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Dear Reader,

With Covid having overshadowed our lives for over a year now, I had great fear that there would be no content 
coming in from fellow members for our newsletter. My expectations could not have been further from reality. I am 
overwhelmed by the many lovely reminiscences and varied stories you have all submitted. Once again, a huge 
“thank you” for all the well-written contributions. I hope you all enjoy reading them as much as I have done.

As we now approach the summer after a sometimes quite boisterous spring, I hope you all receive your vaccine 
shortly and that we can have a semblance of a sailing season. Daria and I have not seen our boat for over a year 
now. However, we are happy in the knowledge that she is being well looked after in Louis Keating’s boatyard in 
Kilrush. On the other hand, as is probably the case throughout our club, our garden has seen many improvements. 
And then, there is our vineyard, but that is a story we may tell at a later date.

Wishing you all fair winds, good health, and happiness this summer.

Alex Blackwell, Editor



Commodore’s Letter
By David Beattie

Greetings from a sunny Lough Ree! It does appear that Spring is upon us and 
with it hope for a better season ahead.

As I said at the AGM, the ICC continues to do its best to provide a sociable link for 
our members, albeit remotely. The “Fireside Chats” have been most interesting 
and our webmaster’s inspired decision to split us in to small “chat rooms” is the 
closest most of us have been able to come to a real conversation with fellow 
members over a convivial drink. That extends to the proposed series of chatroom meetings being held on Friday 
19th March in lieu of our annual dinner weekend. Also, as I write, there remain two proposed fi reside chats on 
topics as diverse as “Whales and Dolphins” and “Modern Weather Forecasting and Routeing Aids – in compliance 
with the Code of Practice for Safe Operation of Recreational Craft”. In addition, we will keep you informed of the 
possibilities for other events as the situation unfolds.

Enough Covid related stuff! I thought that I might reminisce a little. Back in the mid 1970s when I was but a “lad” 
training to become a solicitor, I was boatless. Chris Stillman (ICC) mentioned that he was off to Zambia to run the 
geological survey in that country. At that time, Chris was the proud owner of Antirrhinum a Snapdragon 23. She 
was a fi berglass centre-boarder with a masthead rig and a cockpit that drained into the bilge. She had a Watermota 
single cylinder air-cooled four-stroke motor, no clutch, and a variable pitch screw with no means of remaining in 
neutral. She was well equipped with four good berths, a sea toilet, and a two-burner gas stove with a grill and she 
had full sitting headroom. That engine once brought us home from Caernarvon to RIYC in a fl at calm on less than 
two gallons of petrol.

Chris kindly lent me the boat on the basis that I return it in at least as good nick as when he left. Masthead tri-
colour lamps were becoming popular, so I fi tted one. We swung the ship to prepare two deviation charts, one with 
engine running and one with it not. Then we planned a series of Irish Sea cruises. As well as sailing the Irish coast, 
we went north and to the Isle of Man. We circumnavigated Anglesey. We went to Conwy, where we dried out. We 
left there on a rising tide, walking either side of the boat as we guided her midstream before leaping aboard. Boy, 
did I and my crew have fun! Then after a couple of years, Chris announced his return from Africa by letter. We had 
planned a trip to the Isle of Man and Chris agreed to join us there.

On the passage home, I came on watch to relieve Chris who commented that he hadn’t had to check the compass 
at all as there was a convenient star to steer by – it was the white sector of the (new to him) masthead tricolour! 
After obtaining an RDF fi x, we bore away and set the spinnaker as the dawn came up. In more recent times, I was 
delighted that, in his eightieth year, 
Chris joined us on ReeSpray for two 
weeks in the Ionian. Typical of him, 
his story telling, camaraderie, and 
sense of fun were undiminished. 
He also educated us on the geology 
of the islands with the light touch 
of knowing when we had learned 
enough! Thank you, Chris for many 
years of great cruising!

So, raise a glass and drink to lots 
of new adventures as soon as we 
escape from lockdown. Aoife and I 
look forward to meeting you afl oat 
or ashore as soon as may be. In 
the meantime, stay safe!

David Beattie
Commodore

Aoife, Chris (enjoying him-
self), and Eleanor Bourke in 
Emerald Bay, Antipaxos with 
ReeSpray in the background
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Brexit
The implications – foreseen and otherwise – of Brexit are still unfolding but here is a summary of what we 
believe to be the present situation. The following advice is given in good faith but please contact the appropriate 

authorities and satisfy yourself that it is correct before committing to anything involving fi nancial risk.

anywhere else in the EU is (reportedly) now subject 
to a Post Construction Assessment to re-certify her 
CE marking – essentially a thorough survey, although 
not necessarily meeting the requirements of a pre-
purchase or insurance survey. If she was not built in 
the UK, she is reported to be subject to 10% import 
duty on the purchase price. Irish VAT is payable on 
all secondhand boats from GB on the total of the 
price, the duty if applicable, and transport costs. 
This results in a minimum of 35.3% additional cost 
on an EU-built boat. The boat will then have Union 
Goods status. A secondhand boat now bought in 
GB by a NI resident is free of all such charges and 
her tax status will depend on where she was on 31 
December 2020. 

• If an RoI resident buys a secondhand boat in NI 
from a NI resident, and the boat is VAT-paid and was 
in NI on 31 December 2020, no Irish VAT or duty is 
payable on import to RoI. The boat has Union Goods 
status.

Cruising between GB and Ireland post Brexit

• There are no Customs or immigration formalities 
when crossing between the Republic and Northern 
Ireland in either direction, nor (except in respect of 
pets – see below) between GB and Northern Ireland.

• When arriving in Great Britain direct from the 
Republic of Ireland, a call must be made to the 
National Yachtline on 0300 123 2012 and a copy 
of Customs Form C1331 Part 2 completed and 
posted to the UK Border Force offi ce in Dover. Refer 
to Customs Notice No. 8 on gov.uk. Flag Q must 
be fl own until the National Yachtline has been 
contacted. 

Tax status of a boat (from the Irish perspective)

• The tax status of a boat depends on where she 
was at 2300 on 31 December 2020. Regardless 
of registry or the nationality of the owner, if she 
was in Ireland (either jurisdiction) or any other EU 
country she retains the status of Union Goods and 
her future movements in the EU are unrestricted. 
She can be left in any EU country indefi nitely. 
If she was in Great Britain, she lost Union Goods 
status and will be subject to local VAT and import 
duty if left in an EU country for an extended period. 
However, under Temporary Importation provisions, 
boats from GB can remain in the Republic of Ireland 
for up to 18 months without incurring tax liability, 
and vice versa. Normally (in Ireland), there are no 
Revenue formalities at importation or at exportation. 
However, Revenue may request documentation 
which would help to establish the circumstances of 
the importation. 

• If your boat was purchased new or secondhand in 
GB with UK VAT paid, was brought to Ireland before 
31 December 2020, and was in Ireland or any other 
EU country at 2300 on that date, she will continue 
to be regarded as VAT-paid in the EU with Union 
Goods status. 

• If you buy a new boat in GB and bring her to RoI on 
her own bottom you can do it free of UK VAT via the 
Sailaway scheme (using the UK form VAT436). Prior 
notice of departure must be given to the Border 
Force. You will then have to pay VAT on importation 
into Ireland and the boat will have Union Goods 
status. 

• A secondhand boat in GB being sold into Ireland or 
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• Arriving in the Republic of Ireland from GB, yachts are not required to formally report, unless there are 
prohibited or restricted goods on board.

Carrying Pets

• Carrying pets (offi cially includes dogs, cats and ferrets) on boats to the island of Ireland is now problematical. 
Dogs must have a specifi c tapeworm treatment one to fi ve days before arrival, and pets may only be brought 
into Ireland at Larne, Belfast, Dublin, Rosslare, and Cork (Ringaskiddy). The commercial port areas of these 
places are de facto prohibited to yachts. Note that RoI and NI have adopted exactly the same protocol. The two 
Departments of Agriculture have confi rmed that it is now impracticable to bring a dog or a cat to Ireland on a 
yacht. There are no such restrictions in GB, so although you can take your pet to Britain, it’s very diffi cult to 
bring him or her back.

Purchases of goods

• Mail-order purchases from Great Britain of gear costing more than £22 are now subject to Irish VAT on import 
to RoI, and those costing more than £150 also to import duty when applicable, which some courier companies 
have been collecting on delivery. Generally this involves a substantial additional cost. This is driving companies 
in Ireland, especially those dealing in complex manufactured goods, to switch their supply chains away from 
the UK.

Thanks to the members of Irish Sailing’s Representation Group, and Gail MacAllister in particular, for 
researching part of this advice, and acknowledgements to Afl oat magazine for fl agging up some of these issues. 

It can be extremely diffi cult to get offi cial confi rmation.

Salt in my veins
by Ralph McCutcheon
At age three, in 1947, my parents took me all the way 
from Belfast to Killyleagh for a post-war holiday. The 
ancient Hillman which had been rusting away over the 
war years nearly got us there, but the engine dropped 
out on the road just short of the village…

The thing I remember vividly about that visit was when 
my father hired a little clinker-built dinghy called YoYo 
from a local. He set the dipping lugsail, got me aboard, 
and pushed off the beach. All was well for a few minutes. 
The wind was light, so I tried paddling with the spare 
tiller to help my Dad on the oars. 

Soon the wind got up, so did a signifi cant chop. Green 
water started coming over the gunwales. I was in my 
element! At age three, I had no comprehension of any 
danger. This was a great adventure! So, I patiently 
paddled away with the spare tiller while Dad tried to turn 
back towards the shore.

Fifty or so years later, we spoke about this little trip for 
the fi rst time. Dad remembered it as vividly as I did, but 
for entirely different reasons. He had been really scared 
that the boat might be swamped. Of course, there were 
no life jackets, fl ares etc. on board. Just we two in our 
summer shorts, getting a real soaking!

We made it back safely. All that I remembered was the 
thrill of the boat being tossed around in the waves, and 
the spray everywhere. I can’t imagine how my mother 
greeted us on our return!

That day has remained fi rmly stuck in my psyche ever 
since and triggered my love for the sea and especially 
for challenging conditions. So, I feel that my childhood 
vaccine (the only one I have ever had) was with salt 
water, intravenously!

By age nine I had built a Percy Blandford PBK20 canoe. 
By about fourteen I had created a little stitch and glue 
hydrofoil with a motorbike engine. Much later I was 
able to afford a small trailer-sailer. After that it was an 
Offshore 8 metre, an old Clyde built International 8 
metre, a Maxi 95, and eventually my Legend 376, Reziki.

I have been a sailing addict ever since that day in 
Killyleagh. If that had not happened – who knows? I 
might even have ended up playing golf…
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A whirlwind of a day 
by Matthew Wright 
Having only rejoined Thor in Dunstaffnage Marina close 
to midnight the previous evening, a 05:30 alarm was 
not received with unanimous approval. However, it was 
a necessary evil, if we were to catch the north-going 
tide through the Corran Narrows on passage towards 
Fortwilliam. With a gentle breeze on the bow, sail covers 
stayed in situ and motorboating was the order of the 
day. Upon arrival at Corpach late morning, we had a 
short stay on the waiting pontoon sorting papers for our 
transit through the Caledonian Canal.

By early afternoon and in sweltering heat, we had begun 
to climb Neptune’s Staircase. The sight of Ben Nevis 
in the distance caught the eye and the conversation 
quickly focused upon the possibility of an ascent. Our 
transit from lock to lock suddenly became a lot more 

effi cient. At about 16:30 Thor exited the 8th and fi nal 
lock at the top of the Staircase. Having made fast to the 
pontoon, there was just time to catch our breath and 
book a taxi to take us to the mountain. 

As is always the case with this crew, it would have to be a 
race. Our old school ties paired us off and the scramble 
commenced at 18:15 from the Glen Nevis Visitor 
Centre. We thought we might be alone in beginning with 
an ascent at this late hour, but that assumption couldn’t 
have been further from the truth, as climbers from the 
National Three Peaks Challenge created much traffi c 
along the Pony Track. Upon reaching the Zig-Zags, the 
city boys had built a sizeable lead over their counterparts 
from the Orchard County. Robert and I were delighted to 

Matthew (left) and crew at the summit plateau

Matthew at the summit

reach the 1,344m summit at 20:14, a minute shy of 
the two hour mark. The crew reconvened on the summit 
plateau where bottles of Corona were being chilled in 
the summer snow.

The descent proved a much more social affair. I was 
indebted to a fellow climber who gifted me some 
bandage to hold the sole of my runner which had parted 
its seam in our haste to reach the top. Dusk was falling 
by the time we returned to the car park. There followed a 
quiet taxi ride back to Thor where evening pleasantries 
did not last long. A whirlwind of a day.

Thor passing from lock to lock
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Little Oyster Bay 
by Peter Mullan, in lockdown again at Quoile!
We are living in a time of small adventures. Sailing has gone back to a man and his boat. Leave home, sail the boat 
for an hour or three, go home. You may take a family member, but only if they live in your household. You may take 
another person, but only if they are another member. No visitors. And you must socially distance. You go before you 
go and hold it in until you get home. We just have to go back to simple sailing. Bring lunch and a fl ask of coffee and 
biscuits and fruit. Then enjoy the pure happiness of being afl oat after being locked up, or down!

To spice life up a bit, I acquired a lobster pot. The water where it was dropped is very shallow, so Little Oyster Bay 
was rowed out to check on it. The tide was very low and I couldn’t get near it. So, I went on to the Scotsman pladdy 
for the fi rst time for a walk about. Some say that the Strangford Lough pladdies are often covered in small boulders 
that were once ballast from sailing ships. It could well be true as sailing ships did sail right up to Downpatrick. 

I took a photo of my nice paintwork. I pushed the dinghy back into the water and tried to fi sh for some bait for my 
one lobster pot. I have never caught any fi sh before at the Quoile, so didn’t expect to catch any lobsters, but a guy 
needs a purpose to get out of bed. (That is why it is called ‘fi shing’ and not ‘catching’. Ed) I don’t really like cooking 
lobster, so I was not disappointed when I didn’t catch any. But I was enjoying boating on its purest form in glorious 
warm sunny weather. 

The second story is about the little boat itself. Willie John Cunningham was the pilot for Carlingford Bar. He lived at 
Greencastle and his sons and grandsons have been pilots there ever since. When not guiding ships into Carlingford 
Lough, they built boats, farmed, and fi shed for salmon with a net. His son Leo built a clinker pram punt to carry 
the net to the mouth of the river where they fi shed. Leo made a mould from this punt and produced a few copies 
in the late 1970s. I was lucky to buy one of these and have had it since 1980. It is refurbished every fi ve years or 
so. The shape makes it easy to row. It is light and easy to pull up the slip. With lockdown, it has received a new 
transom, paint inside and out, and new varnish. Even the trailer has had new wheel covers! It was ready for small 
adventures. Freshly restored, this little beauty should last another 50 years. My grandchildren can learn to row, 
and it will look after them, too.

My newly refurbished dinghy. Oyster Bay’s tender is called Little Oyster Bay. 
There is no outboard as rowing is such good exercise.



Electronic Navigation Systems – Guidance 
Review by Norman Kean
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Its modest title belies the wealth of information and 
advice contained in this new e-booklet from the Small 
Craft Group of the Royal Institute of Navigation (RIN), 
under the chairmanship of Paul Bryans. For the fi rst 
time in a single, objective publication, all aspects 
of electronic navigation systems are described and 
explained, with clear advice on how to get the best out 
of them and clear cautions about the pitfalls. Even the 
much-respected RYA Yachtmaster course doesn’t cover 
the subject to that standard. How could it, given that 
the new RIN booklet has a hundred pages packed with 
authoritative information. The 50 contributors include 
heavy hitters like James Stevens, Nigel Calder, Dag Pike, 
Bob Bradfi eld, and Andy Norris. Jane Russell, Editor-
in-chief at the RCC Pilotage Foundation, took on the 
mammoth task of bringing together all these disparate 
contributions in a seamless manner. She carried it out 
with great skill and tact. I know that because I have to 
declare an interest and say that I wrote a little bit of it 
myself.

An increasing number of leisure sailors are relying 
entirely on electronics. It is important to appreciate 
the need for robustness and backup, the ways in which 
these systems can fail, and what options there are 
when they do. In an introductory note, James Stevens, 
Chairman of the RYA Yachtmaster Qualifi cation Panel, 
comments that “There is no doubt that [electronic 
navigation] has made recreational boating safer and 
navigation simpler… Navigators can spend more time 
where they should be – on deck looking where they are 
going… Used intelligently it adds greatly to the pleasure 
of sailing.”

The six chapters cover: 
• Global Navigational Satellite Systems 

(GNSS) - of which there are now four - and 
the interferences, natural and man-made, 
to which they are subject. Apart from 
straightforward position, course and speed 
data for the vessel, many other systems, 
from AIS to synchronised buoy fl ash timings, 
now depend directly on GNSS.

• Electronic charts and display systems, 
including the ECDIS and ENC systems used 
on commercial ships, and how these differ 
from leisure-market chart systems. “For a 
long time, the debate... has been one of 
electronic versus paper. But in defaulting 
to that position, we have perhaps been 
distracted away from solving some key 
electronic navigation issues.” 

• Radar and AIS, in particular their use in collision 
avoidance. 

• Failure of electronics, for reasons ranging from 
corrosion to faulty installation to lightning strike, 
and the use of mobile phones as backup devices. 
“We should have a mindset that is prepared for any 
electronic failure.” 

• Key navigational skills, with and without electronics, 
describing some basic principles that apply equally 

Radar overlay on a vector chart, showing the effect of a 15° deviation in 
the fl uxgate compass. 
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no matter what systems are available. Included is a 
section on pilotage information, with guidelines on 
assessing its quality and reliability, and information 
on weather forecasts and weather routeing.

• Future developments, including ePelorus (a means 
of transferring compass bearings to an e-chart). 
Recommendations for offi cial bodies, developers, 
and manufacturers emerged from the project, and 
these are separately available. 

Seven particularly relevant accident reports are 
referenced, including Ouzo, run down in the English 
Channel in 2006, and Team Vestas Wind, which ran 
ashore on an Indian Ocean reef in 2014. 

The ICC can take pride in the fact that this important 
publication was created under the chairmanship of one 
of its members. The pdf booklet is available as a free 
download from https://rin.org.uk/page/Enav. Thanks to 
the RIN for their permission to use the booklet images 
and also to William Thomson (graphics) to illustrate this 
article.Some of the limitations of AIS

Transom Tags
by Ronan Beirne
Often when walking in marinas and along quay sides one 
wonders at the origin of boat’s names and the initials of 
yacht clubs which may be unfamiliar. Some boats carry 
the initials of multiple clubs and indeed there was a 
famous A.C. yacht with an entire poem written on the 
transom. 

When browsing through boats for sale web sites recently, 
I came across a photo of a transom with the vessel’s 
ICC awards tagged on above the name and home port. 
I don’t recall ever seeing a vessel’s record of awards. In 
this case the owner is obviously justifi ed in being proud 
of the achievements of this special yacht’s past glory. 
This particular yacht is Huff of Arklow designed by Uffa 
Fox and built by Jack Tyrrell of Arklow for Douglas Heard 
of the Irish Cruising Club. 

The racing and cruising of Huff of Arklow are well 
documented by W.M. Nixon in “To Sail the Crested Sea”. 
Douglas Heard and Huff of Arklow achieved line honors 
in her fi rst race, winning the RIYC Regatta in 1951. In 
addition to many podium fi nishes in offshore racing 

– many organized by the ICC, the cruising of Douglas 
Heard was recognized by the award of the Faulkner Cup 
in 1962 & 1964. 

Uffa Fox also designed the Flying Fox for ICC member 
Fred Brownlee. For her length of 50’ L.O.A. she was half 
the displacement of a similar length yacht, a real fl yer 
with racing success recorded on the Donegan Memorial 
trophy, 1953 Beaumaris Week, and 1954 Clyde Race. 
This unusual yacht with a saddle for the skipper at 
the wheel was sold to the Mediterranean and last 
seen there near Genoa a few years ago. Uffa Fox was 
a guest of the ICC at the annual dinner and designed 
many boats, dinghies and yachts. His  Firefl y is still the 
preferred team racing dinghy and the fl ying fi fteen is 
Irelands biggest keel boat racing class.
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Madcap Covid-19 Coping Project: 
Building a fl ashing nautical chart
by Conor O’Byrne 
As many people have discovered 
while being confi ned to barracks, the 
lockdown does have its upsides! There 
is now apparently all the time in world 
to appreciate your local environment 
and do those slightly crazy things you 
have been mulling over for years, but 
that always seemed a bit too frivolous 
to spend any time at.

I will come out of the closet here and 
admit that I’ve always been fascinated 
by lighthouses. This particular interest 
probably isn’t so far off the spectrum 
that ICC members will think I am crazy. 
Ok, but it does go a bit deeper than that 
– I am fascinated by the light sequences 
that different lights use and how these 
sequences relate to each other. It’s 
diffi cult on a single nautical chart to 
see all these fl ashing sequences simultaneously but 
you do occasionally see fl ashing charts hanging on the 
walls of sea-side restaurants or bars and I fi nd these 
absolutely mesmerising.

I have considered buying one of these beauties 
for my favourite cruising grounds. Very high-quality 
reproductions are available through companies like 
Latitude Kinsale (www.latitudekinsale.com ), but they 
don’t come cheap. Now with all this home-time on my 
hands I fi gured it couldn’t be that hard to make one. 
Those small LED bulbs that light up your electronics 
display panels have become very cheap to buy and 
surely it couldn’t be that hard to make them fl ash with 
the correct sequences to match my favourite chart? So 

that’s what I set out to do.

The basics are simple, you hook the terminals of your 
LED bulb up to a 5V power supply and, sure enough, 
you have illumination! Mounting your chart on a 
plywood panel and drilling holes to insert the LEDS then 
produces a chart with lights. But making them fl ash 
with the correct sequences was a bit more challenging. 
It took me most of the year to fi gure it out! 

After several dead ends, the solution was to use small 
microcontrollers that can be programmed with the 
correct fl ashing sequences (on-off sequences with 
timed intervals). The programmable chips I used have 
the brand name PICAXE. They are now very cheap (about 

2 euro each – literally cheap 
as chips!) and can easily be 
programmed (using BASIC) 
to produce up to 10 different 
light-fl ashing sequences. 
Then you just wire the LEDS 
and power source up to the 
programmed chip and you 
have a functioning fl ashing 
chart.

If anyone on the “lighthouse 
spectrum” is interested in 
actually trying this, just send 
me an email (around the full 
moon!) and I will be happy to 
give you further details. 
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The Riddle of the Sands
by Trish Phelan

One advantage of having a Dutch daughter-in-law, is 
that Joe and I have spent many holidays, afl oat with her 
parents, on their boat Kaat Mossel.

Geeske and Paul Van Hoeve bought their boat, a 19m 
mussel dredger, almost 40 years ago. It was kept on 

Health in Ireland in the early days of our working life in 
the Health Service.

Paul had certainly done his homework! We were very 
glad to be in the hands of a skipper who had spent so 
many years cruising this area. First of all, he told us we 
had to fi nd the pricks! These turned out to be channel 
markers – basically, branches of trees with red or green 
daubs of colour, which are replaced every year as the 
channels shift.

We followed the pricks and eventually came to the co-
ordinates mentioned above. The anchor was dropped, 
and we had a nice lunch while we waited for the tide 
to fall. This was a very strange concept to us, who have 
always sailed on keel boats!

Kaat Mossel settled gently on the sand and felt very 
stable. The ladder was then deployed, and we all climbed 
down onto the sands. We went for a walk on the sand 
and shallows around the boat, taking photographs and 
enjoying the surroundings. Back on board, we retrieved 
the ladder and settled in for an evening on board. We 
watched the sun go down and then cooked a lovely 
dinner. We slept quite normally – maybe helped by the 
generous amount of wine! Next day we resumed our 
cruise in the deeper channels.

Our night on the sands in Kaat Mossel, in the same spot 
as Dulcibella, was an event we fondly remember and 
often talk about.

the Dutch canals and used for family holidays and more 
adventurous trips to the Baltic and the rivers of Europe.

In 2006 we got an invite to join them in Bremerhaven to 
cruise the Frisian Islands.

We spent some nights ashore in Norderney and Juist. 
As we got underway one morning Paul handed us a 
piece of paper with the following co-ordinates on it: 53° 
39.5’ 58” N 007° 04’ 10” E. We checked the chart and 
marked the spot which seemed to be in the middle of 
the drying out shallows! Paul explained that we were 
going to spend the night dried out on the sand, in the 
exact spot where Dulcibella spent the night in the 
famous book “The Riddle of the Sands”. We had often 
discussed this book as we cruised the shallow waters 
of this area. We were especially interested, as the son 
of the author Erskine Childers, had been Minister of 
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Its not a pandemic,
Just an incurable bug

by John McAleer

Back in the early 1960’s, when I was about 10 years of 
age, my lifelong fi end Ralph and I discovered the Lough 
Model Yacht Club. The club was established in the mid 
1920s by local model sailing enthusiasts. Back in the 
early 1960s, local men raced a fl eet of magnifi cent 
vessels. Each yacht had an air-draft of perhaps 7 feet. 
They had pristine stiff white sails and rudders which 
could be set in fi xed positions. The boats were self 
-tacking. Once released from the shore, the fl eet of 
twenty or so boats would race off at great speed. Much 
to the delight and cheering of the fl at capped sailors

We watched the races regularly for about fi ve years. We 
stood next to the sailors and learned the sailing jargon.

During this time, we purchased two model yacht hulls 
for sale in a junk shop. These were sizeable craft with 
deep long keels. No masts or sails, but importantly their 
rudders were intact and the tillers had pegs, which one 
stuck into holes on the after deck, to select the rudder 
angle. A few weeks of work followed, sanding down and 
painting the hulls and in making and shaping masts 
and booms together with the fi xed and running rigging. 
My mother made the sails on her foot operated Singer 
sewing machine.

We selected the Atlantic Pond near the River Lee for 
our inaugural sail, shades of not being watched from 
the clubhouse bar, as we learned to sail. Launching 

was successful and off they went, beating across the 
Atlantic (pond) into a stiff breeze. Complete success for 
several minutes. The Atlantic Pond has an island and 
unfortunately both yachts shortly went aground on its 
shoreline. We dashed home for a canoe and paddled 
furiously downriver, carried the canoe from the Lee to 
the Atlantic Pond, only to fi nd both boats gone!

Shattered, we had to slowly paddle our way back to the 

Left to right: John, Ralph and Brian line up the keel on Sea 
Streak in 1972
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city against a stiff tide. Heavy hearted, we carried the canoe back home. 
We were shattered and disheartened, but still not cured of the sailing 
bug. We did go into remission for a few years, but it resurfaced when we 
were both about nineteen. Ralph had been looking at a sailing magazine 
and spotted the American designed Build-It-Yourself “Glen L 21 CB”. 
Not being able to afford a kit, we bought full scale plans from George 
Hegarty’s boatyard  at Raffeen Creek. A third friend Brian joined in the 
build.

A decision was taken to build her in Brian’s parent’s back garden. We 
knew that we could carry all of the timber and other bits and pieces 
needed to build the yacht into the garden by going through the glasshouse 
and garage. Shortly afterwards to become the former glasshouse and 
garage!

The boat was made of teak and marine ply, all purchased, little by little 
as we went along.  

In the Glen L 21 CB, the CB referred to the yacht’s center board, which 
was housed on a midship keel level pivot, with a wire running from the aft 

side of the keel and up to the top of a center board casing. A ratchet system controlled its lowering and rising. The 
keel was inch thick steel, rounded at the leading edge and it has a large hole to allow it to pivot and a smaller hole 
aft, for the steel wire. Very fortunately Cork was big in shipbuilding then and suffi ce to say, a keel was procured. 

Harry, a neighbour, was a carpenter and happy to encourage us. He offered to fabricate the mast and boom. We 
bought a long length of pine. The pine was fi rstly split in two along its 25-ft length. Next, he routed out two channels 
in both halves and along the entire length of the mast. The larger channel took the halyards and the smaller void 
was later opened from the back of the mast to take the luff. The mast was glued back into one piece and a deck 
fi tting fabricated from stainless steel.  We also managed to pick up a secondhand long shaft Seagull outboard 
engine.

We found an old Maltese gentleman who lived in the city and had been a sailmaker. I recall very well calling to his 
house one evening with a sail plan, together with a wing and a prayer that we would cut a deal on a set of sails. 
He smoked a pipe with a bowl the size of a tennis ball. Again, I think that he believed in encouraging our youthful 
enthusiasm and he made us a very nice set of sails. He agreed that we could pay him in installments and most 
importantly, at a price which we could afford.

We named her Sea Streak and launched her on the slipway in Kinsale. Over the next few summers, we became 
reasonably profi cient sailors, sailing from our newly laid mooring at Drake’s Pool, Crosshaven to Kinsale and points 
west.

As the years passed, the bug was unshakable. New 
boats were bought and sold, much sailing was done 
with friends and many adventures enjoyed. 

Ralph and I are still very close friends, both now 
heading for 70 and hanging out together for the past 65 
years. We still think back and talk of our fi rst yachts and 
wonder where are they now?  Most likely in someone’s 
attic somewhere around Cork. We really want them 
back please. 

I now sail Shukuran out of Lawrence Cove Marina 
on Bere Island, Bantry Bay. COVID permitting, I look 
forward to Ralph joining me for a cruise this summer. 
We hope to spend some quality time checking out the 
many great restaurants and interesting watering holes 
on the beautiful islands and along the coasts of West 
Cork and Kerry.  

One enduring lifetime bug will certainly not be defeated 
this year!



Mutiny On The Spanish Main           
by Angus Konstam
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When writing about mutiny on naval ships in the 18th Century, 
there is a dangerous temptation to mythologise or demonise 
protagonists and antagonists. Cruel captains, barbarous 
punishments, drunken crews, brutal conditions, allegedly 
unjust court martials, and relentless retribution contribute to 
a whole genre of seafaring novels and fi lms.

The strength of Angus Konstam’s book is that although these 
conditions without doubt existed on some ships, the author 
stays with the facts. Thanks to his close connection with the 
National Maritime Museum at Greenwich and meticulous 
research he has been able to fi nd an extraordinary wealth 
of detail of the 1797 blood-soaked mutiny on board HMS 
Hermione and the subsequent relentless Royal Navy 
revenge. He has brought alive the various characters as 
real people with their own worries about families at home, 
unseen for several years, describing also the women on 
board and the children, one of whom at 14yrs of age took 
part in the slaughter. Research of Spanish Navy records 
in Madrid, and other material in Kingston and Washington 
all add authenticity. Enriched by his own career as a naval 
offi cer, specialist in maritime history, museum curator, 
archaeologist, and writer, the book is fi lled with detail of how 
these great war ships were constructed and how they were 
crewed and sailed, and where and why. 

Hermione, built at Bristol in 1790 was lead ship of her class 
of Sixth Rate frigates with a crew of 160, 32 guns, LOA 129ft, 
and on the Jamaica Station. The story takes place during 

England’s war with Spain and Revolutionary France. Under the sadistic and mercurial Captain Hugh Pigot it seems 
almost inevitable that a mutiny would take place. The well described savagery is quite shocking. But this is not 
just another “ship’s mutiny” story. The subsequent handing over of the ship by the mutineers to the Spanish navy 
makes this event unique, together with the very heart of the story that is the heroic “Cutting Out” and recovery of 
the Hermione two years later in enemy waters by a small and extraordinarily brave Royal Navy boarding party.

The story was big news in England, and there was strong pressure for the mutineers to be caught. A relentless 
search took place, especially along the Spanish Main, and a great many were found. Some were tried in the 
Caribbean and some were shipped back to Portsmouth. The trials appear to have been remarkably fair, even 
though they often depended on the evidence of fellow crew members. An unexpected character who pops up in the 
story as a Court Martial judge is Captain Bligh of HMS Bounty, who certainly knew a thing or two about mutinies!

Background details and descriptions of all the principal participants, including several Irish crew members, together 
with gruesome evidence given at trials, very much brings the story alive, swinging the reader from sympathy to 
hostility to a wondering of how people behaved under those circumstances, and what they had to do just to survive.

Angus Konstam is a skilled writer and this book is one to be treasured and re-read perhaps tucked up in your bunk, 
with the sounds and movements of the sea around. Chartlets, eight colour pictures, bibliography, notes and an 
index, add to the pleasure.

by Peter Haden
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A visit to Carlingford           
by John Bourke

Dear Prudence is a J109, built to race but with an 
adequate interior. She came to Dublin from Galway 
in 2014 for six owners of which I am one, and a 
considerable number of non-owning crew. Over the 
seasons since then, she has become increasingly well 
handled, and can hold her own at the more serious 
end of the racing fl eets in Dublin Bay. Some of the 
participants had cruising experience as well, but the 
majority did not. Some had also sailed on passages to 
regattas in Kinsale or Schull or back from the Dingle 
Race, but a signifi cant number, both young and not so 
young, had never been further than Lambay Island in 
any direction.

In May of 2017, the ICC announced a rally in Carlingford, 
and I took the opportunity to ask some of the crew if 
they would like to come. I was rapidly oversubscribed. 
Used sails were bent on, cushions fl uffed up, water 
tanks fi lled and the cooker tested. Safety gear was of 
course already on board as is required for racing.

Four of us set out from Dun Laoghaire on the Friday 
morning, with a short put in to Howth to collect two more. 
For four of them, although most effi cient at winching and 
trimming, this was a completely new experience. Their 
excitement was genuine as we close fetched at 8 knots 
inside the Rockabill in glorious sunshine. At the mouth 
of Carlingford, the tide was still ebbing. We had arrived 
too early. The wind died and motoring at 6 knots she 
barely stemmed the tide which gave time for everyone 
to savour that beautiful and daunting entrance. Once 
inside, we motored towards the marina. I have been 
there many times and knew that a delay was possible, 

and sure enough there were several boats 
already stuck outside the entrance.

It was a lovely evening so we broke out the beer 
and waited. Some time later, the remaining fi ve 
crew members, who had come by car, appeared 
in a launch which had kindly given them a lift. 
Fortunately, they had fresh supplies, and the 
party could continue. After still more time, the 
boats outside started to move in. Eventually 
we could follow and were greeted and directed 
to our berth. Some 20 feet out from the berth, 
her deep keel stuck again. The party in the 
meantime was starting to run dry. Amid much 
merriment some ICC friends rapidly came 
to the rescue and a rope system was rigged 
allowing a bag with replacement provisions to 
be hauled on board until fi nally we could tie up 
alongside.

Some out of our eleven dined with the hundred 
others in the Marina, while others went 

elsewhere. Some including myself slept on board and 
I did not enquire about the rest. The next day we all 
joined the walk around that lovely town before it started 
to rain and kept raining. We all adjourned to the pub 
and there perforce we stayed. It was all most enjoyable. 
We did know lots of other sailors from Dublin, but some 
of us had not met many from the North. It did not take 
too many pints before new friends were made.

I had decided to start very early the next day so as 
to take the tide. Four came with me, all new to the 
offshore world. It was quite 
ethereal in the mist that 
morning as we motored 
down the lough; another 
new experience. A second 
fast and sunny sail brought 
us home. what a perfect 
introduction to the joys and 
friendliness of cruising.

There is a happy 
sequel. Nearly all of the 
participants have now 
sailed further afi eld. After 
the fi rst lockdown this 
year, the boat and many 
of her crew cruised to the 
North including Belfast, 
and later went South as 
far as Waterford. She may 
yet become an established 
Cruiser/Racer.
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Brian Black Inspires in New Boating 
and Environmental Journalism Award           
by Bob Brown

Brian Black, probably in Greenland, Aug 2004

Les Black credit Brian Black

Brian Black, who sadly died last year, was well known 
to many ICC members, either through his innumerable 
quayside chats or through his logs, many of which 
received the Club’s awards because of their creativity 
and adventures. Brian’s wife Lesley was also notable 
in the sailing scene, as Northern Ireland’s fi rst female 
commodore, but also as an author, writing about family 
life afl oat.

Brian was as prominent for his environmental 
journalism as much as his sailing exploits and indeed 
the two frequently combined, particularly when he was 
reporting on the dramatic ecological changes that are 
now happening in the arctic due to climate change.  
He also raised environmental awareness about issues 
much closer to home, and included archaeological and 
historical issues in his broadcasting, notably with Ulster 
Television, as well as the documentaries that he and 
Les produced.

Brian and Les’s family have now established, with 
Yachting Monthly, the Brian Black Memorial Award for 
marine environmental journalism, supported by a wide 
range of marine environmental and yachting bodies, 
including ICC.  

Brian and Les’s daughter Sarah explains, “From a young 
age Mum and Dad taught us about the natural world, 
particularly the ocean. We learnt how to sail on it, but 
also how to love and care for it. As anyone who met 
them could attest, they were both natural story tellers 
and they used that skill to share important information 
about the environmental crises as they saw them. I 
hope that this new award will encourage others to do 
the same and share their inspiring stories about the 
challenges facing our seas today.”  

Entries should relate to Arctic, European, or UK waters, 
and the winner will have used a sailing boat, very much 
as Brian did, to highlight a key marine environmental 
issue through creative and inspiring journalism, and 
striking or beautiful photos. There are lots of details 
about how to enter. These may be found on Yachting 
Monthly’s website:  www.yachtingmonthly.com/, and 
should be submitted via e-mail to yachtingmonthly@
futurenet.com by 8th August 2021.

For full details and before entering, please visit: 
www.yachtingmonthly.com/brianblackmemorial

Photo Sarah Brown

Photo Bob Brown
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The Equation of Time
by Norman Kean From the Chart Table
During lockdown some little things, previously 
overlooked, may get noticed. As we eagerly awaited 
the lengthening of the days in January, it may have 
appeared that while (to put a positive spin on it) there 
was a grand stretch in the evenings, the mornings 
remained stubbornly dark. This is not imagination. 
During the month of January, the day (using Cork as an 
example) gets 67 minutes longer, but measured against 
the clock, two thirds of that happens in the evening and 
only one third in the morning. 

The reason is a phenomenon described by the Equation 
of Time. Because the Earth’s orbit is elliptical and 
asymmetric, and because it is tilted on its axis, there 
is a predictable irregularity in the Sun’s behaviour (let’s 
leave the maths aside for now). Sundials agree with 
clocks only four times a year. In the course of the year 
the difference varies from 16 minutes fast to 14 minutes 
slow. Clocks measure Mean Time (as in Greenwich 
Mean Time, now known as Universal Time) but the Sun 
operates on Solar Time. The difference between the two 
is the Equation of Time. It’s not so much an equation as 
we might nowadays understand the term. It’s simply a 
variable offset.
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At certain times of the year, there is a rapid change in 
the equation. December and January are on the longest 
and steepest parts of the curve. During December the 
sun loses 15 minutes against the clock, and during 
January it loses another 11. So, around our winter 
solstice, the sun is running more and more slowly, 
which results in the sunrise being miserably late on 
the clock; with the sunset being (agreeably) also later.  
Through darkening December, sunrise gets 24 minutes 
later, but sunset gets only 5 minutes earlier. If you take 
January’s 11 minute loss away from sunset and add it 

Clock with auxiliary dial displaying the equation of time. 
Piazza Dante, Naples (1853)

to sunrise, the numbers balance and the stretch in the 
day becomes symmetrical. 

It improves, however. In February, there is little 
change in the equation, which means that morning 
and evening lightening, by the clock, are pretty well 
equal. By March the balance has tipped, and the 
mornings are stretching faster than the evenings. In 
summer, nobody notices. In autumn, with shrinking 
days, the equation works the other way round. In 
the course of September, the evenings close in by 
69 minutes but the mornings by only 49. Again, if 
you take the change in the equation, 10 minutes 
during September, subtract it from the one and add 
it to the other, it squares. 

How does this work in the southern hemisphere? 
(This is the Exam Afterwards.) The phenomenon is 
extra-terrestrial. Answers to the editor, please. 

Does the equation impact on astronavigation? Only 
in specifi c circumstances. Nautical Almanacs are 
all based on Mean Time, usually UT. However, if 

you are taking a sun sight for latitude, you need to be 
mindful that the sun is not necessarily at its zenith at 
local noon by the clock. You must take the Equation of 
Time into account. 

Of course, until we began to live by the clock, none 
of this mattered. The daily change is too small to be 
noticed by our circadian rhythms. However, it is said that 
the existence of the offset was known to the ancient 
Babylonians. How they measured time accurately 
enough to detect it is something of a mystery. 
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A cruise to Spain with El Vigo        
by Peter Ryan
In 1976 I had the good fortune to be able to buy 
a Robert Clark sloop called El Vigo. She was 
33ft LOA, 26ft LWL, just under 8ft beam, and 
5 tons displacement. She was lying in the old 
Fife Yard in Fairley. I had her surveyed by Ian 
Nicolson who said she had one of the best hulls 
he had ever seen.

When I bought her, I had very little offshore 
experience. However, with one trip to the west 
coast of Scotland and two to west Cork, I soon 
gained some. I found her such an easy boat to 
sail. She was so well balanced, no matter what 
wind strength or sail plan she could be steered 
with one fi nger.

I then discovered she had been built in the 
Lagos Yard in Bouzas, a small village close to 
Vigo in NW Spain.

In 1981, I decided to sail out and visit the 
yard exactly 20 years after she had been built 
in 1961. I fi tted her with a Navik wind vane 
steering which worked wonderfully well. I bought 
an East German sextant and taught myself to 
take sights.

The crew was my son Martin, Lloyd McKee, his 
school friend, and Alfi e Kane, a friend of mine.

We set off from Ringhaddy on Sunday 20th July. 
The wind was moderate as far as the Tusker. We then 
had a near gale from the NW for about 24 hours. We 
reefed well down and encountered some of the biggest 
seas I had ever seen. Thereafter things calmed down 
and we had fairly easy passage across Biscay.

One worrying thing happened. The single battery went 
fl at. As the Albin petrol engine had coil ignition, it could 
not be started. Alfi e came to the rescue, being a well 
qualifi ed engineer, he understood this problem. By 
putting two 6volt torch batteries in series he managed 
to produce enough spark to hand start the engine.

We arrived at Corcubion 6 ½  days out of Strangford. 
This is a port lying up an inlet behind Cape Finisterre. 
After a few days we made our way down the coast to 
the Ria de Vigo. The visibility was poor. We found the 
entrance with great diffi culty.

When we arrived at Vigo, we moored off the main wall of 
the harbour. I found my way to Bouzas. The Lagos yard 
had a large wooden shed. What was obviously the offi ce 
was a smaller shed mounted high up on poles. I climbed 
the ladder and opened the door of the offi ce. The fi rst 
thing I noticed was a magnifi cent large photograph on 

the wall of El Vigo on the day she was launched.

I met Alfredo Lagos, the owner of the yard. When I told 
him I had brought her back, he said to me “Do you know 
the story of your boat?” I replied, “Not really,” apart 
from that he had built her and that her fi rst owner was a 
barrister called Lochner from Surrey in England.

He told me Lochner had commissioned Robert Clark to 
design her and asked Edwardo Lagos, Alfredo’s father to 
build her. As Lochner was quite an old man he arranged 
for a crew to sail her home to England.

Alfredo described the crew: a professional delivery 
skipper, “a good English doctor”, and young boy of 17.

He told me they ran into a bad storm in the Bay of 
Biscay. One morning when the young boy came on 
deck, he found the other two members of the crew 
missing, washed overboard. It must have been a terrible 
experience for him. However, he managed to reach one 
of the French ports and the boat eventually got back to 
England.

Alfredo then said to me: “I hear nothing more until you 
come.”



ICC News, Spring 2021                    Page 19

My son Martin later obtained a couple of newspaper reports describing the accident. Lochner, before becoming a 
barrister, was an engineer in the royal navy during the war. He designed the Mulberry Harbours that were used in 
the D-day landings. The young boy, after fi nding himself alone on board steered under bare poles before the storm 
for 25 hours. Totally exhausted he was towed into Audierne by a fi shing boat. His name was David Logan. He went 
to Oxford and had a distinguished career in the diplomatic service.

While I was talking to Alfredo in the yard, the boat was tied 
up in the little fi shing harbour beside it. Martin and Lloyd 
were on board. A car drove down the quay and the driver got 
out. It was Alfredo’s bother Nimmo. He looked at her from 
stem to stern then crossed himself got into his car and drove 
away.

The talk then continued about boats. I asked Alfredo what 
would the cost difference be between having a wooden boat 
built in his yard and building a fi breglass boat. His reply was 
interesting: “You can have the real woman or the blow up 
plastic dolly.”

While we were at the yard, I got a bit of work done. A second 
battery fi tted, new life lines, and new hinges for the fore 
hatch which was leaking. Alfredo said he hoped I would not 
object to the hourly rate. It was less than £5!

After Bouzas we spent a few days in Baiona and anchored 
one night at the Islas Cies. We left there on Thursday 13th 
August to start the sail back home. The passage was fairly 
straight forward. The wind was a more or less constant NE. 
This meant we were close hauled on one tack for more than 
6 days until we picked up very strong west wind which took 
us over the continental shelf producing very confused seas. 
Picking up the Fastnet Light was most welcome!

We arrived in Kinsale on 21st August, 8 days out from the 
Islas Cies.

Galician Grapevine        
by Peter Haden

Monte Real Club de Yates de Bayona (MRCYB), a popular destination for 
members cruising along the Iberian Peninsula has appointed Alfonso Ozores 
as their new general manager. Alfonso has lifelong experience in sailing. He 
started at the young age of fi ve years, and by eight he was racing an Optimist. 
He progressed into racing in the great Galician regattas such as Copa de Rey 
and Prince of Asturias Trophy as well as representing Spain in European and 
International Sailing events. Presently he competes in the Spanish 6-meter 
circuit. He is a judge of the Royal Galician Sailing Federation.

Alfonso has an MBA in Sports Management, and 
extensive international management experience.

ICC members have been enjoying the facilities 
at Monte Real Club since its foundation 56 years ago. Alfonso is looking forward to 
meeting ICC members and continuing to develop the close relationship between our 
two clubs.

Alfonso is a lifelong friend of Alfredo Lagos, Jr, newly appointed ICC Honorary Port 
Offi cer for the area.

El Vigo being launched at the Lagos boatyard in 1961

Alfredo Lagos, Jr
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Our smallest and (probably!) most 
numerous whale
by Bob Brown

One of the most frequently spotted large animals around 
our coasts is the pig. It is best seen during calm weather, 
in open bays, inlets or around sheltered headlands. By 
‘pig’ of course, I mean the ‘sea pig’, or harbour porpoise, 
not the farmyard beast, unless you’ve had one too many 
gins. The old English term for this, our smallest whale, is 
‘puffi ng pig’, probably because of the snort it gives when 
it surfaces for air. Thanks to Google, I now know that in 
Irish it is ‘muc mhara chuain’ or sea pig of the harbours, 
and in Scots Gaelic it is ‘peileag’. And thanks to Norman 
Kean’s sailing directions, I now know that muc or muck 
features as the Isle of Muck (Co Antrim) and Muckish 
Mountain. Certainly, there are lots of porpoise records 
from the former, but I guess if I see porpoise up Muckish 
Mountain, then I too should lay off the gins.

Porpoises are often misidentifi ed as dolphins, but a little 
close observation sorts them out quite easily. Firstly they 
are smaller; about 1.5 to 1.9m length compared with 
2-3m of the common and bottlenose dolphins. They also 
have a relatively stubby, blunt, dorsal fi n compared with 
the sharper sickle fi n of most dolphins. Compared with 
the torpedo-shaped dolphins, porpoises are stocky little 
whales, and quite dark looking though with paler fl anks, 
and not much given to the acrobatic leaps of their larger 
relatives. And fi nally, they are quite shy, avoiding or at 
best ignoring boats – no bow-riding for them!

All this means that porpoises are not the most user-
friendly creatures for spotting from yachts. But they can 
be found along all Irish and Scottish coasts, usually in 
groups of up to ten. The overall NW European population 
has been estimated at about 340,000, and they are 
probably the most frequently sighted cetacean in our 
waters. They are found all around British Isles coasts, 

and notably off the southwest and east coasts of Ireland, 
especially during July and August, perhaps because 
that’s when more folk get to the sea. Further afi eld, they 
are widespread around both sides of the north Atlantic, 
in the Black sea, and there’s another population in 
the north Pacifi c. Interestingly, it is considered that 
the population in the North Sea is almost completely 
separate from that along the western coasts of UK 
and Ireland, posing quite a challenge to conservation 
organisations assessing their welfare and status.

Despite their small size, porpoises are true toothed 
whales, even if they are dwarfed by the much larger 
baleen whales, seen in increasing numbers around 
Ireland. Being toothed, they are hunters, feeding on 
fi sh and squid, as well as small crustaceans on the sea 
bed. The bulk of their time is underwater, with dives 
averaging about three minutes, although as much as 
twelve minutes has been recorded. On the surface, 
about a minute and a half allows them to catch their 
breath before the next dive. A maximum depth of 220m 
has been recorded.

So how do they fi nd their prey in those depths where 
minimum light penetrates? After all, depending on the 
turbidity of the water with plankton and particles, and 
the sun’s angle, it can be almost dark anywhere below 
50m, or even less in winter. 

The solution, adapted by porpoises, dolphins, and most 
toothed whales, is acoustic. Sound travels brilliantly 
through water – it is suspected that the larger whales 
can communicate through distances exceeding a 
hundred miles. Porpoises are able to emit a rapid series 
of short and powerful clicks at high frequency, from near 

Two harbour porpoises off Muck Island, Co Antrim.  A nice photo by Ronald Surgenor (Ulster Wildlife) that shows the bulbous 
head and stumpy little dorsal fi n.
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their blow hole. These clicks variously bounce off their surroundings, 
and can focus on shoals of fi sh or squid, in much the same way 
that bats hunt moths. The distinctly bulbous head of the porpoise is 
shaped like that for a reason; it contains an organ known as a melon 
(probably so-called because of its shape and size) full of lipids, that 
acts almost like a lens, focusing and concentrating the sound.

Now here’s the cunning bit. A sophisticated 
echo-location system needs excellent hearing 
as well as good sound production. As in 
humans, the inner ear is the key device, but 
unlike humans, the inner ears of porpoises are 
not directly connected to the skull structure. So 
their ears are acoustically insulated from the 
click production mechanism, and from each 
other. This means that, despite the speed and 
effi ciency of sound passing through water, 
they don’t get confused by their own clicks, 
and they can pick up differences between 
the port and starboard ears, and thereby 
determine the direction of the echoes coming 
back.

This is all very well in an entirely natural 
ecosystem, but today’s oceans, particularly 
the inshore waters where porpoises occur, are 
full of human induced noises from offshore 
construction, ship traffi c, fi shing, military 
exercises, and even recreational craft. In this respect, the ability of sound to carry well through water is a severe 
disadvantage to porpoises and all other marine life using echolocation for hunting and communication. Another 
major threat to porpoises is the accidental killing caused by drowning in trawls, seines, cod traps and, in particular, 
bottom-set gill nets. The challenge of course is monitoring the population, due to their small size, shyness, and dive 
durations, so the fi gure I quoted earlier has really to be a guesstimate!

I mentioned the following in an earlier article, but it bears repeating: we can report sightings for all Ireland’s waters 
to the Irish Whale and Dolphin Group, http://www.iwdg.ie. Give details of date, location, method (ie. by land or 
boat, optical gear etc) and your contact details – their website has prompts for other details as well. Photos are 
particularly welcome. In Northern Ireland, the Marine Division of Department of Agriculture, Environment and Rural 
Affairs are responsible for conservation of cetaceans and other marine life.
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Classic calm viewing conditions for spotting harbour porpoise – note 
the dark back and paler fl anks.  Photo by Niki Clear (Wildlife Trusts).

Circumnavigation Plans Update        
by Vice Commodore Derek White
We continue to plan our future club events in the hope 
that the Covid 19 restrictions will be somewhat eased by 
July. Preliminary arrangements have now been made for 
our northern autumn rally at QYC on the Bank Holiday 
Weekend, August 28/29th and our December Meeting/
Lunch in RUYC on 4th December 2021.

Planning for our full Circumnavigation of Ireland during 
the month of July 2021 continues, subject to a suffi cient 
easing of restrictions to make the cruise feasible.  This 
will be a much smaller and less formal affair than 
our 2020 plans but again we stress that these are all 
preliminary and of course all may change between now 
and July or could have to be abandoned. We continuously 
update proposed arrangements on the Website. 

As part of the proposed cruise, a presentation dinner 
or whatever the RCYC can arrange is planned at 
Crosshaven on the 9th of July. There we will formally 
present the Fastnet award to the RCYC.

We are recently advised by RCYC that they plan a ‘Sail 
Past’ on the 10th of July and intend to commence their 
Wild Atlantic Cruise on the 11th July to which all ICC 
members are invited. 

It is still in the early planning stages, but we are aware 
that many ICC members may not wish to do a full 
circumnavigation and only attend all the RCYC events. If 
you are planning to join the WAW cruise, please register 
your interest with cruising@royalcork.com
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Cuba - a very different cruising experience!
by Carmel Kavanagh

Back in Jan 2010, while on our 7 year retirement 
cruise on Safari of Howth, we found ourselves in Boot 
Key Harbour, Marathon, in the Florida Keys where a 
talk, given by a Canadian couple, who knew Cuba well, 
inspired us to go cruising there.

First of all, we acquired Nigel Calder’s Cruising Guide 
to Cuba. During the 3-week wait for a suitable weather 
window to cross the Gulf Stream, we planned a really 
exciting circumnavigation of Cuba. Pat and Sheila 
Larragy, friends from home, were set to join us for this 
special cruise. 

On Jan 19, after a fairly uneventful 24-hour passage 
from Marathon to Havana, the main Port of Entry into 
Cuba, we arrived at Marina Hemingway around midday. 
The next 6 hours were spent fi lling in and signing 
multiple forms, having different groups of offi cials come 
on board to check our health, and also for stowaways, 
live pets, and fresh meat products. They took away all 
our fl ares, to be returned on departure, and collected 
our GPSs and handheld radios. They taped these up 
and left them on the boat but admonished us not to use 
them under any circumstances. We were then allowed 
to proceed to our berth and a much needed rest!

A change of plan
The following morning, we went to explore the marina. 

The facilities were all very basic and there were armed 
guards everywhere, which was a bit alarming. We 
chatted to other cruising folk and it wasn’t long before 
we discovered that the idea of cruising around Cuba 
was a total non-runner. Tales from returning yachts of 
being refused entry into many of the ports mentioned 
in Calder’s book or of having to weigh anchor even in 
darkness and bad weather for no good reason, were 
extremely off-putting. So when Sheila and Pat arrived 
out from Ireland, we all decided it would be best to 
explore Cuba by road and rail.

El Tren Francés
Sheila remembered that an 850km trip on the El Tren 
Francés from Havana to Santiago de Cuba, had featured 
in a coffee-table book 501 Must-Take Journeys. The 
train was so called because its carraiges were bought 
from the French SNCF. The book described it as the 
Flagship Cuban Intercity Express. So we thought we had 
hit the jackpot – a train ride through the picturesque 
heartland of Cuba, with hopefully a fi ne dining carriage 
and comfortable couchettes. 

We then discovered that the train only travelled at night - 
thus depriving us of the scenery we had hoped to enjoy. 
However, we thought the cost per person of €75 (one 
way) was excellent value, so we proceeded to purchase 
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the tickets at the railway station in Havana 24 hours 
prior to departure as per the rules.

We packed for a 4 night trip, planning to return by hired 
car. As the weather was scorching hot, we packed mostly 
light summer clothes, but threw in a sweatshirt each 
for the overnight trip on the train. At the last minute, I 
packed a picnic supper just in case there was a hitch 
with our fi ne-dining plans, because we had found that 
sourcing snacks while out and about around Havana 
had been a very hit and miss affair.

The great day duly arrived and so did we at the main 
station in Havana for the 1730 departure. After having 
our passports scrutinized 3 times and all details written 
down in long hand by each offi cial, we fi nally boarded 
the train. 

Then, as night closed in, with the other passengers 
snuggling down under warm blankets and thick coats, 
the 4 Paddys, wearing just light sweatshirts, were left 
frozen to the bone! I eventually tackled the conductress 
in the little Spanish I had and persuaded her and the 
3 offi cials she summoned, to lower the airconditioning 
to a more acceptable level. I became the ‘hero of the 
train’ as Cubans obviously do not argue with people in 
authority and expect to live!

The decision to “abandon ship”
At 2300 the lights were turned off and we were plunged 
into total darkness. This was the last straw. We decided 
to leave the train at the earliest possible opportunity. 

The fi rst stop at 0200 was the village of Santa Clara 
of Che Guevara fame. It was so 
totally deserted that we decided to 
stay on board the train. At 0800 we 
reached Camaguey, the second and 
fi nal stop before Santiago de Cuba. 
The conductress tried to prevent us 
from leaving the train but our bursting 
bladders won the day as we scampered 
out of the station as fast as our little 
Irish legs could carry us! We hailed a 
passing Horse ‘n’ Cart which brought us 
to a nearby Islazul hotel where we holed 
up for 2 days recovering from the ordeal!

Whoever wrote about the Havana to 
Santiago de Cuba trip in the 501 Must-
Take Journeys, has to have had a few 

too many mojitos under their belt when they wrote that 
chapter! It’s also incredible to think that those trains 
remained in use until 2019 when they were fi nally 
replaced by Chinese-built coaches.

However, we did spend a further 6 very enjoyable weeks 
exploring Cuba. In spite of all the material deprivation we 
witnessed, we discovered that Cubans are a resilient, 
highly educated and highly cultured people who were 
an absolute pleasure to get to know.

Cuba’s answer to the Orient Express
What a shock lay in store! The train was fi lthy, many 
seats broken, doors between carriages banging open 
and closed, some entry/exit doors hanging on by rusty 
hinges. The air-conditioning was set so high that it was 
freezing cold and the state of the toilets beggared belief. 
There was no water in either the toilet bowl or the wash 
hand basin and the stench was truly stomach-churning. 
By the time we had realised how bad things were, the 
train had pulled out of 
the station so there 
was no going back! 

Later we found out 
that the “fi ne dining 
car” consisted of a 
conductress shoving 
a large plastic box 
through the carriages 
with her foot! No hot 
food or drinks, just 
some evil looking ham 
rolls and dodgy looking 
bottles of coke.



Arthur Richard Baker, 1932 – 2021
by Paddy McGlade
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I am lucky to have known Arthur for over 40 years, 
as a work colleague, as my skipper, as an occasional 
member of my crew, and always as a true gentleman 
and a friend. 

Arthur was a very private man and was always happier 
talking about you and your family than he was talking 
about himself or how he was doing. This did not change 
right to when he passed away peacefully at home with 
his family on 31st January 2021.

Over the years, I got little snippets here and there 
from Arthur about himself. He was born in Co Cavan. 
I was raised next door in Monaghan, neither a county 
renowned for raising sailors. Arthur had a tremendous 
collection of limericks, one of which he could recall to fi t 
most situations. I asked him many times to write them 
down. I hope he did.

His father passed away when he was only seven. He 
attended school in Dublin and took the advice of 
one of his teachers who told him to go for a career in 
accounting, as he was good with numbers. As a young 
audit accountant in Dublin he found it much more 
interesting to watch the boats on the canal than to sit in 
a stuffy offi ce totting numbers. To facilitate quick exits 
he developed the skill to crunch numbers like a human 
computer. I have seen him multiply seven digit numbers 
by seven digit numbers in his head faster than one could 
do it on a calculator and with amazing accuracy.

He met Marjorie, the love of his 
life, in Cork and they started 
their married life together 
living in Dublin as he had got 
a job with Esso. After a few 
years, they transferred him to 
Athens, how bad was that? 
Here Valerie and Christopher 
were born. The family 
returned to Ireland at the end 
of 1973 where Arthur had 
secured a position with Pfi zer 
in Ringaskiddy as Financial 
Controller, a position he held 
until his retirement in 1992. 

Now that Arthur was living and 
working near the sea he was 
able to pander to his love of 
boats. In the mid-seventies 
Arthur acquired a sailboat, 
not just any sailboat, but a 
Swedish designed 30 Square 
Meter Classic thoroughbred, 
which was called Tora. Dermod 

Lovett (ICC) also had a 30 Square, Vivi, both moored 
close to each other at the RCYC. I have seen Arthur sail 
Tora singlehanded in Cork Harbour in a Force 8 during 
the 1982 505 Worlds, which he helped to organise. 
Arthur was good at boat maintenance and scraped and 
varnished one side of Tora almost every season – there 
was 44 feet of topside alone to look after.  He cruised 
the coast of West Cork in Tora with Marjorie and his 
young family. No water apart from a heavy container and 
no power apart from a car battery to allow Marjorie to 
read! Tora was sold in the mid-eighties and returned to 
Stockholm. Arthur even managed to get a sail on her in 
Stockholm some years later while on a visit to Sweden.

After Tora was sold, Arthur purchased a Carter 37 in 
the UK in a partnership. This boat was the original Irish 
Mist 1, owned by a renowned Cork sailing family. Built in 
Greece in the early ‘70s, she was of robust construction 
with everything built to last. About 12 to 15 knots of 
wind was needed to get her really moving. I have sailed 
on her in many stormy conditions and the boat was 
generally tougher than the crew. Both Arthur and I were 
prone to mal de mer, especially early in the season. 

Arthur and Marjorie enjoyed cruising in the Caribbean 
on a few occasions and also in Fiji thanks to some of 
his ICC friends.

Irish Mist was raced on Thursday evenings at the Royal 
Cork. This was as much for the social aspect of the 
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Thursday evening as it was about the racing. I recall Arthur and I racing her on occasions without any other crew 
and rather than put up the very large spinnaker on the downwind leg, she would make good progress through the 
fl eet by unfurling all of her big genoa. We sat back and enjoyed a glass of wine, much to the consternation of other 
competitors as Mist slipped past them. One of the memorable experiences of sailing with Arthur was that he never 
raised his voice. On rare occasion where clear concise directions (never orders) were issued by him, he would 
apologise for the next half hour for being sharp or abrupt.

After a couple of years, Arthur became the sole owner of Irish Mist. He and Marjorie enjoyed many cruises to West 
Cork and regular trips to France for a three week cruise. I was fortunate to be a delivery crew member on many of 
these trips to or from France over seven or eight years. On these trips technology moved from dead reckoning to 
a radio direction fi nder, to Decca, to GPS, and then a small chart plotter. I learnt much from Arthur on these trips 
about navigation, tides, tidal gates, leeway, traffi c management, TSS zones, rules of the road, and sailing in fog.  I 
have some interesting stories of these voyages which include storms, foggy crossing of the Channel, navigating the 
Chenal du Four in zero visibility using DR, and keeping the yacht off the rocks on the north coast of Ile d’Ouessant 
with no wind, no engine, lots of tide, but no panic. Stories I will keep for sharing over a nightcap at a future ICC 
social gathering. 

The annual “Boys Cruise” to West Cork on the June Bank Holiday weekends with Arthur and a small select boisterous 
crew was always enjoyable and adventurous. Arthur would nose Irish Mist into many nooks and crannies along the 
coast that most sailors would not even consider in their dinghy. We always cooked, wined, and dined aboard. The 
food was always excellent.

Irish Mist was lifted out every year at the end of the season. She was stored in the exact same spot in Castlepoint 
Boatyard where Arthur did most of the maintenance work himself over the winter and to be ready for the next 
season’s adventures.

Arthur was always prepared to put his shoulder to the wheel in any enterprise in which he was involved. He was 
Rear Admiral in Royal Cork YC 1980-1981 and Vice Admiral in 1985. In 1990 Arthur was elected to the Irish 
Cruising Club. He served as Rear Commodore in 1996, as Vice Commodore in 1997–98, Hon Treasurer in 2001, 
and was Commodore from 2002 to 2005. It was during that time that ICC celebrated its 75th Anniversary with a 
signifi cant and successful rally from Cork to Glengarriff. 

He had a heart by-pass around this time and lived a full and active life after this operation.

Even after the by-pass, Arthur was happy to go to the top of the mast on Irish Mist 1 and spend up to an hour if 
necessary. He did, however, remove his spectacles before going aloft as he suffered from vertigo, so when he could 
not see how high he was, it did not bother him.

It was his heart operation which saw him devote time and energy to the Irish Heart Foundation. He was involved 
in Saint Fin Barre’s Cathedral, where he was Treasurer for many years and also worked in support of Rockboro 
School. 

In 2013, when little use could be made of the boat as Marjorie was no longer able to go sailing and her care 
became more full time, he took the decision to sell Irish Mist. Even while caring for Marjorie, he always managed to 
make arrangements so that he could attend and enjoy ICC functions, rarely ever missing an ICC gathering. 

He was one of my crew along with Dermod Lovett (ICC) 
and Jim Lyons (ICC) for the ICC 85th Rally in 2014. An 
enviable crew to have on any cruise. We had great fun. 
It is said that cruising sailors don’t race. Well nobody 
told us lot. We had a couple of most enjoyable races 
against other ICC boats, who of course were not really 
racing either.

Arthur was a gentleman in every sense of the word, 
whose integrity was never questionable. He was a loyal 
work colleague and a friend to many. We are worse off 
for his passing. I am sure I speak for all ICC members 
when I offer our sympathy to Valerie, Christopher, his 
wife Anna, Arthur’s grandsons Edward and Nicholas, 
and the extended Baker family.

Crossing the Bar
Alfred, Lord Tennyson
(the fi nal two stanzas)

Twilight and evening bell,
And after that the dark!

And may there be no sadness of farewell,
When I embark.

For though from out our bourne of Time and Place
The fl ood may bear me far,

I hope to see my Pilot face to face
When I have crossed the bar.



Like most youngsters my sailing started with a Mirror 
dinghy that just happened to arrive in a box on Christmas 
Day.  Mind you, it took a year for Dad to build it.

Our fi rst outing was Opening Day at the Quoile Yacht 
Club in 1972, but just before we set sail our mother had 
a dilemma. She had three children and could not decide 
which one was to be left ashore. The problem was 
solved when she informed the OOD that Mirrors had to 
have three people on board. Strangely, the offi cer of the 
day agreed and so my sister Gail, my brother Marcus, 
and myself at the helm took to the water.

It was a great race. One boat could not tack, the other 
went to the wrong mark, another’s mast felt down, and 
we capsized. The trusting OOD gave us all the same 
result.

Shortly afterwards Mirrors really took off and soon 
we were being towed to all the regattas on Strangford 
Lough, including Killyleagh, Strangford, Portaferry, East 
Down, Whiterock, and Kircubbin, where we made many 
friends on and off the water.

Some years later I fancied a change — something bigger, 
sexier, and with a spinnaker. Scorpions seemed to tick 
the box, but there were none at the Quoile. Fortunately, 
there was something better on our doorstep.

In 1979 my brother and I headed to Strangford Sailing 
Club which had a thriving Flying Fifteen class. Going 
from a Mirror to a Fifteen was like night and day. We 
were young, we lacked the weight and strength to cope 

Quoile and Beyond
by Malcolm Crichton

with a breeze, but we were good and cheeky on lighter 
days.

With my ‘R’ plates on the back of a company van we 
travelled the length and breadth of Ireland. Our favourite 
destination was Kinsale, but there was one big problem: 
getting back to work for Monday morning after a big 
weekend.

Strangford and Portaferry combined their weekly racing. 
There were also good fl eets at Whiterock and Kircubbin. 
Great racing and even better craic. Sadly, the Strangford 
Lough Flying Fifteen fl eet is a shadow of what it once 
was, but the people in the know still ask at the regattas: 
“Who won the Fifteens?”

As a family, our holidays were to Port Erin on the Isle 
of Man, which was our Majorca. Every year a fl otilla of 
small motorboats, made up of Quoile and Strangford 
people, went over for the Twelfth Week.  

Sailing cruisers were next. Our fi rst was a 26ft Mystere, 
named Quest of Quoile, which came with a 7hp Vire 
inboard petrol engine. It was a lovely wee ship.   

A few years later a French-built Arpege arrived. Also 
called Quest of Quoile, she had Lewmar 40 winches, a 
Volvo MDB 2 diesel engine, and a classy French interior. 
This was followed by a Nicholson 35, the third Quest. 
She could go through anything, and by God she did.

My father Colin kept all his boats looking like new pins. 
The Nicholson always looked as if it had just come out 
of the builder’s yard, but there came a time when a 
change seemed right.

One day I just happened to drop a hint about a Beneteau 
First 435. Dad replied: “But it will slam in a sea”. Two 
weeks later he bought it. This was some battleship, 43.5 
ft long, 9ft draft, 3 spreader rig, fridge freezer, heating, 
and 8 berths in three cabins. Now we could go places. 

China here we come: Hilary, Colin, Philip and myself, com-
plete with the kitchen sinks.

“Roll on 2021!”
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Tarbert on Lough Fyne for the Scottish Series was a must. We also did a few Cork Weeks and West Highland Weeks.

After my marriage to Hilary and the arrival of two sons, wild weeks afl oat were a thing of the past. It was not long 
until another Mirror arrived for the boys, followed by Toppers. Hilary had them on the Topper circuit and the petrol 
bill went through the roof. Crosshaven, Carrickfergus, Dun Laoghaire, Whitehead, and even Pwllheli in Wales were 
favourite waypoints.

One wet Sunday afternoon they arrived home smiling with good news for me. “We’re going to the Worlds,” they said. 
“Where?” I asked. “China, Dad”. I replied: “There go the new sails for Quest”.

Being honest, it was a trip of a lifetime. Now, the Toppers are gone, Lasers are the new game in town. As for the 
fourth Quest, hopefully we will get her launched and let the boys get a crack at sailing her with ‘new cloth’.
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Some time ago I was given a tape recording, made 
some years earlier still by someone, who was recording 
his memories of sailing in boat called Kathleen out of 
Donaghadee, Co Down in the 1930s. The tape was in a 
poor state, indecipherable in places. It broke after being 
played a couple of times. It painted a picture of a group 
of friends, with a range of interests not least messing 
around in boats, enjoying themselves. My father, Bertie 
Lynas, a keen sailor, is referred to often in the tape; no 
doubt the reason it was passed to me. 

I already knew something of Kathleen. She was a motor-
sailer of 45 feet or so and had been owned, possibly 
built for, James (Jimmy) Faulkner. He was a prominent 
businessman, founder member of ICC, and of course 
father of two distinguished sons: Brian, future prime 
minister of Northern Ireland and Denis, Sir Denis, sailor, 
soldier and businessman, and ICC commodore 1969-
72. James Faulkner sold Kathleen to the Roberts family, 
proprietors of the Donaghadee Gas Co, sometime 
in the late 1920s. He was friendly with the family 
and occasionally took his two sons to the gasworks. 
According to the narrator of the tape, the fumes from 
the coke ovens were thought ‘to be good for the chest’ 
(I can’t think why!). 

Another reason was probably the entertainment to be 
had round the ovens on winter’s evenings. Donaghadee 
is a town with a fi ne musical tradition. In the 1920s and 
‘30s, a group of men met round the ovens to play their 
instruments and sing. They were the nucleus of the 
Donaghadee Male Voice Choir founded in 1932. The 
Choir is still going and in recent decades has acquired 
something of an international reputation. Amongst its 

current members are our members, Ed Wheeler and 
Tony Weston. 

Although the narrator seems to have held the log of 
Kathleen (he refers to it from time to time), he does not 
go into great detail about the sailing. He seems more 
anxious to record what the press call human interest 
stories. My father had evidently maintained the log. The 
narrator also says at one point: “We motored a lot but 
Bertie Lynas was always keen to get the sails up”. Their 
longest cruise seemed to be a six week trip in 1935 
north to Fort William, through the Caledonian Canal, 
and down the east coast of Scotland to the fi shing 
village of Crail in Fife. The Roberts family had come over 
to Ulster from Fife sometime in the nineteenth century. 
In Crail, they went along to the local church on Sunday 
morning. Being no doubt somewhat dishevelled, they 
were directed to sit in a gallery overlooking the main 
‘body of the kirk’ dressed in their Sunday best. 

On a cruise to the Clyde, they found themselves 
anchored one evening close to a large motor yacht and 
were invited aboard. The owner turned out to be Lord 
someone or other, Commodore of the Royal Scottish 
Motor Yacht Club. Before they left, they had all signed 
application forms for the RSMYC. Whether or not they 
ever paid their subs is not recorded.

Kathleen met a sad but honourable end. When war 
broke out in 1939, she was requisitioned by the navy 
and served for a few years as a naval tender in Belfast 
Lough. In 1944,          she went south with ships that 
left Belfast Lough for Normandy. Sometime during that 
fateful summer she struck a mine off the French coast 
and foundered.

Glimpses of the Past
by Oliver Lynas

For current news, information, events and some lively discussions

Just search for “Irish Cruising Club” on Facebook, click on the link to the group page and 
then click on the ”join” link. If you are a member, you will be admitted.

Join The ICC Facebook Page!
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It all began with Covid-19 rearing its ugly head. Following 
the Taoiseach’s address from USA last March it was with 
mixed feelings I contemplated lockdown. Would I see 
out the unknown in Portugal or would I return to Ireland 
close to family and friends? On one hand, remaining 
would offer an ideal opportunity to get all those long-
fi ngered maintenance jobs done. It also offered the 
opportunity to seclude or isolate or cocoon as the terms 
fell in and out of favour. It would also be an opportunity 
to catch up on reading and lose a few kilos into the 
bargain. On the other hand, would I be safer at home or 
would I pose a threat to those there?

The airlines soon settled the matter for me. Scheduled 
fl ights were cancelled, and things looked safer in 
Portugal than in Ireland. So, I took the default option 
and stayed.

Within days of the Taoiseach’s address, the shops, 
bars, and restaurants in Vilamoura began closing with 
alarming speed. On refl ection, business was responding 
to the large and immediate drop in customer numbers 
as the tide went out on tourism in the Algarve. Soon all 
was quiet and even the big fan powering the Tivoli Hotel 
air handling system fell gratefully silent. It was ghostly in 
the Marina as people fl ed.

I settled into a routine of walking for an hour each day, 
which gradually grew by an extra half hour. Lists of 
maintenance and renewal jobs were carefully drawn up 
to avoid duplicating dismantlements. I decided to ration 
the jobs and to stick to a routine of rising at the same 
time each day and only working until 1700 hrs with no 
work on Sundays. The evenings were fi lled with tuning 
into the news from home and abroad, reading, and of 
course Netfl ix.

Work began by removing the cockpit table and bringing 
it ashore to Brian Brennan (Master Shipwright). He 
restored it to a better than original state with resealing 
of joints and copious coats of lacquer. Next, I wired 
and fi tted a foghorn which had been in a box for the 
previous two seasons. Then the windlass drum was 
re-chromed. I fi tted new life lines, replaced the vang, 
and the running rigging. I got the sails ashore for minor 
repairs, applied several coats of varnish on the heads 
pedestal, replaced mirrors showing their age etc., not to 
mention exercising valves to a pattern. I was more than 
pleased with progress. Time did not hang as previously 
feared with no prospect of going sailing.

This daily regime was important to keep to, but soon an 
exception was in the offi ng and became a regular Friday 
evening one. This exception commenced about 3 weeks 
into the lockdown. I bumped into Michael Clear on the 

Lockdown 2020: Not All Gloom
by Enda Connellan pontoon by pure accident. We agreed we would look in 

on one another from time to time. We soon extended 
the agreement to meet on board for a glass of wine or 
two each Friday, maintaining social distance at either 
end of the cockpit.

I fi rst met Michael Clear in St. Lucia about eight years 
ago. Michael is a solo sailor who has crossed the ocean 
more than a few times alone. We had lost contact since 
leaving the Caribbean and we were each unaware of 
the other’s whereabouts. The opportunity to exchange 
tales and ideas was a godsend in these Covid lock down 
times. Friday evenings were eagerly anticipated as the 
Covid crisis deepened and the lockdown grew to 61 
days before there was any let up.

Repairing a Shower Drain System

We tried to avoid Covid topics and traded stories about 
how our maintenance programmes were proceeding. 
Needless to say, President Trump kept us entertained 
and we had many a good discussion about his chances 
of a second term and all that would entail. But it was the 
insurmountable repair and maintenance problems that 
took up most of our time. In the absence of easy access 
to parts, we became determined to overcome problems 
by repairing wherever possible. 

My seemingly insurmountable problem concerned a 
shower drain system that had ceased working. Sharing 
public showers in a pandemic didn’t appeal to me and 
neither did manually bailing out the shower tray.

The heart of the problem was a sealed box which gloried 
in the name “Pump Commander”. This wonder-box had 
held good for 15 years and consisted of an electronic 
sensor so when water reached a certain height in the 
shower tray it started the pump which, via a delay relay, 
kept going for some minutes after the level fell and thus 
emptied the shower tray. It worked just like a domestic 
shower in that you did not have to intervene in starting 
or stopping the pump.

Having failed to make sense of the box I mentioned my 
problem to Michael one Friday evening bemoaning the 
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diffi culty of getting replacement parts. Michael took to the challenge with gusto. He wasn’t impressed with my 
awkward attempt to examine the contents of the magic box and suggested that he might take it away back to his 
own boat. I got weekly updates on progress as I tried in vain to get replacement parts from locked down suppliers.

Imagine my surprise when, two weeks later, on our next Friday meet, he greeted me with the words “Would you try 
wiring that up and let me know how it goes.”

I lost no time in rewiring it and it worked a treat. 

After 61 days the lockdown was eased, and a semblance of normality returned. Michael and I put our boats on 
the hard and headed for Lisbon where we walked through a ghostly, almost empty airport and boarded a sparsely 
populated, welcome Ryanair fl ight for Dublin. We were happy in the fact that, while we avoided getting Covid by 
sticking to the bubble rules, we had managed to avoid running out of repair/maintenance jobs.

Western members had an unusually quiet off-season 
this year, with most crossing their fi ngers and hoping for 
the best for the 2021 sailing season. Several members 
enjoyed some excellent online lectures organised by the 
Irish Cruising Club, the Ocean Cruising Club, and others 
more locally.  

Of course, there were a few winter projects to keep 
members busy off-season. I spent some time fi guring 
out how make LEDs fl ash in sequence so that he 
make a living nautical chart complete with automated 
lighthouse fl ashing (see accompanying article). I also 
installed a new AIS system (Garmin’s AIS 800) on my 
Sadler 26 to reduce the likelihood of another close 
encounter with an oil tanker in the fog off Scotland! 

Duncan Sclare reports making good progress on a long-
term project to build a carvel-planked 20ft cutter. His 
shed was a little tight for space so aligning and fi tting 

the 7ft bowsprit required some destructive engineering 
(see photo). Meanwhile his partner Maura, like many 
people around the country it seems, took up cold-
water swimming locally in Loch Conn, Muck, and Cullin, 
a pastime their dog was very happy to participate in! 
Duncan also reports that Mayo Sailing Club are hoping 
to arrange lift-ins in April. 

John Sweeney fi tted a new sprayhood and a diesel 
heater to his Sadler 32 Island Lass. He hopes to cruise 
with the family to Kenmare River and Bantry Bay in the 
summer if the restrictions permit.  

A number of Western members have their boats in one 
of the many excellent yards in Galicia and are having 
preparations made for sailing as soon as government 
regulations allow. Both Peter Haden and Peter Fernie 
reported that they are optimistic about the prospect of 
getting some Gallician sailing in this season.  

There was some exciting news for the West in February 
when Galway Port was announced as a stopover for the 
Round Britain and Ireland Race in 2022. Galway is no 
stranger to hosting big sailing events, having hosted 
stopovers for the Volvo Ocean race in 2009 and 2012. 
The classic Round Britain and Ireland Race will be 
entering its 56th year and is expecting to see over 40 
boats competing in various classes over a three week 
period in May 2022. Starting in Plymouth, the race has 
compulsory stopovers in Galway, Lerwick (Shetland), 
and Blyth before fi nishing back in Plymouth.

Western Wanderings
by Conor O’Byrne
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Tribute to Commander David Maxwell RN
by Vice Commodore Derek White
In September 2020 we lost another of our Strangford 
sailing friends, Commander David Maxwell. 

While clearing out my desk, I found an envelope full of 
logs of French cruises that he had given me to read a 
few years back in preparation for a trip to France. The 
one that I particularly enjoyed was his observations on 
the Passe du Trouzziard, Pointe du Raz, Brittany which 
he had traversed several times in various conditions.

Passe de Trouzziard,  

Gina and I, in the St Peter, our 45ft ex-RNLI Lifeboat 
(a Dunkirk Little Ship), were relaxing at a buoy off 
Treboul near Douarnenez, when our peaceful sunny 
evening was interrupted by this excited chap, who 
stopped his speedboat to tell us that he had just 
‘done’ the Trouzzard, both ways at 20 knots, while it 
was in full spate – about 12 knots.

The year was 1973.

We didn’t really believe him but were suffi ciently 
interested to get out our ‘North Biscay Pilot’ (Adlard 
Coles and AN Black) and our Imray ‘Tidal Streams 
between Barfl eur & Penmarch’. 

We became intrigued! I should, at this stage, admit 
that Gina and I were both children of Strangford 
Narrows and had spent our “Swallows and Amazons” 
years amongst its rocks and eddies. We were 
pretty seasoned ‘rock-hoppers’ from many inshore 
adventures.

We noted with great respect all the warnings about 
the ‘Passe du Trouzziard’ given by wise Uncle Adlard. 
No place for silly heroics this. We also noted that local 
fi shing craft used the Passe, as did some yachts with 
local knowledge and experience of these waters, 
when conditions were suitable.

Our ‘Appreciation’ was that there would be no harm 
in going to have a look, sometime in the future, in 
suitable conditions, when northbound. Our basic 
plan would be to arrive in the approaches while there 
was still a southerly fl ow coming through the Passe – 
an hour or more before the turn – so that we would 
be carried back to safety should things go seriously 
wrong.

We also noted that while much detail was set out for 
southbound traffi c, it was only ‘thought’ that the tide 
in the Passe turned to fl ow north at about +0445 
Brest.

Our ‘Appreciation’ included coverage of the 
following:

• The Passe offered a signifi cant shortcut.

• The tide turned in the Passe an hour or so earlier 
than in the Raz itself, allowing arrival in, say, 
Camaret, to be that much earlier - and without 
any gin spilt.

• Near low water it would be easier to identify the 
Trouzziard Rock, and hence the Passe. Best to 
approach from due south.

• The tidal study atlas for the area, - Imray, or 
better if available - should be closely studied, as 
the arrows go in strange directions.

• One could probably anchor, should worsening 
visibility make this prudent.

• Chunks of old netting fl oat around in these waters 
and have been known to foul people’s screws 
- the sort of hazard which shaft rope cutters 
cannot cope with. We recognised that in our 
long-keeled boat, the balling up of the propeller 
in netting might also jam the rudder.

• The depths were such that the southern 
approaches were likely to be littered with fi shing 
fl oats, while to the north there were unlikely to 
be many.

• A gentle onshore wind was desirable, so that 
one might proceed through the Passe under sail, 
thereby reducing the risk of a screw foul up.
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• The dinghy with outboard at short notice, could be useful for tugboat duty, should all else fail.

• The approach to the Pointe du Raz along the coast being reasonably clean would allow one to keep no 
more than a couple of cables off the shore, which could be useful in the low visibility often found off such 
headlands. This was of appeal to us as we have a tendency to keep close to the ‘danger’, with a view to 
keeping it ‘visual’ when in poor visibility.

• This, you understand, was all before GPS. However even now with GPS, when tight on the rocks, I think 
it is hard to beat the eye of an experienced seaman when armed with a good chart, assisted by an echo 
sounder!

Since making this ‘Appreciation’ I have had the opportunity to use the Passe on three occasions. Here are 
extracts from my notes, which may be helpful to others so minded:

On the fi rst occasion, in 1979, Gina and I were coming up the coast with her cousin, Robin Dixon/Glentoran in 
Oberon, his Nicholson 43. Settled weather, slight onshore breeze and a bit hazy. We decided to go and have 
look-see, arrived early on the tide, circled around for a bit while we double checked the geography, taking care 
the while not to get foul of the numerous fi shing fl oats.

Then, with conditions looking good, and with all satisfi ed that we had correctly identifi ed the Passe, Robin 
stopped the engine, and we went through it under sail. This provoked a roar off applause from the crowd 
gathered on the headland of the Pointe du Raz which, until then, we had not noticed. Someone must have been 
worried about us as we were buzzed shortly afterwards by a Maritime Patrol Aircraft.

The next was in 1984, in Virago my Nicholson 36, with Carolyn. We were on our honeymoon cruise, and I had 
been introducing her to some favourite places. We were coming up from Audierne bound for Camaret, where 
Robin would join us to help us home.

My log says: HW Brest 1324. Leave St Evette to reach Trouzziard by 1730 (Tide is expected to turn at HW Brest 
+0445 = 1809), or to reach La Veille by 1900. 1720 took the Passe du Trouzziard, against a bit of a southerly 
fl ow. Calm, no wind, hazy. French yacht coming the other way.

Then in 1988 Carolyn and I did more or less a repeat of 1984. With Bronwyn Wiliams Ellis, and Julie and 
Lindsay from the OYC we embarked for the trip home. We had overnighted at Baie du Loch and so were coming 
along tight on the coast. It was rather later than intended but thinking that we still had plenty of time. However, 
the fi shing fl oats were already leaning to the burgeoning north-westerly set nearing the Passe. We could feel 
the set to the west was beginning to carry us and, although there was some southerly fl ow, we didn’t think it was 
going to survive for long. There was no indication that there was going to be even a moment of slack water. We 
actually thought we had about half an hour in hand before the turn of the tide, but apparently not. So, mindful 
of the outlier off the north east corner of Gorlegreiz, we scurried thankfully through. The fi sherman who we had 
seen working his pots came through soon after us. We made a mental note not to cut it so fi ne in future.

To sum up: The conditions had been near perfect on all three occasions, perhaps too perfect. No awkward 
situations had arisen. So, no diffi cult decisions had to be made. I think it is reasonable to say that during the 
‘window of opportunity’, which is remarkably brief, and when conditions are right, with local knowledge and 
‘rock hopping’ experience, the Trouzziard isn’t really very diffi cult. - Unless or until something goes wrong!

Cdr David Maxwell
12th July 2008

David and Carolyn would 
have cruised to France 
most summers on Virago 
and many tales were told of 
their voyages, but this was 
his favourite passage.

Our thanks to Carolyn and 
Peter for giving permission 
to publish this most 
interesting account of the 
passage.
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A Scilly Story 
by Philip McAuliffe
Members may have seen a video of St Mary’s Isle of Scilly RNLB towing 
a yacht in stormy conditions after the lone yachtsman had been hit by 
a rogue wave courtesy of storm Aiden. It was yawing all over the place, 
and it reawakened a memory of a not dissimilar experience I had some 
45 or so years ago.

Bear in mind no GPS, no mobile phones, just reliance on dead reckoning 
and RDF.

Having sailed out of Galway for some years with the late Dave Fitzgerald, 
ICC, I was transferred to Skibbereen in West Cork as assistant manager 
in charge of the travelling bank. Skibbereen is only about 8 miles from 
Baltimore, which had a sailing club and a number of yachts.

I was fortunate enough to be introduced to the late Ronnie Good, ICC, 
who was looking for additional crew on his Ohlson 28. Ronnie had a 
milling business and also ran a ship’s chandler and yacht brokerage 
business: Fastnet Yachts - not to be confused with the Limerick yacht 
builders.

Yachting was, at that time, really only in its infancy. Galway had a boat 
show, so Ronnie asked me if I would be interested in accompanying him, 
towing a yacht to the show. Being single at that time I saw this as a great 
idea; meet up with the friends from Galway and a have few scoops.

At that time, two of the enthusiastic Galway Mirror dingy sailors were Enda O’Coineen, who was later to circumnavigate 
the world and an American who had also sailed with Dave Fitz, Stuart Woods. He went on to sail in the single-
handed transatlantic race in the Ron Holland designed Golden Harp, which was built in Cork.

Filled with bonhomie and fuelled by pints, Stuart, who needed offshore experience, asked me if I would crew for 
him to the Isles of Scilly the following Easter. Of course, I agreed, why not? What could go wrong?

And so it was that I headed to Cork, having fi rst hidden the keys of the cash box in the fl at (apartments were not in 
vogue in those days). After checking everything off, we set sail on Good Friday morning. Stuart had worked out that 
we would arrive at the Bishop Rock at fi rst light.

The journey was uneventful in light winds and we motored quite a bit. Progress was slow. So, it was late on Easter 
Saturday and turning dark when we sighted the Bishop, at which time the engine spluttered to a halt.

Well, we waited for the evening breeze which never came. Eventually at about 10 o’clock Stuart put out a PanPan. 
We were fortunately able to contact the doctor’s boat. So, at a cost of £20 (of which I offered to pay half), we 
resigned ourselves to sitting back and being towed into St Marys. NOT a chance – the yacht yawed all over the 
place. The towing skipper quickly instructed that we must man the tiller, otherwise there was no control. After that 
things improved, and we anchored safely, somewhat later than planned.

The following morning, Easter Sunday, we went ashore to get petrol. At that time nothing, other than the pubs, 
opened on Easter Sunday. We would have to wait ‘til Monday. Now, I was facing the reality that I was not going to 
make it to work on Tuesday. I rang a friend, a publican in Skibbereen, and asked him to get the keys to my driver 
(of the travelling bank). Facing my manager would come later.

I had already parted with me tenner when I remarked that it was a pity that, unlike the old Volkswagen, yachts did 
not have a spare tank. A light seemed to go on in Stuart’s head. “Damn,” says he. “I forgot!” We had of course a 
spare tank. I have not come across similar in any other yacht.

Stuart went on to sail with the late Cmdr Bill King, ICC, to the Azores after which he sailed single handed back to 
Ireland to qualify for the Trans-Atlantic single-handed race.

Some of this is recorded in his book “Blue Water, Green Skipper”.
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The America’s Cup and its Links with 
Royal Ulster Yacht Club        
by Stanton Adair
I have just fi nished watching the last race in the America’s 
Cup Challenger Series in Auckland, New Zealand. By the 
time you are reading this, the fi nals, due to be held in 
early March, will have been completed.

At the conclusion of the Challenger Series a dinner 
was held in the RNZYC at which the Sir Thomas Lipton 
Memorial Cup was presented to the Commodore of the 
Circolo Della Vela Sicilia Yacht Club, Sicily, the home 
club of the Challenger Luna Rosso Prada Pirelli.

I thought members might fi nd it interesting to be 
reminded of the long association of Belfast Lough with 
the America’s Cup.

Sir Thomas Lipton, a member and also a fl ag offi cer 
of RUYC, began in 1899 the fi rst of his fi ve challenges 
for the America’s Cup. Lipton went on through these 
challenges to make the America’s Cup one of the most 
famous sporting trophies in the world. It is also the 
oldest! Lipton’s enthusiasm in his attempts to win the 
cup and in particular his sportsmanship at the time of 
each failed challenge combine to make both him and his 
fi ve Shamrock yachts household names. Presumably it 
also helped tea sales!

In the early years there was only a single challenger at 
any one time but by 1970 an era of multiple challenges 
began and challenger selection races were required. 

At this time RUYC determined that the Club would award 
a trophy, The Sir Thomas Lipton Memorial Cup. The 
trophy is presented to, and housed in the yacht club 
chosen by the owner of the challenger as a base for the 
submission of the challenge.

The Lipton Memorial Cup was hence most recently 
presented on 24th February, 2021, at the Dinner 
mentioned above. Sadly because of the current 
pandemic no RUYC offi cers or members were able to 
travel to New Zealand for the presentation. Instead, 
an RUYC member, John Taylor, who lives in Auckland, 
represented the Club.

Photographs and other memorabilia of the Lipton 
America’s Cup era are held in Kelvingrove Museum 
in Glasgow, New York Yacht Club, and of course Royal 
Ulster Yacht Club. The Lipton Room in RUYC details the 
history of Sir Thomas’s association with the Cup.

Visiting yachtsmen are always welcome at RUYC. When 
there they should take the opportunity to visit the Lipton 
Room.

Left to Right John Taylor - RUYC, Aaron Young - Commodore RNZYS, Agostino Randazzo - Commodore Circolo Della Vella 
Sicilia YC in Sicily receiving Sir Thomas Lipton Memorial Cup. ©COR36 – Studio Borlenghi
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Photographic Plate Competition
by Ann Clementson

Three judges, Alan Markey, Robert Michael, and Ann Clementson met to choose a winner from the short list of 32 
pictures offered by our two editors, Máire Breathnach and Alex Blackwell. “I was very impressed with the quality 
of photographs submitted for the Photographic prize. It was a diffi cult job to choose between our fi nal selection.”

First Place
On the Bowsprit, by Margie Crawford is an outstanding 
photo, sharp, well exposed and beautifully composed. It 

seems to have been taken from high up. To get everything 
right, while clutching a SLR, deserves high praise indeed.

Wilson’s Petrel, by Bob Brown is an amazing photo. I can’t 
imagine how hard it must have been to get everything right, 
the composition is marvellous the whole thing razor sharp, 
and to get the exact moment when the bird lands on the 

water is really professional.

Fishing fl oats in San Benedetto (above), by Jim Houston is a colourful photo, well designed and cleverly composed.

Sunrise over Ballycotton (below), by Clare Morrissey is why we cruise. To wake up in a beautiful anchorage with a lovely 
sunset, what more could one wish for, especially now in the midst of winter in lockdown.



Facing Fear
by Lisa Blair

ICC News, Spring 2021                    Page 35

the money to buy a boat, she secured 
sponsors for the Sydney to Hobart as 
a trial run, and soon after Climate 
Action Now set off for the Antarctic 
challenge. The rest makes clear how 
well prepared one has to be to sail 
solo in the Southern Ocean. 

Lisa’s writing style is easy to read 
even for people without bluewater 
experience. The critical parts where 
Lisa has to free the mast as it’s 
sawing the boat in half reads like 
a super-fast-paced thriller. There’s 
enough detail to be informative yet 
told in a way that’s engrossing. Her 
decision-making processes and 
what infl uenced them is a great 
read. There’s much more, including 
an encounter with a ship, but I 

won’t give it away. It’s a story of courage, endurance, 
resilience and perseverance. I thoroughly enjoyed  and 
am in awe of and full of admiration for this 5’2” sailing 
dynamo, Lisa Blair. 

by Daria Blackwell

Published in soft cover by Australian Geographic, 
Sydney, 2020.  

334 pages 15.5mm x 23.5mm, with 
16 pages in full colour

ISBN: 978-I922388-06-3

Lisa Blair was the fi rst woman to solo 
circumnavigate Antarctica. Her goal 
was to do so nonstop and unassisted, 
but that was not to be. A dismasting 
forced her to jury rig a mast and stop 
in South Africa for repairs. 

I was riveted from the fi rst sentence, 
which begins with the dismasting 
event in a violent storm with 8 metre 
seas. She had me there on deck 
with her, spiralling into hypothermia 
as wave after wave crashed over 
her while she tried to free the 
rigging wires. It was a survival story, 
1000 miles from land in freezing 
conditions, knowing that her only chance to save herself 
and her boat was to face her paralyzing fear. 

The book then takes us to the story of how she ended 
up going from a bullied child with a learning disability 
similar to dyslexia to an extreme solo sailor. Serendipity 
started her off when a crewmember on a friend’s boat 
had to return home and she fi lled in for three months. 
She was hooked. 

Lisa began dreaming of solo sailing. To gain experience 
in a hurry, she signed up for the Clipper Round the World 
Yacht Race. When she learned it would cost £40,000, 
she almost gave up. With encouragement from her 
mother, she started fund raising in a multitude of 
ways and managed to raise half the money prior to the 
mandatory training interval. She was despondent, but 
again her mother stepped in and convinced her to at 
least complete the training. She was so enthusiastic and 
competent, that other crew members started donating 
to her cause. She raised enough to complete the race; 
her yacht won 12 of the 15 legs – more consecutive 
wins than any ever. She hadn’t sailed across an ocean 
12 months before, now she had sailed around the 
world. Suddenly, the challenge of ‘what next?’ seemed 
daunting. 

She wanted to enter solo races but securing sponsorship 
and a boat proved almost impossible. So, she completed 
her commercial skipper’s license and started driving 
charters in the Whitsundays. Somehow, things always 
fell into place unexpectedly for Lisa. A couple lent her 

Photo Caption Competition
Email suggestions to: mr.peterhaden@gmail.com 

His name is 
Lochlann and is 
Peter Haden’s 
y o u n g e s t 
g r a n d c h i l d . 
Peter loves him 
to come sailing, 
or did until he 
left tooth marks 
on Papageno’s 
wheel.

Winner to be 
announced in 
the next issue 
of the ICC 
News.
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ICC 2021 Committee
 ...as ‘seen’ on Zoom

Banking Explained
Young Tomás bought a sailing dinghy from another 
sailor for €100.

The sailor agreed to drop off the dinghy the next day.

The next day he drove up and said, “Sorry, son, but I 
have bad news. The dinghy broke its mooring and was 
smashed up on the rocks.”

Tomás replied, “Well then, just give me my money back.”

The sailor said, “Sorry, I can’t do that. I’ve already spent 
it.”

Tomás said, “Ok, then bring me the wrecked dinghy.”

The sailor asked, “What are you going to do with it?”

To which Tomás replied, “I’m going to raffl e it off.”

“You can’t raffl e a wrecked dinghy!” the sailor exclaimed.

“Sure I can. Just watch me. I won’t tell anyone that the 
dinghy is wrecked.”

A month later, the sailor met up with Tomás and asked, 
“What happened with the wrecked dinghy?”

“I raffl ed it off. I sold 500 tickets at €2 each”, Tomás 
stated.

“Didn’t anyone complain?” the sailor asked 
incredulously.

“No, just the guy who won. I gave him his €2 back and 
made a profi t of €898”, Tomás explained.

Tomás now works for an international bank.


