F.
SloopF.

1983
1977
1980
1977
1937

Van de Stadt; DBI 3/4 Ton
Holland Club Shamrock
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 Buffer; Coronado 25
Nicholson 32
Philippe Briand; SunKiss
R. Holland; Swan 42

C. Magennis
R.J. Fowler
P. Tisdall
R. Fielding

6
9
7.9
20.5

Sloop
Sloop
Sloop
Ketch

J. McWilliam
T. Johnston, J. Tiemey
& 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

Sloop F.
Sloop S.
Sloop F.
Sloop F.
Sloop F.
Sloop F.
Sloop W
Sloop F.
Sloop W.
Sloop F.
Sloop F.
Sloop F.
Ketch G
Sloop F.
Ketkch F.
Yawl W.
Sloop F.
Sloop F.
Ketch F.
Ketch F.
Sloop W.
Ketch F.
Ketch F.

1989
1986
1980
1973
1979
1975

Stack Polly
State O’ Chassis
Stella Maris
Strathspey
Suaeda
Sula
Sundowner
Suvretta
Symphonie
Taitsing
Takahe
Tam O’ Shanter
Tamily
Tandara
Tara
Tarquin
Thalassa
The Demonstrator
The Lady Beatrice
Tieveara
Timella
Tosca IV of Bangor
Tresillian 1U
Trininga
Triona
Tritsch- Tratsch
Tritsch-Tratsch IV
Tudorose
Turtle Tide
Twayblade
Twocan
Verve
Vilita
Vinter
Virago of Strangford
V.S.O.P.
Walrus
Water Spaniel
Wheesht
Whistling Oyster
White Rooster
White Shadow
Wild Goose of Moyle
William Tell of Uri
Wind Rose
Winefreda of Greenisland
Wishbone
Witchcraft of Howth
Witchery
Yami- Yami
Zubenubi

T.M.

16
5
10
16
7
19
10
9
15
15

M. O’Gallagher
4
Dr. 0. Glaser
50
Dr. 0. Glaser
20
L. Cassidy & W. Riordan
12
G.B. Clarke
14
J. Virden
9
F.D. Freeman
7
F.J.K. Espey & J. Osborne
10
S.A. Spence
7.5
B. Connor
10
Cdr. J.D. Maxwell
11
J. Godkin
T.J. Goulding
6
N.S.R. Duffin
10
W.P. Escott
12
B.M. Cahill
30
J.D. Donegan
14
D. Nicholson
H.W.S. Clark
10
S. Lantry
23
J. Minchin
6
G. Villiers-Stuart
13
A. Leonard
9
W.M. Nixort/E.M. Wheeler
H.A. Whelehan
15
L.W. White
12
T. Kirby
6
W.J. Cotter/McKinney/Meagher 10

F.
F.
F.
F.

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

F.
W.
F.
F.

1972
1966
1973
1968
1988
1981
1978
1989
1981

1979
1961
1972
1979
1977
1987
1906
1979
1968
19960
1971
1979
1962
1988
1981
1973
1961
1973
1963
1910
1978
1962
1986
1978
1975
1974
1986
1980
1988
1936
1988
1969
1890
1965
1976
1978
1973

Maxi 84
Walsh Wakefield Ltd. Mirage 28
Woods; Banshee Catamaran
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, UFO 34
West Solent O.D..
Briand Symphonie
A. Buchanan
Westerly Conway 36
B. Chance; Chance 37
Fisher Freeward 25
Camper & Nicholson
D. RThomas; Minstrel 23
Fisher 30
C. Sibbick
Squib
Olle Enderlin; 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
Humphries; Soverign 400
Super Seal 26’ Ron Holland
L. Giles; Westerly Pentland
Nicholson 35
Holman & Pye; Oyster 53
S. Jones Hustler 36
Holman & Pye; Oyster Heritage
M. Griffiths
Chuck Paine; Bowman 40
Camper & Nicholson
Admiralty
Holman North Sea 24
Doug Peterson; Contessa 35
Sparkman & Stephens 35’
Sadler 25
Nicholson 32, MK 10
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Bariogue Creek, West Cork.

North Harbour Cape Clear.

Ross Port, Mayo.

The Cliffs of Moher, Clare.

Killary Bay and Little Killary.

Teelin Harbour, Donegal.

