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To get out from our Keil Yacht Club berth next morning meant blowing
up our rubber dinghy so that we could recover our mooring warps.
I'was idle, and decided to tow the dinghy, as I usually do round
Guerrsey, rather than deflate it again and store it on deck. This turned
out to be a mistake. It was a grey blustery day and the wind got up and

up. By the time we got to Rodbyhavn it was, as we learned later, blowing
a full gale. At times we had been surfing down waves so fast that the
speedometer wound itself off the clock, and just before we got to the

“NEWSE
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harbour entrance the dinghy turned upside down. Avons don't like being
towed upside down at 10 knots. And while we were trying to rescue it a
large ferry came out of Rodbyhavn backwards and straight at us. We
saved the dingty, avoided the ferry (or maybe it avoided us) and got
thankfully into harbour, where we were greeted, before we had even tied
up, by the Danish police. Not, it turned cut, to chastise us for getting in
the ferry's way: there was another yacht out at sea in bother, and the
police wanted to know if we had seen her. Rodbyhavn is essentially a
fishing and ferry port, not beautiful, but we enjoyed it and had had a
most exhilarating day’s sailing.

Off next morning, Wednesday 1 June, to sail about 50 miles to Klintholm
on the island of Mon, also Danish. It was a perfect sunny day, with the
wind behind us, but the air still decidedly brisk, like early March in
Guernsey, though the lilac was out. Klintholm has a small, new, marina
with an expensive housing development round it for rich yachtsmen;
keep your boat at the bottom of the garden.
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From Klintholm we sailed, on a grey miserable day, to Simrishamn in SW
Sweden and on the way played ring-a-roses with 2 Russian tanker which
was going I know not where, but mostly round in circles. Simrishamn
might have been nice if it hadn't been raining and cold, but we didn't see
much of it. There were lots of trees planted down to the water’s edge
and grass, with an attractive Yacht Clubhouse in the middle. I guess we
didn’t give it a fair trial since we were wet and cold when we arrived,
and it was blowing quite hard when we left next morning for Karlskrona,

I had to have periodic blood tests done while on the trip, and we decid-
ed to get one done in Kalmar. The Tourist Office lined up a doctor, I had
the test done, and to £l in the day while waiting for the results we went
to view the Castle, and I set to with some webbing and a sail needle to
make some straps 10 hold the dinghy’s seat in, since the original toggles
and beckets had given way when the dinghy capsized in Rodbyhavn.

Before leaving Kalmar we spent 2 morning in thelr museum, most of

one of the Swedish Nawy'’s which was devoted to
main ports, about 50 the remains of the
miles further on. We Swedish flagship lost in
were promised that the a battle nearby against
day would perk up but the combined

that there would be a Danish/Dutch fleet in
strong westerly in the about 1680. The loss of
afternoon. The sun cer- the df(l)agship had nothing
tainly tried to come out to do with enemy action.
in the late morning, but The admiral had never
the mist defeated it, and been to sea before, and
the wind, which was after an excessively good
dead astern dropped lunch and in his zeal to
light so we had to motor chase/escape from the

- an awful lot of this voy- enemy he ordered too
age was spent with the much sail 1o be set.
wind either dead ahead The ship began to

or dead astern, neither capsize and a lantern
of which make for ideal fell off its hook into the
sailing. We reached the SRk R e R R S T S e powder magazine,
outer buoys off the A SWEDISH FISHING VILLAGE BANG! Sad.

entrance to Karlskrona before we saw any sign of any ship on the voy-
age, apart from a floating log which we rammed, and then found our-
selves being huzzed by a light aircraft. And then the promised strong
westerly arrived, and the rain. Swedish buoys are poor, underfed, litlle
things, more like Breton pot-bobbers than proper marks, and are not
easy 1o spot. All except one in the middle of Karlskrona Harbour which
is shown on the chart as just another mark, and is in fact a very over-
grown Brehon Tower. We moored for the night against another fish quay.

Saturday is evidently market day in Karlskrona, and we spent a happy
morning shopping in the market. In the afternoon we sailed through the
islands and some lovely scenery to a tiny fishing harbour called
Torhamm, with beautifully tended gardens and apple and lilac blossom
everywhere. Brenda had just started to cook supper when the Customs
people came. A delightful couple they were, one man and one woman,
who sat in the cabin drinking coffee and deciding what lies we should
put on the customs form. They halved most of the quantities we told
them, the man cheerfully signed the form, and off they went having had 2
happy evening practising their English.

The following day we had a lovely sail along the coast from Torhamn to
Kalmar, where a treaty was signed in 1397 unifying Denmark, Sweden
and Norway, though it seems no one took much notice of it. It was 2
bright sunny day with a brisk - and cold - following breeze but wonder-
ful sailing, and in the sunshine we managed to dry out most of the damp
below decks from the last couple of weeks of grey wet weather. Then,
just before we reached Kalmar, the heavens opened and the wind drove
the rain into the cabin: back to square one. It's a pretty town with a
splendid castle and cathedral, and the Customs people who had come
aboard at Torhamn had been very enthusiastic about it

Who but the Swedes could celebrate this disaster with 2 museum?

From Kalmar we sailed all of 20 miles 1o Borgholm on Oland Island for
the night and then we disappeared into the myriad of islands along
Sweden's east coast south of Stockholm. They are absolutely beautiful
with tiny farms or fishing hamlets dotied between the trees - mostly pine,
but with enough silver birch, aspen and other deciduous trees not to
result in Forestry Commission blie-black manntany, The honses qre
mostly wooden, painted a dark red ochre with white windows and
doors: every so often there is an individualist who has painted his house
with yellow ochre - or not at all. We spent one heavenly evening at
anchor in a bay between three islands overlooked by a fishing hamlet
which seemed to be totally deserted: presumably people live there only
during the summer. We sat there in the evening sun and total stillness.

Next morning was very different - bitterly cold and overcast; we set off
about 4.30 (the sun rises early to wake you) to sail 70 odd miles to a
small port called Arkosund to get fuel. It rained and it rained, a thor-
oughly miserable journey. Until we got to Arkosund when the sun came
out and it turned into another lovely evening. Arkosund is a pretty little
place with more ducks and swans than I have ever seen. Wildlife is heav-
ily protected and the charts are covered with annotations “Fagelskydd”
and “Salskydd” - bird sanctuary and seal sanctuary - to which entry is
restricted to certain times of the year or forbidden entirely: we saw no
sals but to judge from the number of ducklings and cygnets there is a
fagel population explosion.



Night sailing up here at this time of year is a delight because it never gets
really dark - one day's gloaming merges into the next's pre-dawn light
The log reads (we changed watch at midnight)

2300 (Brenda’s entry) Sunset - spectacular

2330 Sunset

2400 Sunset continues

0200 (my entry) Dawn - or yesterday's twilight still

We set off from Arkosund at 3.45 next morning bound for Hanko in
Finland. By the time we had worked our way out of the islands it was a
hot sunny morning with a gentle breeze from astern. We put up the
spinnaker for the first time this year and sat back to enjoy the next 24
hour’s sail. By about lunich time the wind had changed, and to get to
Hanko we would have had to gybe. That would have been far to much
like hard work and might have spilled the beer, so we changed course
and destination to Tallinn in Estonia.

But by next morning the wind had died completely. Brenda had a fit of
housekeeping, and cleaned out the inside of the boat; but when the
handle to the pump to the loo became unscrewed and the plunger was
lost down the inside, she decided that playing laundrywoman was better
fun than playing plumber. I didn't get the choice. We motored along with
the rigging festooned with drying socks and other washing; and after all
the clothes were washed, we washed us - 2 camping shower in the
cockpit. All the water came straight out of the Baltic: sailing in a
freshwater sea has its advantages.

The old city of Tallinn, mainly mediaeval Hanseatic, is wonderful and
they are doing a lot to preserve it and to put right 50 years of neglect.
There is 2 small but fabulous Russian Orthodox cathedral built by Peter
the Great and a number of other churches. Also 2 huge square, cobbled
streets, and many fascinating buildings.

Next morning there was a definite wind-whistle in the rigging and 1
thought it sensible to try to get 2 weather forecast before we left for
Finland. I had heard dogs barking during the night but hadn’t thought
much about it, and so when I went ashore at 7.15 I was wholly unpre-
pared for the ferocious Alsatian which leaped at me. It was on a chain
all right, but the chain ran on a jackstay which gave the pooch much
greater range than at first appeared. It had a go at my left thigh, calf,
forearm and hand, and the resulting mess was beyond our joint first aid
skills. So off Brenda went to find 2 doctor; there was an excellent one in
the local hotel complex, with a very up to date surgery. He patched me
up most skillfully, but that was an end to any thought of sailing to
Finland that day. The invalid spent the day sunning himself in the cockpit
reading his book and watching tiny Estonian children sailing Optimists
on the river. Virtually everywhere we went on this cruise we saw
Optimists; clearly the universal training boat for small children.

The next day the weather was better, my wounds were re-dressed, and
we were off to Hanko. An uneventful voyage except that George went
wrong and drove us round in circles. I took the box of tricks apart and
out fell a lump of lead and a bolt (but no nut). There was no obvious
place for the lead to have come from, so I stuck the box of tricks back
together (minus the lead) and tried again. It worked, though a bit
erratically, and in Hanko I eventually had a good look at it, found the
errant nut, and bolted the lump of lead back where it appeared to have
come from, as a counterweight to the fluxgate compass. George then
functioned perfectly for the rest of the summer.

The Finns seem to be paranoid about foreigners. When arriving by yacht
from overseas you have to pass through Immigration and Frontier
Control on designated islands out in the middle of nowhere lest you
contaminate the Finnish purity or import dangerous substances like
alcohol. We were met by two Frontier Guards armed to the teeth who
me. But once we had

escorted us in a huge

rigid inflatable boat to 8 8

their base. I was

sorted out that

misunderstanding and had convinced them that St.Petersburg and
St.Peter Port were different places, they were very nice and told us

slightly surprised when
precisely what lies to put on the Customs form. The Frontier Guards

we were asked if we
had any arms on
apparently act as agents for Customs, and don't like them above half.

board, and when they
looked at the form I
had filled in and asked
me what I did in
St.Petersburg I could
see the doors of Hanko
Town Gaol closing on

From Hanko we went to Turku which we found a delightful place, as
befits the old capital of Finland, with 2 magnificent castle, and an austere
but beautiful cathedral. We spent most of the morning going round the
castle and found it fascinating. It has been extended and extended over
the centuries and there were a series of beautifully made models
illustrating the changes, and some lovely pictures and other exhibits.
Also 2 maritime museum at the top of a hill with signs at intervals on the
way up saying “sea level 1,000 AD - sea level 500 BC", We had 2
delightful day’s sailing to get to Turku through the islands. Pilotage
through the Finnish islands is intricate but not too difficult once you get
the hang of the system. Foreigners are not allowed off the passages
marked on the charts - perhaps with good reason as I understand that
some of the waters are not well surveyed, and since the granite comes
up very steeply an echo-sounder doesn't give much warning........ The
passages through the sounds are reasonably well buoyed (though the
buoys are very small) with IALA pattern spar buoys, though painted
black and white not black and yellow, and there is a magnificent and
comprehensive system of transits and leading lights: for some obscure
Finnish reason if the leading lights flash the two aren’t synchronised.
Most of the islands, even the smallest, had one or two houses on them,
built of wood in the main and presumably summer houses, with an
attendant hut down by the shore which I imagine was the sauna.

We then headed out for the ¢land Islands spending two nights in the
islands on the way, the first at a small yacht harbour at Innamo, the
second at anchor off Ecklinge where we went afier looking at, and
rejecting Torsholm where a friendly Finn waved us in next to him; but as
the technique was to throw an anchor over the stern, jump ashore over
the bow with a rope and gallop up a cliff to tle the rope round a tree, we
declined and went on. The Scandinavians found it very odd that we
anchored by the bow: they thought it very dangerous. However, as the
wind went round 180 degrees overnight we felt vindicated: riding to our
anchor we were bows on to the wind and the rain all night, whereas the



boats at Torsholm would have been stern on to the weather. We left
Ecklinge on 2 cold mizzling morning with a frisky SE wind, which gave
us an exhilarating reach on port gybe under genoa only, and not all of
that at imes. The day steadily improved and by the time we turned north
to run up the sound to Mariehamn the sun had come out and we had a
wonderful sail through heavenly scenery.

Mariehamn is a most attractive place - just as well as we were gale
bound there for four days. Two good museums and a four masted
barque as a museum ship. Also a good restaurant or two, and a hilari-
ous sight-seeing trip on the top deck of 2 London bus the conductor of
which, a Helsinki graduate, told us horrific tales of the unemployment
rate in Finland - about 25%. Most of his contemporaries were without
jobs, and since he spoke Swedish he had come to the éland Islands, with
which he said ke had family connections, 1o look for work.

It was bitterly cold during the gale, and since six layers of clothing
weren't enough to keep us warm and electricity on the pontoon was
free, we put the single electric ring we had brought with us onto the
floor of the cabin and switched it full on to act as an electric fire.

The gale also made us very aware of one of the drawbacks of the
Scandinavian mooring system. When we arrived we had moored -
naturally enough - in a berth bows on to the wind.Overnight the wind
went round 180 degrees, and started blowing about F9. There was no
possibility of changing berths in that wind, and there was nothing much

WEST MARIEHAMIN YACHT HARBOUR

to prevent Tessera from blowing down onto the pontoon. We winched in
the warp to the stern buoy as tight as we could, put another warp onto a
second buoy and blew up our huge inflatable Avon fender to try o cush-
ion the bow from the pontoon. After that we could only hope for the best
as the wind racked itself up another notch or two.

From Mariehamm we sziled, when the gale had abated, to Stockholm to
meet two friends of ours, Jasper and Eily Blount, who had come over
from England to sail with us for a week. Jasper however was not very fit
and it seemed a good idea to take life gently and to explore Lake
Malaren which stretches about 70 miles inland to the west of Stockholm.
We spent the first night at anchor in an idyllic spot between the islands
of Helgo and Ekeron. It was a peaceful sunny evening and we were

surrounded by reed beds and trees and swans. Pity about the
mosquitoes.

At midsummer the Scandinavians decorate their boats with tree branch-
es, erect maypoles which they decorate with wreaths of leaves and flow-
ers and hang garlands of lowers on anything vertical they can. I don't
know what the rest of the Midsummer rites consist of, but they certainly
worked! The weather had changed completely: the sun came out,
oilskins and sweaters were put away, and shorts and suntan lotion made
their appearance. The weather stayed like that for almost the next two
months.

We left our secluded anchorage next morning and sailed to Mariefred
where the guide book promised us a splendid castle - Gripsholms Slott -
which houses the Swedish National Portrait Gallery. It was only 20 odd
miles, a lovely gentle sail in the sunshine, with an enormous picnic
lunch en route. Annoyingly, the wind piped up just as we were trying to
berth and we were stern-on to the wind so that berthing wasn't easy.
Picking up the stern buoy was difficult as we kept being blown off it and
there was quite a lot of juggling to and fro with lots of engine revs before
we were safely moored with lots of lines out. The guide book hadn't told
us about the beautiful church, or the Swedish equivalent of the Bluebell
Line - Brenda, Eily and I went for a chuff-chuff ride next day - or about
the excellent restaurant where we had another Memorable Meal. Nor yet
about the classic yacht regatta in two days’ time
(though that was hardly the guide book’s fault). The
local council had evidently done a deal with the
Swedish Army for them to lay the moorings. We, and
most of the rest of the population of Mariefred,
watched entranced as the army launched pontoons
and boats that unfolded themselves and something
with a crane on board. We were enthralled by a truck
which threatened to capsize as it lifted its pontoon off
its flatbed into the water. Sighs of regret from the
spectators when the truck’s front wheels hit the
ground again and it was still the right way up.

We left the army at play that afternoon and sailed the
22 miles to Strangnas, two swing bridges and lots of
pretty waterway later. We started off under sail in a
brisk F5 - genoa only and not always all of that, but
brilliant sunshine - then we came to a very narrow
sound between the mainland and an island with the
wind dead on the nose. So we furled the genoa and
switched on the engine. A nasty rumbling sound from
the propeller shaft made me think we had got a plastic bag or something
round the propeller, but we couldn't clear it and went rather gingerly
when under power. In Strangnas we managed to moor alongside a pon-
toon which made getting on and off the boat much easier, and Brenda
dived into the lake t0 see what was round the propeller.

Nothing. Next morning I played hunt-the-engineer round Strangnas, and
eventually found one, but he must be the only Swede who speaks no
English. His diagnosis was that the propeller shaft was bent, and no,
there wasn't 2 local yard where we could get the boat slipped. He
suggested through his mate who was the interpreter, either Vasteras
(miles in the wrong direction) or Varby which was at least on the way
back to Stockholm. However, it was by now lunchtime on Friday, and
even if they could do anything for us in Varby they couldn't do it till
Monday. We spent the rest of the day sightseeing in Strangnas



- an attractive place with a large but austere cathedral, beautiful lake-
side walks and an outsize windmill. Jasper and Eily gave us a wonderful
dinner ashore that evening: we sat out on the patio of a slightly odd
hotel, and had a surprisingly good meal. When we got back to the boat
we found that we had been joined on our pontoon by a lovely old fash-
ioned steamboat - about 50 ft long with a wonderful verandah over her
stern and two paddle wheels which could have graced the Mississippi.

We left Strangnas late the next morning and drifted gently in the direc-
tion of Varby. We passed through the two swing bridges and anchored
for lunch behind a beautiful wooded island just out of the main fajrway.
We stopped for the night about 10 miles further on, in an inlet where the
trees came right down to the water’s edge. We sat in the cockpit after
supper watching the wild life - swans, ducks, herons, a crane, and then
over the top of the hills came five hot air balloons.

The next day, Sunday 3 July, was unique in that for the first time ever we
trailed a fishing line overboard. Jasper had said before he came that he
enjoyed fishing, so we had bought a fishing line specially for him, and he
was now allowed to play with it but with blood curdling threats of what
would happen to him if he got fish-scales into the cockpit. In the event,
he caught nothing so the threats were in vain. It was an almost windless,
baking hot afternoon as we drifted down the lake surrounded by tree
clad hills and the scent of pines heavy in the air. If the trees had been
cypresses we could have been in the Italian lakes. We got 1o Varby about
4.30 in the afternoon and went ashore 1o ask about engineers. Also to
get ice creams. It was 2 very hot airless evening with the mosquitoes out
in force, and we smothered ourselves with insect repellent and sat in the
cockpit watching yet another aerial display of hot air balloons, twelve of
them.

The boatyard at Varby could do
nothing to help us (they hadn'ta
slip big enough) and I was rather
concerned to know what to do.
There were however two yards
south of Stockholm recom-
mended in the Cruising
Association’s Handbook, and
each of them had either a slip
or a crane big enough to
haul us out. It's at times like
this that one regrets not having a 30ft rise
and fall of tide! The Varby yard lent me their telephone and I
spoke to Mill Nylander of Linds Batvarv who sald her husband would do
his best to put us to rights as quickly as he could, but that he would have
to fit us in around work to which he was already committed. Fair
enough. Back we went to Stockholm and dropped the Blounts off at the
Sandhamn ferry quay in the middle of the city - we weren't supposed to
stop there, but it was temptingly close to hotels, taxis, telephones and so
on. Then on to Linds yard which is in 2 very narrow and very beautiful
sound with steep cliffs each side. We were there all told four days. The
shaft was bent (how we never discovered) and we had a new one fited
and a new cutlass bearing. Bjorn Nylander was an excellent and careful
engineer and had an amazing Heath Robinson slip which took the boat
up sideways. They couldn’t have been kinder, and during our enforced
stay they introduced me 1o their doctor so that I could have another
blood test, took us for miles to get some more Camping Gaz and then
into the local town to fill the back of their car up with our shopping. In
the intervals when nothing in the engineering line seemed to be happen-
ing, and when we were almost screaming with frustration we cleaned the
outside of the hull, Brenda did a mighty clothes wash, and most days
went 10 swim in a freshwater lake nearby. The weather was so hot that I
wished my dog bites had healed enough to let me bathe also.



HOMEWARD BOUND

The weather looked as if it was about to break and I had an awful
premonition of being stuck in Cuxhaven by a series of depressions and
strong westerly winds. However, when we woke next morning the
weather looked all right - sunny with 2 WSW F4-5 and we decided to
make our escape while we could. Qur acquaintances from the previous
day had invited us back for drinks, so before we left Brenda went across
1o their boat to tell them we were off and to wish them a good voyage
back to Suffolk. She doesn't think she has ever met anyone before who
takes a Paisley dressing gown on thefr yacht, but couldn’t see f there
were slippers as well. We left Cuxhaven about 8.30 am after refuelling,
and bucked the last of the flood tide as we went down the Elbe. I had no
desire to be caught with wind against tide off the Scharnhorn Riff. Even
as it was we had a fairly bumpy ride out and it became quite clear that
our original plan to sail to Nordeney or Borkum was out of the question.
Two reefs in the main, full genoa and we could just lay Helgoland close
hauled on port tack. It was a marvellous sail. When we got there the
inner harbour was exceedingly crowded with yachts rafted up 6 - 10
deep. The only possible place looked to be alongside a large Dutch
catamaran. When 1 asked if we could raft up to them a stunning brunette
who was sunbathing topless in the cockpit looked up from her book and
sald in faultless English “Yes, but we’re leaving at six". Suited us, as we
had already decided to spend the night anchored off in the outer
harbour. All we wanted was to go ashore, look at the place, and get
some supplies.

In a “dump of the world” competition Helgoland, what we saw of It
would come pretty high up. Nothing but duty-free booze shops and
tourist tat. Also some of the most expensive showers in Europe. We got
back to Tessera just in time to see our Cuxhaven acquaintances sail in
after what they said was a vile journey - and their boat was a lot bigger
than ours. When we met them they had been in Cuxhaven for at least
four days. I suspect that he was one of those skippers who will always
find 2 good excuse not to leave port, and that by the time his wife had
nagged him out of his dressing gown the Elbe ebb had kicked up a
fearsome sea. We had fun getting out of harbour that evening. Two
Germans had rafted up outside us and knew that the Dutch cat wanted to
go at six. There was a cat's cradle of ropes to buoys and to the shore.
The easy way for everyone would have been for the two outside boats to
cast off and circle in the harbour while we and the Dutch cat left. But
not a bit. Grudgingly the Germans passed their warps round us and with
considerable difficulty in the prevailing wind we extricated ourselves:
Brenda was driving and got us out without damage which I couldn’t have
done. What happened to the Dutch cat I don't know. We heard a great
deal of shouting, and she would have been much more affected by the
wind. But we had a very peaceful night at anchor and the fact that we
overslept inconvenienced no one when we came (o leave next morning.

It was grey and overcast when we did leave, with no wind. As the day
wore on the weather got better and the sun came out. We were some
way north of Nordeney by midday - far too early to go in there - and as
we got nearer to Borkum a lovely breeze got up and we stormed across
the shallows and up the Wester Ems at 7 - 8 knots close reaching on
port. With that lovely wind and a floodtide we decided to give Borkum a
miss and to carry straight on to Delfzijl. In 13" hours we had come
almost 100 miles.

Our plan had been to enter the Dutch canal system at Delfzjl and to take
the fixed mast route through Holland to emerge at Flushing, thus neatly
avoiding most of the North Sea traffic and any storms that might be
going, The first part of the plan worked all right: we got into the
Eemskanal and headed off for Groningen. The day started bright and
hot, and got hotter and hotter. In Groningen Dutch efficiency wasn't up
to synchronising their bridge opening to allow a flotilla of five yachts to
pass through without stopping. The usual pattern was to pass through
one bridge, go " mile to the next, and wait and wait until in exasperation
we would moor 0 a houseboat. At which point the bridge would open.
It took us 2” hours and 11 bridges to go less than five miles. We didn't
dare stop for lunch or to sightsee, and tempers became extremely
frayed. It's difficult having a blazing row on a small boat: you can't just
walk out and slam the door behind you -~ at least not unless one end of
the boat is tied onto dry land. When we got to Zoutkamp the one - the
only - thing on which we were both agreed was that we had had enough
of this ditchcrawling and wanted to get out into the open sea and some
air 10 breathe. It had of course been the hottest day of the year with
temperatures in the high 90's and we had been below sea level the
whole time. We stopped for the night at Qostmahorn in the Lauwersmeer
- a lovely marina where we had yet another Memorable Meal. Some chef
they have got there and people come from miles around to eat, not just
the grotty yachties. We locked out next morning at Lauwersoog into the
Waddenzee and what a sight greeted us: boats sailing into and out of the
lock, traditional Dutch barges of all sizes, plastic boats, wooden boats,
steel boats, a fresh breeze, air to breathe and the open sea. We sailed
out of the Westgat and then down the North Sea coast 1o the Zeegat van
Terschelling, scene of our troubles so long ago. This time we went into
West Terschelling harbour and were very glad that we did, even though
we were rafted about 8 boats out. First necessity was to revictual (it was
by now after 7.30 pm). We found a supermarket open in the very
attractive town about a mile from marina and one of their staff ran us
and our enormous pile of goodies back to the marina office in a car.

We left next morning before 6 am to catch the rising tide across the
Waddenzee to the lock at Kornwerderzand into the IJsselmeer. The
Waddenzee is very shallow and the channels narrow and we needed to
be a1 Kornwerderzand almost at high tide. The lock system here was
highly efficient, unlike Groningen, and in half an hour we were through
into the Ijsselmeer, an enormous inland sea which had been the
northern part of the Zuider Zee. There were boats of all kinds as far as
the eye could see. It’s rather like an enormous inland Solent without the
tides, 40 miles long by 20 wide. We drifted down to Hindeloopen where
we got water and fuel, had lunch and then wandered into town. It was
like every tourist advertisement of Holland you have ever seen - barges,
canals, quaint bridges and quainter houses, cobbled streets, bicycles and
clogs. 1f you had seen it on 4 TV documentary you would have thought it
was a specially built film set. After a couple of hours we left, with some
regret, to sail across to Enkhuizen where there is a lock through 1o the
Markenmeer (the southern part of the Zuider Zee). On the way we
passed a magnificent race of Dutch barges: their course was litle more
than a dinghy course, though with enough laps to make one giddy, and
the skippers handled their huge craft most aggressively.



Enkhuizen we found to be a most attractive place. We tied up next to a
splendid orange and gold Chinese junk sailed by four friendly Germans
whose English was on a par with our German - smiles and nods go a
long way. The facilities were excellent, lots of showers, washing
machines and tumble dryers, a shop, chandlery, restaurant (one course
was all we could manage not having Dutch appetites) and just down the
road was the Zuider Zee Museum. When they started to enclose the
Zuider Zee they realised that a unique way of life would disappear for
ever. So they built this open air museum depicting Zuider Zee life as it
was 70-120 years ago. It's an enormous village modelled on the different
communities with genuine old houses moved brick by brick from their
original sites and reconstructed in the museum on sites mirroring so far
as possible their original location. There are limekilns, shops, a laundry,
the village school, church, blacksmith, canals, ducks, geese and boats.
And the occasional body in traditional national dress. Excellent, educa-
tional and great fun. They also have modern beer and ice creams. We
enjoyed the kippers which we ate warm from the smoke-house.

From Enkhuizen we set sail (Monday 8 August) across the Markenmeer
to Hoorn - very attractive but so crowded that we couldn't stop for more
than half an hour. We had lunch and were off, heading for the bridge
and lock leading to Amsterdam. We had a cracking sail there but then
had a long wait below the bridge. Well, we couldn’t be lucky always. By
the time the bridge did open there were seven yachts waiting to pass
through. Brenda, who had sussed out the Dutch bridge technique,
rammed the engine full ahead, ignored all about her and charged for the
narrow entrance. Five boats got through and the bridge closed with two
polite boats left the wrong side. Similarly with the lock: in Germany and
northern Holland lock manners are polite while in Amsterdam, as in
St.Malo, it is everyone for himself at full speed or wat for the next lock
ad infinitum. Once through, it was two miles up river 1o the Sixhaven
Marina in the middle of Amsterdam. Just before we got there we passed
a disconsolate German who warned us that the marina was full. We went
in anyway to be met by a wall of boats. Somehow, and thanks 1o a kind
Dutchwoman, Brenda found a hole just big enough for us to squeeze
into and spent the rest of the evening watching amazed as more and
more boats tried to cram in. It was the Western equivalent of somewhere
like the Aberdeen Harbour in HongKong.

We spent most of the following day touring the Amsterdam
hospitals for me to have another of my periodic blood tests,
and found that we need not have struggled so hard to
squeeze into the Sixhaven marina: we could have
moored for free for up to three days in the entrance
to the Noord Hollands Kanaal just next door.
We left late that afiernoon to motor down the
Noordzeekanaal to Jjmuiden where we
moored again in the Seaport Marina.
The weather forecast for the following
day seemed reasonable for a voyage
down the Dutch coast to somewhere
like Dunkirk.

We were up al 5 am next
morning to catch the ebb
tide. It was blowing
F6 from the north-
east, and getting
out of the marina

berth was tricky: the wind in the rigging and the throw of the propeller
both forced us to try to come out stern first, but the boat wouldn’t hold 2
steady course astern, and we couldn't force the bows up through the
wind to wrn round. We got out somehow without hitting anything and
set off in the general direction of France under just a genoa. The wind
went up to F7, and then 1o F8 and kicked up a nasty sea. We carried on,
with me wondering where we could divert to safety for the night, but
fortunately the wind eased during the day. We were off Rotterdam by
lunchtime and by evening we were motorsailing through 2 thin drizzle in
not a lot of wind. There was the most almighty thunderstorm that night
and at times the rain was so heavy I couldn't see the bow from the
cockpit. Thank heavens George was steering since I could not have seen
to steer a course. By 3 am next morning we were off Dunkirk and really
fighting the tide. Daylight, when it came, was pretty murky. We were off
Calais by 9 am and wondered whether to cut across to the English coast,
but the effect of the tides and the traffic lanes meant that the only
sensible thing 1o do was to carry on to Bouvlogne, where we moored at
midday, some 30 hours and 180 miles after leaving [Jmuiden.

It was 11 August, and because we had spent less time in Holland than I
had originally planned for, we had time in hand before we had to be
back in Guernsey. It seemed a good idea to go to see my mother in the
Isle of Wight, and Brenda's mother in Poole. So while Brenda slept I
provisioned the boat with wine and we abandoned Boulogne early next
morning bound for the south coast of England. There was however a
minor difficulty. Normally when we go off for a holiday In Tessera we
take with us charts of both sides of the Channel. On this occasion we
had filled the chart table up with so many charts of the Baltic that I had
left virtually all the English charts behind. On arriving at Brighton Marina
that evening my first action after paylng the marina dues was to nip
down the road to a chandlers to buy charts of the Isle of Wight and
Poole Harbour. We then telephoned our respective mothers: mine was
delighted we were coming, Brenda’s would be in Leicestershire staying
with my sister-in-law.

We stayed in Seaview for two days seeing family and friends, and left
early on the morning of 16 August intending to go to Poole to see one of
Brenda’s best [riends who is godmother to our children, However, Kath
had guests which would have made our visit tricky, and from the weather
forecast it sounded very much as though the gales up north could be
coming our way. We certainly didn’t want to be stuck the wrong side of
the Channel when we should be at home. We therefore abandoned the
idea of Poole and headed for St Vaast, to which we had never been.
There was no wind to start with, and George took us steadily across
Channel all morning until at lunch time the wind, which for a couple of
hours had been dead on the nose but getting up veered WSW. When we
had finished the roast chicken and two veg (some lovely runner beans
which we had been given in Seaview) we set main and genoa, and
reached off on starboard gybe. By 6 pm we were about 20 miles off, and
I called up St.Vaast Harbour Office to find out what time the last lock
time was - 21.30 French time. On went the engine and with the wind
dying as the sun went down we made it into the harbour 10 minutes
before the gate clanged shut. We were a little surprised that an English
yacht astern of us persisted under sail much longer, missed the lock gate
and had to spend the night anchored off instead of enjoying the treats of
St Vaast's restaurants.



We had had a fairly exhausting time for the last few weeks and we stayed
in St. Vaast for three days to recuperate. Odd folk, the French. On the
outskirts of St. Vaast there is an 18th century fort which is being restored
with the help of central government and EC funds, The fort is
surrounded by 2 moat, and on the outside of the moat is a big placard
explaining what is being done, and what a splendid historic attraction
the fort is. Cross the bridge over the moat and you come to another
signboard that says “Access Interdit sauf aux Citoyens Francais”. While I
sat in a cafe drinking some beer I overheard a heated discussion about
whether that was in breach of the Treaty of Rome.

We left St Vaast at the weekend to go to Cherbourg and then, on the
Sunday, 10 go on to Alderney and to see our daughter Nicky who had
spent part of August teaching sailing there for the Alderney Sailing Club.
The first part of the plan worked perfectly and we arrived in Cherbourg
in time for a late lunch. We left next morning for Alderney and sailed out
past Fort de L'Ouest under full sail with a screaming spring ebb and an
easterly F4 pushing us along. 10 minutes later we were firmly anchored
by the stern to a pot bobber. I had seen two bobbers about 300 yards
apart and abreast of each other across the tide. I had gone between
them not realising that they were joined together, and now we were
firmly stuck. Back to Cherbourg to try again on the next tide.

Our next attempt the following day met with greater success though as
there was no wind we did the journey under power, giving every
pot-bobber in sight a very wide berth. There was something like a 6 knot
tide running as we came down to the Basse Brefort buoy: we were well

outside it but we saw some other yachts on passage westward make a
very hurried and radical alteration of course to avoid the reef. They
evidently thought we knew what we were doing, and fell into line astern
of us and followed us faithfully most of the way across the Alderncy Race
until, I'suppose, they finally twigged that we were headed for Braye
Harbour and not down the Race. We arrived in Alderney to find that
Nicky had left for Guernsey at about the same time as we had arrived.
Shopping and washing (both us and the laundry) took most of the
afiernoon, and we had a very pleasant drink on board with John and
Kate Russell who had been in the Baltic a year or two earlier, but before
the Baltic States had opened up.

Next morning it was blowing hard from the WSW and we had 2 roaring
sail down to Guernsey with two reefs in the main. We lefi after an early
lunch, and couldn't quite lay the Litde Russell. We came east about
Herm, through the Tobars Passage and so into St Peter Port to find the
local layby pontoon smothered in visiting yachts.

So ended a fascinating and thoroughly enjoyable summer's cruise. We
had been to some wonderful places and had met a great many {riendly
and very helpful people. We had had wonderful weather and some
excilements, and can’t wait to go back But the reaction we enjoyed most
was on the evening of our return, when we went into the GYC to
telephone to Nicky 1o let her know we had arrived. We met Gerry
Goddard there. His only comment: “I brought Solstice back to refit in
Guernsey. You seem 1o have done your refitting all round the Baltic”.

WHERE

TO GO
AFTER
GUERNSEY

We seem to have spent several recent summers pottering around the
Channel Islands and Brittany. On the way back from Guernsey we have

tried a few of the less populated harbours and anchorages, with varying

success.

SARK is most tranquil in the evening - the tourist boats leave for Guernsey at
about 1700. Approach from the East is quite easy. See the charts, but
preferably approach from the NE at high water and SE at low water to avoid
maximum tide effects. Malcolm Robson’s pilot book is excellent - he lived there
and founded the Sark Power Station.

Use either of the two harbours - Creux or Maseline - for a short stay near high
water if necessary. They are connected by a tunnel and the walk (or tractor
ride) up to the shops is quite short. However Maseline keeps its wall for ferries
and working boats and there is generally a lot of swell in the centre of the
harbour, 8o not a comfortabie night stop. Creux is a tiny Harbour really
reserved for fishing boats, with space for one or two yachts only in about 1.5
metres depth - again a lot of swell as the tide runs past. Between the two
harbours is les Buron rocks and the Goulet inshore passage, but only if
Northbound - it's the only marine roundabout I've ever met!



So we normally go round the corner into Derrible bay -
very sheltered except in SE winds. The water in Derrible
is so clear that the whole keel is visible - but even in high
summer swimming is fo