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Cover Photograph: Mirror dinghy Epic in fast water, by David Weston. See page 38 onwards
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Editor’s Letter
–––––––––––––––––––––––––

––––––––––––––––––––––––––––––––––––––––––––
All material for DC247 – paper, digital images and 
text – should be sent to Keith Muscott  at the email 
or postal address given on page 2 as soon as possible.

Keith Muscott

their invitation, they asked him to stay for the full 
weekend. If Frank was so impressed by this eager 
young man he would surely have told other dinghy 
cruisers about him. So perhaps I've answered my 
own question.

Next, why were Peter's intrepid adventures not 
better known back in the day, and why did they 
suddenly emerge in the second decade of the 21st 
century? He answers those in his book. First, they 
were really well known in the 1960s, as he wrote 
articles for Yachting World and he became the 
Wayfarer Association's Cruising Secretary, directly 
responsible for working with Ian Proctor to redesign 
the boat's rudder as a stronger, vertically hung foil. 
Had he continued in this vein he would now be 
spoken of in the same breath as Frank Dye. 

But other things intervened: the small matter of 
working for his Cambridge degree, then his career, 
which started with a roasting in the Empty Quarter 
of Abu Dhabi for four years. A return to Aberdeen 
followed, to work north and west of the Shetlands 
in the Atlantic. 

He had to give up his last dinghy cruising 
adventure, which was to cross the Atlantic in 
Calypso using the trade winds, when his partner in 
the scheme was badly frostbitten in Antarctica. 

Then his sailing interests went global, in bigger 
boats. He wrote up all his earlier open-boat 
adventures and published them in 2015, as we have 
seen, to enjoy belated fame as a dinghy cruising ace.  

                                                                                 KM

T HE ExTRACT FROM DAvID WESTON'S log of his 
circumnavigation of Cornwall that is printed in this 
journal is called The End and Beyond with the Great 

White (p.39), a title that may alarm some members with 
its suggestion of tussles with a large shark. Fear not, it 
is a reference to the huge Cornish Pasty — no tiddy 
oggie this one — that was thrust into his hands by Eric 
at Porthgwarra to sustain him as he left in his Mirror to 
tackle the long miles of Cornish coast that led to Truro. 
Afterwards he continued up the North coast to return in 
Epic to Morwellham Quay on the Tamar, his starting point. 

Ben Jones brought David to my attention. Ben has a 
habit of alerting me to colourful seafaring adventures and 
to the colourful sailors who pursue them. David Weston 
is a one-off, an artist and maker with a powerful love of 
the sea. He turns to his dinghy when the mood takes him 
then puts it by when his object has been achieved, much 
as he picks up his palette and brush and lays them aside 
when finished. Ben has written a vivid introduction to the 
man and to the part of his cruise that impressed him most.

David has permitted me to record the rest of his Cornish 
Odyssey in our journal, so there will be a Part II in DC247. 

After I read Peter Clutterbuck's book and the articles 
he wrote for early issues of this journal, especially those 
in Bulletins 32, 33 & 38, I became fascinated by a couple 
of questions. First, I wondered whether the great and 
the good in the old DCA were aware of the contributor's 
extreme youth at the time, and if they were, was it not 
unchivalrous of Eric Coleman to take him so much to task 
about not carrying oars and cruising in a racing Wayfarer. 
I suppose Coleman gives the answer himself in his book, 
written a decade later, in which he debates at length what 
desirable qualities are needed in a cruising boat, and what 
shape the hull should be, etc. He uses a telling phrase, if 
my memory serves, along the lines of, '...you are probably 
beginning to see by now that our ideal dinghy is beginning 
to look like an old sail and oar fishing boat...'

Not like a plywood Wayfarer, then. I'm surprised Frank 
Dye got off so lightly in the DCA. Peter wrote to Frank 
and Margaret asking for guidance on fitting out a dinghy 
for serious cruisng, and when he went to visit them, at 
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DCA Business, midsummer 2020 

The DCA being the laidback, loosely woven association 
it is, there is rarely a time when a central committee is 
needed, so it is easy to forget that we have one. We float 
along downstream with just an occasional shove to keep 
us off the bank and out of the reeds and everyone is 
happy. Well — relatively.

Two major concerns rose up to test our pleasant 
laissez-faire attitude early this season, both stemming 
from the same cause. The first was the shock of learning 
at the eleventh hour that the final job on the Spring 
journal would not be completed. The second was the rally 
programme falling apart. Both due to the coronavirus. 
I decided that we had to send out a pdf of DC245 to 
all members in order to alleviate the first problem, so 
consulting with the Committee first was a priority. I 
should say at the outset that I see 'The Committee' as 
comprising all the names on page 2 of the journal, not 
the mere handful identified in our Rules. Something I'll 
take up at the next AGM.

The second issue was the need to clarify what we 
will do about the rally programme. (What follows is an 
adapted version of the mail sent to the Committee for 
discussion, under my name and Jennifer's.)

— The DCA rally programme for 2020 was published 
in DC245 and on the website. When the effects of the 
coronavirus and subsequent lockdown became clear, the 
Regional Secretaries agreed with Jennifer that all rallies 
should be marked as cancelled up to the end of June on 
the Website. It is now time to take stock of the situation 
again as lockdown is eased and people start to think 
about resuming their sailing activities — and the end of 
June is not far away. 

 There are a number of points to note:
1. The virus has not gone away and we all remain 

‘at risk’, especially those of a certain age and with 
underlying health problems.

2.  Sailing clubs and camp sites are slowly reopening 
but have much to work out in terms of managing social 
distancing and maintaining hygiene in shared facilities.  
One of our regular venues – the Coniston Sailing Club – 
has cancelled its entire club programme and will not be 
hosting any events. There is little agreement between 
the clubs as to how to proceed.

3. Travelling longer distances for leisure activities 
may still be frowned on by locals and law enforcement 
officials, whatever the government says.

4. The government doesn’t really know what it is 
doing anyway and there are different ‘rules’ in different 
parts of the UK.

 Faced with these uncertainties it would seem 
sensible for the DCA to announce that no rallies will be 
formally organised this year. The responsibility placed on 
our rally organisers would be too great. Obviously there 
are locations and situations where DCA members will 
feel they can meet up for a daysail and maybe even an 
overnight camp. This however should be without official 

endorsement from the DCA. Such gatherings should 
take the form of ‘Pop-up rallies’ as described on the 
Website and would need to conform to any government 
guidelines on numbers and social distancing.   —

KM & JH
This strategy was agreed by the Committee and all 

rallies have been cancelled on the Website and the 
programme has been withdrawn from DC246. Members 
are free to arrange pop-up rallies via the Forum that may 
or may not coincide with some of the venues announced 
in the original rally programmes for each area, but this 
does not mean that they can be floated as official DCA 
rallies. 
 
The following Officers added comments: 

'If rallies are organised or co-ordinated on the Forum 
we should have a prominent disclaimer there.' 

                                                                             Jeff Rogers
'I think if Cobnor Fortnight is able to happen, it will 

be have to be a pop-up event announced at short notice 
through the Forum. The virus is still with us, although the 
numbers are slowly dropping, but they could peak again 
as the lockdown is eased. At the moment we can't  see 
far enough ahead to commit ourselves to hosting rallies.'   

                                                                                Liz Baker
'If the situation improves and the limitations are 

eased further then we can always announce individual 
rallies via the forum or as a bulk email to the members.'  

                                                                       Dave Jennings
Accordingly, the gist of this statement will go on the 
Forum as well as appearing here in DC246. It has been 
on the Website for some time, under Rallies & News. KM

______________________________

One of the declared aims of the DCA is to facilitate 
contact and communication between members, but 
this is difficult if you don’t know who and where the 
other members are. Historically this was achieved by 
sending out a printed membership list with the Journal 
once a year but data protection laws and rising costs 
put paid to that. So we are now considering creating a 
password-protected page on the website, which you 
would receive an invitation to join and could then set 
your own password to access. We are thinking of making 
two lists containing names, membership numbers, email 
addresses, county of residence, boat(s) and sailing areas. 
One list would be sorted alphabetically by name and the 
other by county so you could see roughly and quickly 
where people are located. You would even be able to 
look up your own membership number when you can’t 
remember it! We will let you all know by email as and 
when this feature becomes operational, and we are 
open to any suggestions or objections that you may have 
in the meantime.  JH
______________________________
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Welcome to our New Members 
 

David Morton, Membership Secretary 
 
3678 Dan Radovsky, dradovsky@gmail.com    3610 Underwood Street, Chevy Chase, Maryland 20815, USA  

1-301-467-6840 Goat Island Skiff - 4.75m open dinghy     Potomac River 
3679 Barclay Martin, barclaym31@hotmail.com 70 Cleaver Road, Basingstoke, Hants. RG22 6SH  

01256 479187  Heron          Hawley Lake, Mudeford 
3680 Christopher Hine, chris1784@me.com White Lodge, Mereside, Hornsea, E.Yorkshire  HU18 1BQ  

07939 119135  No boat at the moment       Humber, N. Sea, Biscay 
3681 Damien Laird, damolaird@gmail.com     75a Hollingsworth Road, Lowestoft, Suffolk  NR32 4AT  

07757 210020  Wayfarer, Bosun, Topper       Gareloch 
3682 Ian Fairclough, i.fairclough@icloud.com    Hatters Cottage, Mason Gill, Ingleton, Carnforth, LA6 3NN  

07917 184450  Coastal Whammel        Lake District 
3683 David Neil Buckingham, dbuckingham63@gmail.com   7 Scaftworth Close, Bessacarr, Doncaster DN4 7RM     

07980 173573  GP14           Rother Valley, Lakes, N.Wales 
3684 Guy L. Belcher, guidob1@btinternet.com   5 Elmstead Gardens, West Wittering, Chichester PO20 8NG     

01243 512702 / 07789 267163      Drascombe Lugger     Chichester harbour 
3685 Stephen Sampford, stephen.sampford@gmail.com   9 Rickfords Hill, Aylesbury, Bucks. HP20 2RT  

07957 623082  Wayfarer          Great Moor SC 
3686 Janusz Ostrowski, janusz.jost@gmail.com     ul.Wl.Broniewskiego 24A m 101, 01-771 Warszawa, Poland  

48603 130044  Proa (crabclaw sail)        Poland & Germany 
3687 Edd Barley, edmund.barley@gmail.com   52 Allington Street, Liverpool, L17 7AF  

07834 715877  Wanderer          Liverpool 
3688 Christopher J. Ellis, chrisjames.ellis73@gmail.com     30 Ferryfield, Edinburgh, EH5 2PK  

0131 551 4011/07748 256147  Wayfarer       Wardie Bay, Firth of Forth 
3689 Edward Ireson, edward.ireson@gmail.com    The Laurels, 54 Church Rd East, Crowthorne, Berks RG45 7LX  

01344 777444 / 07772 283419  Wayfarer, Drascombe Longboat   Blackwater Est. & Solent 
3690 Andy Lyne, rxsailor@gmail.com 20 Craiglea, Taunton, Somerset TA2 7SY  

07849 106880  Waapa sailing canoe        SW. coast 
3691 Bill (W.M.) Foster, bill.foster@fosterbrandt.co.uk   Riverside, The Street, Ingworth, Norwich NR11 6AE  

01263 735440 / 07866 724247  Guillemot (Oughtred)     Broads & N. Norfolk coast 
3692 Ollie Holden, ollieholden@hotmail.com 15 Hollow Lane, Hayling Island, Hants. PO11 9AA     

07810 636 991  Mirror, Moth, Nicholson 38       Chichester and Channel 
3693 Charles Wright, chasw101@gmail.com Blaengosen, Hebron Whitland, Carmarthens. SA34 0JU  

01994 419306 / 07929 584456    DIY ply canoe + SOF Gentry Whitland   Cleddau est. 
3694 Tim Ebdy, timebdy@gmail.com   Burnbank, Burnside Rd., Kingston on Spey, Fochabers, Morayshire IV32 7NY  

01343 870333 / 07864 358129  Westerly Nimrod     NE & W. Scotland's coasts 
3695 Christopher Higgins, higginscg@msn.com   297 Blackpool Road, Poulton le Fylde, Blackpool, Lancs.  FY6 7QT  

07473 238 083   Drascombe Scaffie       Windermere & Fleetwood 
3696 Robin White, robinandrosie2@gmail.com    Glanaber, Llanegryn, Gwynedd LL36 9TY  

01654 710959 / 07765 908208  Westerly Nimrod     Cardigan bay & Anglesey 
3697 Reuben Thompson, reuben.thompson@ymail.com   Flat 5, 3 The Moor, Falmouth, Cornwall  TR11 3QA  

07583 211065   18' Ketch (own design)      Falmouth 
3698 Malcolm Gurr, malcgurr@talktalk.net 27 Park Terrace West, Horsham, W.Sussex   RH12 1HY  

01403 275525 / 07779 258978  Mirror       Inland waters 
3699 Bill Miller-Jones, bill.millerjones@btinternet.com    Ty Coch, Llangwnadl, Pwllheli, Gwynedd  LL53 8NS  

01758 770220 / 07790 806684  Drascombe Coaster, Wayfarer MkII  Cardigan Bay 
3700 Denis Hazlewood, redleader429@comcast.net  300 Stony Point Road #207, Petaluma, California 94952, USA  

707 338 6955   Sharpie Skiff        California - inland waters 
3701 Jason Mayer, jramayer@tpg.com.au   41 Rose Crescent, Fitzgibbon QLD 4018, Australia 

+61 412 520926  !0’ pram dinghy – own design     Moreton Bay area 

David Morton

Welcome to our 39 New Members



Roger Barnes, President
I am pleased to welcome the recent new members 

to the Dinghy Cruising Association. Our membership 
continues to increase, and I would like to hope that 
this trend will continue. It may seem frivolous to think 
about cruising a small boat in these difficult times, but 
maintaining good mental health is important. We need 
something to look forward to, beyond the current health 
crisis. I know that many of us have taken the opportunity 
given by the lockdown to complete programmes of long-
overdue maintenance on our boats, and are eager to 
take our newly glistening craft out on the water. 

As I write, it is once again possible to tow a dinghy 
to the coast in the UK and go out for a day’s sailing, 
although you need to check that this is permitted by 
local regulations. Hopefully overnight cruises will also be 
possible soon.

In the meantime, the Association’s rally programme 
has been one of the casualties of the current pandemic. 
We could not guarantee our rallies would be organised 
in accordance with evolving health regulations and 
changing government guidance, so we felt that it was 
safest to formally cancel the whole programme. But it 

may be that some rallies can still be rescued in some 
form later in the year, and members are recommended 
to vist the Website and join the Forum (if they have not 
done so already), where updates will be posted.

It is a delicate balance to keep faith with the treasured 
traditions of the Association, while at the same time 
remaining relevant in changing times. In many ways 
everything remains the same, but there have also been 
changes. Dinghy Cruising, which drops through your 
letterbox every three months, seems to grow ever 
more beautiful and comprehensive with each issue. The 
Website has been extensively revised, so it has become 
a valuable resource for members, rather than simply an 
advertisement of the Association, and the Forum has 
been streamlined. We are also to be found on Facebook 
– but this is a place for general worldwide chatter and 
includes non-members. If you want to keep up to date 
with official DCA news, the Website and the Forum are 
the places to look. 

I hope to see your little sails on the horizon as we 
head towards a rendezvous, and later to share convivial 
sea yarns with you in a cosy anchorage. Roger Barnes
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3702 David Peters, helmsmandave@gmail.com   Flat 3, 23 Charledown Close, Overton, Basingstoke, RG25 3LW  
01256 212483 / 07729 689389  18.5' dinghy – own design    South coast 

3703 Joseph Allan, j_allan@web.de Willibald-Alexis Str. 40, 10965 Berlin, Germany 
 +49 3084 421253 / +49 1728 749284     14’ rowing boat / electric outboard  Berlin waterways 
3704 John Franzese, online@northernbear.com   PO BOX 1305, Snohomish, WA 98291, USA 

    Ranger 12’ sprit rig sloop       Pacific Northwest, USA 
3705 Keith Allen, keithallen.envoy@gmail.com   17 The Hamptons, Gillingham Marina, Gillingham, Kent ME7 1FJ 

07510053095  Coastal Weekender 17’6” (Character Boats)    Medway 
3706 Steve Cattle, steve.cattle@btinternet.com 30 Albourne Close, St Leonards on Sea, TN38 0GT 
 01424 435490 / 07500 242364 Gull Mk3a and Baker Lark     Hedgecourt Lake, Sussex 
3707 Roger Talbot, rogertalbot47@googlemail.com     17 Ramleaze Drive, Salisbury, Wiltshire, SP2 9PA 
 07541 355739  Enterprise          Poole, Christchurch, Solent 
3708 Dean Silcock, deans987@btinternet.com      9 Sadlers Walk, Emsworth, Hampshire PO10 8JR  
 01243 370018 / 07526 903167  Solo/ Mirror/Scow/Laser    Papercourt Lake, Emsworth 
3709 Alan Pinder, alanpinder@hotmail.co.uk  23 Woodrush Close, Taunton, Somerset TA1 3XB 
 01823 272389 / 07967 916065  No boat at present     River Exe 
3710 Philip Lowe, philip.lowe@dtval.com The Granary, Back Street, Reepham, Norfolk NR10 4SJ 
 01603 871071 / 07917 305735   RNSA 14’ dinghy, 28’ Broads cruiser   Norfolk Broads & Coast 
3711 Mark Ramshaw, markramshaw@yahoo.com  2 Chapelside Cottages, Houghton, Stockbridge SO20 6LS 
 07557 141455  Wanderer          Chichester, Poole, Solent 
3712 David Burr, dburr7807@gmail.com      49 Anna Pavlova Close, Abingdon OX14 1TF 
 07776 526462  17’ Tirrik (Iain Oughtred design)      The Thames 
3713 Chris Woodworth, woodworthchris1@gmail.com 2A Ingestre Road, Oxton, Wirral  CH43 5TY 
 01516 527662 / 07803 363368  Comet Versa      West Kirby, River Dee 
3714 Mark Stevens, mark@pondlifeworkshop.co.uk Buttons Farm House, Capel St Andrew, Woodbridge, Suffolk  

IP12 3NL  07795 174707  Swift 18, Wharram Melanesia   River Deben 
3715 Kate Orange, k_orange@yahoo.com        2 The Square, Braishfield Road, Braishfield, Romsey SO51 0PQ 
 01794 367417 / 07967 984871  Gull Mk2       Portsmouth Harbour 
3716 Martin Fergie, mfergie@gmail.com  16 Yew Tree Avenue, Manchester M14 7JP 
 07751 941014  Laser and Wanderer        Pennington Flash 
1948* Steve Husband, stevehusband2@gmail.com   The Bothy, Acheninver, Achiltibuie, Ullapool IV26 2YL 
 01854 622310 / 07714 105262  Blackfish Dory     West Coast of Scotland 



I have just joined the Dinghy Cruising Association. 
When I emailed you my application I neglected to attach 
my boating biography. Here it is, along with some photos 
of my sharpie skiff, Some Cats Swing.

In Santa Barbara, California, when I was thirteen years 
old, I would cruise the neighborhood collecting soda pop 
bottles which I'd carry down to Red Cook's Chevron Gas 
Station to collect the two cent deposit. With a pocket full 
of change I'd ride my bicycle to the harbor, where, at the 
fuel  dock, they rented waterlogged flatiron skiffs for a 
penny a minute. Thus began my life in boats.

 When I was nineteen my mother gave me my first 
sailboat: a sixteen-foot, leaky, wooden, home-built 
catamaran, which — not knowing the first thing about 
sailing — I regularly sailed the mast right out of. When I 
was 33, and on my fourth sailing dinghy, Jack and Peggy 
Hammer, a kind couple in the Lake Oroville Yacht Club, 
taught me to sail. Over the years I raced and cruised a 
variety of sailboats, from a Lido 14 to a Tartan 30. By my 
mid-60s I was down to a 14-foot Gordie Nash Whitehall, 
and a 16-foot Roger Crawford Swampscott Dory. Then, 
not really using them enough and tired of paying for 
covered storage, I found them good homes.

 In 2018, having been boatless for 12 years, and 
experiencing serious withdrawal symptoms, I ran across 
free plans for what was advertised as a two-sheet, 12-
foot plywood skiff which I thought even I could probably 
build.  In order to use only two quarter-inch sheets the 
plans required several strange, and very creative, scarfs 
so I used three sheets. I also added a sheet of half-inch 
plywood so I wouldn't have to laminate the transom. My 
shop was the carport of my mobile home, and for two 
months I made a lot of sawdust out of expensive marine 
plywood. I also had to  beg and borrow all of the clamps 
I could find in my neighborhood. Some Cats Swing was 
launched on July 6, 2018.

 For most of a year I car-topped the boat, but it was 
a bit of work for an old man, and I'd spend about three 
hours just getting the boat up and down every time I 
launched. One morning over breakfast my friend Jack 
Schrock gave me a half-off coupon for a Harbor Freight 
utility trailer kit, and volunteered to use his pickup to 
transport it to my home. I spent two weeks building 
and modifying the trailer to my purpose, and now I can 
be on the road in five minutes. We try to get out every 
week, and, since Some Cats Swing was launched we've 
logged over 350 miles, rowing on San Francisco Bay and 
the lakes, rivers, and sloughs of northern California. Last 
September we trailed down to Santa Barbara and, on a 
simply beautiful day, launched in the harbor where it all 
began 68 years ago.

 The name: Some Cats Swing?
In 2007, I retired from a 48-year career in architecture 

and civil engineering. Since then I have taken up 
conceptual ceramic sculpture, and most of my work is 

whimsical and based on word play. I have a notebook in 
which I jot down words and phrases as potential titles 
of — as yet — undefined pieces of work. One line was 
from the Carmen McRae Carmen Sings Thelonius Monk 
album: 'Some cats swing, others don't, don't you be the 
kind that won't.' The words never inspired a piece of 
sculpture, but seemed perfect for my two-sheet skiff. It’s 
also a good mantra for an old man: 'Don't you be the 
kind that won't.'

I have just read the Spring Quarterly edition of 
your Dinghy Cruising, and find it very interesting and 
informative. I look forward to this new experience DH

Listening to New Members...1
Denis Hazlewood, DCA Member 3700

Santa Barbara Harbor (stock photo)
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Decades ago I stumbled upon Margaret Dye’s Dinghy 
Cruising, read it avidly cover to cover, and the radical idea 
of actually sleeping in a dinghy has been on my 'things I 
would like to do' list ever since.  My 68th birthday ticked 
over recently, and with it came a growing sense that I 
really need to get cracking on that list. I live near the 
shore of Port Phillip Bay in South Eastern Australia. It 
is a vast body of water, some 1,930 square kilometres, 
with a coastline of around 142 nautical miles. There 
are perhaps more scenic and sheltered waterways that 
I could trail the boat to (a Core Sound 17 Cat Ketch), 
but I love the Bay, its history, its hidden corners and 
its amazing birds, dolphins and seals, all living right on 
the doorstep of a city of 5 million people. And a small 
cowardly voice also told me if it was all too hard, and 
things went pear-shaped, I could easily catch a bus 
home if I was not too far away. So I determined that my 
first overnight would be on the Bay, launching from the 
local boat ramp. Ozzie the Australian Cattle Dog, who 
is extremely loyal and gets very mournful if left behind, 
was added to the crew list.

Monday was a lovely sunny day and I pottered around 
taking my time packing the boat. With the various 
logistics accomplished, it was 11.00 by the time I had 
sails up and heading, ever so slowly, in the direction 
of my first waypoint, the Dumb Joe cardinal mark that 
shows safe passage round the reefs off Point Cook. 

The coastline along this section is a RAMSA wetland, 
the destination of tiny wader birds, some of whom fly 
from the Northern Hemisphere to feed and breed. The 
local aboriginal people, the Wathaurung, found the 
shellfish in the shallow waters to be a good food source, 

and there used to be middens of shells from generations 
of seafood-feasting scattered along this stretch. The 
Point itself is a marine park, where fishing by humans is 
prohibited. The Gannets, however, ignore the boundaries 
and dive bomb the fish in spectacular fashion. They are a 
magnificent sight, perhaps less so if you are a fish. They 
helped divert me until, at last, I passed Dumb Joe.

The wind continued fluky and light, and the predicted 
easterly shifted more to the southwest. I had to tack my 
way up the coastline towards the river mouth. My pilot 
book describes the coast as ‘low and featureless’ and it 
is quite right. There are some areas of reefs, off the old 
Point Cook RAAF base and its Seaplane Jetty. I doubt the 
jetty has seen a seaplane for a good while. My father was 
based there after the war, and it has a lot of memories 
for me, of things like the Christmas parties where Santa 
would arrive in a Winjeel, the training aircraft of the day; 
of crawling over a mouldering Lancaster bomber; and of 
digging for spent bullets in the rifle butts, which are still 
visible on the coast. 

Listening to New Members...2
Gary Hardy, DCA Member 3557 Ozzie scents land — or is it the Werribee Treatment Plant?

Core Sound 17 Cat Ketch, 
with Ozzie the Australian    
                           Cattle dog
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The next tacks in brought us close to Campbells 
Cove, a line of beach shacks which was, for a while, 
Melbourne’s only clothing-optional beach. But I think 
the locals objected to the unwanted attention and it 
looked totally deserted on a sunny weekday afternoon, 
but not a bad spot to beach if the wind was right and 
time permitted.

It was late in the day, and low tide to boot, when 
at last we sailed smoothly up the entrance channel 
to Werribee River towards the moored boats, waving 
regally to the groups of families on the beach, only to 
encounter a boat heading out at the narrowest point. 

In avoiding him, the centreboard touched, the boat 
pivoted, which in turn led to some frantic manoeuvring 
to avoid the bank — where the knees of the standing 
seagulls were clearly visible — the moored boats and 
various floating buoys. Thanks to the handiness of the 
cat ketch rig we hit none of them, and we were soon in 
the river proper and could relax.

Werribee River runs through a fertile plain, with 
market gardens on one side, which supply much of 
Melbourne’s veggies, and the edge of the vast Werribee 
treatment plant, which processes most of Melbourne’s 
human waste, on the other. It was almost 7.00, after a 
pleasant but long and tiring day, before we were tied up 
on the bank of a small island and dinner was ready. I was 
able to observe at close quarters the rush hour on the 
drying mud bank, as a swarm of small well-camouflaged 
crabs and snails emerged to feast on whatever the 
departing tide had deposited, and to watch the birds 
settling down for the night.

It was a lovely sunset, but with it came clouds of 
mosquitoes, and I realized that one thing I had neglected 
to bring was insect repellent.

Poor Ozzie was having a hard time with the 
mosquitoes, so plan A, me sleeping in my bivvy bag, 

was replaced by plan B, putting up the untried boat 
tent. Once the tent was up we sat inside and spent the 
next half hour picking off mozzies who had come inside 
with us. It wasn't perfect but better than outside. I woke 
around 2.00am to find the boat at an angle as we dried 
out. Getting out to chock a fender underneath brought 
a new intake of mozzies. But we slept okay, and woke 
around 8 to find we were swinging at anchor under a 
very ominous sky.

I was getting breakfast, and not paying much attention, 
when in rapid succession, there was a tremendous 
thunderclap, the wind kicked up, and it started to rain.

To amplify the drama, the anchor started to drag in the 
soft mud. In the excitement, I dropped the camera and 
it recorded the impressive lightning (above) which I was 
too preoccupied to notice. Perhaps if I had, I might have 
reconsidered the bus home option. Oz and I huddled 
back inside the tent, to discover that it leaked like a 
sieve in the heavy downpour. It was constructed from a 
retired 3-person dome tent, which I now remembered 
had been put aside because it leaked like a sieve. 

Once the rain eased, we packed up and motored 
back upriver. The Werribee River is fantastic for bird 
life, and flocks of ibis, swans and spoonbills took to the 
sky as we puttered past. The wind was on the nose, 
everything was wet, and I was keen to get home before 
the predicted strong winds of the late afternoon. In the 
morning I checked the wind forecast, but I should have 
checked the general weather as well. And maybe, given 
I had already encountered one thunderstorm, I would 
have expected to encounter more. Like misfortunes, 
I suspect that thunderstorms seldom come singly. But 
I was locked onto going, and so off we went, out of 
the mouth of the river and back into the Bay, all 1,930 
square kilometres of it.

Tuna Pasta and a plastic glass of wine.  Dinner of champions

Reproachful dog wanting home after one night away
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In the Bay there was a stiff wind shifting round 
between West and South. Once we were set up and 
going, after the unfortunate incident of the escaped 
mizzen sheet, we were somewhere between a reach 
and a run, smoking along at up to 8 knots.

If not for the ominous thunderstorm cells it would 
have been fantastic fun. Trouble Ahead, Trouble Behind, 
as The Grateful Dead memorably put it. I could see a 
squall line chasing me, and I was racing to get round 
Dumb Joe, the vicinity of which looked quite ominous as 
well. The grey curtain of rain and cloud behind advanced  
remorselessly, much faster than we were moving. I hove 
to, a wonderfully reliable manoeuvre on a cat ketch, and 
had a reef in both sails when the storm front hit. Ozzie 
flattened himself under the sprayhood and the coaming, 
while I sat stoically out in the deluge, trying to keep us 
moving slowly to avoid drifting down onto the cardinal 
mark pile.

Once we were past the mark, we started the run for 
home. Two other admirable qualities of the cat ketch 
are being able to run wing and wing, and the ability to 
fly the sails set a few degrees by the lee. The boat feels 
reassuringly stable on a run like this, and the sails give 
ample warning, by fluttering and going slack, if there 
is potential for a gybe. We were on the home run, the 
boat was set nicely, we were averaging about six knots 
and I was beginning to relax when there was a mighty 
clap of thunder, from what seemed like a few metres 
above the boat. Oz and I both jumped a metre, and poor 

Ozzie started trembling. Being by far the tallest object 
for miles around bang in the middle of an electric storm 
was not a good place to be, but there was not much to 
do but keep going as fast as possible for home.

I made some firm undertakings to be a better dog 
owner and human being if we made it back to land, and 
took a moment to have a good look around at the world 
in case I wouldn't be seeing it again. It looked wonderful, 
despite the icy rain that had begun to bucket down 
again. But the immediate tasks of watching heading, 
sails, wind direction, and possible squall lines sneaking 
up displaced all such sombre thoughts, and we were 
soon rounding up to drop sails and motor into the safe 
harbour. Unsurprisingly, the ramp and the car park were 
deserted. 

Ozzie was overjoyed to be back on a patch of land 
he knew. Or perhaps any land at all. He ran round in 
crazy circles, barking, while I squelched along behind, 
thoroughly soaked but equally pleased.

I learned a lot from this trip. I won't take Oz on an 
overnight trip again. I believe I have some right to scare 
myself silly or drown myself, but it is not fair to him. Also 
the logistics of organising shore leave so he can pump 
his bilges limits options, as I can’t land with him on 
National Parks, reserves or Ramsa wetlands. Take insect 
repellent. I need a good shelter, both mosquito-proof 
and waterproof. I need a good waterproof cushion. I 
need to be more rigorous about checking both wind and 
weather forecasts, both before and during a trip. Any 
forecast with the word  'thunderstorm', even if qualified 
by 'possible', is now a stay on shore day, whatever the 
inconvenience. 

It was rather more of an adventure than I anticipated, 
but I am very glad I did it, and I am looking forward to 
my next trip. 

19.8 Nautical Miles on the way there, tacking into the 
wind, moving time 7 hours 42. 13.5 Nautical Miles on 
the way home, moving time 3 hours 16. Goes to show 
why gentlemen only sail downwind.  

                                                                                          GH

Port Phillip 
gannets

Port Phillip 
overview

(left & 
right):
stock
images
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On March 13th 2020 Len Wingfield passed on to 
Steve Bradwell the sad news that David Jones (b. 
07.09.1935) had died. Steve remembered meeting 
David at rallies at Pitts Deep (now no longer used as 
a venue) and of being rowed by him into Newtown 
Creek behind his Beaufort Dinghy when the wind 
dropped and the tide turned against him.

David Sumner: 
I knew David Jones for a good many years because 

he was a fellow radio ham and lived near me; this 
was before I discovered dinghies. Then I was sent 
to Japan on business but took Margaret Dye's book 
with me to read. I was amazed to find David's name 
listed as Membership Secretary of an organisation 
called the DCA, so I contacted him as soon as I came 
home. David's daughter Wendy was (or is) a tallship 
crew member, and he sailed with his wife Jenny until 
recent years, sometimes on his Scottish trips. At 
some point he phoned me to say he had Parkinsons. 
I will miss David, who was a gentleman and sailor. 

Liz Baker
David was a keen Solent Area member for many 

years and regularly attended South Coast  rallies. 
He was also DCA Membership Secretary for several 
years before David Morton took over. 

When he first joined the DCA he sailed a 16ft 
Seafly, but his more recent dinghy was a Beaufort 
16. I first met him and Jenny, his wife, when I was 
DCA Librarian and encouraged members to come 
and view the books at my house — he was one of 
only two members who ever took me up on my offer.  

He finally stopped attending rallies after he broke 
his mast and the only replacement he could find was 
too heavy to lift. I tried to persuade him to change 
to a gaff rig with a shorter mast which would also 
enable him to go under bridges, but he was firmly of 
the opinion that he should stick with the rig designed 
for the boat. I was sure I would have a photograph of 
him which I could send you, but after searching my 
collection, the only two I could find showed him with 
his  back to the camera. 

David was good company and I missed him once 
he ceased attending rallies.

Cliff Martin
The second time I sailed with David was on the 

Bembridge rally. I’d fouled up my tides in a pretty big 
way and with little wind took 7 hours to get across 
from Chichester. David was already there. The usual 
trip to the pub followed and in the morning the fleet 
was aground with David some way up the beach. 

One by one the boats floated as the tide made 
and members headed back but I didn’t want to 
go without my sailing buddy. Three hours before 
high water David finally floated and we set off for 
Langstone Harbour. David had told me about The 
Kench and suggested we met there. We got out of 

Bembridge in a flat calm and rowed in the direction 
of the shipping channel. A yacht came towards me 
under engine, deck crew on the foredeck brandishing 
a coil of rope. I explained that I was fine and didn’t 
want a tow. The skipper looked very doubtful and 
I explained I did this for fun. I said, 'Look there’s 
another one over there!' By now David was about 
half a mile away but you could just make him out 
swinging his oars in the distance. 

At length a feeble wind kicked in from the south 
but we both got swept west by the tide and ended 
up going between the forts. Again, I was impressed 
by how well the Beaufort responded to the lightest 
of winds. David managed to get through the outer 
gap in the submarine barrier but when I got there the 
tide through it was just too strong and I spent about 
two hours pointing the boat at the gap. Eventually I 
decided to get out of everyone’s way and went south 
a bit and hove to. 

After a while the wind freshened and I decided to 
have another go at the gap. This time I got through 
and made my way towards Langstone. The water was 
pouring out but by sounding my way up the edge of 
Hayling Island I gradually got in. It was a struggle 
getting past the Pride of Hayling ferry pontoon and I 
banged the centreboard on the bottom a few times 
before dropping the sails and rowing deeper into 
Sinah Lake. I ground to a halt within sight of David’s 
boat so got out and began walking mine up a gutway 
and into The Kench. I came to a final standstill just 30 
feet from David’s boat. 'You’re persistent', he said. I 
planted my anchor in the mud. It had taken 8 hours 
to make the return crossing. 

The next day we sailed for Emsworth via Hayling 
Bay. We got ashore at the town pontoon and for some 
reason were both staggering around like drunkards. 
After leaving Emsworth we went our separate ways. 

I think those were slightly different times and the 
fleet reflected this. Members were into hard sailing 
over quite long distances. Outside passages in 
company were common and the heavy, powerful 
boats most sailed reflected this. David had the 16-
foot Beaufort, Alan Glanville his Ness Yawl, Graham 
Deans a Wayfarer, Len had the mighty Woodnutt, 
Roger Bamford had an International 18 and Chris 
Jenkins had his 15-foot Potter AX. Jay Milborne 
often attended in his 16-foot Star Trekka although I 
never met him. We were sometimes joined by John 
and Jo, or Roger.

It was a time I was privileged to experience, a time 
of freedom, fear and self-reliance. It became almost 
expected that having made a crossing in a slightly 
iffy forecast, that there, anchored at the far end of 
the creek would be David Jones sitting upright in 
his boat in his characteristic way, a picture of fulfilled 
contentment, a man at ease with the world. 

(See David's review of his Beaufort Speedy on page 76, 
and his full second Noggin-winning account on page 67 )

David Jones #1295 : In Memoriam



Jayne 
  Firth

J ayne and Colin married in 1998, '...the start of a 
fantastic era,' Colin says. They are seen here sailing 
under the Forth Railway Bridge on their honeymoon. 

I met her when I travelled to Keswick in 2005 to collect 
the boat they are sailing here, after buying it from Colin. 
We had a leisurely lunch, and I realised that she was 
finding the sale a terrible wrench after all the times they 
had shared sailing her. Jayne was an unashamed romantic 
— and not one whit the worse for that.

Others in the DCA knew her longer than I, but after 
meeting Jayne you felt she had always been close. A 
mutual friend said to me that when she arrived it was 
as if someone had opened a bottle of champagne. My 
memories are quieter: an affectionate hug, then listening 
to that warm Cumbrian brogue which had once been 
mine too, heard and spoken from my infancy to my teens.

Their latter years together were not easy. After a long 
and difficult illness Jayne entered a Nursing Home in 
March this year and after four days the Home was closed 
to visitors due to the coronavirus. She passed away on 
April 8th, about a month later. Her funeral was badly 
affected by health restrictions, too, but it was memorable 
nonetheless. Colin and his son Duncan, the only ones 
allowed to be present, left the house to find the road 
lined by neighbours who clapped them on their way. 
They followed the coffin in, and Colin said goodbye after 
not seeing her for a month. At least there was music, 
Enya's Shepherd's Moon, which had been played at their 
wedding 22 years before. Jayne was always a keen Enya 
fan — so I think she would like the style of her name 
written above.

Colin is beginning to get out to walk and cycle as they 
used to do together, and our warmest wishes go out to 
him for the future. 'We have known the days,' he says, 
summing up their life together. 

You certainly have, old son. You certainly have. Keith

(Top) Jayne photographed in Langdale by Colin

(Above) Cologne by bike

(Left) Jayne at Glenshee
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DCA Shop 
The DCA Shop stocks a range of items carrying DCA branding, which can be purchased 
by members of the Association. The Shop is run by Liz Baker. If you are based in the UK 
and would like to buy something from the shop, please download and complete the 
order form which can be found on the DCA website at: dinghycruising.org.uk/dca-shop. 
Then send it, together with a cheque made out to the Dinghy Cruising Association, to Liz 
at the address given on the form.  Prices include postage and packing to UK members. 
Overseas members will be charged extra for postage and should contact Liz, using the 
contact details available on the order form, to find out how much to pay before 
ordering. Use of Paypal is accepted from overseas members. 
 
DCA Mugs 

The mugs have the DCA burgee on one side and on the other a  
photograph of members' boats beached at Long Island during a  
daysail in Langstone Harbour.  
Two types of mug are available: one is the usual straight-sided  
pottery variety which is dishwasher proof and a similar one in  
Melamine plastic, unbreakable but probably not dishwasher proof.  
 
Price for either type: £8.00 
 

 
Burgees and Badges 

DCA Burgee:     Made of nylon - white triangle on blue background, yellow tail. 
They have an open hem which can be slipped over a small staff and two loops. 
 Large burgee - 8 ins x 16 ins £15.00  
 Small burgee - 6 ins x 11 ins £12.50 

 
Lapel badge / brooch: Hard enamel with DCA burgee  £5.00 
Cloth badge: 63 mm x 48 mm oval woven badge with 

     DCA burgee on dark blue background  £3.00 
 
Boat sticker:   Round, 90 mm diameter, with colour DCA badge £3.00 
Car sticker:  As boat sticker but for attaching to any glass window £3.00 
 

Hats, Sweatshirts and Polo shirts 

Baseball cap with badge: Navy blue cotton with DCA printed badge in white, size adjustable    £8.00 
Baseball cap, no badge: As above but plain to enable you to sew on a cloth badge if you prefer    £3.00 
 
Sweatshirts:     Navy blue, white DCA badge  £17.00 
      The following sizes are available:                                    

Small   36-38" chest 
Medium  38 - 40" chest 
Large   40 - 42" chest 
Extra large  44 - 46" chest 

 XXL   above 48" chest 
 
Polo shirts:   Royal blue, short sleeves, button-up collar, white DCA badge. 
Available in the same size range as sweatshirts £16.00 

 
Knitted hat: 
Designed to match the DCA burgee; hand knitted in navy with white triangles  
around the turned-up brim and a yellow crown. 
Two sizes are available (same price):  Small (skull cap) and Large       £12.00 
 
 

Journal back numbers 
An archive of the DCA journal Dinghy Cruising covering the last 60+ years is available on CD £10.00 

 
Car sticker 

 

 

 

 

 

DCA Shop
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DCA Members' Advertisements
Books...

_______________________________________________________________________________________________________

______________________________________________________________________________________________________

                                                               This book is reviewed on page 44 of this issue
As soon as Wayfarer#265 entered his life when he turned 14, Peter Clutterbuck's thoughts focused on cruising adventures. 
He joined the DCA in 1966 — aged 16 — and immediately wrote a Bulletin article on emergency tactics. On July 27 1966 
he attempted a cruise along the South Coast with a school friend, which was aborted late in the trip due to vile weather, 
dangerous seas and major gear failure. He wrote up the log as 'Part I' for his second Bulletin article and it won the Naylor 
Noggin — in his first year in the DCA. The Wayfarer Owners Association inspected his logs and awarded him the viking 
Longship Trophy in the same year. As he approached the age of 18, he sailed across the Channel and down to Marseille, via 
Bordeaux, Toulouse and Sète, achieving the longest voyage made by a class dinghy to that date, for which he was once more 
awarded the viking Longship Trophy. These adventures and many more are in Part One of the book, with plenty of advice 
given along the way, and in Part Two he passes on his fund of experience. Undoubtedly Peter is one of this country's most 
outstanding dinghy skippers. His DCA membership was cut short by his career, but his truly adventurous sailing wasn't, as 
you will see if you buy the book: it is well written, exciting and informative—Ed

(Left - Current Edition) Paperback: 208 pages
Publisher: Adlard Coles Nautical (11 Jan. 2018)
ISBN-10: 1472945719
ISBN-13: 978-1472945716
Product Dimensions: 15.8 x 1.7 x 23.7 cm
Price: £11.99; RRP £14.99 & $22.00
Available as a Kindle Edition (£8.77) and as an audio 
book: Audible (£9.18)
(Right - First edition 2015, no longer available)
Self-published by Peter Clutterbuck
Product dimensions: 26 cm x 21 cm x 1 cm
(The Editor bought his copy from Peter at the RYA/
SUZUKI Dinghy Show, Alexandra Palace, 2015)

______________________________________________

Members' Ads

Paul Constantine's Practical Dinghy Cruiser (2nd edition) (Right)
& Practical Coastal Cruising: Serial Starship (Left)
Practical Dinghy Cruiser: where do you start? What to do? Many simple diagrams 

of useful equipment and stories of lessons learned.  Much of the content closely allied 
to the DCA and all its works. Find it on Amazon. 

Or go to www.moonshinepublications.co.uk and claim a DCA discount. 
Paul has now published another book (left) that relates the story of circumnavigating 

Britain, including Orkney and Shetland. First published in instalments in Multull 
international, now available in book form. 

�he Dinghy Cruising Companion: �ales and Advice from Sailing a Small Open Boat (�st �dition), by Roger Barnes, 
President of the DCA

�he te�t covers:
Finding a good boat
Fi�ng out for daysailing
Boatcraft under engine and oar
Mooring and anchoring
Preparing for open water
Out at sea
Coastal navigation
Dinghy homemaking
�eeping comfortable and safe

Dimensions: 2�� � ��� mm. 
Paperback            2�� pages
RRP: ���.��  Online price: ���.��
(Also sold by Amazon)

RO��R'S BOO� �AS rapidly achieved the 
status of a modern sailing classic. illustrated 
throughout with inspirational colour 
photographs and helpful illustrations, it shows 
�ust why small boats are the perfect passports 
to remote and beautiful places.  

Details: Published ��.��.2��� by  Bloomsbury. 
imprint: Adlard Coles
Beautiful colour illustrations and photographs 
throughout.
Buy online from Bloomsbury:
h�p:��www.bloomsbury.com�uk�the�dinghy�
cruising�companion����������������sthash.
�L�La�B.dpuf

FOR SALE: 
Boat Building Frame Supplies

2 'i' Beams (wooden �oor �oists) �.�m long ��.��
2 'i' Beams �.���m long �2.��

� Castors loading 2��kg each ��.��
�� zinc plated ���mm M� Coach Bolts, nuts and washers ��.��

� �ooring angle brackets �2.��
�m bia�ial glass �bre cloth ����mm wide ���.��

In Cheadle Hulme near Stockport. £60.00 for the lot
Antony Sluce: aj.sluce@virginmedia.com      Tel. 0161 485 7306

Slight distortion of image 

here resulting from my 

removing the time & date 

from the photograph –Ed

��� � �������

Members' Advertisements
DCA Mugs
introduced by Liz on page ��, DC22� 

DCA burgee on one side, and on the other is 
the photograph, taken by Liz, which appears 
on the cover of Dinghy Cruising 22�. 
�wo types available: one is the usual straight�
sided po�ery variety, which is dishwasher 
proof, and a similar one in melamine plastic, 
unbreakable but probably not dishwasher 
proof. 

Price for either type: £8, DCA Shop

�B: �wo views of the same mug�

–––––––––––––––––––––––––––––––––––––––––––––––––––––––––––––––––––––––––––––––––––––––––––
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Practical Dinghy Cruiser (2nd edition) begins at the beginning by asking Who Cruises? 
and What is Dinghy Cruising? Can I do it?  It recommends ways of finding out more and 
asks you what kind of dinghy cruising you might like if you were to take it up, for there 
are many ways to dinghy cruise. Sprinkled through Practical Dinghy Cruiser are many 
references to DCA articles that expand information and add the experiences of different 
people, in different boats and in different locations.

Practical Coastal Cruising: Serial Starship tells how Paul singlehandedly built a 35ft x 22ft 
cruiser in his garden and went on a four-year journey to circumnavigate Britain including 
the Hebrides, Orkney, Fair Isle and Muckle Flugga in Shetland. The story describes the 
wonderful locations, the varied wildlife as well as the challenge of surviving Force 10 
in the open Atlantic and navigating rock-strewn passages in thick fog without modern 
electronic navigation aids.  Both books can be purchased direct from:
 www.moonshinepublications.co.uk — and there is a discount for DCA members

The Dinghy Cruising Companion: Tales and Advice from Sailing a Small Open Boat 
(1st Edition), by Roger Barnes, President of the DCA
The text covers: Finding a good boat, Fitting out for daysailing, Boatcraft under 
engine and oar, Mooring and anchoring, Preparing for open water, Out at sea,  
Coastal navigation, Dinghy homemaking, Keeping comfortable and safe.
Dimensions: 234 x 156 mm. Paperback 256 pages
RRP: £16.99 (Bloomsbury) and online price (Amazon) £11.89
Details: Published 13.03.2014 by Bloomsbury. 
Imprint: Adlard Coles
Beautiful colour illustrations and photographs throughout.
Buy online from Bloomsbury: 
http://www.bloomsbury.com/uk/the-dinghy- cruising-companion-
9781408179161/#sthash. 



FOR SALE: 
Could this be the best Cruising & Camping Dinghy 

ever?
An 18ft Classic GRP sailing dinghy originally designed 

by Morgan Giles for the choppy waters of the Thames 
Estuary. A beautifully balanced boat to sail with furling 
jib and roller boom or slab reefing. Ideal for camping, 
cruising or racing. Lots of room for friends or children, 
and very safe with the cruising mast.

She comes with two masts, one for cruising, one for 
racing, three mainsails, all in very good condition, two 
jibs, two rudders (one lifting the other fixed) two fixed 
bilge pumps, six buoyancy bags, oars and rowlocks, 
hoops for a camping boom tent, anchor, fenders and 
warps, outboard bracket and Mercury outboard.

The heavy duty Shoreline trailer has been 
refurbished with new suspension and bearings, 
mudguards, tow hitch, winch and jockey wheel. New 
8-inch wheels for launching and new 10-inch wheels 
for road use. A single-handed mast lowering and 
raising system has now been fitted.

When the class found they were being beaten by 
the National 18s they stuck another ten feet on the 
mast to raise the sail area to 206.6 square feet.

There will be more information on the class in the 
next issue of Dinghy Cruising, or Google 'Estuary One 
Design' or 'Morgan Giles Thames Estuary One Design' 
— lots to see.

John Stamm, contacts:
Mobile: 07946 764 821
Email: jhs@waitrose.com

£4250
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For Sale:

Hunter Landau 20 motor Cruiser

I am very reluctantly selling my 
HUNTER LANDAU. This is a very 
innovative design and the only motor 
boat built by Hunter. She is a 'proper' 
sea boat, popular with sailors changing 
to a powered boat. 

I am selling because the boat is frankly 
not getting enough use. She is on my 
Broads mooring at Horning.  

She has a new cockpit hood and a 
brand new 40 HP engine (cost £4000) 
and trailer.  £16000. Further details 
from: 

       
Bill Jones, 07885 729 062; 
                   wrjarion@aol.com
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Suit of sails for an Otter (Bermudan-rigged version). 
They need only be in fair to reasonable condition as mine are really poor and more or less 
unusable now. Please ring Chris Yardley on 07931 434 162 or email cj.yardley@tiscali.co.uk
__________________________________________________________________________________________

Plans...

Wanted...

For Sale: Boat Plans
Two sets of boat plans at less than half price. 
Both are unused: one Iain Oughtred MacGregor canoe, 
3 sheets and construction notes — £45. 
The other is John Welsford’s plans for the PILGRIM, 13 
sheets plus construction notes — £75.
No time to build, even under Lockdown!!

Peter Robinson
peterrobinson21@btinternet.com
01765 635 347

For Sale
Glen-L 14
14 ft Wooden Sailing Cruiser, Little Egret

Construction: 6mm marine ply and epoxy
Gunter rig, 2hp 4 stroke Honda outboard, anchor, 
cockpit tent, road trailer — all serviceable and in good 
condition.

The boat has a small cabin with sitting headroom in 
which it is possible to sleep.

She is sailed regularly on Windermere, where she 
spends 6 months on a swinging mooring.
In the winter months she is under cover in a farmer's 
barn.

£650

replies to Frank Dearden: 01229 716 078

_______________________________________
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Kayaks...

FoLBoT 'Yukon' Kayak. 13ft long. Alloy frame. Hypalon skin. 
Built-in buoyancy tubes along sides. Large cockpit. Comfy seat. Rudder system. 
Easy to assemble. Packs into two bags. As-new condition. No patches outside. 
No damage to the frame. A stable solo touring kayak with good directional 
stability. Will go into car/caravan. 
Comes with paddles, spray deck, wheels, all-over cover and  assembly 
instructions. 
£750 oNo 
Cost twice that plus USA to UK import costs. 
Can send by carrier. Can email more photgraphs. 
view SW Scotland near Castle Douglas. 
Tel. 01556-660007 or 07399552192
email: dhart503@btinternet.com  
DAVE HArT
Thistledoon, 
7 The Causey, 
Haugh of Urr, 
Castle Douglas, 
DG73YD

For Sale
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(Above)
Assembled kayak

(Above right)
Kayak wearing all-over 
cover

(Right)
Kayak on wheels/trolley 
assembly



Keep Your Distance...!
(Above left) Four examples of social distancing and one of social exclusion. (Submitted by Chris Sugden)

(Above right) Nineteen slightly deaf gulls ready to keep corvids off their posts

(Below)  Bass Rock. An example of splendid isolation.  (by Keith Muscott)
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Correspondence

(Below) The Ross of Mull, West to 
Dubh Artach & East to Loch Buie, © Imray

Dear Keith,
Firstly, my congratulations on the super DC245: a fantastic 

achievement under the present circumstances.
I note that I feature in the Minutes of the 2020 AGM as 

apparently misreporting the exact location of the Torran 
Rocks for dramatic effect. Whilst I may, very occasionally, 
have sought to introduce dramatic effect 'into my narratives',  
I find that I am entirely  innocent in this case.  

There are, of course two passages through the Torran 
Rocks for the sailor making from Erraid and heading east 
along the coast of Mull. If memory serves me, (as it so 
infrequently does these days) we decided to take the channel 
between Torr an t-Saothaid and Dearg Sgeir rather than the 
'inside passage' between Eilean a Chalmain and Boga nan 
Ramihear. Our chart plotter was out of juice by this time 
and we thought it safer as we could not see the Boga nan 
Ramihear buoy in the light from the rising sun. We also 
thought that we might be able to pick up better tide through 
the outer  passage. I guess I should have made this clearer 

in the account. 
Of the three other times we have been 

hereabouts,  we twice used the inside passage: 
once making for Loch Spelve and once crossing from 
Colonsay to Iona.  The third time was an ill-judged 
attempt to enter Tinker’s Hole from the entrance 
to the Sound of Iona in the aftermath of a south-
westerly gale. One look was enough to convince the 
Skipper that this was not a good idea and we turned 
tail and ran for shelter in An Caolas behind Erraid. 
On that day, one could easily see why so many 
vessels have been lost among these rocks.

I hope that this clears me of the base accusation 
of writing for  dramatic effect.  Although I have 
apparently been able to make the earth move 
occasionally, this is not one of those occasions.

Cheers, Stay safe.
Charlie.  
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From Rob Blackburn in Australia: Subs
Hello Keith
Another voice from the Colonies, and I too would 
happily pay another 50% or more for the journal. You 
need to charge us accordingly as the post would kill you 
otherwise. 
I would also happily pay the same subscription and get it 
via PDF. It would suit me in many ways. I can read it on 
my laptop/iPad, store the editions in Google Drive and 
they are then searchable. Maybe that is something you 
should consider. 
People like us on the far side of the world should pay 
the normal fee, plus the full price of the postage for the 
journal or get it as a PDF only? (This is now the case —Ed)
My sub is now doing some sort of auto renew which I 
really love. Why not really push that out hard to all and 
sundry?  And any donation would be an auto-renew too. 
   I have run voluntary organisations in the past and 
people don't really stop to think about what it is worth 
to them until it is threatened. Hit us up or at least give 
everyone an opt-in top-up payment. Tell them what you 
could do if you had say $3,000 extra sitting there in the 
account.  Rob Blackburn, Australia 
From Charlie Hitchen: A Course Correction

From Paul Constantine: St Kilda
Hello Keith,
When I sailed round Britain one of my great hopes 

was to reach St Kilda. The adventures I had on North Uist 
as I prepared for the perilous 50-mile journey out to the 
islands begins on Page 231 of my Serial Starship book. 
Suffice to say that for the reasons described, I didn’t 
make it at the time. Later, however, I did manage to sail 
out (not in a dinghy) and fortunately, by this time, we 
had a chart plotter, as we never saw the islands as we 
approached due to thick fog and we even picked up a 
mooring buoy in village Bay while still unable to see the 
shore.

The fascinating and tragic story of St Kilda leading 
up to its evacuation in 1930 is well documented. Due 
to travelling there I read a great deal of material about 
it. Recently I came across some notes that I had made 
(attached), though I cannot recall where I gathered the 
information.

It is a unique place and although there are many 
interesting stories about it, my over-riding impression 
was of the astonishing amount of dry-stone wall 
constructions. It is a land of stones and the prodigious 
number of constructions are testament to the labour of 
many generations of skilled people working together to 
make the storage cleats, the houses and the walls which 
had special functions.  

All the best,
Paul

§ I found that Paul's notes had been taken from Expeditions 
to The Hebrides by George Clayton Atkinson in 1831 and 
1833, a beautiful book now published by Maclean Press 
of 10 Lusta, Waternish, Isle of Skye. I will use this text and 
the much earlier one A Voyage to St Kilda (1697) by Martin 
Martin to write a substantial piece in the next journal, using 
Paul's lovely photographs and those of others. This was 
intended for DC246 but space ran out! —Ed 

From Hugh Blank in New Zealand: Subs
As an overseas member of the DCA I would be happy 

to pay quite a lot more for the privilege of membership. 
Keith, the journal is a wonderful publication — keep up 
the good work. The quality and variety of the articles 
and reports are first class, and the publication as a whole 
is incredibly good value. 

Best Regards from Wellington, New Zealand.
Hugh Blank 

§ That's nice of you to say so, Hugh. My sincere 
thanks. Paying a lot more for DCA membership is not on 
the cards, just an extra 50p per month, starting in 2021!

Your fellow countryman John Welsford also receives 
the journal and stays in touch with me, and has written 
lengthy articles for DC in the past. All accessible on our 
CD, of course. 

And there's also Graeme Keith of Pakuranga, 
Auckland, plus Nicole Harris of Papamoa Beach, Bay 
of Plenty, which is close to where my sister in law and 
her family live.

Best regards from Rhyd-wyn, Ynys Môn! —Ed

Hugh Blank again:
...That's a very modest increase Keith. 
I know John W — I think every traditional boat enthusiast 

in NZ does. We are in the process of forming a new 
incorporated society here in Wellington, to help us further 
the cause. We have some enthusiastic cruisers down here, 
some of them very intrepid. If you make it down to NZ at 
some stage be sure to get in touch. We had a visit from 
Roger Barnes a while ago, which was really good. 

Cheers, Hugh

Hello Keith,
Many thanks for getting back in touch, and glad that you 
and your colleagues are making such a success of the 
DCA.

Thank you also for your review and your kind 
comments.

You are very welcome to use any photographs, as well 
as charts and diagrams for the DCA and other associated 
organisations such as the American magazines. I own the 
copyright.

You might be interested in the attached write-up from 
Yachting World in January last year. They did this on their 
own initiative, unsolicited. It’s a good promotion for 
dinghy cruising.

Kind regards,
Peter Clutterbuck

§ Both my review of Peter's book and the Yachting World 
write-up can be found starting on page 44 of this issue. 
As a DCA member from the ages of 16 to 18, Peter should 
have his book featured regularly on the same page as 
other distinguished volumes by DCA members (p 15) 
                                                                                             —Ed

From Peter Clutterbuck: 'The Sea Takes No Prisoners'

Summer 2020 23



From Bill Haylock: I'm Staying Unstayed!
Dear Keith,
I was interested to read David Chatterley's article, 'To 

Stay or not to Stay' in Dinghy Cruising 244. I have come 
down decisively on the unstayed side of the question, 
as my three current boats have five unstayed masts 
between them!

I believe that, in sailing at least, simplicity is a virtue, 
especially in cruising, where speed is not the ultimate 
objective. I've come to the conclusion that the balanced 
lug rig is superior in many respects to more 'modern' 
rigs in its speed of setting up, its ease of control, and its 
efficiency on most points of sail. I also think it is far more 
aesthetically pleasing (although I realise beauty is in the 
eye of the beholder) and the aesthetics of boats have 
always been a crucial factor in my enjoyment of sailing.

When I bought my 12ft Wootton Bridge dinghy I 
loved her traditional looks, but I was disappointed by 
her handling. The tall Gunter rig felt top-heavy and 
awkward. I replaced it with a balanced lug sail and made 
the mast unstayed. It transformed the handling of the 
boat and, in my eyes, she looked even more beautiful.

When I wanted to build a boat, I decided it must 
have traditional looks, a balanced lug mainsail and a 
mizzen, and also have an exciting performance. Tom 
Dunderdale's Apple 16 seemed to fit the bill. After my 
first season of sailing her, Soirbheas has more than lived 
up to my expectations. She demonstrates that unstayed 
masts and a trad rig doesn't have to mean a staid 
performance – as those who were left in her wake on 
the Border Reiver Rally last year can attest!

After a very rough, wet sail back from Gometra, off 
the Isle of Mull, in the summer of 2018, I started thinking 
about replacing my Drascombe Longboat Rubha Dubh 
with something that would give a bit more shelter and 
security when sailing the exposed Scottish West Coast 
waters. I wanted something about the same size (22 ft) 
and a ketch rig, but with a cabin. It had to be cheap to 
buy and maintain and easy to sail single-handed. My 
internet searches showed there wasn't much that fitted 
my criteria – but one boat that kept popping up was the 
Hunter Liberty 22 from the 1980s. It didn't really do it 

for me aesthetically – but it met the criteria of low cost 
and simplicity. And there was one for sale on the Owners 
Association website! 

It's a  cat-rigged ketch with the mainmast set 
well forward and the mizzen stepped beside the  
companionway, which is offset to starboard. Both masts 
are unstayed and of tapered aluminum tube, each 
carrying a single leg-of-mutton sail. The more I read about 
the philosophy of Hunter's designer, David Thomas, in 
creating the Liberty concept, the more I realised what 
a clever design it was. The slender, unstayed masts are 
designed to bend as the wind increases, opening the 
leech and giving a self-reefing effect. The cat rig, with 
masts fore and aft of the cabin mean no mast supports 
intruding, which, together with clever integration of the 
centreboard casing, make for Tardis-like accommodation. 
The lifting keel and stubby bilge keels of cast iron make 
the boat a trailer sailer that can take the ground at low 
tide.

Some early boats suffered mast fractures but later 
boats had the lower section of the masts sleeved for 
reinforcement. When Proctor Spars told Hunters they 
could no longer supply the masts in 1986, Hunters 
changed to a more conventional single-masted gaff rig 
and renamed the boat the Minstrel.

I bought the Liberty 22 (now named Curlew) I found 
on the owners' association website for less than the 
selling price of my Longboat. Last summer we kept her 
ashore at Linnhe Marine, halfway between Oban and Fort 
William. The weather stopped us exploring further afield, 
but we sailed in Loch Linnhe and the Sound of Mull, with 
one longer trip out to the Garvellachs. She has proved 
to be a delighfully easy and well-mannered boat to sail. 
The bendy unstayed masts did their self-reefing thing 
well when we were hit by sudden F6 gusts. With no need 
of winches for the sheets, and the absence of standing 
rigging, she has a dinghy-like simplicity.  'Liberty' is a very 
appropriate name. 

So, in short, my answer to the question that David 
raised is: 'I'm staying unstayed!' BH

Innis Aigh in the Sound of Jura, the Gulf of Corryvreckan 
in the background

Curlew at Linnhe Marine after a long sail back from the 
Garvellachs.
————————————————————————
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From Alan Smith: The End of Whammeling

Hi Keith,
This is the first year in my life of seventy-five years that 

no boats will be leaving Sunderland Point to go salmon 
fishing, the Environment Agency having managed to get 
its own way in order to ban a sustainable heritage fishery 
that was no doubt started by the vikings. The only method 
left available is Haaf-netting with a beam, which you use 
standing in the sea. Sea trout only, any salmon must be put 
back. 

The word Haaf is Norse as is Whammeling, probably. 
The shots attached are of my brother Tom in orange with 
a Crossfield boat Nighthawk moored astern (see below), 
the boat long since gone, and brother John in yellow with 
beard. The boat we are in, with Plover Scar Lighthouse in 
the distance, would have been LR33 Sirius, now in need of 
extensive repair.   

From Alan Smith: Sirius and Mary saved H

Hi Keith,
I have been looking through some shots of Sirius when 

she went through a major restoration in 1998/9. Don’t you 
just love the detail of these clinker-built boats and the shot 
showing all the ribs or as they were locally called 'timmers', 
an abbreviation of I know not what. 

You will remember me talking about the Butler family 
from Glasson Dock. Tim Butler like myself didn’t join 
the family fishing business, he branched out into Civil 
Engineering and started his own company. He lives in 
Overton (the next village to us) overlooking Glasson Dock 
with some land and buildings and beef cattle. The great 
news is that Tim has bought Mary. If Tim set his mind to it 
he could build a clinker whammel from scratch, very clever 
chap; he put a new stern in Sirius when he was 18 and is 
now 69-ish. He is also in close contact with Mike Smylie. 
Mike would like Sirius for his son to restore; if that fails Tim 
could also take her. Mary at least is not going too far away, 
which is great news. 

Best wishes,
Alan

H Readers may remember Alan's letter on page 30 of 
the last journal, DC245. After the passing of Tom Smith 
his widow Sandra planned to burn the last two genuine 
whammel boats built by the Woodhouse yard, Sirius and 
Mary, in accordance with her husband's wishes.
Now there is a stay of execution, hopefully permanent—Ed

The Haaf net ('Haaf' is Old Norse, 'Sea' or 'Sea channel'). 
It comprises a rectangular wooden frame that supports the 
net and divides it into two pockets or ‘pokes’. The middle 
leg of three is longest to allow the fisherman to carry 
the beam and also to tip it up to trap the fish. In the top 
photograph John Smith is leaning on it while chatting to 
his brothers. The others show Tom Smith carrying the net 
out into the channel and catching a salmon. © Alan Smith
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Another Dip Into The DCA Facebook Page  
                                                       chosen by Jennifer Heney
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John Welsford   8 Feb          shared by Paul Mullings
From our recent cruise in company; here's part 

of the fleet anchored inside the wreck of the Rewa 
on Moturekareka Island. The red in the water is not a 
reflection it’s an algal phenomenon known as a 'red tide', 
this one the most striking I've ever seen.  

Anchored in there are Spook, Windsong, Emeraude 
and Kotuku. There is just about enough depth and space 
for our little boats.

Paul posted a link to a site describing the history 
of the Rewa: http://www.algiesbay.co.nz/algies-bay-
history/history-on-the-rewa-ship/ 

Edward Gilmour  7 Feb
I have had a great season on Windermere with my 

12ft Lune Pilot. She is tucked up now for the winter. I was 
just after some advice. As she has a keel and no centre-
board, she is slow to tack. I back the jib and she does 
come through the wind eventually. Has anyone with a 
similar boat got any tips on making this more efficient? 
Downwind she flies and gybes no problem.
See photograph at the top of next column, and replies: 

Phillip Barre
I also sail a Lune Pilot albeit a 14'6" version. The Lune 

Pilots have a long keel as opposed to a centreboard so 
lateral resistance is along the whole length of the keel 
but more so at the stern. So as mentioned above, when 
you are in light winds trying to tack, gently turn away 

from the wind to increase hull speed. Then gently start 
to put the rudder over, increasing as the turn starts to 
happen, moving weight forward and leeward. Back the jib 
and wait for the bow to come through the wind onto the 
new tack. Hope this helps.
roger Barnes

Try not putting the helm down at all. Simply sheet in 
the main and release the tiller. The boat should come up 
into the wind on her own. Leave the jib on what is now 
the 'wrong' side until she’s fully through the wind. At this 
point you may need to help her through by putting the 
helm over further or even reversing it, if she has stalled in 
the water, and started making sternway.
Stuart Bates

There are a couple of things you can do, first sail a little 
free just before the tack to build up speed, sheet the main 
in hard as you head into the tack and ease it as you pass 
head to wind keeping the jib backed. Also don’t steer the 
boat too much, as the rudder can act as a brake, leading 
you to stop in the middle of the tack. The second thing is 
to look at your mast rake — it may be too far back, which 
would give you weather helm and not encourage the boat 
to turn away from the wind.
Pete March

This is what I love about the DCA community, so much 
knowledge and support, non-critical, always encouraging 
and supportive. I feel privileged to be part of it. Long may 
it last!

Stephane Verreault 23 Feb
Just wondering where I can get a DCA flag and here 

are my dinghies waiting for the snow to melt. 
DCA Shop! Go to: dinghycruising.org.uk/dca-shop
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Andy mace 29 Feb
     Went to the RYA dinghy cruising show today 
specifically to see Mary Dooley’s Mirror and wasn’t 
disappointed. Got to meet and speak to the legendary 
Roger Barnes and the very informative Mary. Learned 
loads and enjoyed our chat before celebrity status 
whisked them away for a Tv interview. Many thanks.

roger Barnes  1 mar
  An unusually quiet moment on the DCA stand at 
Alexandra Palace (RYA Dinghy Show):

Another day... More yacking about boats..

Ken Ferris 21 mar
This is my favourite launch site of all time – Killinchy, 

Whiterock, County Down, N. Ireland. It’s a public beach 
launch. I can remember launching from here for 50+ 
years!



Aidan Williams      4 Apr
Thinking about everyone who was to attend the 
Coniston rally this weekend; good memories from past 
rallies are sustaining me this morning. Here is David 
(rally organiser) last year in his beautiful Winkle Brig.

John Hughes
Ah, a virtual Coniston rally. Nice weather for it too.

Matthew Cunningham
I think I might pull out early tomorrow, virtually 

speaking. Looks like it is going get pretty windy!
(Hopefully we’ll get a real meet in before the season 

is over!)
John Hughes

But I'm only just launching! Think I will sail down the 
lake and see who I can find... Ah, two Ness Boats — 
Bonxie and Badger 1!

Matthew Cunningham
John, Red Leader and Puffin are trying to catch me, 

but I’m way too fast (in my dreams); I’ll get to the Secret 
Harbour first! Find virtual rigging very easy but sailing 
not as much fun…

Aidan Williams
John, if you get down the lake in time I'm going to 

have my virtual lunch in the beautiful bay just beyond 
Peel Island, I'll put the kettle on.

I think this is the one… JH

John Hughes
I'm looking for you Matthew, and the steam from 

Aidan's kettle too, but I fear I've just sailed through a time-
warp and across the bows of Jim & Julie Andrews in their 
Drascombe Scaffie Zebedee in 2005! On a different lake 
too!

Juan De la Fuente 18 Apr
Hi! I´m looking for some feedback on an original idea 

I have not seen anywhere else: extending sail area by 
rigging an extra sail under the boom. I have tested this 
idea on my home-made lug-rigged 8 ft inflatable dinghy, 
and it seems to work pretty well to boost some extra 
power. Surprisingly I can´t find this idea being studied 
anywhere else on the web, so I am enquiring here to see if 
anybody else has any info about this. As you can see in the 
pics, it consists of adding a small triangular sail onto the 
underside of the boom. Any feedback?

Alistair Chaplin     It's a water sail.
Juan De la Fuente   To be honest, its effect is not 

spectacular, yet noticeable as wind speed increases; less 
so in light breeze. At least I found a way to make use of the 
top of that old wrecked mirror mainsail sail I cut the whole 
thing from.

Tim Ebdy   We used to set an old jib under the boom on 
Britannia, a fishing smack I used to work on. Not sure if it 
gave us much extra speed but it was great fun nonetheless 
and she looked the part.

Michael Wilkinson   I remember reading that its main 
effect is being psychologically damaging to the crews of 
other boats you are racing against... how quickly and easily 
could you strike it if the wind increased suddenly? 
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mike Gooch 2 may
Tent finished at last, inaugural camp out tonight on the 
drive. Amazing what can be done with a £30 tarp, a roll 
of double-sided and a roll of duck tape! The kids love it 
too!

Georgia Witchell  19 May
This little boat has kept me pretty busy these past few 
weeks. Bought off eBay last summer, she was in a pretty 
sad state, but after a lot of hours and tlc, I’m hoping 
to launch this weekend. She is a Kittiwake 14, built by 
#Roger Wilkinson of #kittiwake boats.

Colin Holt 25 may
Day Sail from Rhôs on Sea rounding Great Orme’s Head 
to Puffin Island and return in Laser 13... approx 20Nm.  
Looking forward to more adventures post COvID 19!!

James Edward Doherty  21 may
Good morning, thank you for adding me. I wanted to 
say how pleased I was to see a post concerning the 
existence of Roamer, Eric Coleman’s boat. I bought her 
from Maureen Coleman after Eric died. When I sold her I 
made a big point of what she was and asked the buyer to 
keep her visible to the DCA. Here are some pics from the 
80s of her on the Beaulieu river and Walton Backwaters.

So far there has been no news as to Roamer’s whereabouts 
posted in Facebook.

Nicholas Hutchings 25 may 2020
Going back a hundred years or so, the relatively shallow 
waters of Limfjorden (N Denmark), combined with a mainly 
sandy bottom, were ideal for Seine netting. The shallow 
waters, strong winds and the need for plenty of space 
to store a catch led to the development of the shallow-
drafted, roomy Limfjorden smack. I gather that the basic 
concept was imported from Norway and they were built in 
the years 1850 - 1920. They are wooden, clinker-built boats 
of varying size, with no keel but a fair amount of ballast. To 
my mind, they carry a surprisingly large area of sail.

My home port of Hjarbæk has the largest number of these 
boats and a very active (and very social) sailing association. 
They run match racing once a week during the season and 
also go for week-long cruises in other parts of Denmark. In 
addition, they host what they refer to as the annual world 
championship regatta, with mainly Danish boats but also 
participants from other Scandinavian countries, Germany 
and the Netherlands.
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Dorestad Raid 2019                                                                       

18-22 September 2019

                       ~ Hubert Bakker
Attended:
Dirk Branbergen and Joop Rikkers, Drascombe Coaster, 
Struner 
Hans and Margreet Arends, 21ft Kuperus Sloop, 
Wuptem
Gerald Kroon and Frank van Delden, Caledonian Yawl, 
Skua
Onno van Sandick and Anneke van der Geest, 
Caledonian Yawl, Gjoa
Janko van Lindenbergh and Gerben-Jan, Caledonian 
Yawl, Mousa
Hans Detmers, Haven 12.5, Nathia
Hans and Menno van der Zijpp, viking Raider, No name
Marten van Altena and Leen Peter Smit, Beenakkervlet, 
De Blauwe Schuit
Piet Toering, Akkrumer Jol, Mazzel
Herman Peerdeman and Eliane Attinger, Welsford 
Pathfinder, Blue Noddy
Lieuwe Feenstra and Douwe Brouwer, Double-ender 
(aka Scottish Disaster), Amice
Ben Ullings and Yvonne Haringa, 18ft Seil, Scarlett
Hubert and Klarie Bakker, 15ft Norwegian pram, 
Hatseflats
Sybren Kingma Boltjes and Tineke Bos, Tirrik, Stirn
Joost Engelen and viola Spek, Goat Island Skiff, GISwerk
Boudewijn Backx, Drascombe Scaffie, Sea Miracle
Willem Leopold, 12 foot Dinghy, Seapaerd
Steve Morton, Bob and Jan Bishop, Swallow Bayraider,
Llafurio
Paul Waterman, Robin, Ania, Natalya and Susannah, 
Reyer de Boer Special, Elf II (for sale)

Wednesday, 18 September, arrival at Akkrum
As everybody seemed to arrive at the same time, it 

was quite busy with launching boats from the single slip.
Tineke of the organizing committee gave each boat a 
launch slot of 5 minutes, so we had to be efficient. After 
two hours, all 19 boats had been launched. 

While the crews stayed behind with the boats, the 
skippers drove their cars and trailers to Zoutkamp, the 
destination of the 2020 raid. Before the Lauwerszee was 
dyked in, Zoutkamp was a thriving fishing village. There 
are still trawlers working from Zoutkamp but the bigger 
boats are now based at the sea-harbour of Lauwersoog.

Once we had parked our trailers we went back to 
Akkrum by coach, got into our boats and rowed out to 
our hotel ship In Dubio lying just outside of Akkrum. 

Thursday, 19 September, Akkrum — Leeuwarden
To celebrate the 10th Dorestad Raid, all participants 

were given a blue buff with the Dorestad Raid logo. 
After breakfast we were briefed by Joost that we were 
to navigate to Leeuwarden.

It was quite sunny. Whatever wind there was came 

from the SW. We rowed through the backyards of 
Akkrum and Nes and hoisted sail on the Pikmeer near 
Grou, then we sailed on to the Doekesloot where we 
had lunch.

After that, more rowing was on the menu. 
When we arrived at the Hempens just before 

Leeuwarden I had rowed 20km out of 24km. The last 15 
minutes we could sail, which sweetened our ordeal for 
a bit.

 
Lunch at the Doekesloot, by Eliane Attinger

Onno and Anneke showing off their buffs

Friday, 20 September, Leeuwarden — Birdaard
After breakfast we were again briefed on the deck of 

In Dubio. Nobody was in a hurry because it was drizzly.
There was just a little wind from the SW but we had to 
navigate through the outskirts of Leeuwarden before we 
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would be able to hoist sail.
Once we had passed the railway bridge east of 

Leeuwarden we sailed for a little while before we had to 
lower masts and row through a string of villages. Then 
we stopped for lunch. It appeared our lunch spot was a 
private jetty and we were expelled by an angry owner. 
Chewing on the remainder of our half-eaten lunches we 
rowed and sailed on. Finally we got to Birdaard, a small 
village with a riverside supermarket with its own jetty.

We were just in time to visit the Ruurd Wiersma 
museum. Ruurd was a lifelong bachelor who sublimated 
his love for buxom ladies by making every single item 
in his cottage into a painting. After our visit we passed 
the bridge and continued for a little while along the 
Dokkumer Ee until we arrived at our hotel ship for 
supper and sleep.

Interior of Ruurd Wiersma museum (Enno-nuy.blogspot.com)

Saturday 21 September,  Birdaard — Kollumeroord
Finally a bright and sunny morning with a little more 

wind. After breakfast we tacked up the Dokkumer Ee 
into the town of Dokkum where Saint Boniface was 
butchered by angry Frisians in 754AD.

After our coffee break we continued through the city 
centre until we got back on the Dokkumer Ee.

The unnamed Viking Raider (left) and Struner beating up 
the Dokkumer Ee, by Eliane Attinger 

Morning coffee in downtown Dokkum, by Hubert Bakker
 
We continued tacking up the Dokkumer Ee hoping to 
bear off in some of the river bends, but the adage that 
the wind follows the bends in the river proved true once 
more. While the hardliners continued tacking up the 
river, Klarie and I and some others chose to use the tow 
path. We soon left our group behind and reached the 
locks at Dokkumer Nieuwe Zijlen after a couple of hours.

Once through the locks we rowed past the marina of 
Lunegat and then, finally, hoisted sail for the last mile to 
Kollumeroord, where In Dubio was moored.

Saturday night was party night, with stories and song 
and dance accompanied by ukelele, flute, accordion 
and trombone. Sunday was beautiful with sun and 
a force 4 wind. And sufficient time to frolic on the 
lake of Lauwersmeer. We headed to an island off the 
Schoenerbult for a coffee break. The faster boats then 
went on to round the entire Schoenerbult island, while 
the slower boats headed straight to the marina of 
Hunzegat at Zoutkamp.

After retrieving our boats onto the trailers and saying 
our goodbyes we had a meal with Hans and Margreet at 
one of the nearby fish restaurants and then it was time 
to drive home again. HB

Tanned sails on lake Lauwersmeer. Elf II (leading) was 
chartered by Paul Waterman and crew. By Joost Engelen 
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B ASED NEAR THE TOWN OF MILFORD HAvEN in 
Pembrokeshire, Seafair Haven is a real gem of a 
boat festival. I would recommend it to all DCA 

members. This week-long event is biannual and would 
have taken place in mid-June this year (2020) but is 
currently postponed. It is held mainly within two rivers 
called the Cleddaus — Eastern Cleddau and Western 
Cleddau — which join together at Picton Point to form 
an extensive estuary, the Daugleddau. The area is 
stunningly beautiful and unspoilt as both rivers snake 
their way through a deep ria in the wooded hills of 
Pembrokeshire. Milford Haven has a  natural harbour and 
the estuary includes a number of interesting historical 
features, housing castles such as Pembroke and Carew. 
There are also many vestiges of the industrial revolution 
harking back to when the area was involved in shipping 
anthracite and limestone. 

It is hard to know where to start, I was so charmed by 
this festival. Maybe most importantly the organisation 
is superb. The organisers were dedicated, welcoming 
and witty; and unafraid to wear lime green polo shirts 
all day. Involving a whole team behind the scenes, the 
day to day running of the festival appears to be largely  
a family affair. In their luminescent shirts Alexandra and 
her father Phil and his twin brother, alongside others, 
were all easily identified and always ready to help.

For me the festival had a particular significance 
because this was the year I spent months agonising over 
the question that plagues all beginning dinghy cruisers, 
‘what is the best way to make it possible to sleep 
aboard my boat?’. I am not large, but I will admit that 
transforming the Mirror dinghy into a suitably cheap 
and tiny home presented quite a challenge. There was 

Seafair Haven Boat Festival, 2018

by Mary Dooley

no way I was going to try to craft some ill-fitting boom 
tent with my sewing machine. So I considered a pop-up 
tent, but had been unable to find one small enough to 
fit the Mirror. My initial genius (as I saw it ) idea was to 
put a Portaloo tent on its side to make myself a kind of 
sleeping coffin. I put this  idea to others, who looked at 
me in despair, uncertain whether to laugh out loud. 

Anyway, it was worth braving people’s mirth because 
eventually amongst all the spluttered drinks and choked  

Organisers at work: Alexandra Lort Phillips nearest to the 
camera

All photographs ©Mary Dooley, except for the aerial shot of 
Lawrenny Quay and pontoon
————————————————————————————



dinners that followed my portaloo suggestion, DCA 
member David Wooldridge told me he thought someone 
had managed to fit a Quechua one-person tent on a 
MIrror. That was the good news; the bad news was that 
they no longer made them. But just as the Mirror came 
via Gumtree so I returned again and found someone 
who cleared unwanted festival tents. He had two, did I 
want them? Does the pope wear a big hat? Yes I did. And 

—————————————————————————
Mary's Quechua tent — which opens onto the foredeck 
area of the Mirror — from unpacking it to entering it (below)
—————————————————————————

so this was to be my first-ever trip sleeping aboard my 
very own boat. I can't tell you enough times how great it 
felt to be reaching this point. It is a DCA rite of passage, 
there should be a word for it,  unhelpfully only cruisifying 

comes to my mind.
This will be my first ever trip sleeping 

aboard my very own boat.
This will be my first ever trip sleeping 

aboard my very own boat.
We were given a goody bag on 

arrival. At some festivals these bags 
contain vile slabs that you could break 
your teeth on, known ships' biscuits, 
but this Welsh goody bag contained 
many useful things including:

•  Haute cuisine biscuits that had a 
light and crumbly cheese straw texture 
and were beguilingly fish shaped. 

• Welsh cheese tightly wrapped 
in individual packets. I enjoyed them 
so much I just bit into the plastic and 
squeezed the whole block of cheese 
into my mouth at once. 

•   A very nice mug with artwork by 
DCA linked artist Claudia Myatt.
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with boats and  boaters. Luckily people like Bill seem to 
exist everywhere, as you approach an empty quayside, 
you blink and pouf! there is the magic quayside helper. 
Ever ready to catch a line, suggest moorings, advise on 
tides, and give sailing advice  on mystifying subjects such 
as balancing the boat. These quay angels also frequently 
tell me that their dad, school, auntie, neighbour, scouts, 
rotary club or knitting circle built a MIrror, ohh — it must 
be 40 years ago, or maybe was it 50 years, now let me 
think was it Wilson or Heath... uhhmmm... did we have 
the Cortina or the Morris 1100 ...? 

Yes, that’s very interesting, could you just tie the 
painter onto that mooring ring!

Apart from Phil and Bill my other pontoon cohabitees 
were copious numbers of large juicy-looking fish of the 
kind that seem to permanently locate themselves under 

pontoons. I have to warn you that I 
think they must be toxoid fish. I believe 
this  theory is proven by the fact that 
whenever I moor on pontoons with 
motorways of fish circulating below,  
I see  people with rods departing on 
other boats for arduous overnight 
journeys to go sea fishing. Rather than 
spending a night being sick on the 
open sea they could just stick their 
hand in the water and grab one of the 
plenteous pontoon fish who virtually 
jump into your frying pan, but then 
they  must remind themselves that the 
French word for pontoon fish is poison. 

I digress.
Back to Seafair Haven. For people 

not sleeping aboard there is camping 
a short walk away. The dinghy cruisers 
amongst us visit with curiosity. How 
do you  transport your tents? Did you 
make it yourself? How do you secure 
it to the ground overnight? What 
happens if there is an earthquake 
or landslide? And of course most 

cups of tea, lent me his head torch, 
explained tide timetables and taught 
me a clove hitch which was instantly 
forgotten. Lethonodis (not a word, 
but definitely should be). Bill didn't 
sleep aboard, but arrived ridiculously 
early each day to tend to his boat. 
Staggered by the idea that anyone 
would get up at any time but the very 
last possible minute, I had to stop 
myself making the trite comment of 
‘Did you wet the bed then?’ luckily 
I felt I didn't know him well enough 
for such witty banter. Bill was one 
of those people with a seagoing 
background who just loves being 

—————————————
(left) Lawrenny Quay and 
Pontoon.
Oranges on the pontoon, 
(bottom left)
—————————————

•  A Seafair Haven 2018  flaglette to proudly attach to 
the rigging. 

Each night we were moored on the pontoon 
belonging to the very hospitable Lawrenny Pub which 
provided tea, coffee, beer, breakfast, breakfast beer 
(sometimes), phone charging and porta showers. There 
was an excellent slipway and ample parking near the 
pub. This enabled me to set up my car canteen where, 
in the evening, I could eat my fish-shaped biscuits, whole 
lumps of cheese and peanut butter scooped out of the 
jar on my fingers. Joyous. 

Not many people were sleeping aboard but I had two 
other pontoon buddies. Now I am prone to lethologica, 
(yes, that is the correct word for forgetting names, 
so get me!) but luckily I shared my pontoon with Phil 
and Bill, phew, lethologica solved.  Phil made morning 
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importantly, What do you do if you need to go to the 
toilet? Far more conventional to sleep on a boat. And 
this is my first taste, AS SOMEONE WHO NOW SLEEPS ON 
MY vERY OWN BOAT, of pontoon life. Us tented cruisers 
tucked in between larger vessels, we get to share and 
laugh and are  endlessly loquacious as long as the subject 
is boats. 

Finally, at the end of each day we exhaustedly enclose 
ourselves in our cocoons and listen to the sounds of 
owls, shrouds clanking, water lapping, and of course 
the pontoon late-night post-pub pissers who, following 
relieving themselves, oblivious to our presence, go on to 
have agonisingly personal phone conversations in what 
they believe is privacy. It is a relief when they finally all 
retire and deep sleep envelops me. In the morning I am 
woken by conversations between Phil and Bill who have 
also forgotten my presence, I would feel intrusive except 
the conversations are much less personal; like all good 
dinghy cruisers, they mainly talk either about food or 
boats. 

Each morning there was  a briefing outside the pub, 
and the day’s sailing was planned with us. I am a bit 
of a sucker for accents generally, but gosh the  Welsh 
accent !!!! The sing-song voices of women and men have 
the  beguiling attraction of sirens. If Ulysses had gone 
to sea off the British coast there would be a littering of  
wrecks around Wales, sailors having been lured  by these 
sonorous sounds. I feel certain that it is for these voices 
that Eleanor of Aquitaine, one of history’s most powerful 
women, located herself at Pembroke Castle.

I notice I haven't spoken much about the actual sailing. 
Well, welcome to my kind world of dinghy cruising. The 
internet is littered with chronicles of wild and sometimes 
foolhardy sailing challenges. This version of sailing may 
attract lots of hits from couch adventure seekers, but 
my fear is that the predominance of these stories makes 
pastimes such as dinghy cruising  seem unachievable,  
and puts some people off in equal measure. So you 
people, you who love the water, love to be safe, love to be 
near a pub or cafe, love to be able to visit a toilet at least 
twice a day, love both boats and people, my world is also 
for you. In my world of dinghy cruising there are people 
who attend rallies and stay ashore because they simply 

want to share their passion, discussing fantasy boat 
building projects over pints of beer. There are  people 
who have returned to the simplicity of small unassuming 
dinghies in relief, exhausted by the high maintenance of 
their former yachts. There are the sailing beginners, not 
sure how to rig, let alone plan a passage — my world of 
cruising welcomes them. And most of all for the women, 
men and children who feel completely put off by the 
idea of the apparently dangerously daunting world of 
sailing, my dinghy cruising is for you. I am not ashamed 
to say, I have virtually always sailed in company, under 
the guidance of others more experienced than me. My 
boat is neither complex nor expensive, and I do not 
need copious amounts of electronic equipment. I find 
navigation really hard and on this trip didn’t have a chart 
or even a compass but a  photocopied ordnance survey 
map. 

When I dinghy cruise, at every given opportunity I 
moor on a pontoon, use a fixed mooring, or dry out at 
the top of a beach, rather than wrestle with subaqua 
unpredictable topography, or lose sleep in storm-tossed 
coves that seemed so sheltered when you initially 
anchored. In my world of dinghy cruising a pub or cafe 
is never too far. Nothing is too challenging. In my world, 
sailing is exciting but also punctuated with periods 
of being able to take in and absorb the beauty of the 
natural world and enjoy the company of others.

But yes, we did do some wonderful sailing.  Each day 

Oranges snugged up to a Wayfarer on the pontoon 
——————————————————————
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curving snakes of boats made their way in whatever 
weather we were given, to a carefully chosen destination. 
Dinghies, cabin boats, yachts, RIBS, canoes, wooden 
or plastic. Sailing, rowing, under engine, or all three 
simultaneously. Here in the welcome of Seafair Haven 
sailing was for everyone. Did we feel intrepid? Yes. Did 
we feel nervous? Some of us did. Were we in danger? 
No. At the briefings we are shown charts and given 
helpful tips such as the time the tide will turn, where the 
tidal flow may be particularly strong (easy to remember, 
it is always most forceful when there is the possibility 
that you can be in the direct trajectory of some huge 
cruise ship, chain ferry, wreck, chain of rocks or military  
exclusion  zone). Proper experienced sailors  were also  
given lots of proper detail, detail that sometimes began 
to make me feel  panic until one of organisers would turn 
to those of us with limited experience and say words to 
the effect of, ‘Head for the five chimneys and stay out 
of the way of the ferry’. That was my kind of navigation.

And you can’t talk about these boat festivals without 
mentioning the army of volunteers who person the 
quaysides and rescue boats. Thank you to you all, I have 
on occasion used your services, and am always amazed 
at your patience and skill. You manage never to be 
intrusive, but like cormorants and boobies, watchfully 
conduct salty sea checks  at a distance. 

I was also proud of my boat Oranges. On the way back 
from one excursion I was sure I overheard someone in a 
rescue boat saying how well Oranges had done, my heart 
swelled. Now I am not  one to gloat, (whenever someone 
prefaces a sentence with this you know what to expect) 
but… in the evening people complained over a beer to 
me about the Mirror being too fast. Gloat, Gloat, Gloat. 
At the time  I said nothing but sadly I have to confess it 
is not related  to  my abilities as a helm, she  just is fast. 

In my world of dinghy cruising, sometimes lack of wind 
means you need to get a tow, and that is completely fine. 
However one of the many gems of wisdom that Roger 
Barnes has bestowed on me is to be careful of whom 
you accept a tow from. Towing another boat is skilled 

and ideally should be offered by 
someone who understands that 
sailing boats are not designed to 
accelerate full throttle,  with the 
sole purpose of getting from A 
to B as directly as possible. I was 
lucky enough to always have 
a tow from  Keith in the lovely 
Golant Ketch he built himself 
aptly named Daydream. (See 
left & below) 

Keith threw me a suitably 
long line, patiently waited 
while I worked out what to 
secure it to, set off at a gentle 
pace with frequent backward 
glances and lots of thumbs-ups 
carefully checking my progress,.
Occasionally, in order to get the 
benefit of serenity and admire 

the Pembrokshire beauty, he would shut off the engine 
and allow a pleasant period of slowly drifting. Bliss. 

I really feel I should say more about the actual 
sailing, but what can I say? I put the sails up (now I 
am Intermediate I can do this, but I always find it the 
hardest part). The winds were never too strong, it was 
tidal, I followed everyone else, everyone was incredibly 
welcoming, adults on ferries and sailing school children 
in Toppers waved enthusiastically as we passed, it was 
great. I should have kept a ship's log of where we went 
and then I could have been more informative.

Seafair Haven had not only organised glorious days of 
sailing , but every evening there was entertainment. You 
could opt for a range of eating options from posh yacht 
club meals of lobster, to less posh peanut butter out of 
the jar in the car park of the Lawrenny Pub. I opted for 
the latter, normally the sole user of the car park’s dining 
facilities. One night I was joined by someone quietly 
cogitating in the car parked next to me, extensively 
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enjoying a reefer, being naughty not nautical. After 
my ‘meal’ I could go and stand under the large metal 
‘Welcome To Lawrenny' sign and even get mobile phone 
reception. 

One evening we were treated to an amazing outdoor 
screening of a film based on The Cruise of the Conrad: 
'...a voyage Round the World undertaken and Carried 
out in the Ship Joseph Conrad, 1934, 1935 and 1936.' It 
is a documentary of one of the last merchant tall ships 
carrying grain round Cape Horn. The amazing footage 
captured by Alan villers showed men climbing up masts 
and rigging in wild seas and icy conditions. On this passage 
two crew members were swept overboard. I felt humbled 
in my safe dinghy cruising world 

Another night a man performed poetry. Having 
memorised the entire poem, he recited The Ancient 
Mariner whilst standing on the table, his costume  and 
acting was brilliantly bizarre and he was accompanied 
by a  giant bird made of carpet. Other evenings we were 
entertained with jazz and folk music. I made friends 
with Maxine the singer, and I told her I really liked their 
songs. At one of these convivial  evenings  I also met 
Ginny Harvey, whom I had seen during the days, skilfully 
sailing her Ness Boat ‘Iris Anne’. Although all the male 
dinghy cruisers are lovely and lovable, meeting other like-
minded female dinghy cruisers is particularly special for 
me. I would like to think that gender doesn't matter, but, 
you know, sometimes I just want to hang out with other 
women. The legacy of Seafair Haven is that we are still 
great friends and continue to sail together. 

So this was my SLEEP ABOARD MY OWN BOAT IN MY 
vERY OWN TENT inauguration. I felt like a proper DCA 
member now, even if I was moored to a pontoon every 
night and sailed each day in a heatwave of glorious 
weather and moderate winds.  

My pop-up tent worked well despite having thrown 
everything together in a last minute rush, and being short 
on most essential items including food, spare clothing, 
towel and hairbrush. As time passed my personal care 
became neglected. With no Mirror mirror my deteriorating 
appearance was enhanced by the erratic pub showers 
which meant occasionally water ran out in mid hair wash, 
leaving me with no means of removing the soap. I just 

dried it with my sleeping bag liner and left 
it unbrushed, in the morning it was forming 
one giant pelican’s nest. But what did I care, 
as long as everyone else looked clean and 
well cared for, I felt very civilised. 

Sadly I couldn't stay for the full week as I 
had to leave on Tuesday night due to work 
commitments. Completely gutted, I spent 
all day at work on Wednesday imagining 
where the Seafair sailors had got to.

When I left Lawrenny,  I enthusiastically 
told the organisers I would be back next 
year. They dryly commented back, ‘You will 
be on your own.'

There was a pause as I wondered if I had 
done something terribly offensive.

‘It is a biennial event’, they beamed.
 Thank you Seafair Haven. MD

 ———————————————————————

Programme of Events, SEAFAir HAVEN 2018
(an abridged list of the full programme offered in 2018)
Sat 23rd June: 
Lawrenny Regatta with vintage RNLI vessels in 
attendance. Saint City Jazz Band at Lawrenny Arms 
summer afternoon and evening sessions. 1.5-hour Tall 
Ship Cruises from Hobbs Point. Roly Parks Memorial 
Row and Social at Llanion Cove.
Sun 24th June: 
Pembroke Haven Yacht Club Upriver Race. Welcome to 
Seafair BBQ. Fun Raft Race at Llanion Cove. 
mon 25th June: 
Pembroke River Run Hosted by West Wales Maritime 
Heritage Trust. Pembroke — Castle Pool, departing to 
return at 1630. Evening recital of Coleridge’s epic poem 
The Ancient Mariner at Lawrenny Arms
Tues 26th June: 
Free Sail
Wed 27th June: 
Angle to Point House. Early briefing and depart to sail to 
Angle Point House for lunch at low water. Evening music 
entertainment at Lawrenny Arms
Thur 28th June: 
Carew River Run
Fri 29th June:
Late Lunch followed by sail to Carew Castle for smaller 
draught vessels. Evening, Welsh Choir — well-loved 
regular feature of Seafair Haven — at the Lawrenny 
Arms. 
Cresswell River Run. Early afternoon rally of fleets at 
Lawrenny to head to Cresswell Quay. Welsh Sea Rowers 
Association's Celtic Gathering begins from Llanion Cove. 
Party at Lawrenny Arms with  live music from RAZORBILL   
from 9pm till late
Sat 30th June: 
PARADE OF SAIL. All fleets gather at 12:30pm below 
Cleddau Bridge for Parade of Sail
Sun 1st July: 
Welsh Sea Rowers Milford Club Race
———————————————————————
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R ED ADMIRAL TELLS THE STORY OF AN ARTIST and 
his circumnavigation of Cornwall in a Mirror Dinghy 
named Epic. David Weston did not set out with the 

intention of making this long voyage. His plan was just 
to sail on summer breezes, sketching and painting in the 
warmth of the sun and spending his nights under the stars 
and then to publish a book of the beautiful paintings he 
had made while gently wafting up and down some lovely 
Cornish and Devon rivers.

In reality, not only was the enjoyment of the beautiful 
remote and silent creeks ‘paid for’ with bizarre and 
sometimes frightening experiences, he also got a bit 
carried away. Having sailed down the Tamar he decided 
to carry on westward for a while. Then to Truro. And then 
on to Sennen Cove. And then on to St Ives. And then up 
the North Cornish coast. Finally he returned with Epic 
to Morwellham Quay on the Tamar from where he had 
started. You will have to read the book to find out exactly 
how all of this was achieved, especially the last section 
which involved bicycle wheels and then a lot of bumping 
into rocks.

The trip was completed in sections over a 
number of years. When enough fun had been 
had, a return to work was necessary, or bad 
weather settled in, David stored Epic somewhere 
or took her home and returned later that year, or 
the next, to carry on. 

David does things his own way. He took with 
him neither tent nor cooking gear. To reduce the 

risk of a capsize, which would have spoilt his sketches and 
paintings, he replaced the mainsail with a second jib (from 
a scrapped Beaufort dinghy). This he rigged as a small, 
blue, loose-footed main he could furl by wrapping it round 
the mast. A lot of the voyage was made rowing with two 
oars that were not a matching pair.

Impatient people might find David’s writing style a touch 
whimsical here and there. But this impatient person thinks 
it is a wonderful account of a unique small boat voyage. 
And the watercolours that accompany the text are lovely.

The Epic voyage first appeared as three separate books, 
Tamar to Truro, Epic Onwards and Epic Over and Out, 
printed in 1992, 1995 and 1998 as the voyage took shape. 
They are quite large books measuring 9 inches by 10 inches 
tall (with more than twenty reproduction watercolour 
prints in each volume). Two books are still available new 
and all may be found secondhand. 

Red Admiral, published in 2007, combines all three Epic 
tales with David’s interesting autobiography, which tells 
how he came to live, work and run a gallery in Mevagissey, 
Cornwall. The book measures 6 inches by 8 ½ inches tall 
and contains 33 smaller colour pictures. 

Keep an eye out for the next Epic book. This will be ‘Epic 
on the Thames, Atlantic to North Sea via the Cotswolds’. 
The voyage has been made, the text written and all the 
illustrations completed. It is hoped the book will be 
available towards the end of this year. BJ

 — To find out more about David Weston, his work and 
his sailing you should visit:

                         https://www.davidwestongallery.co.uk

Sailing and Painting around the    
Coast of Cornwall

      Introduced by Ben Jones

(Above) Self-portrait: David rowing Epic. (Below) the Epic 
voyage as it first appeared, in three big handsome books
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(Porthgwarra to St Ives)
From the final chapter of Epic Onwards 
                                     by David Weston

FROM PORTHGWARRA PHONE BOx I rang Falmouth 
Coastguard, informing them of my proposed 

destination. They wished to know what safety equipment 
I was taking. It was a serious business.

'Distress flare, fog-horn, compass, life-jacket, warm 
jumper and waterproof,' I replied.

'Contact us when you reach Sennen Cove.'
'I will.' An adrenalined auto-pilot answered.
'Good luck.' A cool, professional voice ended the 

communication.
At launch minus ninety minutes I left the phone box. 

Les brought his boat back in. Eric helped him winch it 
up the slip. I watched and chatted then wandered up to 
the shed/cafe with the winch-man/harbourmaster who 
changed roles and opened early. After teas Eric inscribed 
his children's adventure book for me. I was pleased to 
receive the gift —rich with happy-ever-afters, it was an 
ideal talisman. To sustain me on my journey he insisted 
I take a pasty. The pasty was large, pale, heavy and most 
welcome for I was low on victuals. Later he helped carry 
Epic down onto the sand. I decided to take a photograph 
of Epic with the master-of-trades on the slip behind. I 
safely made my way over the rocks on the left side of 
the inlet. Returning, I managed to fill both Wellingtons 
with sea. Wet feet did not turn to cold. The countdown 
continued. Kindness shown that day ensured a relatively 
relaxed period with little butterfly activity.

The time arrived. I eased Epic into the water and 
boarded in the lunging sort of way that keeps her upright. 
Hurriedly locating the oars in the rowlocks I took the skin 

off the middle joint of the little finger on my left hand. 
That would not have mattered normally but the little 
wound caught my jeans as I rowed and in a few strokes 
had streaked them with blood. Man-eating sharks, or 
sharks eating men, are almost unknown that close to 
land. A happy state, helped no doubt by the rarity of 
blood-stained offerings. The launch was far from perfect 
but I was half an hour ahead of schedule.

The seal raised his large head and saw me off—
wishing me the best of riddance no doubt. He was close 

enough to be photographed but as I pressed 
the button he sank. (The whiskery white tuft 
is difficult to spot in my picture.) A hundred 
yards out I stopped to take stock. Epic rose 
soothingly over the slight swells. I squeaked 
off my Wellingtons, wrung out my socks and 
placed them on the stern seat to dry. From 
the lidded ice-cream box I took my new Swiss 
Army knife and cut a square of Elastoplast—
to protect my little digit. It seemed fitting 
that the tool sporting a red cross logo should 
be first used for such a purpose. With teeth 
and both hands occupied and the sharp 
blade in intimate proximity with my nose, 
I watched the heavier, more streamlined 

The End and Beyond with the Great White

page 39
Porthgwarra, by David Weston

_____________________________________

'Relieved that I had noticed the slipway 
— a lighter scar in the granite — I headed 
into the last refuge.'

'The following day I rowed Epic out, 
turned right, and was swept along to 
Land's End.'
_____________________________________

Porthgwarra beach



starboard oar slip silently overboard. It was reassuring 
to see the fail¬safe system at work. From the trainer 
lace that held the rowlock to the cleats the long boot-
lace was attached, and to that, the oar was tied with a 
quick-release half bow. The wayward oar was tethered. 
Had Eric and Les been watching through binoculars 
they may have doubted my suitability for the job in 
hand. I retrieved the oar. Over wet jeans I pulled wet 
wellies—protection against sun-burn. (I obviously had 
no intention of swimming any great distance. Setting my 
feet in concrete blocks would also have shielded my feet 
from the sun.)

Porthgwarra seemed very familiar as I rowed away, 
particularly down-town where few others, I imagine, 
have slept. The low rocky cliffs on the right of the Cove 
stretch south for two or three hundred yards, ending at 
Hella Point—providing protection from the west. Over 
the end of the outcrop rolled breaking waves. There was 
less swell and white water the previous day. I gave the 
Point a wide berth and rowed into the Atlantic Ocean.

A somewhat confused sea greeted me. Had I not taken 
my early morning stroll it would have been a more than 
somewhat confused mariner rowing out beneath the 
twitchers' gaze. Just a few hundred yards out from the 
cliffs I was spared the sight of the churning confusion. 
My eye-level being only thirty inches above the surface 
meant I viewed only the waves in contact with the cliffs. 
The roar of the scouring swells was to accompany me 
for some time. At first the sea surface was smooth with 
small rounded waves going my way—what I would have 
expected after two windless days. I headed towards the 
mist.

In what seemed no time, the sea behind me was 
empty. I was rounding Gwennap Head, I thought. 
Looking astern I was perplexed to notice a string of low 
lying rocks gradually rise up to form the one hundred 
and fifty foot high Logan Rock promontory. The swells 
were so long that I did not realize Epic was taking an 
imperceptible switchback ride.

I rowed out further intending to continue half a mile 
or so off the indented coastline. With the help of the tide 
I made good progress but was soon a mile out. I angled 
back in towards the barely visible Armed Knight—a 

rugged formation about a hundred and fifty yards long 
and standing that distance offshore. The defiant islet in 
what is usually a most inhospitable location for any type 
of shipping was just a mile and a half away. I knew it 
well—in two dimensions. It was depicted on the cover 
of the Land's End OS map, portrayed clearly on a blue 
sea but without the misty mystery I encountered. I had 
fantasized about taking Epic through the gap.

Ahead and behind, headlands receded and were 
swallowed by the fog. I passed through an area of short, 
sharp, non-breaking little waves that caused a bumpy 
ride for a while—perhaps Epic was passing through 
shallower water. At about 10:30 I sighted white water 
breaking on the Longships' Reef. The lighthouse, well 
over a hundred feet tall, remained obscured till I was 
nearly abeam. After thousands of miles of free reign the 
ocean's progress had been obstructed. Growing swells 
stampeded, forming huge waves that broke on the low 
reef barrier. I could detect three or four breaking waves 
in a half mile long line. A two hundred yard wide block of 
surf to the left, as high as the tower, hung for a moment 
then faded.

Passing between the Armed Knight and the mainland 
was no longer on my agenda. I could barely distinguish 
the slightly darker form of the off-lying island. My earlier 
view from the cliffs was encouragement enough to keep 
me equidistant between the Longships Reef and the 
dangerous confusion that lay close in. I had reached the 
end of Cornwall.

Gwennap Head

The Armed Knight

Longships Reef and Lighthouse
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In a charged state of euphoria, I wrote in shaky hand:

 

(10.48 ROAR of Longships huge rollers!! Continuous 
ROAR 10.52 Lands End.)

Half an hour later I turned right and Epic brushed 
through bands of foam. On diminishing swells I rowed 
through The Tribbens — a two hundred yards wide 
channel formed by the Cowloe rocks. Heavy waves 
crashed over the offshore barrier that gave protection 
to Sennen Cove's open harbour. I became aware of 
an odd and somewhat disconcerting phenomenon —
the ocean's flow backed up behind the Cowloe and 
remained at a higher level. It seemed it must roll on 
like a tidal-wave. It did not—those thousands of tons of 
water remained, seemingly defying gravity.

To seaward the mist drew back. Sunshine and blue 
sky appeared as if on cue. Perfect choreography — the 
last reel was nearly run. The roaring sounds of the sea 
faded as I approached the seaweed-draped low-lying 
foreshore. It stretched further than usual due to an 
exceptionally low tide. There was still over an hour till 
low water and the fingerings of weed and rocks would 
stretch a little further seaward and enclose more of the 
shallow lagoon at the end of the new lifeboat slipway. 
After a final pull on the oars I crouched in the stern and 
Epic, bow up, glided over the clear shallow water on to 
the smooth concrete slip.

It was over. I was safe, and floated in a heightened 
happy state, bursting with relief. I had programmed into 

a world where taking the tide to Sennen was admissible 
— where thoughts of anything but a routine boat trip 
was not. My self-appointed taskmaster had resided 
long enough. He slipped from my shoulders as I stepped 
ashore at journey's end.

Sennen Cove was quiet. A few people sat at the top 
of the beach by a fleet of hauled out boats —some 
distance away. A solitary child was building castles. Was 
it St Michael's he conjured from the sand? If so, I hope 
he had a paper flag that would fly from the top turret —
with or without the wind.

The Sennen lifeboat was moored a couple of hundred 
yards offshore — so I hoped not to have to move the 
dinghy in a hurry. I strode up the slip and found the 
winch gear being overhauled inside the lifeboat station 
— I was free to phone and take refreshment. After 
informing Falmouth Coastguard of my safe arrival I 
ordered tea and sat at a table across the road from 
the café, next to the lifeboat station — it was almost 
continental. Holiday-makers sat at other tables. I felt 
on holiday too and removed my Wellingtons to flex my 
white feet in the sunshine. My damp jeans and shirt, 
that retained the perspiration of my endeavours, dried 
in the glorious sunshine. I had luxuriated in my freedom 
for just half an hour when I found myself in conversation 
with a fisherman.

'Is a passage to St Ives possible in a small rowing 
boat?' I asked, wondering whether a future North Coast 
adventure was on the cards. At that moment I had no 
intention of continuing the voyage.

'Nearly five hours of favourable tide left ...'
Being a spring tide with one of the greatest ranges of 

the year, it was therefore one of the swiftest. Less than 
twenty miles —four miles per hour, less two, courtesy 
of the tide—no problem. I strode back down the slip 
at 12:20 to pop round to St Ives. It was unrealistic to 

______________________________________________
'It was a great relief to reach that peaceful retreat 

after rounding Land's End.'
______________________________________________

Sennen Cove, by David Weston

      Swell on Cowloe Rocks, and in The Tribbens between
      ______________________________________________



expect to row to St Ives in five hours. It was not the most 
sensible decision I had ever made. In mitigation I can say 
time was of the essence. My hurried foolishness allowed 
no time for what-ifs or a call to the coastguard. I confess 
to complete irresponsibility.

During my fifty minutes’ stay at Sennen Cove I did not 
stray far from the lifeboat station. That remote haven 
deserves better.

A few yards out to sea, while re-adrenaling, I swapped 
wellies for flip-flops, tied on my life-jacket and pulled 
the cord of my floppy white hat under my chin. Aire 
Point, a mile away at the far side of Whitesand Bay was 
obscured by mist—a warning, but I was already blinded 
by adventure. Leaving the great expanse of light sand 
that swept into the mist a respectful few hundred yards 
to starboard, I made haste. Large rounded swells that 
were soon to break on the beach passed under Epic. The 
squealed delight of hardy bathers, shepherded into a 
safe zone by life-guards, reached me above the sound of 
breaking surf as I headed quickly north.  DW

Preparations
To make sleeping on board more comfortable I cut 

a hinged section from the plywood floor of a defunct 
rubber dinghy. This fitted between the fore-deck and 
thwart (seat). One of my lidded plastic buckets I replaced 
with a bright red, oblong, double-skinned picnic box. I 
hoped the insulated container would relegate melted 
Mars bars to sticky memories. The red box, together with 
the dagger-board and my new folding section, formed a 
relatively flat sleeping area.

An indispensable item worth almost its weight in 
gold was half a battered polystyrene surfboard. I hoped 
not to need the flotation properties of my ultra-light, 
waterproof thermal-cushion / life buoy. Before it was 
added to the inventory I experienced unpleasant hours 
sitting on the dinghy’s floor causing a low point where 
even the merest trickle of water was sufficient to soak 
my jeans.

'Not the most sensible decision I had ever made' is at first 
sight a fair verdict on David's impulse to set out immediately 
and cover the remaining 20 miles or so to St Ives, and so 
bring to an end this second section of his Cornish Odyssey. 
Five miles on from Sennen he encountered the twin islets 
The Brisons and then Cape Cornwall; they forced a diversion 
out to sea to avoid breaking waves. After 'losing sight of 
Cornwall' for a while, he came abreast of Pendeen Watch 
and the treacherous, low-lying Three Stone Oar rocks. 

Soon after this he began to run fast before the wind, 'a 
frantic race for safety'. Tide and oar had been delivering 
5mph, and now the goose-winged sails augmented his 
progress, so presently Gurnard Head was only two miles 
away. 'Four inlets further on I passed by Pendour Cove to 
the west of Zennor Head.' 

After that, the Carracks, a big low-lying rock covered 
with surf that marked the four-fifths stage of this leg. 

'I reeled in the remaining headlands and then, AND 
THEN, from behind Clodgey Point slid The Island — St Ives 
Head. Like no man, it is not an island... That moment was 
the high point of highs... Yes, yes, yes.'  —Ed
_________________________________________________

(Left) St Ives: 'I rowed into the harbour and tied up 
halfway along the Lighthouse Quay.'
______________________________________________

The two jib system — dispensing with the gaff and 
boom for safety’s sake — I used again. Another jib 
of similar size to the original was required, to use as 
a mainsail. Towards the end of the previous trip I was 
without a second sail and paid a high price. After being 
unsuccessful in my quest to obtain a twin sail, having 
visited several dealers in second-hand nautical bits, I 
eventually purchased a specimen that had been parted 
from a Bosun dinghy. It was blue, in fair condition but 
was three feet too long. I cut the luff wire towards the 
top of the sail and secured it round a cringle. (A cringle 
is an eye at the edge of a sail. I do not mean the painted 
eyes, often of South Seas origin — talismans to see 
the sailor safely home. Here I refer to the eye formed 
from a thimble or grommet. A thimble is like a cringle 
with no hole in it, except in nautical terms when it is a 
grommet. A grommet is a cringle, and there you have it.) 
After trimming away the excess material and folding and 
taping the cut edge I had produced something unique 
—a veritable vivienne Westwood.

From the ground sheet of a torn two-man tent that 
had belonged to my ten year-old Edward, I fashioned a 
rudimentary detachable shelter. After two wet summers 
I thought a cover would be a useful addition. The opening 
end was fastened to the mast and the sides were fixed 
under the gunwales with loops on to small round-headed 
screws. Large knots in the heavy blue material held the 
stern corners in place. Not exactly chic —another touch 
of the viviennes, and clashing somewhat with the Blue 
Bosun. The aft end of this lash-up was raised by a halyard 
to provide a limited crouching area. The smallness of the 
enclosure was of no consequence for I intended doing 
very little crouching. Epic was ready. David Weston
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Octavia's Lament, by Hilary Platten
Has he forgotten that I'm a boat? 
That I was built to be afloat? 
The Tamar, Fal, the Fowey, too — 
Just memories now. What's wrong with you? 

My hull's been painted, stem to stern: 
Yes, I look good! Why won't he learn 
That I need water chuckling by? 
No, I still sit here, high and dry. 

My varnish gleams, my brightwork's bright, 
My sails' still furled: this can't be right. 
My mast's not stepped, my sheets all wound 
In snake-like fashion, round and round... 

Are winds too light? Are gusts too strong? 
Or is it just that tides are wrong? 
I've heard it said you've had sunshine, 
But that's in your world, not in mine. 

I'm shut away at social distance, 
All alone at your insistence. 
We've always liked the Tamar valley; 
Perhaps, quite soon, there'll be a rally, 

With friendly breeze and clement weather, 
And DCA folk, all together. 
With sails filled and rudder steady, 
And Thermos flask with coffee ready, 

I'll keep you safe; I'll do your bidding, 
So Skipper, when Covid lets us sail, 
                                                ...I'M WILLING! (Below) OCTAVIA

See David Platten's article on page 58 
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P ICTURE IT. THE YEAR IS 1966, and small boat adventuring has 
entered the dreams of the United Kingdom and seized its 
collective imagination. In 1960 the first OSTAR, a singlehanded 

transatlantic race dreamt up in 1956 by Blondie Hasler — the 
original Cockleshell Hero — was won by Francis Chichester. He 
later circumnavigated the globe around the great Capes between 
August 27th 1966 and May 28th 1967, stopping only in Sydney, and 
breaking a couple of world records along the way. Peter Clutterbuck 
was in Sydney at the time and was in the crowd that waved off 
Chichester on his second leg, to England via Cape Horn. The Queen 
knighted Sir Francis with the sword her predecessor Elizabeth I had 
used to ennoble Sir Francis Drake on April 4th, 1581. His citation 
read: ' ...for individual achievement and sustained endeavour in 
the navigation and seamanship of small craft,' words that could 
also be applied to others, men and women, who trailblazed their 
way across seas and oceans and from land to land during this time, 
often in 'unsuitable' vessels. Eric Tabarly took the OSTAR in 1964, as 
did Alain Colas two races later, which infected France with a similar 
enthusiasm for short-handed sailing. 

Frank Dye, an early member of the DCA, sailed Wayfarer #48 
from Scotland to Iceland in 1963, then in July the following year he 
and Bill Brockbank took Wanderer from Scotland to Norway via the 
Faroes, barely surviving a F9 gale, several knock-downs and major 
gear damage en route — but also succeeding in making a movie of 
it for Shell UK, which they ironically named Summer Cruise; it has 
been a cult sailing classic ever since. 

In the summer of 1965 Robert Manry sailed solo over from 
America in the 13ft lake sailer Tinkerbelle to be greeted with a 
tumultuous welcome, the scale of which can only be appreciated 
by seeing the documentary film Manry At Sea by Steve Wystrach. 

The ongoing furore was not confined to sailing boats: in 1966 
John Ridgeway and Chay (Charles) Blyth were the second crew to 
row the Atlantic after George Harbo and Frank Samuelsen (1896), 
in the 20ft open dory English Rose III, so prompting a sequence of 
modern ocean rowing adventures that played out for the rest of 
the 20th century and beyond. 

Peter Clutterbuck would have been ten years old when this 
era of romantic seafaring started, but from the beginning he felt, 
'...a thirst for adventure combined with insatiable curiosity,' that 
would eventually lead to his becoming one of the band of intrepid 
seafarers himself. He was slim, athletic and fair-haired, which he 
put down to viking ancestors who settled in the Outer Hebrides: 
'Maybe there was salt in the family's blood.'

In 1964 Richard Clutterbuck, Peter's father, bought Wayfarer 
#265 for £250. It had been in Crab Searle's Emsworth Sailing School 
fleet. Searle wrote the paperback Pan Book of Sailing that was for 
some time a significant 'bible' for dinghy aspirants. 

Paperback: 208 pages
Publisher: Adlard Coles Nautical (11 Jan. 2018)
ISBN-10: 1472945719
ISBN-13: 978-1472945716
Product Dimensions: 15.8 x 1.7 x 23.7 cm
Price: £11.99; RRP £14.99 & $22.00
Available as a KIndle Edition (£8.77) and as an 
audio book: Audible (£9.18)

An Introduction to the Book, the Author and 
his Early Adventures, 
                                         by Keith Muscott

The Sea Takes No Prisoners 
Offshore Voyages in an Open Dinghy
by Peter Clutterbuck, ex-DCA

Frank Dye holds the Viking Longship Trophy, a gift 
from Norway that he passed on to UKWA to be 
given as an award for each year's best Wayfarer 
cruising log — and then became its first winner. It 
had been awarded to Peter Clutterbuck twice by 
the time he was 18 years old

© Eastern News
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His dinghy adventures were now an escape from 
British boarding school life, especially so when he found 
a new crew, George Greenwood, who was a fearless 
member of the school football team and equally bold 
on the water, with extensive dinghy experience and time 
spent on ocean racers to his credit. 

The two 15 year-olds built a strong sailing partnership 
as they cruised the South Coast from the Hamble, honing 
their heavy weather skills in all conditions. By now Peter 
was aiming for no less than adventure on the high seas. 
He visited Frank and Margaret Dye before 1966 was out, 
after writing to Frank for his advice on fitting out Calypso, 
as she was now called, for offshore cruising.

After two outings with George Greenwood the 
opportunity for a proper cruise came and they launched 
Calypso and sailed west from Hamble to Keyhaven. The 
next day they passed through a lumpy Needles Channel 
and crossed the wide bay to Poole Harbour. Peter was 
anxious about St Alban's Ledge, Peverell Ledge and 
returning to Chichester Bar later, too.  This proved to be 
prescient, as it was not long before they were battling 
with a heavy wind-against-tide seastate between 
Handfast Point and St Alban's Head just off Swanage. 
They took the Wayfarer to its limits, with seven rolls in 
the main and flying a small jib, the boat '...being thrown 
bodily sideways in a smother of foam by breaking 
crests...' 

The ex-sailing school dinghy started to suffer gear 
failure. The boys gave up their plan to sail to Weymouth 

45

Father and son studied 
Frank Dye's Wayfarer 
escapades in the North 
Sea, and Richard, to his 
credit, was convinced 
that this plywood 
16-footer would be 
just right for his son 
to gain sailing skills, 
plan expeditions and 
learn how to survive 
the elements. Peter 
sailed it in Chichester 
Harbour with his father 
and sometimes with 
boys and girls from 
the sailing school. The 
Norfolk Broads came 
next. He experimented 
with tent and camping 
arrangements in the 
boat on its trailer during 
cold winter nights, 

sleeping on an inflatable mattress and finding ice on the 
cockpit sole in the mornings. Later on he bought a one-
piece oilskin waterproof specifically for wearing while 
offwatch and sleeping under way in bad weather. This 
was tested lengthily under a cold shower and he was 
satisfied to note that his school uniform and especially 
his tie were still bone dry when he removed it.

When Peter enlisted a coeval schoolfriend, Patrick 
McCartney, to stand in for his father, he became the 
skipper of W265 at the age of fourteen and his skills and 
experience built more quickly. Later that year he visited 
Plockton on the West Coast of Scotland with Richard and 
brother Robin. His education continued apace there with 
racing in the bay and local cruising in the loch. 

————————————————————————
(Upper left) W265 on Oulton Broad 

(Left) W265 Calypso (blue sail) racing in Loch Carron, 
off Plockton

Group Captain 'Crab' 
Searl, ex-WWII fighter 
pilot and founder of 
Emsworth Sailing School: 
'Since the war every 
suitable creek, river, lake 
and gravel-pit blossoms 
with sails from early 
spring to late autumn. I 
address my book to all of 
you who so far have only 
stood and watched...'

George Greenwood prepares the catch of the day
_________________________________________________

_________________________________________________



in the continuing bad weather, and turned for the Solent. 
A bolt in the rudder assembly failed and the cheeks 
split apart, so they streamed a drogue, removed it, and 
effected a jury repair with their tool kit and a G-cramp. 
Then:

'At 16.40 we saw a mast about two cables away on 
starboard tack, so altered course and soon noticed 
that it belonged to a large keelboat lying a-hull. George 
streamed the drogue and we lay fifty yards to leeward 
of them to ask if they wanted assistance, but it proved 
almost impossible to communicate with them. They 
had broken a mainsheet block and we offered to launch 
a distress signal for them, then waited near them until 
they gave us the thumbs-up. Later we saw them hoist 
a very deep-reefed mainsail and head for the Needles 
after us.'  

A pretty impressive performance by two novice 
cruising sailors, I think you'll agree.

Peter published an account of this trip in the Bulletin 
as Part I of a cruise. He was awarded the Naylor Noggin 
for it alone. It was his second submission to the DCA 
Bulletin, though still only 16 and in his first year as a 
member. Right after his return, '...I wrote an article 
on emergency tactics, feeling very honoured as a 
sixteen year-old.' (Read it in DCA Bulletin Autumn #32: 
'Theoretical Emergency Tactics')

The article sprang from what he had learned from 
practical experience so far, despite the title, but it was 
followed in the next DCA bulletin, #33, by a critique from 
Eric Coleman as a letter to the Editor (EC held no official 
post in the Association at the time). Joan Abrams chose 
to place it right after Calypso's 1966 Cruise, Part I, which 
had 'Winner of the Naylor Noggin' printed under the 
title. Let's just say it was unfortunate positioning. One 
of Coleman's thrusts was a thinly disguised criticism of 
the Wayfarer as a cruising boat, especially as it was a 
popular racer, and he said that Peter should have beefed 
up the boat's fittings to avoid the storm damage it had 
sustained. In his opinion, if Peter and George wanted 
to race as well as cruise, well, they should accept the 
extra weight when racing and perhaps counter it by 
'...a vitamin pill instead of breakfast and surreptitiously 
filling the buoyancy bags with hydrogen...'. Coleman's 
criticism and bad jokes were ill-judged, as the two boys 
had shown a high degree of seamanship in jury-rigging 
their rudder and making port without assistance, and 
coping throughout with sea conditions that had disabled 
a bigger boat — which they had offered to help.

Part II of the cruise also makes gripping reading, this 
time with another tough young crewman, Johno Stokes. 
vivid details tell the reader that the author is becoming 
a tough and unflappable sailor:

'(The rudder) ...felt a little loose, so I tightened up the 
bolts underwater at 6 knots...'

'As we planed up the Solent in the dark with spinnaker 
up we lost the jib pole overboard, never to see it again.'

'We arrived back at Hamble at 23.00 after some hair-
raising escapades with dense shipping. They could not 
see us, and we often had to alter course to avoid being 
run down.'

You should read Paul Constantine's synopsis of 
both parts in the pdf collection, The Naylor Noggin: A 
Celebration of the Years of Dinghy Cruising Accounts, 
Cruise Number 6 (download it from our Website), or find 
the original full log in DCA Bulletin #33, starting on p.5. 

Or of course you could buy this book.
Eric Coleman also criticised Peter for saying that 

oars would not have helped them to windward in the 
gale, and he compared Calypso's crew unfavourably 
with ocean rowers John Ridgeway and Chay Blyth, who 
allegedly rowed against a F5 headwind and held their 
course to avoid a lee shore. Coleman said, 'English Rose 
III weighed a ton and had more windage than a Wayfarer 
with its mast down...'  in which posture the Wayfarer 
would have been impossible to row in a sea and a strong 
breeze, of course. And we should not forget that English 
Rose III was crewed by a captain and a sergeant of the 
Parachute Regiment — whom both boys met much later, 
strangely, independently of each other. 

However, it was a seemingly contrite Peter  
Clutterbuck who wrote a letter to the Editor afterwards 
(Bulletin #38,1967). In it he admits that he is fighting a 
losing battle with entrenched DCA opinion about oars, 
and a natural fear of a lee shore has made him consider 
where to store a pair on board for the future. And then 
he adds a quiet sting in the tail that suggests a newly 
confident and mature correspondent: any fittings that 
had failed during the cruise were on the boat when it 
was bought, and nothing they had replaced had given 
way; and he preferred to be well prepared for breakages 
before they happened rather than try to replace every 
item on board. Then the coup de grâce: 'Fittings are 
strained considerably more when racing than when 
cruising, and I do believe that standard racing fittings are 
strong enough, provided that one is prepared to pay for 
good quality.'

In between the two sea passages Peter had joined the 
military crew of a steel-hulled yacht for a race to Spain 
and back. They sailed through two serious gales. At one 
point he had nothing to eat or drink for 36 hours. They 
arrived in Leqeitio in Spain to find that a search was being 
organised as they were two days overdue. While in Spain 
Peter met Eric Tabarly and Adlard Coles. He included 
none of these details in Part II, presumably because they 

English Rose III, mid-Atlantic
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were not relevant to the dinghy cruise. 
After his cruise logs were written the UK Wayfarer 

Association asked Peter to forward them for inspection 
and soon he learned that he had been awarded the 
famous Frank Dye viking Longship Trophy for the best 
log of a cruise undertaken in a Wayfarer that year. I 
know of no other dinghy cruising debut as astoundingly 
successful as Peter's was in 1966-7, a judgement officially 
stamped by his receiving both the Noggin and the viking 
Longship Trophy, and coverage in a top sailing magazine. 

The last contribution he made to the DCA Bulletin was 
the log of Calypso's 1967 cruise, hastily written on his 
return to the UK after working through his gap year in 
Australia before university. It appeared in the Bulletin in 
summer 1968. They say that life is what happens while 
you're making other plans, but in fact it was Peter's 
larger plans that seemingly led him away from the DCA.

In October 1967 he entered Cambridge to read 
Engineering. In 1968, after largely rebuilding Calypso, 
he sailed her across the Channel from Hamble, then 
to Marseille via Bordeaux and Toulouse. The previous 
owner of Calypso, Crab Searle, remonstrated with him 
before he left in that June, for planning to cross the 
Channel in an unsuitable boat — but he didn't know the 
other 90% of the full plan. Peter had always entertained 
big seafaring dreams, and now they became reality, 
often with his new crew, Barry Hunt-Taylor. 

His working life took him around the world and his 
sailing kept in step, undertaken off the coasts of all 
seven continents, and taking him across the Pacific 
and the Atlantic in racing yachts. He competed in the 
43ft trimaran Spirit of England with Brian Thompson 
in the 1990s, attaining fifteen wins and setting four 
international race records. He became a professional 
yachtsman, a US Coast Guard licensed captain and a 
sailing instructor. Despite all this, Peter's book maintains 
a powerful focus on dinghy cruising and it is packed 
with useful information, tips and suggestions, from boat 
stowage to equipment lists, to sailing with children, 
which makes it a must to be placed with Roger's and 
Paul's books in our Members' Advertisements section. 
The last word belongs to the subject of the story:

'...one of the reasons I got selected for my first oil 
industry job was that the interview team felt that the 
dinghy voyages proved that I could work in a hostile 
environment. What had started as a teenage adventure 
led to many opportunities.'

Peter still sails Calypso from Hayling Island Sailing 
Club, and drives a rescue RIB. KM

1968: A month longer than planned in Marseille, alone and 
destitute. Peter wrote it all up for Yachting World and later 
submitted his logs to UKWA — and was awarded the Viking 
Longship Trophy for the second time

2012: Peter Clutterbuck with Barry Hunt-Taylor, who crewed on 
later long voyages. They are sailing Calypso again after 44 years, 
in Chichester Harbour. 'We agreed that we were lucky not to have 
had a fatal disaster on those earlier adventures.'

Calypso & the third crewman, Johno Stokes, Lulworth Cove
—————————————————————— ———
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'I'm always delighted to find a book about high 
adventure undertaken with no sponsorship and nothing 
out of the ordinary in way of funds. The Sea Takes 
No Prisoners, recently written and now published by 
Bloomsbury, tells of voyaging in the late 1960s and early 
1970s in a 16ft Wayfarer dinghy.

Peter Clutterbuck is a classic example of the understated 
seaman. When reviewing the book, John Mardal of 
Florida wrote: 'The events described and the hardships 
not described are so extreme as to seem suicidal'.

Clutterbuck’s voyaging takes him to all manner of 
venues in the British Isles as well as such far-flung cruising 
grounds as the Mediterranean and the Baltic. Less famous 
than Frank Dye, Clutterbuck is at least his equal as a 
survivor. 

In this extract, he and his intrepid crew find themselves 
caught out by some shocking conditions in the Bay of 
Biscay. We join them as they set out for what promises to 
be a pleasant leg of their voyage. With only the shipping 
forecast on which to base a passage plan, things turn 
rapidly to the bad, leaving them torn between staying 
at sea to face probable disaster and running onto a lee 
shore where they may yet have a ghost of a chance. What 
follows is seamanship of the highest order.'

                                                                           Tom Cunliffe

(Above) Tom Cunliffe wrote this 
introduction to the article in Yachting World, 
January last year, which Peter Clutterbuck 
mentions in his letter: see Correspondence 
on page 23. The log extract begins in the next 
column.

ON 15 AUGUST WE MANAGED TO SAIL round 
from Port Maria to Port Haliguen, a rough 
passage in the turbulent waters off the 

Quiberon Peninsula. This was the first we saw of the 
Atlantic seas which were to trouble us nearly all the way 
to Bordeaux. The waves kicked Calypso onto the plane, 
and she was often surfing along, throwing up sheets of 
spray from her bouncing bows. She was packed to the 
gunwales with equipment and provisions, so she did 
not lift onto the plane easily. The big waves helped.

When we arrived (at Quiberon), we were dragged 
off to the yacht club, where the champagne flowed 
amongst much cheering and congratulations.

We were later interviewed and photographed by 
the newspaper Ouest France, and they titled their story 
'Deux jeunes Anglais sont venus de Southampton sur ce 
5 metres.'

Our friends in Quiberon then wished us bon voyage 
and we set off on a fast broad reach. We passed Île 
d'Houat and Île d'Hoedic with sails flogging in a squall 
and shortly afterwards had to reef as the wind came 
round on to the beam and freshened. The RDF was 
being temperamental and Peter could not pick up 
the 13.55 forecast. All he heard was that there was a 
hurricane off Spain! This was disturbing, as there were 
a lot of cirrus streaks sweeping across the sky, heralding 
a depression. However, as long as we kept well offshore 

All the gear ready to be packed 
into Calypso, from boat spars, anchor 
and floorboards to charts, cooker 
and water bottles. Plus one-man 
rubber dinghy — and two crewmen. 
The boat still planed in strong winds 
off the top of the big seas they met, 
despite this payload. 

Storm Rolling In
— This was the title used by Yachting World, December / January 2018-19, for their presentation of this incident, 

taken from Peter Clutterbuck's log of his cross-Channel trip in Wayfarer Calypso during the summer of 1968. He 
sailed with Barry Hunt-Taylor as crew, from the Hamble to Perros-Guirec in northern Brittany, then on to Marseille 
with replacement crew Peter Jesson. Calypso was gale-bound for 1½ days in St Peter's Port, Guernsey, on the way. 
In Perros, the first French landfall, everyone knew of le petit bateau rouge within minutes, and they were driven 
in style to a hotel accompanied by a three-man motorcycle escort. Barry had to return home, and out of the 17 
volunteers who answered Peter's ad for crew, only Peter Jesson agreed to join him. Peter's sailing experience had 
been limited to cabin boats on the Broads, but he had 'a cool head' and was 'tough and resilient'. At 21 years of 
age he was somewhat older than the skipper, too. A couple of very testing sea passages followed on the way to 
Quiberon, which went some way to acclimatise him, then they left that stopover and sailed into major trouble. 
What follows here can be found on pages 85-92 of Peter's book—Ed
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we were in no immediate danger. visibility was excellent, 
and the land was below the horizon, so we were well off 
the dreaded Atlantic shore.

Soon there was a large swell running, very long but 
steep and breaking at the crests so that Calypso often 
had to be luffed into them. The spray cover really proved 
its worth, thwarting the progress of the heavier seas as 
they swept over the bows. The increasing swell worried 
us. It was a warning. We were about 20 miles off the 
French coast, getting ready for sailing on through the 
night. But something was ominous, not right.

Peter was normally unflappable, but he looked 
worried. He asked loudly, above the sound of the rising 
wind, 'What do you think’s going to happen?'

'I don't know. There's a big swell running, so there 
must be bad weather coming at us.'

The sky was black to the west, and it looked like a 
huge, menacing squall. This had every aspect of the 
Atlantic in an ugly mood. The shipping forecast was 
imminent, so we hove to. I unstowed our waterproof 
RDF, which we used also for the weather forecasts, and 
tuned in. At 17.58, the forecast started. But I could hear 

nothing but crackling noises. And then, 
when sea area Biscay came up, I could 
make out just one word, 'seven’. That 
meant a force 7 gale, way more than our 
little boat could survive.

I gave the RDF to Peter to re-stow, and 
set the boat back to sailing on a beam 
reach. The black sky was upon us. What 
was going to happen? White foam was 
being blown off the waves as the wind 
picked up to our weather side. Suddenly, 
it hit us like a rugby tackle. We were 
knocked down, and I let the sheets fly 
on both sails. The sails were flogging 
uncontrollably now, and shaking the 
boat violently. I could not luff up, as the 
wind was too strong. I dared not bear 
away, as we would take off like a rocket 
out of control. We could not stay as we 
were — we would be blown over, and we 

could never right the boat in such conditions. Night was 
coming, and if we capsized we would not survive.

‘Down main!’ I yelled.

The halyard had been carefully stowed so that it 
would run out with no delay. This precaution paid off. 
Peter got the sail down and into the boat in seconds. We 
now just had the jib up, but the rising wind still forced us 
over, with water washing into the boat. If the boat filled 
up, we would lose our stability and be rolled over. What 
to do now? We let the jibsheet fly, and it flogged ever 
more violently. It was too rough to risk going onto the 

I put an advert for a crew in a yachting magazine, 
as Barry could only do the initial part, and George 
Greenwood was in Canada, washing dishes at a ski 
resort to pay for his skiing. The crew had to have 
the right experience, and more importantly the right 
personality: tough, stable, dependable and with the 
right combination of courage and fear of the sea. 
Most of my sailing friends were teenagers, and their 
parents forbade them to do anything like this. My 
parents were against it, but did not forbid it, and I 
am eternally grateful to them for allowing me to do 
this wonderful adventure. They saw it as dangerous, 
but good for my development, rather like sending a 
soldier to the trenches.

Visited by a representative of French officialdom at Perros. 
Will Peter find his passport...? 
__________________________________________________

Peter Jesson navigating under way
__________________________________________________



foredeck to take it down. It was either going to shake the 
mast to pieces or tip us over. We were at the mercy of 
the sea. This time, it was merciful, and the wind dropped 
a little. Peter hauled the jibsheet in, and we sailed on. 
But the seas were getting rapidly bigger, and the wind 
was blowing the tops off the waves in sheets of white 
spume. The noise went to a high-pitched shriek. What 
choices did we have?

Sailing on like this, with the waves on our beam, 
would be very dangerous after dark, as we would not 
be able to see them coming, and could be filled up or 
rolled over. Running for shelter was risky, as we would 
be surfing huge waves in the pitch black of a stormy 
night, and closing a lee shore without any shelter, and 
the risk of being wrecked on rocks or reefs. We could try 
to ride it out, lying to our small sea anchor, but this was 
also risky. If the weather got worse, the sea anchor 
would not save us. Also, we would drift onto the 
same lee shore about twelve hours later, without 
being able to choose which bit we wanted to be 
wrecked on. On this 100-mile stretch of coast, there 
was no shelter that we could reach.

‘What do think?' I yelled at Peter.
‘We've got to get to shelter before it gets any 

worse,' he said.
‘But there isn't any shelter,' I reminded both of 

us.
I looked at our chart inside its waterproof case. 

There was an island to our lee:  Île de Noirmoutier. 
It had a bay on the side facing the mainland. But we 
would have to sail past the island, and past many 
rocks, before we could alter course for the bay. We 
would then have to beat into the gale to get into 
the shelter of the island. By then the waves would 
be huge, the night black. A Wayfarer could not 
beat into a force 7, even in flat water. In big seas, 
at night? We could never do it. I looked again to the 
west, where the Atlantic weather was coming from. 
The western horizon was still darkening and the rest 
of the sky becoming uglier every minute. We had to 
get out of this.

It would be dark by the time we were near 
Noirmoutier. The waters between the island and 

the mainland were strewn with rocks and reefs. 
But there was a lighthouse on the lee side of the 
island, and beyond this a beach. If we kept in the 
white sector, we would be clear of the rocks. We 
would have to head up hard on the wind and 
drive into this gale. We had never done anything 
like this before. If we could not, we would be 
smashed to small pieces on the reef in the dark. 
We would not be able to swim to land on such 
a stormy black night. We would probably not 
survive.

There was another problem. The boat would 
not beat with just the jib. To beat, we needed 
the mainsail. But we could not set the mainsail 
when the wind was this strong, even if we reefed 
it to a quarter of its size. I had made what I called 

a ‘trysail adaptor’ to cover such a situation — where 
we needed to beat, but could not set the mainsail. It 
allowed the jib to be hanked onto it, and then hoisted up 
the mast as a small mainsail, or trysail. But it had never 
been used. Would it work? Our lives would depend on it.

‘We’ve got to get into the lee of Noirmoutier,’ I 
shouted at Peter. ‘That means the trysail adaptor. We’ve 
got to set it up. It’s our only chance.’

We unstowed it and lined up the holes with the jib 
hanks, to make sure we could set it up while effectively 
blindfolded in the dark.

So at 18.50 we bore away and Calypso began surfing 
down the steepening waves in the fading light towards  
Île de Pilier, which guarded the north end of Noirmoutier. 

Peter keeping watch
__________________________________________________

_________________________________________________
Barry in Calypso at Copenhagen, during another long trip. 
A good view of the boat, especially the light racing spars 
and the protective spray dodger
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Soon we were surfing up waves as well. Calypso was in 
danger of driving her bows under, or being pooped by 
the large seas. The wind was rising inexorably. I was 
expecting the jib to be split in two any moment. The sky 
was black to windward, above us were red streaks of 
cirrus, and to the south it was a sickly green and yellow. 
Soon, some ragged brown clouds scudded low overhead 
and the rain began as the light faded. It was a frightening 
sky.

Calypso was planing continuously up and down waves 
like a speedboat under only 46 square feet of canvas, 
and the safety line on the rudder blade was screaming. 
We could not risk going any closer to the rocks. We had 
to try to beat off them now. Everything depended on 
being able to sail to windward into the lee of the island. 
It was dark now. The sea was breaking around us on 
rocks and shallows. Ahead were more breakers. We had 
to turn and try to beat. Would the trysail adaptor work? 

Could we escape the 
rocks downwind of 
us? Could we control 
the boat on this 
stormy night? Would 
we be able to see the 
lighthouse and its 
white sector light? 
Could we point high 
enough to get to the 
beach? Would we 
capsize? Or hit a rock?

When we headed 
up, I was amazed 
to find she would 
point towards the 
lighthouse, flashing 
at us through pelting 
rain. She was driving 

through sheets of spray in the howling wind, and the 
self-bailer was working overtime. The flashes of the light 
loomed higher and brighter in the rain, which was by 
now heavy and pelting horizontally. Soon we were round 
the back of it, where we found a mooring, got the tent 
up, unstowed sleeping bags and slept.

Several violent squalls woke us in the night, and 
the next day it was still blowing hard, so we beached 
Calypso and relaxed on the island. We launched early 
the next morning, and beat out in a stiff norwesterly 
with seven rolls in the mainsail. When the rocks to the 
north were clear, we bore away into an exciting broad 
reach, unreefing twice as the wind moderated. In the lee 
of  Île d’Yeu we encountered some unpleasant seas as 
the swell came round each end of the island and met. 
By evening, the conditions were almost perfect — a 
good following breeze, a blue sky, out of sight of land 
in excellent visibility, and a deep blue swell so big that 
Calypso sometimes surfed down it faster than the wind, 
causing the sails to back. Almost tradewind weather. 
We were even escorted by a school of dolphins, leaping 
together in time with the waves, crisscrossing just feet 
from the bows. PC

The Île de Noirmoutier, lying just off the coast of the 
mainland, shelters the west side of the Baie de Bourgneuf. 
The island is 19 km (12 miles) long and up to 6 km (3.7 
miles) wide. This is the lighthouse that saved them.
__________________________________________________

___________________

The skipper and 
Calypso in Oslo, after 
another marathon 
cruise. He paid for 
the return freight 
by labouring on the 
docks and by writing 
up his log for Yachting 
World — and by 
giving talks, judging 
by the suit hanging 
under the rolled-back 
tent. He also hitch-
hiked over three 
thousand miles north 
into the Arctic before 
he came home
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W HEN BUILDING ARWEN BACK IN 2009, I opted 
for the standing lug yawl rig because to me 
it looked traditional with minimal standing 

rigging, a short mast and a boom and spar which could 
be stored inside the boat. There also seemed to be a 
variety of sail options when at sea.  With very limited 
sailing experience, gained only from RYA 1 and 2 courses 
on Laser 1s in the Med, I had no real knowledge about 
a standing lug sail yawl (or sailing for that matter). Fast 
forward eleven years and I’m still trying to master the 
intricacies of what is a fairly simple rig.  So, let’s start 
with the obvious question: 'Why haven’t I yet mastered 
a standing lug sail?'

I learned on a Laser 1 and didn’t gain any real 
experience of using other sails before Arwen and now 
do no more than nine daysails a year. Until recently, I 
sadly suffered from ‘sailor’s laziness’: as long as I was 
moving in the right direction, I was happy; more often 
than not content to admire the scenery rather than 
trim the sails effectively to gain maximum efficiency in 
the conditions experienced at the time. What an awful 
confession to make...

Another question, an embarrassing one: 'What did I 
do at the building stage that had such a negative effect 
on sail setting and trimming of my standing lug sail for 
many years?'

Well, I rushed the boat building process that’s for 
sure and the resulting lack of planning ahead meant I 

didn’t fully consider some of the implications of any 
adaptations I introduced at the time. A little knowledge 
is a dangerous thing; act in haste and repent at leisure.

A first mistake was keeping the sprit boom and top 
yard square instead of rounded which meant extra 
weight aloft, so affecting sail shape. Another slip-up 
saw me fixing the throat end of the sail a little way back 
from the top yard end and then stretching the sail too 
taut before lashing the peak to the other end. Marlin 
hitch lacing, along with this ‘over-tautness’ led to many 
creases up top. Recently, shaving a lot of wood off both 
spars to create the circular diameter on the plans has 
brought a huge difference in sail-raising and sail shape. 
Re-securing the ‘throat’ correctly, loosening the marlin 
hitch lacing slightly and easing the over-tautness has 
removed several semi-permanent vertical creases. 

Why did I ever fit a bronze mast band when it wasn’t 
on the plans? Its lower mast position led to lower shroud 
attachments, which in turn limited how far up the mast 

___________________________________
(right) Mizzen stowed ready for the gale

Getting to know the 
Standing  Lugsail Yawl Rig
                ~  Steve Parke
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the yard could be hauled. The band has now gone, proper 
shroud and jib tangs fitted in their correct positions and 
the yard finally attains its proper height and position on 
the mast, giving much more headroom clearance in the 
cockpit below and a far better sail shape overall.

The standing lugsail has its tack attached to the mast 
via a set of parrel beads and the luff is not laced to 
the mast. Stupidly, I deviated from the plans, building 
the front coaming a few centimetres higher than it 
should have been and extending the foredeck aft a few 
centimetres more than specified. No, I can’t remember 
why — a silly error I came to bitterly regret.  The tack 
parrel beads caught on the coaming top, thus preventing 
the tack downhaul from working properly and the tack 
of the sail was too far away from the base of the mast 

due to the extended foredeck.  Suffering lots of poor sail 
shape and performance, it took me ages to work out 
why! Not wanting to cut coaming or foredeck, I’ve since 
drilled holes in the foredeck and set up a downhaul 
tackle system under the deck which allows me to add 
significant downhaul tension and retain the tack very 
close to the mast base. Sail shape and setting is now, of 
course, much better. 

The top yard always caused me problems. On Arwen 
it lies on the starboard side of her mast with part of 
the yard projecting forward of it. The sprit boom below 
lies on the port side. Keeping Arwen on a trailer meant 
untying the mainsail halyard from the yard each time 
the boat was trailered home. I didn’t work out or mark 
the optimum position for bending on the halyard, thus 
on every new trip out I would tie it somewhere else. Too 
far aft on the yard and it was difficult to tension the luff, 
the yard tail heaviness was reduced and the sail didn’t 
attain its full height, proper angle or correct luff and 
leech tension. 

Poor sail shape, a bouncing upper yard and sprit 
boom equals distinct ‘unhappiness’ down in the cockpit!  
Too far forward and the sail was almost impossible to 
haul up, being too aft heavy. Additionally, the top yard 
kept sagging away and flogging against the mast in 

__________________________________________
Sailing Plymouth Sound — poor seamanship — I forgot 
to take in those fenders and as for that sail trimming          
Photo: D. Pickthall

‘The tack of the sail was too far away from the base of the 
mast due to the extended foredeck. Hardly surprising then 
that I had a semi-permanent throat to clew crease’ 
Photo D. Pickthall
—————————————————————————
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rising winds. When dropping the mainsail, the top yard 
would jam part way down the mast. Try standing up on 
the thwarts in a rolling sea, to ‘ease’ the top yard back 
down between the lazy jacks. No wonder I suffered sea 
sickness! 

After lots of email correspondence, I finally worked 
out these mistakes and some solutions. I lashed a small 
stainless-steel ring at the 40% mark back from the 
forward end of the top yard and then another right at its 
very forward end (see photographs). The leading edge 
of the halyard now comes out of the mast sheave, down 
through the upper ring, from the starboard side, runs 
around the port side of the mast and down the yard to 
the forward ring where it is tied off in a bowline. The 
mast is sandwiched between the yard and the loop of 
line. When hoisted, it no longer sags away or flogs and 
it smoothly descends the mast between the lazy jacks. 
The yard attains its correct height and near vertical angle 
and sail shape is much improved. I tried other systems 
including a karabiner tightening noose system, a bronze 
mast ring and a toggle and rope loop system, but the 
one opted for seems to have worked best. In hindsight, 
perhaps replacing the upper ring with a small block 
instead might make the hauling up of the sail slightly 
easier? Any advice on this aspect would be welcomed.

Finally, I made two other alterations to the running 
rigging in Arwen, neither of which seemed to have 
caused many problems thus far.  Firstly, I ran all halyards 
and sheets aft to horn and cam cleats in the rear 
cockpit. Now I can alter and cleat everything without 
having to constantly move around the boat. Secondly, 
by lengthening the topping lift halyard, I can leave the 
furled sail on the boom semi-attached to the mast, so 
that raising the mast and rigging Arwen fully now takes 
only 30 minutes.

So, the moral of this sorry tale thus far? If you are 
a newbie boat builder, think before deviating from the 
plans. Don’t make adaptations unless you are sure of 
what you are doing and you have anticipated what the 
consequences will be. I made lots of silly mistakes and 
only the diligent patience of people like John Welsford, 

other Navigator owners and a good friend saved me. 
An experienced small boat sailor, my good friend even 
bravely accompanied me on daysails in Arwen to help 
work out my mistakes. Many people via my blog and 
YouTube channel offered advice, some even going 
through my sailing videos frame by frame to comment 
on what I was doing well and not so well and how I could 
correct such silly mistakes. 

I am indebted to everyone, for without their kind 
constructive advice, I would not have developed any 
understanding of the sail configuration on my boat or 
worked out the errors I’d built into it.

Proficient sailors find the standing lug sail easy to 
master, but alas, it has been a steep learning curve for 
me, which still continues today. 'You don’t know what 
you don’t know' was one of my favourite maxims for my 
students but even so, it is pitiful that a sailor has to rely 
on others to explain to him  the dynamics of his own sail 
plan because he is such a very slow learner!

So, with all this in mind, let's plunge into a simple 
third question – 'How do I raise and then set my sails?'

Based on what I was taught on the RYA courses, 
I’d normally come head to wind using the sheeted-in 
mizzen, before then raising sail. However, reading Roger 
Barnes’s book (The Dinghy Cruising Companion) was a 
constant epiphany of ‘sudden clarity’ to me; not least 
his assertion that in a small boat, you should be able 
to raise or lower the sails safely in any situation on any 
point of sailing and that turning head to wind each time 
should be unnecessary if the rig was set up correctly. 

This year, frequently abandoning my ‘head to wind’ 
habit saw Arwen’s trim and heading rapidly altered just 
by shifting my weight around in the cockpit; even with 
the mizzen sheeted in tight. Additionally, the mainsail 
still takes some hauling up and because I do it slowly, 
the wind catches the partially hauled sail and chaos 
can ensue. Bluntly, I haven’t mastered sail hoisting in 
confined waters and I need to find a quicker way of 
getting that sail aloft. Others manage it with ease in 
their boats, so I’m doing something wrong! 

Procedurally, to hoist the mainsail, I loosen the 
snotter to move the sprit boom forward of the mast, 
release the downhaul halyard and then haul the topping 
————————————————————————
Drilling holes in the foredeck to set up a new tack 
downhaul system and to allow all lines to run to the aft 
cockpit

Below the fore deck, showing from right to left: mainsail 
halyard, topping lift, green flecked tack downhaul system, 
snotter halyard and far left jib halyard. Wooden blocks are 
centreboard downhaul tackle.
—————————————————————————
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lift slightly to raise the sprit boom and furled sail. Sail 
ties removed, from aft cockpit, I haul on the mainsail 
halyard several times, making sure that the parrel beads 
run freely at the tack. Once the top yard has attained its 
correct position and near vertical angle, the halyard is 
cleated, the topping lift released so that the sprit boom 
lowers and I move forward to adjust the position of the 
snotter on the mast to angle the sprit boom correctly, 
before returning to the cockpit, from where I apply 
tack downhaul and snotter tension to remove any sail 
creases.

Having raised sail (it is far simpler than it sounds 
from the above description, except, when in narrow 
river channels up the Tamar, where it always feels a 
little fraught and frenetic) I then set and trim the sails to 
gain efficient sail shape and hull speed. It is somewhere 
around here though that I often go wrong. 

In winds up to ten knots, I sheet in mizzen first whilst 
keeping its snotter loose for a slightly baggier sail shape. 
Aiming for slight weather helm on the tiller, I then use 
the mizzen to set the sheet angle for the other sails 
and the pointing angle for Arwen. Ten to fifteen knot 
winds see me ease the mizzen sail and then the mainsail 
sheet, depending on the amount of weather helm on 
the tiller. I’m very hit and miss on judging weather helm 
but essentially, if tiller is pulling hard, I ease the mizzen 
first; if tiller is too light, I sheet the mizzen in a little.  I 
genuinely have no idea whether all this is the right way 
to do things!

An experienced sailor I met in Salcombe told me that 
when easing sails, I should ease jib first, then main, then 
mizzen. He also suggested when using and setting all 
three sails, I should first trim the jib and main for best 

jib as well and now I make simple course corrections 
using the sails not rudder, thus maintaining a more 
constant speed. Sadly, I can’t recall this being taught on 
the RYA courses I did all those years ago. Maybe it was 
and I forgot – I am rather absent-minded! Setting Arwen 
up to sail herself on broad reaches and close hauls has 
also been fun. When I balance sails right, she holds her 
course really well, allowing me to set the helm impeder 
and grab a bite to eat or to sort out filming gear.

—————————————————————————
New arrangement for top yard (right) – Bronze mast band 
removed (support blocks still remain). Mainsheet runs 
through stainless steel loop, down to for’ard end of yard. 
This upper loop will be replaced with better lashing, or 
small block, or curved deck eye directly screwed to yard – 
advice welcomed. 

angle of attack and get all the 
tell tales streaming aft and 
then trim the mizzen to gain 
a few degrees of weather 
helm. 

Frankly, I’m very confused 
and I’ve had mixed results 
doing all the above but 
there have been some 
successes elsewhere. I’m 
better at making minor 
course adjustments using 
sails instead of tiller and at 
balancing the sails so that 
Arwen sails herself. Ease the 
mizzen and Arwen pivots 
gently away from the wind; 
sheet the mizzen in and her 
bow turns into the wind. 
Using similar tactics with the 
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A fourth question: How do I fine tune sail shape?
Where do I start? Sail shape and sail trimming has 

been better since making the modifications described 
earlier as most creases have disappeared although, 
irritatingly, a stubborn faint throat to clew crease still 
remains. 

If I understand my mainsail correctly, there are four 
places where I can make adjustments to the sail – tack 
downhaul, snotter tension/mast position, halyard 
attachment position on the top yard, and mainsheet 
attachment point on the aft sprit boom.  To tighten the 
luff and ease the leech, I move the forward end of the 
sprit boom down the mast a little (I could move the 
halyard securing point on the yard forward slightly but 
never do).  To tighten the leech and ease the luff, I move 
the sprit boom up the mast. Of course, being a very 
slow learner, I know what to do but not why I’m doing 
it! What impact does tightening or easing the luff and 
leech have on sailing speed etc? Now this I understand 
better. A crease from tack to peak is removed through 
more outhaul tension on the sprit boom or easing the 
tack downhaul tackle. 

A clew to throat crease gets removed by moving the 
halyard back up the top yard or using more tension on 
the tack – my preferred method. Of course, another 
issue is actually getting the balance of adjustments 
between these various points right and sadly, I’ve yet to 
master that. 

Apart from the importance of halyard tie-on position 
on the top yard (explored earlier), sail luff tension also 
seems critical. I think ‘hard’ tension on the tack downhaul 

art’, particularly when you then throw in something like 
increasing the luff tension to flatten the sail when winds 
are increasing! It seems to be a matter of ‘balancing’ the 
four-point adjustments and I am hopeless at doing that.

A blog subscriber of mine helpfully explained the 
significance of the parrel bead loop attaching the luff 
to the main mast to me. 'Whilst three of the four sail 
corners are attached to fixed spars, the fourth isn’t. 
That tack corner can float forward or aft if not secured 
and tensioned correctly and that affects the setting and 
tensioning of the lower part of the sail below the boom 
position. As the snotter is applied, pushing the boom 
aft, the lack of fixing of tack to mast means the tack is 
also pushed aft as well and so tension to remove any 
throat to clew crease is not applied and the lower sail 
shape doesn’t set correctly' Take a look at one of the 
photographs accompanying this article and see how 
there was a huge gap between tack parrel loop and the 
mast; caused by that original mistake – remember, the 
higher coaming and extension of the foredeck? Such an 
acutely painful lesson to learn! 

Lastly, I received some cautionary advice from John 
Welsford too. 'One of the things that can affect the set 
of the sail is having a yard which is not stiff enough'. 
Apparently, if the yard flexes too much then any crease 
from throat to clew is impossible to remove. Ideally there 
should be around 70mm of flex in the yard in a 15-knot 
wind. 'Any more than that and you lose control of the 
shape, any less and the sail won’t twist off to reduce the 
heeling effect in a gust'. That sent me into a panic – had 
I shaved too much off the top yard? Don’t seem to have, 
so I can breathe again! Phew!

And so, the penultimate question: 'How do I use the 
sprit boom on a standing lug sail to best effect?'

pulls the luff straight, 
prevents sail rotation, stops 
the boom moving forward 
of the mast and gets the 
yard upwards to its designed 
angle. At the same time, 
it tensions the leech thus 
lifting the aft end of the 
sprit boom into the correct 
sailing position. Conversely, 
I think too much luff tension 
causes an odd sail shape and 
more time spent fiddling 
with snotter and boom 
angles; which then leads 
to tensional creases in all 
directions because, frankly, 
I’m not understanding what 
it is I am really trying to do! 
Trying to get the correct luff 
tension is, in my view, a ‘dark 

—————————————————————————
Aft of centreboard case arrangements: black deck eyes on 
top with Tufnol cleat – jib sheets; black cleat RHS – topping 
lift; cam cleat below – mainsail halyard. LHS black cleat – 
tack downhaul halyard; grey cam cleat below – snotter; red 
cam cleat – centreboard halyard. 



One or two individuals suggested I just get rid of it — full stop! I rather 
like it and to be honest, I’m not sure what the implications would be if I 
got rid of it. 

As I understand things, the sprit boom/snotter acts as a vang and boom 
in one and eliminates the need for an outhaul on the sail/boom. The sail 
section below the boom prevents the sail and aft end of boom from 
moving up when the mainsheet is eased and stops the sail from twisting 
off to leeward.  

I have yet to fully work out, or at the very least, I am confused about 
how to flatten the upper sail on Arwen’s standing lug sail with sprit boom 
rig. In gusts, I merely ease the mainsheet or head up into the wind slightly 
but in doing so I lose speed. I alter downhaul luff tension to suit changing 
conditions during the day — medium tension in light winds, firmer tension 
when moving nice and flat and full-on tension when Arwen starts to heel, 
but is that all I have to do? I sometimes tension the snotter to bring the 
boom aft to flatten the sail during stronger winds; conversely easing it 
during light winds to make the sail baggier.  It all seems to work but I feel I 
am missing a trick or two here and whilst the simplicity of the sprit boom 
is a boon to sailors who know what they are doing with it, for me it seems 
to need Jedi-like powers to sort it out and understand what impact it has 
on sail shape, performance and boat speed. 

And then, of course, there is the reefing issue! I’ve tried to keep reefing 
simple by adopting a sort of slab or jiffy reef system. Turning head to 
wind, I furl the jib and sheet in the mizzen. I then ease the snotter and 
disconnect the tack downhaul before pulling on the clew reef line so that 
the leech of the sail is pulled down towards the boom, to the first reef 
cringle. I then ease the main halyard until the luff reef cringle is level with 
the boom before attaching the tack downhaul to it and then applying luff 
tension afterwards. The spare sail gets brailed up and the snotter is re-set. 
To be truthful, I don’t know whether this is the best way of doing it and I 
don’t practise reefing sails enough. One of the problems of course, is that 
I have to move back to the aft centre case to re-tension the tack downhaul 
before working back along the sail to brail it up. Recently, I’ve found it 
easier to drop the whole sail into the boat, do the reefing whilst the sail 
lies within the cockpit and then just re-raise it and apply luff tension at 
the end.

Occasionally, after reefing, the sprit boom extends further forward of 
the mast thereby catching the leech of the jib. I don’t understand why this 
is but I get around it by sailing without the jib. Rightly or wrongly, I tend to 
consider furling the jib as my ‘first’ reef anyway and so reefing the main 
for the first time is then my ‘second’ reef.  

The final question (and well done 
to you on getting this far): What have 
I learned about using the mizzen sail?”

Under skilled hands it can be used 
to great effect in tight anchorages for 
sailing off buoy or anchor but I’ve still 
to master the basics. So far, I’ve used 
the mizzen to help me come about 
when tacking. Instead of backing the 
jib, I occasionally reach over my head 
and use the front of the mizzen boom 
like a tiller, pushing it hard to port in 
conjunction with tiller to move me 
from port to starboard tack. Generally, 
when tacking, I avoid sheeting the 
mizzen in tight until I have moved onto 
my new tack, otherwise it points Arwen 
head to wind and brings her to a mid-
tack stop. All basic stuff I know, but I am 
still trying to get the hang of it. So much 
to remember and internalise, but I do 
in fairness to myself, use it to set the 
weather helm balance and of course to 
point Arwen head to wind as and when 
necessary.

To conclude – it has been a slow, 
slow learning curve about using a 
standing lugsail yawl rig to any effect 
and I’m hoping I have some of the 
above right. At the very least, I hope it 
generates discussion and comment as I 
still have much to learn and understand 
about this rig. Many adept sailors use 
the standing lugsail with ease and 
delight. Me, I’m still trying to work it all 
out and then retain it in my head. 

My wife, my erstwhile proof-reader, 
suggested I could have edited this 
substantially down to six words – 'pull 
sails up, drop sails down'. Ignoring 
her guidance, any useful advice from 
readers is most welcome. In the 
meantime, take care, enjoy your next 
time out on the water and if you see 
a white-hulled Welsford Navigator 
with a burgundy sheer plank and tan 
sails along the south Devon coastline, 
showing a faint throat to clew crease – 
come over and save me! SP
______________________________

All photographs by author
 
www.arwensmeanderings.blogspot.
co.uk 
www.YouTube.com/c/
plymouthwelshboy 

_______________________________
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Mast stowage
——————

M Y OPPORTUNITIES TO GET OUT ON THE water 
are often confined to a few hours of day sailing, 
so I count the seconds when rigging and 

launching — or recovering — my voyager14, Octavia, 
and do my best to reduce to a minimum the time it takes.

I’m often surprised at how complicated people 
make the rigging process when setting up a dinghy for 
launching. I keep my shrouds attached to the chain 
plates, the slack taken up with a lanyard passed round 
the foredeck cleat. The halyards, passing through turning 
blocks and sheaves  attached to the heel of the mast, 
are pulled tight and cleated on the cabin top near the 
cockpit, thereby preventing the mast from lunging 
forward if needing to brake suddenly when towing. I do 
have another lanyard at the stern, tied to the taffrail, 
holding the mast and crutch in place. The jib is furled on 
a flexible reefing spar, and left attached to its halyard, 
pulled tight alongside the mast, and the mast stowed 
in crutches on the boat, heel forward. The photographs 
accompanying this article should illustrate all this.

Stepping the mast requires just undoing the two 
lanyards, climbing onto the cabin top (I carry a small 
aluminium, 3-rung step ladder in the car), releasing the 
halyards, picking up the mast, popping the heel into the 
step and then, pushing the mast forward with one hand, 
pulling the jib halyard taut with the other. I just have 
to remove the mainsail, furled around the boom, from 
the cabin, slot it onto the gooseneck, having attached 
topping lift and halyards, all of which clip on with carbine 
hooks, and clip the  mainsheet onto the horse. Job done! 

The rudder and tiller stow on the cockpit sole when 
towing, and are quickly shipped. The outboard motor 
travels in the boot of the car and is equally quickly 
fitted, having already been fuelled and checked before 
leaving home. I keep a pair of oars in the cabin as well, 
and usually either row, scull or motor out to clear water 
before hoisting sail.

Actually launching the boat is a little bit more 
technical. The first requirement is a pair of good bearing 
savers on the trailer hubs. I've been using these for the 
last 25 years and never had a bearing  failure yet. I do 
make a point of hosing down the trailer with fresh water, 
paying particular attention to wheels and suspension 
units, as soon as I get home. Second requirement is a pair 
of docking bars that slot quickly and easily into sockets 
at the back end of the trailer. To protect the boat, I fix 
foam pipe lagging over them with nylon cable ties. Each 
one has a white adhesive tape marker wrapped round it, 
50cms above the trailer bed. When the trailer is lowered 
into the water to the depth where these markers are 
level with the surface, the boat, drawing just 0.4m, can 
be easily pushed off the trailer, or, for recovery, be pulled 

onto it, with the docking bars automatically lining the 
boat up centrally on the trailer.

So far, all fairly conventional. However, having once 
accidentally dunked the rear wheels of the car into the 
sea, and then had to fork out £200 for brake repairs, I 
like to keep the car well above the waterline! The trailer 
already has a winch for pulling the boat fully onto the 
trailer, but I have fitted a second winch — less than £20 
on Ebay or Amazon for a 500kg capacity model — onto 
the forward face of the winch post. A couple of square 
topped U-bolts, or even ordinary M10 bolts and U-bolt 
backing plates, do the job. Scrap the webbing or wire 
cable that comes with the winch and replace it with 
4mm 12-strand Dyneema. Cheapest scource of this 
that I've found is Kanirope.co.uk. It looks inadequate as 
winch cable, but has a breaking strength of 1300 kgs., 
is effectively non-stretch, highly abrasion-resistant and 
doesn't seem to bed down into previous turns as you 
wind it onto the winch. And because it's so thin, you can 
wind on lots of it! I fitted 20 metres, and the winch drum 
would probably take another 20.

Single-Handed Rigging, Launching    
            and Recovery of a Voyager 14                                                                                    
                                                                                                                  

                                                                                                              by David Platten
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A single line, attaching trailer to car, makes for hard 
work when winching the combined weight of trailer and 
boat up the slipway, but you can double the power of the 
winch by setting the winch line up as a 2-part purchase. 
The simplest way is to use an 80mm stainless steel O ring 
(e.g. from Seascrew.com) and thread the line from the 
winch through it and back to the front end of the trailer. 
How you fix it there, underneath the tow hitch, depends 
on how your trailer is constructed. The O-ring drops over 
the 50mm tow ball on the car and the trailer hitch clips 
on over the top. I used this method for a season and it 
worked all right, but given the particular design of my 
tow ball and trailer hitch, I have since found it even more 
convenient and efficient to fit an M10 eyebolt to the 
towbar, just below the ball,  feed the line through a single 
size 3 block (700kg. safe working load) which shackles to 
the eyebolt.  The photograph accompanying this article 
illustrates  my setup and should provide a starting point 
for  whatever variation suits your own trailer and car.

The point of all this is that you can park the car well 
up the slipway — helpful when launching or recovering 
during a fast rising tide — and either lower the trailer 
down or pull it back up the slipway with little effort, 
under complete control. It may take a couple of minutes 
longer than just letting the trailer down or pulling it up 
on a single rope tied to the car, but you save all that 
time and more by not having to untangle yards of rope 
from the coil you kept it in, or from around your feet, 
trailer wheels, etc etc. Been there, done that, bought the 
winch!

Having floated the boat (you did remember to tie the 
painter onto the trailer, didn't you? I have been known 

to forget!)  you can winch the trailer back up to the 
car, even on a steep slipway, and the boat obediently 
follows it back to the shore. Then comes the problem 
of securing the boat while you park the car and trailer, 
which in the case of at least 2 of the slipways I use, can 
involve a 15-minute walk back from the nearest available 
space. Meanwhile, the tide is falling, leaving the boat 
high and dry, or rising and she's left drifting and bumping 
around on the end of her painter — always assuming 
that there's something you can tie the shoreward end to. 
Ideally, there would be ring bolts or bollards alongside 
the slipway and an adjacent pontoon you could moor up 
to, but they all seem to be as rare as fish feathers and 
hen’s teeth in my part of the world.

I solve this problem in three ways: first, a 5-litre plastic 
fuel can, one of the squat, wide-based variety. Filled 
with wet sand, packed down tight, it weighs 15 Kgs. and 
makes an adequate portable bollard, or mud weight, 
to which to attach the painter; second, a pair of chest-
high waders, which keep me dry while walking the boat 
out a few yards from the waterline; third, a ‘Flook flying 
anchor’. Currently, it’s only available from Australia, but 
Google it and you’ll find all the details. I paid £60 (4 years 
ago), including carriage by sea mail and the Barclaycard 
transaction charge, for a 2.5 Kg model — good enough 
for a kedge or lunch hook, and in fact it has held the boat 
against winds gusting up to 18 knots. You just place it 
flat on the surface of the water and it glides down at a 
gradient of 5:1, thereby paying out the right amount of 
scope for the depth of water. Having waded the boat 
out, I can just launch it off the stern and, with painter 
attached to that fuel can ashore, my boat is secured, 
while I go and park the car and trailer. It’s pretty useful 
for pulling you off the putty when you’ve run aground, 
too!

Having gone through all this, you may wonder how 
I can claim to rig, launch and get sailing within half an 
hour. Well, I can, indeed, do it in less than 30 minutes, 
if everything goes right, I don’t do something silly, like 
forgetting to remove the tie-downs holding the boat to 
the trailer, and there is an adjacent pontoon and parking 
close by, and nobody interrupts me to chat about how 
pretty the boat is — but, hey, that’s all part of the fun, 
isn’t it?  DP 

________________________
White adhesive tape marker
————————————

______________________________
Recovery winch #2 (without the 
usual towing vehicle...)

———————————————
Summer 2020
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I should declare at the outset that I do not have an 
engine and do not intend to get one. On the other 
hand, I do not criticise those who choose to use an 

engine. I just want to add a few points to place the 
debate in a wider perspective in order to get beyond the 
polarised form the debate often assumes. I conclude my 
thoughts with a specific suggestion.

The Boat
The decision about whether to carry an engine bears 
some relation to the boat you have. If you choose 
engineless sailing, you need a boat that is able to go to 
windward reasonably well to get you out of trouble and 
can be rowed without too much difficulty. Many cruising 
dinghies, especially the larger ones, cannot pass one 
or another of these two tests, with the consequence 
that an engine is close to being a necessity. The bigger 
Drascombes, for example, are not very handy to 
windward and take some rowing. In fact anything over 
about 16 feet makes for hard rowing. Having said that, 
one of my favourite sailing memories is of rowing a 
Drascombe Coaster on a quiet day up the Sound of 
Arisaig with my brother. That was a choice. We had an 
engine and used it on other occasions in our five-day trip 
in the Inner Hebrides. The moral here is: when the wind 
falls, other conditions permitting (tide, time constraints, 
etc), if you can row, maybe you should. There are real 
pleasures in self-locomotion. 

Where you Sail
My current sailing ground is Blakeney Harbour and the 
practical test here is: can I beat to windward out of 
Morston Creek (a narrow tidal creek, often busy with 
trip boats taking people out to look at the seals) against 
the flood tide to gain access to Blakeney Harbour? If 
not, then an engine is pretty close to being a necessity. 
The bigger boats moored in the creek such as the 17ft 
Norfolk Oysters all have engines and I can see why. They 
are good sailing boats but the narrowness of the creek 
makes tacking difficult for them. My current boat is a 12-
foot Essex Smacks Boat with a good-sized balance lug 
rig which I keep on a mooring in the Creek. She goes to 
windward well, is handy in stays and, rows nicely with 
decent length oars of 7ft 6ins. On the few occasions 
when the wind isn’t strong enough for me to buck the 
flood, I row out to more open water, pick up a mooring 
or anchor and set the sail. Generally, though, she is 
handy enough to sail out of the creek against wind and 
tide. The moral here is that your choice about whether 
to have an engine will be dependent to some extent on 
where you sail, coupled with your choice of boat.

How many aboard?
I sail single-handed, am retired, and don’t have some of 
the time constraints of those who have young children. I 
don’t mind being late home or rowing for several hours 
if need be. I once had to row against the tide up the River 
Orwell for three miles or so to Woolverstone Marina, 
having missed the tide on a return passage from the 
Walton Backwaters. If I’d had young children with me it 
would not have been so much fun. To labour the obvious, 
family sailing is very different from single-handing. 

Sailing With or Without an Engine
 by Richard Crockatt

Map of Blakeney Harbour and Environs © Ordnance Survey
___________________________________________________

—————————————————————————
(Left) Richard's 12ft Essex Smacks Boat, leaving Morston Creek
LOA 12ft 3ins, Beam 5ft, Draught 6ins x 2ft 9ins, SA 82 sq ft
Weight ± 250lbs / 114kg



Sailing Skills
I’m convinced that, while there are many good reasons 
for having an engine, there is a loss in sailing skills if you 
use it whenever it is convenient rather than restricting 
its use to when it is necessary. Admittedly there is not 
a hard and fast line between convenience and necessity 
but we all sense when we are opting for the lazy solution 
rather than stretching ourselves a bit. This is most often 
the case when faced with a beat to windward. In a light 
wind in tricky waters, say the Norfolk Broads, it can be 
very frustrating to make painfully slow progress or even 
go backwards, but with persistence and application 
of thought and practice you can often make progress 
where initially none seemed possible. The same applies 
in tidal situations. In this connection, some experience of 
racing can help because racing involves getting the best 
out of the conditions, being alert to the minutiae of sail 
trim, wind shifts and the like. I am a dyed-in-the-wool 
cruising sailor but I have immense admiration for racers 
who know how to get the best out of their boats and the 

conditions, as did the old-time working sailors, for whom 
I have equal or more admiration. The conclusion here is 
that it is easier to maintain and improve your sailing skills 
if you sail without an engine.

Cruising Range
If you sail without an engine you are bound by conditions 
to a greater degree than those who carry an outboard. 
You have to think always what your options are if the wind 
and weather change suddenly or any number of other 
contingencies arise. You will sometimes have to settle 
for not reaching your proposed destination because of 
these conditions and contingencies. You may in fact find 
yourself giving up the idea of a ‘proposed destination’ 
and settling for the fact that your destination will be 
wherever you happen to arrive. In short, your cruising 
range may be smaller than for the motorised sailor. 
    On the other hand, sailing without an engine means 
willingly settling for these limits because of the pleasures 
to be gained from working in tune with wind and weather, 
pitting your wits against them and sometimes coming  
out on top. It’s a fine balance. There have been times 
when I regretted not having an outboard, though such 
regrets are balanced by the knowledge that I am not well 
equipped to repair a motor which fails. Those confident 
of their mechanical skills have a significant advantage in 
this regard. 

Environment
Sailing without an engine makes a tiny contribution to 
environmental improvement but it exists nevertheless. 
With global conditions as they are and as they are likely 
to become in the next decades, anything which reduces 
carbon emissions is to be welcomed.

A Suggestion
If you currently sail with an outboard, try sailing a season 
without one, if at all feasible, and report to the journal 
on your experience.

(Above) Richard's Essex Smacks Boat (Right) Blakeney, 1912
—————————————————————————

—————————————————————————
(Left) Family sailing, but no motor needed today, thanks
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T IME HAS MADE ME BAD-TEMPERED and cynical 
in general, so it was quite surprising to my wife 
when I burst in through the back door with all the 

excitement of a child on Christmas morning, shouting, 
'Leanne, she’s done!'

Galadriel, my Mirror dinghy, has taken me far longer 
to restore than I had expected. Storms Ciara, Dennis 
and Jorge decided to write off the early spring and two 
gazebos, leaving poor Galadriel once again upside-down 
in the garden, being showered with bits of next-door’s 
Leylandii tree. With work on her being impossible, I 
started to feel pretty fed up with the project. The work 
so far had cost almost the value of the boat and she 
was nowhere near done; I began to doubt if I would 
ever actually finish her. However, April arrived like a gift 
from heaven and brought with it fine weather, perfect 
for outdoor boatbuilding. Being furloughed from work 
also brought me time to finish her, although some things 
became harder to get hold of. (As I write, the paint 
brushes I ordered still haven’t come.) So in the sunshine 
I turned her over again and surveyed the inside.

Mirrors have the seams taped inside and out and so 
far I had only taped the outside whilst she was upside 
down. What’s more, the seams were mostly now hidden 
by the buoyancy tanks. Clearly I was going to have to 
remove the seats to get at the seams, but they were 
quite substantially bonded in with glass tape, filleted 

over and then a further layer of tape — certainly the 
strongest joints I had found on the boat so far. 

I managed to clear about a fourteen-inch section on 
this fillet in about three hours. Up until now the polyester 
resin she had been built with had all peeled away easily 
with a bit of help from a heat gun. This stuff was solid. 
Instead, I started to remove the tape that bonded in the 
fronts of the seats — this came away much easier and 
by the end of the day I had three plywood panels free 
and propped up under the apple tree whilst I scraped 
away inside the boat. The thickened epoxy I had used to 
glue the hull panels had also created little runs down the 
inside of the hull and this now all had to be removed, 
so a couple more days of scraping and sanding ensued. 

The inside of the new hull panels was all bare 
plywood, and so I decided to treat this with epoxy to 
prevent future rot. Unlike polyester, epoxy penetrates 
the wood fibres very well, and slightly warming the area 
with a heat gun first makes the epoxy soak in like water 
into a sponge. No glass cloth was used on the floor as it 
was totally unnecessary.

While the tank fronts were out, I also had to fit the 
new floor battens; this would prove to be one of the 
harder parts of the project. The battens are made from 
Utile, an African hardwood with a mahogany-like colour, 
which is quite stiff and not easy to twist into the shape 
of the hull. Clearly screws going only part-way into 
the 5mm ply bottom would just pull straight out, and 
there was absolutely no way I was going to screw them 

________________________________________________
Tank fronts removed to gain access to joints

Boat interior. In the beginning...
________________________________________________

            ———————————————————————— 

Galadriel Completed
                  ~ Rob Strachey 

———————————————————
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new oak piece was strong enough to take the load and 
securely bonded to the hull and dagger board case. 
The new thwart was then fitted and screwed into the 
after oak block, with the original supports back in place 
to secure it to the daggerboard case. Incidentally, the 
oak used was from my late grandfather’s garage. He 
had salvaged it when his local church was demolished, 
and so it had 
had over a 
century to 
season before 
I came to use 
it ... it was like 
trying to screw 
into hardened 
steel!  Even 
with the 
appropriate 
pilot holes I 
managed to 
bend half the 
screws I tried 
to drive into it.
The oak that 
I fitted at the 
after end of 
the dagger 
board case 
also allowed 
me a little bit of a vanity project. I read once about a 
tradition in shipbuilding where a coin minted the year 
of the launch would be placed aboard on the day she 
entered the water, and it would supposedly bring her 
luck. 

I managed to buy a 1970 penny, which according to 
resources I found online is when the kit was sold, and 
set it into resin in a recess in the oak. I also fitted a 2020 
50p in the same manner, as I wanted good luck for the 
new bits as well as the old!

All the remaining fittings on the deck had to be 
removed and cleaned up, and the deck and gunwales 
were sanded back to bare wood. The epoxied floor 
now had to be scrubbed clean to remove the waxy 
amine blush that forms on the surface as the resin 

cures; without doing this there would be no 
hope of the varnish making a good bond to 
the floor. The epoxy was then sanded with 
120 grit sandpaper before I applied several 
coats of two-pack International Perfection 
polyurethane varnish to all non-painted areas; 
the first coat was thinned to one-part varnish 
to two-parts thinner, then a one to one mix 
for the second coat, the third coat was an 
unknown mix, but mostly varnish and the last 
little bit of thinner in the can, then finally two 
coats of pure varnish to finish the job. The 
varnish was given a light rub down with steel 
wool between each coat to ‘denib’ the varnish 
and leave it very smooth for the next coat. 

By building up the varnish in ever 
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through the hull as was specified in an old kit assembly 
manual I had downloaded. So I built a jig from lumps of 
softwood, using many wedges and every clamp I own 
to force the utile into its twisted shape in the bottom of 
the boat. This enabled me to bond them in, completely 
without screws at all, even if the boat did look like a 
porcupine for a couple of days.

Soon I could epoxy in the tank fronts again, and 
cover the joints with epoxy and glass tape. I had filled 
the holes for the drain bungs in each tank before I 
fitted the bottom, and re-enforced the area with scraps 
of hardwood,  These now had to be drilled out with a 
forstner bit and the holes treated with thin epoxy before 
the fittings could be screwed in place.

Next came the thwart and the dagger board case. The 
case had an epoxy fillet put all round it to strengthen 
and protect the joints, I also made two substantial oak 
blocks to bond onto either end. Whenever 
my daughters had come sailing with me they 
had complained that I had kept leaning over 
them to get to the ropes at the mast, so I had 
four cheek blocks screwed into the oak at the 
forward end of the case, and four cleats at 
the aft end of it. Double blocks on the deck 
at the mast foot now allowed me to run the 
main halyard, jib halyard, topping lift and jib 
downhaul aft to be close at hand. 

I had converted Galadriel to a centre 
mainsheet arrangement last spring, but I 
always felt that having the inboard block 
simply screwed into the thwart was not 
secure enough, and so I made sure that this 

Assembling the new daggerboard trunk
__________________________________________________

Good luck coins
     embedded in oak

New daggerboard trunk fixed and floor 
progressing well
__________________________________



thickening layers 
like this, the varnish 
soaks into the 
top layers of the 
wood, protecting 
it for many years 
to come. The spars 
were all in good 
condition, and so I 
re-varnished them 
with some single-
pot varnish I had 
used on them last 
time. I had used all 
the two-pot stuff by 
this point and there 
was no way I was 
going to shell out 
another forty quid 
on varnish for three 
spars. Besides, what 
am I to do with 

myself next winter if I have no varnishing to do at all?
Now I was finally able to see an end to this massive 

project — I was able to step the mast and start screwing 
fittings back on. All the screw holes on the deck and the 
mast had been filled with thickened epoxy, and so I had 
total freedom to start putting them where I wanted, with 
the exception of the anchor stowage and large anchor 
cleat, as I fitted these with massive lumps of iroko 
epoxied in under the deck when I first had the boat. 

With the halyards now running aft I didn’t need so 
many cleats around the mast. This is a bit of a bonus as 
they had previously been mounted on the mast, which 
I always thought was untidy and they often caught the 
jib sheets. Now I have just one small cleat for the flag 
halyards, and another small one for the topping lift when 
it is being utilised to hold my tent up. The small block at the 
base of the forestay which took the jib downhaul went, 
and was replaced by a double one three inches further 
aft on a new stainless steel pad eye, screwed down into 
hardwood bonded under the deck. The other side of this 
double block took a new preventer arrangement from 
this new strong point. Previously I had done the simplest 
method of preventer and had just taken a line from the 
boom to a shroud, but I had visions of an unexpected 
gybe in a squall bringing the mast down, and so the new 
arrangement is much safer. The end that attaches to the 

boom has an ‘on 
load’ release-style 
snap shackle on it 
so I can ping it off 
in a hurry and the 
tail end runs aft 
to be close by the 
mainsheet. The 
bungee that runs 

along the forward edge of 
the thwart, as a means of 
holding the dagger board 
down, was replaced with 
a new bit which I made 
adjustable at one end so 
it could also be used to 
secure the spars in the 
boat when towing. 

Having the boat 
undergo a major refit 
like this gave me the 
opportunity to do all 
the little things that had 
slightly irritated me, like fitting a small stainless ring on 
the clew of the jib to make it easier to fit the booming 
out pole, and replacing the press studs on the tent and 
deck with stainless turnbuttons — all just little things 
that bugged me slightly.

Finally, all that was left was to gently apply the cut 
vinyl lettering I had had made for her, with her name 
once more on the bow, just not in a font reminiscent of 
the Neighbours title sequence like she had before. Just 
like that she’s done: seven months, two gazebos, three 
storms, 4kg of epoxy, four tins of paint, three tins of 
varnish and more money than I can safely confess to my 
wife have gone into her, and she is finally ready to put to 
sea again. Obviously though, she will have to wait. At the 
time of writing the UK is still on full lockdown, and I can’t 
even drive to Costa, never mind the coast. So Galadriel 
and I now wait to benefit from my toil this winter, and to 
make all the work worthwhile. RS

Central sheeting. Note use of oak blocks
_______________________________

_______________________________________________________________________
(left) New Locker cover
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L IKE MANY OTHER DCA MEMBERS WE ARE IN 
lockdown and looking for things to keep us 
occupied (mid-May, 2020).

 Some years ago my brother-in-law gave me the 
hull of a model yacht that he had found in a junk shop 
and thought I might like it. For years it sat in various 
garages collecting dust and as there were always more 
important things to do, it was only a short while ago that 
I resurrected  it for attention.

My guess is that it was made in the 1930s as a basic 
working model with a robust wooden hull and probably 
with a Bermuda rig, but that is only a guess. Having 
cleaned it up I had to decide on the rig and sail plan 
and this was really determined by the odd pieces of 
dowel that I had to make the mast and spars. I chose a 
gaff rig and fortunately I still had some sketches of the 
rigging of a Friendship Sloop I had helped to rebuild in 
the States some years ago as a plan. With the jib boom, 
gaff yard and main boom sized and temporarily located, 

I worked on the rigging with twine and seizing from 
my boat box. This proved to be harder than I thought 
as my fingers no longer have the flexibility of old and 
my eyesight is getting dodgy, so knot-tying can be a 
challenge. Miniature blocks were made similar to the 
full-sized ones used on the sloop and then assembled in 
place, giving me the outline of the sail plan.

Card was used to model the sails and then I 
cannibalised an old spinnaker I had for my dinghy to 
make them. Having cut out the patterns, the old sail 
was cut up and, using Sarah's sewing machine, a jib and 
mainsail were produced...a further eyesight test! When 
I was satisfied with my efforts, they were hung and the 
rigging tidied up until suitable for a photo shoot.

In theory this should now sail on a boating lake, but, 
like our full-sized sailing, that is on hold and likely to 
be  so for the rest of the year; however, it has kept me 
occupied for a while. Now to find another project!

 All I can recommend is that members look at things 
they have shelved in the past and dust them off for 
attention, now that they have time on their hands. MH

———————————————————————
The Friendship Sloop has survived to become an 

American classic since her humble beginnings as a 
working and fishing boat in the late 1800s.  

The photographs on the left are of recently restored 
Friendship Sloop  #226 Adagio (formerly Désirée)

                       ©The Friendship Sloop Society

Fettling a Model Yacht
by Mike Hinsley
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From THE DCA LiBrArY: book now out of print; 
secondhand prices vary greatly according to condition

This book is a valuable study resource for historic working boats 
and how they were used, together with constructional details and 
many scale drawings and photographs. (Exhibition quality models 
have to be built in more or less the same way as the real ones.)

Boats covered include the 26-foot New Bedford Whaler, a Southwold 
Beach Yawl, a Gravesend Waterman’s Wherry, Aldeburgh Beach Boats, 
a Lowestoft Shrimping Boat, Yorkshire Cobles, Northumbrian Cobles, 
Sheringham Crabbing Boats, upriver and downriver Thames Peter 
Boats and Thames Wherries 1697 style and 1970 style. Most of the 
sailing boats were lug-rigged.

These boat names may not of course tell you exactly what the 
boat actually is. Some Peter Boats were double ended, and some had 
transoms; the common factor seems to be that they had no thwarts, 
but a wet well for fish amidships. 

The section on cobles is particularly interesting and includes an 
Elizabethan writer’s description of the coble beaching method, and 
an extreme coble variant design. It seems that there were even some 
double-ended cobles. Incidentally, Freeston states that two Peter 
Boats could be seen ‘as late as 1901’ at Putney. I remember seeing one 
lying near Rochester Bridge in the late 1940s, although I don’t know 
whether it was still working or awaiting restoration. LW

Hardcover: 96 pages
Printer: Page Brothers Ltd, Norwich
Publisher: Conway Maritime Press Limited, 
First Edition (1 July 1975)
Language: English
ISBN-10: 0 85177 080 0
ISBN-13: 978-0851770802
Package Dimensions: 21.8 x 19 x 1.5 cm

Other titles by this author:
Prisoner of War Ship Models, 1775-1825, 
published 1973
Modelling Thames Sailing Barges, 
published 1976

Model Open Boats, 
by Ewart C Freeston

Book Review by Len Wingfield

Taken from page 40:

The profile, half-breadth 
and body plans of East 
Anglian Beach Boat oSSiE. 
She was built in 1893, 
measuring 15ft by 6ft 
3ins by 2ft 4ins and was 
owned by Alfred Smith of 
Aldeburgh. These boats 
varied in size from ± 15ft 
to 20ft, and were  beamy, 
strongly built vessels able 
to withstand the wear and 
tear of an open beach and 
the pounding of the sea.

Drawings © Science 
Museum, London, as 
are most of the plans 
reproduced in this book.

OSSIE



67Summer 2020

Speedy Returns to Canna, by David Jones
 A short cruise to the Small Isles in a 16ft 6in Beaufort dinghy, July 2008.
 

L ike most people who have tried it, I get the urge to go sailing on the west coast of Scotland every 
year, and at the Emsworth indoor meeting of the South Coast section the needed push came 
when Alan Glanville mentioned his interest in sailing there in 2008. By the AGM in March, 
Alan’s thinking was to be ready to dash up to Scotland as soon as there was a prospect of a 

decent settled spell of weather and in particular being ready to go from the 1st May onwards. 

As it turned out, Alan was ready when a good high pressure period of weather arrived early in May and 
off he went for a fine sail and oar circumnavigation of Mull – see his account in the Summer 2008 Bulletin. 
I did not get my act together until the end of June which coincided with Wendy my daughter having leave 
for a few weeks so she could share Speedy with me.

I was glad Alan had chosen the area south of Ardnamurchan. I had already done a similar expedition in 1989 
and had a ‘proper holiday’ on Mull in 2005. Now I preferred to revisit the area of my exploration (Bulletin 
151) of the Small Isles north of  Ardnamurchan, which I had fallen for, especially Canna, first time round. 
(not the Small Isles off the east coast of Jura, chart 2168).

I joined Wendy at the end of June at her home in Bannockburn to finalise preparations and watch for 
signs of the desired ‘spell of settled weather’, but this was summer 2008 and we realized we would have 
to downgrade to a ‘weather window’ and eventually ‘hang it we’ll just have to move to the coast and sail 
when there is a day fit for it!’ Unless the weather became easier we would  probably have to settle for a 
modest plan of launching at Arisaig and then aiming at Canna, via Eigg and Rum.

 In the following account the forecasts noted are for Inshore Waters, Ardnamurchan to Cape Wrath, broadcast 
on R4 fm at 0520h. We also took note of the Shipping Forecasts for Malin and Hebrides, bearing in mind 
how far offshore are the Small Isles and their openness to the SW – though on this trip winds were mostly 
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from the northern quarter.

Charts used were the 50000 scale Admiralty, 2207 and 2208, supplemented by the excellent 25000 scale OS, 
Explorer Map 397: covering Rum, Eigg, Muck, Canna and Sanday.

Speedy’s equipment extra to the Safety Recs list includes a 3.5hp Johnson and a Compass L21 inflatable.

Wed. 2 July 

Arrived in Arisaig which, via Bannockburn, is an extremely tiring 600 miles from my home in West Sussex. 
At Arisaig Marine Ltd there have been developments and construction was in progress such that the 
proprietors could not provide the simple launching and storage facilities we small boat people look for. So 
we camped for the night just north of Arisaig at Mrs Macmillan’s, Back of Keppoch, tel 01687 450200. Very 
nice informal campsite costing only £10.

Thur. 3 July

Forecast: Var F2-3 bec. NE4. Wendy and I agreed that Arisaig was no longer dinghy-friendly, so we drove to the 
Morar estuary to closely examine the crofter’s slip which I had spotted in 1995 at Bourblach (ngr NM674935). 
Perfect! Well nearly so; the estuary dries but fine for dinghies and no charges and friendly people who are 
interested in what you are doing and your welfare. Oh, another limitation is space for parking trailer and 
vehicle. It would be rather unfair to abuse the generosity of the local people by commandeering space for 
more than one boat’s worth I feel. We were asked to park the trailer and van just outside the gate and cattle 
grid. If not sailing directly after launching, the bottom just east of the slip is sand with some boulders and 
fine to dry out on for the night.

After all our exertions we were happy to anchor for the night after a little shakedown potter around the 
bay.

Fri. 4 July 

Forecast: Var F3-4, later NE4-5. Woke up to prolonged heavy rain and departed Morar 0820h with very 
light airs, sailing due west for the north end of Eigg. Wind was  W/NW/N whispers, and the sea flat so we 
did some rowing and motoring and tried to see whether we were being affected by the 4kn tide streams 
at springs that the pilot books warn of running up and down the east coast of Eigg. I could not make out 
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Speedy & David on Bourblach slip, looking S into Morar estuary
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whether the slow progress we seemed to make southwards along the coast was due to contrary tide. My 
chart 2207 (printed 1995) indicates a 3-4kn Sp north-going flood stream off the east coast of Eigg but no 
corresponding stream for the ebb. Past the SW corner of Eigg the chart shows 4kn Sp in both directions as 
expected. I would like a GPS to check tidal streams – much of the chart info in these non-commercial waters 
is based on 150yr-old Admiralty surveys!

A flat sea is of course the best for spotting animals but we only saw shoals of fish breaking the surface 
(chased from below?), seals and gannets and other birds. Too early in the year perhaps for Minke whales 
that particularly favour this Sound of Eigg in July/August.

When past the Pt.of Sleat the breeze backed to W, then S. At 1230h I realised we would run out of favourable 
stream in 1 hour’s time, the breeze was weak and heading us, and 4 miles to go. So on with engine for an 
hour.

Nearing the south end of Eigg we marvelled at the scale of the new harbour works – you’ll love them or 
hate them. The residents have mixed feelings too. The 500m long new breakwater and pier provides vastly 
improved shelter for small boats and I suppose that Eigg now offers a safe/comfortable haven in any 
weather. There are improved amenities of new café, toilets, showers (£2, but men’s not working during our 
stay), shop, and mountain bike hire. The old slip remains in service and is used by the boat operated by 
Arisaig Marine.

We beached outside the breakwater until the water rose to let us through the small boat passage and then 
anchored at the south end of  the basin and inflated the rubber dinghy.

Sat. 5 July. On Eigg  

Forecast: NE F4-5. Walked to Cathedral and Massacre Caves – well worth the effort, though if you have the 
strength, go for An Sgurr, 393m.

 Sun. 6 July. On Eigg

Forecast: NE F4, incr 5-7, N later. (Hebrides NE F8 perhaps later.) Moved Speedy to inside the little old 
boat harbour, moored to 2 anchors. Hired mountain bikes and rode to Laig Beach on the NW coast. HW 
2230h.

Mon. 7 July 

Forecast: N/NE F5-7, decr later, remaining unsettled. Weather too strong and miserable for us in Speedy 
so, being a Monday, we were able to take the CalMac ferry for a daysail to Loch Scresort, Rum. There we 
found a water tap by the old pier; and at the village: shop, café, community hall with internet, hostel at 
Kinloch Castle (£14 for b+b. Tel 01687 462037). Back on Eigg we met a couple in a Hawk 20 arriving from 
Canna whose cruise had started from Dunstaffnage. They were going to camp ashore since their boat tent 
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was leaking. A Wayfarer with two men and a dog arrived later and took a berth near the camping area at 
NM485843, just 200m. north of the old boat harbour.

Tue. 8 July 

Forecast: NE F3-4-5. Departed Eigg at 0830h, motoring for an hour until round Bogh’ a’ Churaich on the 
SW point of Eigg. Hoisted full sails for a W F1. A couple of porpoise passed close by our port side and a 
single puffin as we sailed north to Loch Scresort, Rum, where we picked up a mooring for picnic lunch and 
reconsideration of our passage plan. With plenty of daylight in hand and favourable sailing conditions we 
decided to carry on for Canna, rather than the original plan to stay in Loch Scresort for the night. We dropped 
the buoy at 1305h and after rounding the N point of Rum at 1500h we could lay a close-hauled course for 
Canna Harbour which we reached about 1800h, 9½  hours after leaving Eigg.

 Wed. 9 July. On Canna 

Forecast: Var F3 in S, E F4-5 occ 6 for a time. Lovely weather. We visited the farm which now has a phone 
box,  toilet and shower (50p) for visitors. Enjoyed tea and fruitcake at the café. Evening meals are available 
if notice given. Rabbit is on the menu – they are still a serious pest on Canna and now the subject of a 
reduction scheme. Rats which were devastating ground nesting birds have been eliminated entirely thanks 
to a brilliant project. The highland cows were at Tarbert so I thought we could visit them the next day. At the 
new CalMac pier there are rubbish disposal skips, and a toilet in the waiting room. We walked up Compass 
Hill. Our mobile phones on the Vodaphone network, which usually has good coverage in Scotland, found 
no signals on Canna.

Thu. 10 July. On Canna 

A bad night – wind very strong from the NE so tent flapping loudly all night. Speedy dried out about 0300h. 
Wind lulled about then but came back later. Didn’t get out of sleeping bags until 0930h. Forecast: NE F5-6 
(occ. F7 at first). Walked to Tarbert to see the highland cows. On our return we moved Speedy to deeper water 
in anticipation of leaving on Friday for our return to Morar. Farmer gave us WeatherFax with 24hr outlook 
from 1800h: NW F5-6, decr F3-4 later.

Based on the outlook of  decreasing NW wind it looked good for returning to Morar on Friday afternoon, 
with us trying to time our crossing of the southern end of the Sound of Sleat to when we had wind with 
tide, not against. The other issue was having enough depth at Morar Bar to enter. Thought we should depart 
Canna as soon as we floated. If we got to Point of Sleat too early, we could pause inside Camas Daraich as 
we did in1995. LW Morar 1916h.
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Fri. 11 July 

Forecast: N-NW F5-7, decr 4-5. HW 1330h. After weighing anchor at 1140h we motored to the deep water 
where yachts anchor and Wendy hoisted the mains’l but not the jib. We sailed towards the harbour exit 
and, seeing the conditions there, immediately pulled down two reef slabs. Once clear of Canna there was 
lots of wind and wave but some way into the passage the wind eased and we hoisted the jib and started to 
tramp along, surfing on the waves. Wendy, helming, sailing very fast, was hampered by the weakness of the 
rudder blade downhaul. The mahogany blade is too buoyant and Speedy was pitching heavily so the bungee 
rudder downhaul was not strong enough and we had to keep stretching out over the transom to push the 
blade down. This was rather alarming so as an expedient I put on a lashing to override the bungee. Now it 
was essential we did not hit an obstruction and thankfully it was all deep water until the bar at Morar. Then 
the question would be ‘How much water will there be over the bar and will we be lucky and find the deep 
part?’ We couldn’t afford ripping the (now fixed down) rudder off the transom. So when we were nearly at 
the bar I took the helm in my right hand and my knife in the left. With a clear view of the bottom the lashing 
was sawn through just in time and we passed into the peaceful estuary feeling very much relieved. We 
had reached the bar about 3 hours before LW. If the wind had been westerly it might have been a different 
story. I wanted to be inside Morar before the flood tide started which would have been against the wind 
as we crossed the Sound of Sleat. Once bitten … (see B 151). When closing the mainland coast, the Morar 
estuary entrance is quite difficult to make out, especially if approaching from the north of it, as we were, 
on an ebbing tide.

The passage time was 5hr 10min for a distance of about 23NM. The wind had been fresh from the northerly 
quarter and the sea concerning, though conditions were nowhere near as frightening as they had been in 
1995 ( B.151). At 1650h we anchored off the Bourblach slip for the night.

 Sat. 12 July ’08.  We recovered Speedy leisurely in the afternoon.

The local folk inquired about our trip and were pleased to see us safely back after a long absence. The postie 
had been counting the days.

Nights on board:

Morar: 1

Eigg: 4

Canna: 3

Morar: 1

Distances (NM) sailed/motored/rowed:  
Morar to Eigg, about 12
Eigg to Loch Scresort (Rum) by Sound of Eigg, about 11     
Loch Scresort (Rum)  to Canna, about 11
Canna to Morar, about 23
Total distance, about 57NM.
Conclusions? 

More a holiday than an expedition; I want to go again in 2009; in May! DJ

From Canna over Sanday to Rum

  (Reprinted from DCA Bulletin 202, pp. 29-33 —Ed)
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I ’M NOT SURE WHAT IT IS ABOUT ANCHORING a small 
boat that appeals to me. The pull on the rope as the 
faithful anchor holds fast against wind and tide and you 

drop the sail for a well-earned rest is something I enjoy.
I like fisherman anchors. I’ve used other types and 

carry 5 lb or 10 lb CQR-type ploughs as second anchors 
on both my boats, Enterprise dinghy and Westerly Nimrod 
trailer-sailer. But on both boats my main anchors are 7 lb 
and 15 lb fisherman respectively. I find that, in the small 
sizes suitable for dinghies and small boats, anchors with 
larger surface areas, which are most of them, are simply 
not heavy enough to dig in properly on firm sand or mud.

I also use my Fisherman anchors without lengths of 
chain attached, something they are quite tolerant of. I 
use three-strand nylon in 6 and 8 mm. 45 metres on the 
Nimrod and down to 22 metres on the Enterprise. 22 
metres is probably considered quite short, but reflects 
my experience of using my boat in the waters I am used 
to. It also reduces tangles. Most of my sailing is in the 
Solent. I very rarely anchor in more than two metres of 
water in either boat and usually expect to take the ground 
overnight. I carry more warp on my second anchor and 

can add length to the Fisherman if needed. 
This approach might not be appropriate on 

Scottish Lochs or West Country estuaries.
Without the heavy stainless steel fittings and rollers of 

a yacht, chain has to be pulled out directly over the side 
if you are going to avoid causing a great deal of damage 
to fairleads and gunwales. This prevents using the very 
useful technique of being able to break out the anchor 
by pulling it out from the cockpit and sailing out to find 
more space or deeper water before going forward to stow 
it. This method works in reverse of course, for entering an 
anchorage. I sail mostly single-handed.

Still there are times when it would useful to be able to 
anchor in deeper water, with restricted space, and avoid 
the long scope needed with all rope. I decided to make an 
‘anchor chum’ for the Nimrod.

There are various names for them but a ‘chum’ is simply 
a heavy weight, which can be attached to the anchor rope 
(or chain) and lowered down to a point below the water 
by a separate line. It should give rope some of the benefits 
of a more horizontal pull on the anchor and extra shock-
absorbing qualities that chain gives. And for the limited 
occasions I reckon I will need it, it’s likely to be more 
convenient than having to live with chain.

Making an Anchor Weight or 
ʻChumʼ(or ̒ Angelʼ),  by Steve Bradwell

   Making and adapting equipment for your boat



In the absence of anything else to 
hand I made mine from a 14 lb sledge 
hammer and a stainless steel wall tie 
from the builders merchant. I could 
only guess at the best amount of weight 
to use, so only time, and some testing 
conditions will prove if it’s worth keeping 
on board. In the mean time it will do as 
additional ballast, secured in the bilge.

                                        Steve Bradwell

update
 I’ve been using my hand made anchor 

weight for a number of years now. I’ve 
found that its 14 lb weight works well for 
my 18ft Nimrod in reducing the angle of 
the anchor rode without being too heavy 
for easy handling. It seems effective at 
helping the anchor to set and hold in 
moderate conditions with a reduced 
scope. Ultimately though its weight is 
a compromise and in very strong wind 
I would rely on having the maximum 
scope of rode, 8 or 10/1. This would also 
apply to an all-chain rode, the catenary 
of which could be zero if the conditions 
are severe enough. You may be better 
off with nylon rope, to absorb snatching, 
in this case.                                        Steve
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Editor's Note: This interesting and very practical short piece from Steve 
was resurrected from a past bulletin to follow on from Tony Langmead's 
piece in DC244, The Fallen Angel and a Force 8, with which it has obvious 
similarities. Unfortunately the point was somewhat lost when there was no 
room for it in the last issue, 245. Steve kindly offered to bring it up to date.



Reading Roger Barnes' Dinghy Cruising Companion 
convinced me that I should have battery power on board 
to be self-sufficient for 2 weeks. I therefore planned 
to have two 12v batteries under the bridge deck of 
Hatseflats and added 60kg to the weight calculations.

Reality proved to be unimpressed by my planning and 
so I sailed Hatseflats without batteries during the first 
season.

During the winter of 2019 I listed my electrical 
requirements:

- ICOM M73-EUROvHF radio 7.4v 
- Garmin ETREx 20x GPS 2xAA 
- all-round light 3xAAA
- two smartphones
- 5v Powerbank 4000mAh for emergencies

Since each device is battery powered, the 12v battery 
would only only needed to charge batteries.

I reckoned that my modest requirements would 
be met very easily by installing 2 YUASA 20Ah jetski 
batteries.

At only 7.5kg each the Jetski batteries would save 
45kg compared with a pair of standard 12v car batteries.

The advantage of using AGM batteries is that they 
are robust and watertight and therefore safer than 
conventional lead-acid batteries (but also a lot more 
expensive).

When I explained my plans the dealer told me that 
the YUASA batteries would be short-lived if only used to 
charge other appliances.

With this plan out of the window, I was pleasantly 
surprised when a friend offered me a surplus 110Ah 12v 
AGM service battery from his cruising yacht.

I decided to put the 32kg battery under the aft deck 
because this had proved to be the driest part of the boat 
and its weight here would not hurt the balance of the 
boat.

Before the 2019 season I installed the battery on a 
foam pad on the bottom of the aft compartment and 
glued four tie-downs to the bottom and inner bulkhead 
to hold the battery in place. I bought a CTEK MxS 5.0 
charger to charge the battery through a 12v socket.

I installed two 12v sockets and two USB 5v sockets 
in the aft bulkhead. A battery charger running off a 12v 
socket was bought to charge my AA and AAA batteries. 

Aft bulkhead with power sockets wired to 12v battery. 
Battery is charged through 12v
__________________________________________________

In 2019 Klarie and I sailed 30 times on Hatseflats. 
Most of our sailing was in F3-4 conditions but we also 
had some heavy going in F5-6 beating up lake IJsselmeer 
in a chop.

We charged our phones, vHF and batteries off the 
12v battery and never bothered to charge them before 
a trip.

During the entire season I had to tighten the straps 
of the battery only once. Each 2-3 months I charged the 

____________
Electricity On 
Board
      ~ Hubert Bakker
        _______________
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battery using the CTEK charger to 12.6v. 
We never discharged the battery below 12.4v.
In July I replaced a corroded USB socket. This took 

a couple of hours because I had to unwire the battery. 
Afterwards I bought a mains-switch but never got round 
to installing it.

From a technical point it was all going well. However I 
was not entirely happy with the new setup. First because 
lugging a big battery around is comparable to taking a 
10-year old on each and every trip. Now I don't have 
a grudge against 10 year-olds but I can do without the 
weight if they don't add to the conversation.

With the extra weight Hatseflats appeared a bit 
slower and less responsive than in the first season.

The second problem was the loss of storage space 
due to the battery.

The big aft compartment of Hatseflats is reached 
through a rather small hatch. With the battery sitting 
behind the hatch we could only store small items under 
the aft deck.

At the end of the sailing season I realised I needed 
less power but more storage space.

I found a lightweight power supply in the form of 
the xTorm Power Bank Brick 23K. This 5v 23Ah power 
bank weighs less than a kilo and has a power inverter to 
provide 220v AC through a power socket.

The 5v USB outlets can be used to charge 
smartphones, batteries and power banks.

Its AC power provides max 80W which helps to charge 
your laptop or maybe your power drill.

The Power Bank Brick itself is charged from a USB 
connector. So typically you would charge the Powerbrick 
at home or in the car driving to the venue and recharge 
when needed in a campsite or marina during the trip.

Using the AC inverter of the Power Bank Brick 
(for example to run an AC battery charger or the vHF 
charger) should best be avoided.

So I bought a GoalZero Guide10 charger to charge 4 
AA or AAA batteries off the USB outlet of the Powerbrick.

To make the most of the Powerbrick I now charge the 
vHF, AA and AAA batteries before going on a trip. 

The Powerbrick and other adaptors now fit in a small 
watertight sandwich box.

Unfortunately the xTorm company have not planned 
to introduce a Power Bank Brick for the UK market but 
on the Internet I found potential alternatives (albeit 
with a bigger capacity and slightly heavier).

I removed the battery, sockets and wiring from the 
aft compartment and gave it away to a colleague with 
a garden plot where its size and weight will not be a 
problem.

The reclaimed space under the aft deck will be very 
useful when we take Hatseflats for longer trips in the 
new season. 

The lesson I learnt is that there are two extremes: 
too much power if you take big 12v batteries on board, 
or too little power if you depend on powerbanks alone. 
For everything in between, small 12v service batteries 
would be an ideal solution but they don't seem to exist.

So if you are without AC power for just a couple of 
days and use electricity sparingly it pays to travel light 
and bring a few pre-charged powerbanks and maybe a 
solar panel.

Reclaimed space for camping gear! Note tie-downs used 
to keep the battery in place. HB

Power Bank Brick charging VHF, power bank and 
                                     GoalZero Guide10 battery charger.

Hatseflats — basic hull shape
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Articles
The Beaufort                 David Jones
 !962, Ian Proctor-designed, 16’6"cruising dinghy

The first thing to say about the Beaufort is that there are not many about at all and I think only 2 currently in
the DCA. I guess there never were many built and any remaining today are probably 30 to 40 years old.
Quoting from Ian Proctor’s 1967 book “Boats For Sailing”, the key facts are these: designed 1962 by Ian Proctor
as a cruising dinghy; length O.A. 16’6"; sail area (without spinnaker) 167.5 sq.ft.; approx sailing weight  550 lb;
construction round bilge GRP; crew 2 - 6; builders Fosrite Plastics Ltd. The figures imply a large capacity
heavy dinghy compared to the other designs in his list of about 50 contemporaries ranging up to the Flying
Dutchman at 19’10" and 370lb.

I bought mine second hand 18 years ago and keep on thinking what a lucky purchase! Speedy, Sail No. B90, looks
scruffy but is still sound. I find the hull ideal for extended cruising with immense dry storage space under the
foredeck and in a huge stern locker. The rig is typical ‘racing dinghy’ Bermudan sloop, and the 25ft mast is
stepped on the forward end of the centre plate case. Altogether this is not a handy rig for cruising. I particu-
larly miss the possibility of lowering the mast for passage under bridges and begrudge the time and effort
needed to rig and derig.

Such a big boat is ideal for a couple, with plenty of room to sleep on the floorboards either side of the centre-
plate case. The boat is very forgiving and stable (beam 6’2") and Jenny and I took her far and wide for great
cruises in the South Coast and East Coast areas, Salcombe, Plymouth, Falmouth, Milford Haven, Mull, Small
Isles, Arduaine, Torridan, and Loch Fyne. Capsize is a worry for any dinghy sailor but only in the Sound of
Sleat on our Small Isles cruise did we have a bad near miss experience (see Bulletin 151). This led me to believe
that in the conditions likely to cause a capsize, self-recovery was an improbable outcome! As conditions
strengthen I usually raise the centre-plate to reduce heeling forces. For the last few years I’ve been sailing her
single-handed only on the South Coast - Jenny has suffered long enough! The side decks are very wide and
comfortable and the side benches narrow and uncomfortable so in a good breeze I usually sit up on the side
decks.

Shortly after acquiring her I bought a new set of sails, full rac-
ing size main plus a roller-reefing genoa, giving 172 sq ft maxi-
mum area. That was a mistaken extravagance since we could
sail with them unreefed on very few occasions. Now I sail with
one of the original 37 yr-old cruising suits of main and jib
which total 133 sq ft. Fully reefed the main is reduced to about
50 sq ft, and I can set an 18 sq ft storm jib in place of the usual
35 sq ft jib. Even this reduced rig is worrisome in a blow so I
observe the rule of never venturing out if there is a mention of
F6 in the forecast. With favourable conditions she will sail
herself when the DCA helm impeder is set. Heaving to is a
comfortable alternative. For auxiliary power I have the oars
Jenny made, length 9 ft, which just fit on the floor alongside the
centre plate case. But she is too heavy for enjoyable rowing so
I’ve nearly always carried an engine. Originally a Seagull 40
Plus which was perfectly matched thanks to the big slow rev-
ving prop. Last year I changed to a Johnson 3.5 and I’m not so
happy. This engine has more power than the Seagull but does
not push me along so well, presumably because it is intended
for driving fast light craft. An advantage is that I now have a
neutral gear so close quarter manoeuvres are less fraught.

When I inspect the modern designs at the Southampton Boat
Show I come away thinking none are as right for cruising as
Ian Proctor’s Beaufort!

David was awarded the Naylor Noggin twice. On the second occasion he argued with me that he didn't deserve 
it, because his account was of a cruise in the same area as the one that had won him his first Noggin. I persuaded 
him that the award had nothing to do with geography, more his achievement and the quality of his log. That second 
Noggin account is here in this journal as a memorial to him (p 67), and here is his affectionate portrait of his beloved 
Beaufort cruising dinghy, Speedy, reprinted from DCA Bulletin #183, page 24 —Ed
----------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------
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Sea-going
I never look on masts and spars

A-tangle at a key,
But I think of how they tossed and strained

When out upon the sea.
No wonder they're so neighborly,

There nodding side by side;
They'll soon go far and wide away,

With the turning of the tide.
They'll soon be very far apart

On that lonesome, pathless main,
Whence nothing but the sailor's art

Can bring them home again.

I never see a rakish rig
A-standing down a bay,

But I long to join that vessel's crew,
And with her sail away;

To sense the beauty of the sight,
The tang of the salty breeze,

The joy of a fight with a thing of might,
As we ride the charging seas.

Oh, were my forebears sailor-folk?
And was it bred in me?

Or what gives the haul, like a tackle and fall,
That draws me to the sea?

                                      Samuel W. Kelley
                                                        August 1924

_____________________________________

Doctor S.W. Kelley was born in Adamsville, Ohio, 
in 1855. He enjoyed a particularly adventurous 
early life as a farmer, a sailor before the mast 
and a trail-driving cowboy, running stock from 
Texas to Kansas and beyond in genuine Western 
fashion. He served as a surgeon in the Spanish 
American War and the first World War.

As a private practitioner his speciality was 
pediatrics. He was the first American doctor to 

write a treatise on the diseases of children. The 
heights he attained in his profession, and his 
medical positions, articles and accomplishments, 
ensured considerable fame in his lifetime. 

Sea-going appeared in The Cicada and Other 
Poems, a posthumous collection privately 
published by his widow in 1931; it is a beautifully 
bound book in green cloth with gold stamped 
titling and all edges gilded. In 1919 Kelley had 
published an earler collection, Witchery O' The 
Moon and Other Poems. 
Over a third of the poems in The Cicada... 
concern the sea and the men and boats who 
serve on it. He also wrote a novel, In the Year 
1800, published in 1904, which '...pictured the 
state of medical science and practice as well as 
customs and conditions of that day...'

Both volumes of poetry were privately printed 
and circulated, so are not freely available now, 
but with patience and persistence they can be  
sourced and bought—Ed

(The text of this poem and all information on 
the poet came wholly from the April issue of 
Bob Hicks's magazine, Messing About In Boats; 
specifically from a short article, The Maritime 
Poems of Dr Samuel W. Kelley, by Timothy Holter.)

This drawing was 
taken from The Ashley 
Book of Knots 
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The Kraken
by Alfred Lord Tennyson (1830) 

Below the thunders of the upper deep,
Far, far beneath the abysmal sea,
His ancient, dreamless, uninvaded sleep
The Kraken sleepeth: faintest sunlights flee
About his shadowy sides; above him swell
Huge sponges of millennial growth and height;
And far away into the sickly light,
From many a wondrous grot and secret cell
Unnumbered and enormous polypi
Winnow with giant arms the slumbering green.
There hath he lain for ages, and will lie
Battening upon huge sea worms in his sleep,
Until the latter fire shall heat the deep;
Then once by man and angels to be seen,
In roaring he shall rise and on the surface die.

' Bartholinus, a learned Dane, told how on 
a certain occasion the Bishop of Midaros 
found the Kraken quietly reposing on 
the shore and mistaking the enormous 
creature for a huge rock erected an altar 
upon it and performed mass. The Kraken 
respectfully waited till the ceremony 
was concluded and the reverend prelate 
safe on shore and then sank beneath the 
waves.'
—From Sea Monsters Unmasked (1883),  
                                                   by Henry Lee

'...The Norwegian fishermen sometimes find 
unexpected shallows when a short distance out at sea, 
the depth suddenly diminishing from one hundred 
fathoms to twenty or thirty. Then they know that the 
Kraken is rising and immediately retreat. His back first 
appears looking like a number of small islands, his arms 
rise above the surface like the masts of a vessel and are 
said to have power to grasp the largest man of war and 
pull it to the bottom.'
—Erik Pontoppidan, Bishop of Bergen, 
The Natural History of Norway, (1750s)

Long ago, Norwegian sailors referred to 
it as the 'kracken octopus'

...apart from all that, the poem works as a kinetic 
image for the lethal plague that has risen from 
obscene depths to fester among us for a while...  
                                                                      —Ed

'By 1830, Tennyson had combined the 
legends with Europe's hot new interest in 
geologic time and produced The Kraken when 
he was just 21'
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DCA SAFETY rECommENDATioNS

1. The Boat
1.1 Should be insured with at least third party cover to protect yourself and allow you to attend  
          rallies hosted by sailing clubs and other authorities that do not tolerate uninsured boats.
1.2 Sufficiently stable so the whole crew can sit on the gunwale without dipping it under the water.
1.3 With sufficient positive buoyancy to support stores and crew when flooded, and disposed so the  
          crew can put the boat back into sailing condition unaided, after a capsize or swamping. Capsizing  
          is a serious matter in a seaway: in rough seas, recovery can become impossible.
1.4 Hull, mast and rigging strong enough to withstand cruising stresses, and properly maintained.
1.5 With a mainsail capable of being reefed whilst at sea. Jib furling or reefing is desirable. Also  
          consider carrying storm sails for strong winds.
1.6 Registered with the HM Coastguard-approved RYA SafeTrx, its replacement for the official  
          voluntary safety identification scheme, previously known as CG66.

2. The Crew
2.1 Sufficiently experienced for the conditions expected.
2.2 Aware of their responsibilities under SOLAS and MCA regulations.
2.3 Adequate for the dinghy: at least one stone of crew weight for each foot of LW (20kg/metre).

3. Equipment for Cruising
3.1 Personal buoyancy for each member of the crew.
3.2 Waterproofs and plenty of warm clothing for each crew member.
3.3 Anchor, minimum 10lb (5kg). Anchor cable minimum 30 metres 8mm non-floating material, with  
          2 metres of chain between it and the anchor, secured to a strongpoint inside the boat.
3.4 Strong bucket as well as a bailer, both with lanyards. A bilge pump is recommended.
3.5 Two oars and metal rowlocks secured by lanyards, plus one spare rowlock. Paddles are not an  
          adequate substitute.
3.6 Drinking water and emergency food rations, sufficient for everyone on board.
3.7 Orienteering compass and chart or large scale local map.
3.8 Fire blanket or fire extinguisher.
3.9 Waterproof vHF radio, preferably with DSC. Consider LW radio receiver for Shipping Forecasts
3.10 Mobile telephone in a waterproof pouch.
3.11 Powerful waterproof light and at least one spare torch.
3.12 First-aid kit.
3.13 Fog horn or whistle to give audible warning in thick weather.

4. Additional Equipment For More Extended Cruises Outside Sheltered Waters
4.1 Reliable steering compass, kept in one position and checked for deviation, preferably lit for night  
          use.
4.2 Navigation equipment: charts covering the whole passage, pilot book, almanac, tidal atlas, 
          leadline, handbearing compass, waterproof GPS or chartplotter.
4.3 Log book for passage planning notes and for recording the passage in progress.
4.4 Emergency radio beacon: EPIRB or PLB.
4.5 Repair kit and spare parts.
4.6 Effective radar reflector, if practicable.
4.7 Day and night flares in a waterproof pack.
4.8 For foreign waters the boat should be registered, display her number and carry registration 
          documents.



THE MARINE QuARTERLY is in its tenth year of 
publication. During this time it has established 
itself as the antidote to yachting magazines. It 

is a new kind of sea journal – no photographs, but 
full of big, authoritative articles on sailing, cruising, 
adventuring, merchant shipping, conservation, 
natural history, heritage, naval matters, nautical 
books, and anything else connected with salt 
water. In The Marine Quarterly, the words make the 
pictures.

The Marine Quarterly is 112 pages of excellent 
stuff, illustrated with line drawings by Claudia Myatt, 
published by subscription only. DCA members who 
type DCAX into the relevant box will receive a 
10% discount on their subscription price. For more 
information, visit www.marinequarterly.com or ring 
the number below.

Onward!
Sam Llewellyn
Editor 
The Marine Quarterly
Hope Farm 
Lyonshall
Kington
Herefordshire HR5 3HT
01544 340636


