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Y a left the Hamble on a drab Thursday afternoon in mid 

M:.%, with no wind and motored to Newtown creek where 

we wicked up a buoy and stayed for a week. You have to start 

cine ve trips in style! It was a very social week as we met the 

ccstple from a yacht called Conchy Joe and another couple 

who had just had their Vic 34 brought back from the 

Caribbean - they sailed over in 1989. 

  
  

  
  

  

We eventually got our act together and set sail for 

W 2ymouth. We hadn’t actually sailed for 8 months and had 

bot. lost our sea legs. We were planning to make straight for 

Da-tmouth but put into Weymouth as it was very rolly and 

unzomfortable.We did only stay there one night though and 

arr ved in the Dart the following evening. Some friends came 

de-yn from London and stayed in the pub at Dittisham for a 

fev. days so it was another social whirl. | think we eventually 

s ayed in Dartmouth for two weeks. The weather wasn’t 

brilliant so we walked the cliff tops, tried to do some 

skatching - we won't make the Tate Gallery - went for rides 

on che river ferry and steam train and generally wound down 

after the hectic weeks running up to departure. 

  
  

          
Jext it was one night in Salcombe then on to Plymouth 

wiiere we left the boat and went north to the wedding we 

were committed to.We finally left England on June 8th at 

3p-n and had a roller coaster ride with 25 to 30 knot winds 

on the quarter all the way to L’Abervrac’h. It took 22 hours 

an? helped us to regain some sea legs. In hindsight it was our 

best and longest sail to date believe it or not. 20a 
TTIOm KO) 8b 
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 Moonstone and Jack had both anchored well 

But the conditions grew poor with force 8 and swell 

Rocking and pitching was not to their taste 

So they retreated to Portosin with best speed and haste. 

A few days were spent at the Yacht Club of charm 

Though it blew very hard they came to no harm 

But aircraft scooped water right next to their stern 

And dropped it on fires that nearby did burn. 

Thousands of trees were burnt to a char 

With ashes and soot by the wind carried far 

Quite a lot of these fires they’d seen on their way 

Sheets of flame in the night, clouds of smoke in the day. 

The Spanish they decided are totally mad 

They fire home made rockets, it’s really quite sad 

They set-fireto their forests without even a thought 

Costing a fortune, EEC help they have sought. 

Then suddenly Moonstone by a large boat was hit 

The hull was secure but her toerail was split 

To Bayonna she headed, for repairs to be made 

To Villagarcia went Jack on his own escapade. 

Reunited in Bayonna they all had a rest 

Moonstone was bound south, Jack further west. 

Goodbyes are not easy, they'd all had great fun 

But they now bade farewell, new courses to run. 

To Lagos went Moonstone, her new winter home 

Jack went to Madiera, then further to roam 

Perhaps with good fortune again they will meet 

Jack's lonely for Moonstone, he liked her a treat.



It was peaceful and sunny up the river 

at L'Abervrac’h in our favourite 

anchorage. We were alone for the first 

few days then a German fellow got 

curious because we hadn’t emerged 

down river again and came to 

investigate. He asked permission to 

invade our privacy and brought his 

boat up. He proved to be the world 

champion drinker, way beyond anything 

we would ever want to aspire to but 

very entertaining with it and so 

another couple of days passed. We had 
some lovely evenings listening to music, 

sipping a glass of wine and watching 

the sunset over the river entrance. 

We then headed on to Port La Foret, 

with a few exploratory detours on the 

way. There was no wind to speak of so 

we motored for miles. We abandoned 

poor Jack for shore based life with a 

two week holiday with some friends 

who had just moved into a house 

nearby. We cycled to the boats every 

day and did some work, then picked up 

shellfish and food on the way back to 

the house for barbecues in the garden. 

It was a great interlude and we did 

manage to get some things crossed off 

the do list. 

You may be wondering why we had 

work to do after all our preparations. 

We got fed up with our inefficient 

fridge and had a better one sent out 

from Telesonic so most of the work 

involved ripping out the old fridge and 

installing the new one. We did generate 

a list of some 40 items to deal with 

though, which we are still picking our 

way through. 

We had a rendezvous with some other 

friends with a Vic 34 called Moonstone 

whose boat was waiting in La Rochelle 

so we wended our way down. Our 

target was no marinas as they were 

seriously damaging our budget so we 

headed off along the coast and found a 

good anchorage for night one. The 

following night we anchored off the 

southern tip of lle de Groix. The Vent 

Solaire blew us out of there at 3am 

and as it was a lovely night we did a 

night sail down to Houat where we 

anchored for the day. It was great to 

sail again as we had motored all the 

way from La Foret in flat calm. Late 

evening we succumbed to a marina for 

a good nights sleep and headed for La 

Turballe. This is a very crowded and 

dirty little marina but with a delightful 

town and an excellent Saturday market 

where we stocked up on wonderful 
food next morning. We caught our only 

two fish of the trip on the way to La 

Turballe, two tiny mackerel which we 

grilled for supper. 

We decided to visit the Vilaine river as 
we had heard wonderful reports of the 

beauty of Roche Bernard so that 

became our next stop. We enjoyed a 

few days letting the weed fall off the 

bottom in the fresh water, swimming 

and lazing about then headed on. The 

tides were such that getting through 

the barrage and heading south left us 

late in the day so we made an evening 

passage to Pornichet which is just a 

great big parking lot for boats and dirty 

and expensive as are so many French 

marinas. There was as usual no room 

despite it being a 1,000 boat marina so 

we moored to a 45ft German boat 

which was precariously moored to a 

very short end pontoon. 

As we had a deadline to meet in La 

Rochelle we pushed on next day to Ile 

D’Yeu intending to spend a couple of 

days anchored off an idyllic island. It 
was millpond calm all day and stinking 

hot so we motored all the way, just for 

a change and arrived to find a large 

swell curling round the island and 

making the anchorage untenable. We 

went into the harbour somewhat 

reluctantly. The marina was full, the wet 

dock closed, but they said we could 

berth on the fishermans quay. We 

approached this with some trepidation 

as the wall is sheer concrete and the 

tides of course at the height of springs. 

Whilst we were scrabbling about trying 

to set mooring lines, with Sally on the 

quay and Alan way, way down on the 

boat, seven French yachts appeared 

from nowhere and rafted onto us. Each 

arrived at full speed and swung the raft 
so we were hitting first pulpit then 

pushpit against the wall. We shouted at 

them to at least wait till we were 

secure, but to no avail. Eventually we 

settled down and were told not to 

worry, we were lucky, they are often 

rafted 17 out from the wall. 

We gritted our teeth and vowed never 

to be the inside boat on a raft in 

France ever again! As we sat in our 

cockpit enjoying our evening meal we 

were constantly interrupted by people 

climbing over us to get ashore and 

back. Ail were apologetic, all said “bon 

pardonnez moi” till we ry 4s 
appetit , 

  

became quite hysterically giggly. We got 

the last laugh though by leaving early in 

the morning and waking them up to 

reset their lines as we slid out from 

the inside. 

Another steaming hot day and no wind 

so we motored down to La Rochelle 

and were politely escorted to a berth. 

La Rochelle is a 3,000 boat marina and 

very well run with a good complex of 

shops and restaurants on the quay and 
a picturesque town an easy walk away. 

With the surrounding islands it is a 

delightful cruising area. On the way we 

amused ourselves trying to scoop up a 

giant jellyfish to have a look but only 

succeeded in breaking the bucket! 

On the way in we were hailed by 

some crazy Aussies on a boat called 

Tequila Sunrise. We had met them in 
La Foret and enjoyed a party or two. 

La Rochelle was great fun, we met a lot 

of people and enjoyed the Bastille Day 

celebrations and fireworks in the town. 

It was a very social time but we were 

ready to leave when Moonstone’s 

owners arrived back from England. 

Our plan was to head south to Spain 

after a night’s stop at Ile D’Oleron, 

making a landfall at Castro Urdiales, a 

little port 6 miles west of Bilbao. As 

luck would have it we motored for 28 

of the 30 hours it took to cross the 

corner of the Bay of Biscay, then got an 

Easterly Force 7 as we closed the 

coast. This made Castro very exposed 

so we headed into Bilbao instead. 

Bilbao was hot, dirty, noisy and we 

couldn’t find anyone to clear the boat 

 



  

in despite flying both Q flag and NZ 

flag and several sorties ashore. We gave 

up in the end and the following 

afternoon sailed on to Castro. It was a 

really lively beat out of the harbour 

and across to Castro, a pleasant change 

from the engine. 

This was our first real taste of Spain 

and such a change from the busy 

marinas of France. There were no 

facilities for visiting yachts thank 
goodness so there were only three 

visitors. Moonstone, ourselves and one 

other yacht. We were joined by the 

Aussies the day we left but it was great 

to be away from the crowds at last. The 

North Spanish coast isn’t cruised much 

and apart from Santander and Gijon 
has no real yachting facilities. We had a 

wonderful six weeks working our way 
west along the rugged coast. In the 

early days there was a magnificent back 

drop of rocky cliffs and snow capped 

mountains. It really is breathtaking. The 
harbours are tiny, and tucked into the 

cliffs. Many are quite hard to find so we 
‘relied on the GPS a lot instead of our 

usual dead reckoning. 

It is very unspoilt and no-one speaks 
English. We armed ourselves with a 
Spanish phrase book and quickly 

learned which Tapas were which. 

This is essential if you are to avoid 

eating goose barnacles. We go 

hooked on fried baby squid and 
charcoal grilled pimentos. 

From Castro we motorsailed to 

Santander. There was wind but it was 

behind us and we had a huge swell on 

the nose. Every time we went into a 

trough we lost the wind. This was the 

pattern all the way along this coast. 

Our engine is nearly worn out and we 
are forever doing oil changes. This is 

not a coast to sail without a reliable 

engine as it can get very rough very 

quickly and many of the harbours have 
bars so can only be entered with light 

or offshore winds, and not too much 

swell. Despite this it is well worth 

the effort. 

In Santander we succumbed to a 
marina for a night to take on water 

and fuel and get the washing done, in 
buckets on the pontoon. There are no 

launderettes in Spain. 

The next port, San Vincente de la 

Barquera was our all time favourite. It 

is a tiny fishing harbour accessed over 

a bar and up a very narrow channel 

next to a surf beach. It was exciting 

going in, and even more exciting getting 

out again. There is room for one raft of 

yachts on the fishing quay and it was 

three deep when we arrived. We 

politely let our friends moor first then 
were told that we couldn’t join the raft 

as the fishing boats wouldn’t be able to 

get past. After trying to find space 

amongst the local craft to hang off the 
main town bridge we reluctantly 
decided we would have to leave. No 

room at the inn and the tide was falling 

fast! A kind fisherman waved us over 

and made us fast to his fishing boat 
which was spotlessly clean. We were 
very relieved as it was 50 miles to the 
next safe port. 

Our fisherman spoke no English at all 

but through sign language we 

understood that we were in for a few 

days of bad weather. He indicated that 

it would blow at 4am and right on the 
dot we got a blast from the hills. 50 

knots of hot wind and dust. We were 

secure but the raft of yachts erupted 
into feverish activity with extra 

mooring lines and all sorts. By the time 

they were sorted out the wind 

disappeared and all went quiet again. 

  

For the next three days our fisherman 
visited every four hours or so, started 

his engine, listened to the radio, 

jabbered loudly to his crew on the 

quayside, and his whole family who 

seemed to accompany him on each trip 

to the quay, then told us it was “malo” 

and disappeared again. This happened 
round the clock till one night we 

awoke to find ourselves in the middle 

of the channel stil] attached to the 
fishing boat. He signalled to us to go 

back to sleep - he was only moving to 

let another boat out. His crew duly 

tied us both up again so we did what 

we were told and went back to bed. 

The next night it happened again, but 

this time it was him going to sea. He 

had brought extra crew down to free 

us off and make us. fast again after he 

had gone which they did with much 
good humour after telling us to go 

back to bed! . 

We greatly enjoyed these little ports 

and made a point of visiting the 

churches ‘in each. one we went to. 
‘They were massive and elaborately 

- .decorated,-usually witha nautical : 
theme but the one in this town was 

outstanding. It was of cathedral 

~ proportions with magnificent religious 
carvings covering-the walls. ~~ 

The next available port of call was 

Gijon which is a city with an 

immaculate marina and excellent 

facilities. More washing in buckets on 

the pontoon; much noise and laughter 
‘till all hours of the night. It was here 

~ we first witnessed the Galician custom 

of cider drinking. They drink very 
cheap, very rough cider which has to 
be aerated to make it palatable. This is 

done by holding the bottle above your 

head, and’a pint-glass as low down as 

possible and pouring a stream of cider 

into the glass-and all over the floor 

around you. Once you have an inch in 

the glass you“down it in one swallow. 

It is foul! All the locals do it so all the 

pavements are sticky with cider 
A party out for the evening will usually ; 
nominate one pourer who takes 
command of the bottle-and the one 

glass and serves each person in turn. 

We had lessons from a friendly 
bartender and ended up wet, sticky 

and thirsty. 

 



Vvashing done, and fuelled and watered 

we moved on to Cudillero. This is an 

amazing little harbour blasted out of 
the rocks. The entrance is tiny and 
eads into the old harbour. Once inside 
there is a gap blasted in the sea wall, 
which leads into a new enclosed 
harbour with a couple of rickety 
pontoons. The pontoons are free but 

the gate leading to them is locked so 
you have to dinghy across to the town 
or climb along the wire hawsers - ~~~ 
holding the pontoons to circumnavigate 
the gate. We tried the latter once then a 

re sorted to dinghy. 

The town is a mass of tiny terraced 

houses clinging to the steep hillsides, 
all painted brightly and overlooking the 
town waterfront which is lined with= =~ =~: 
café tablesand umbrellas. It was © =" ~ 
buzzing with people round the clock 
and the food at the cafes was the 

cheapest and best we had anywhere i in. 
Spain. We climbed’ up through the town 
to the cliff top from which there is an 
amazing view onto the rooftops. The 
streets are so narrow you can’t walk 
two abreast, lec alone take a car along. 
Again we were one of only four visiting 

boats, two of which were friends and 

one a stranger.As usual the town 

buzzed all night with both local 

Galician music and the obligatory 

disco. The children seem to stay out 
all night as well but appear to thrive 

on lack of sleep. 

All too soon it was time to move on 
to Ribadeo, a small town in a slightly 
larger inlet which forms the border 
between Galicia and Asturia. Strangely 
the folk don’t mix so don't cross the 
water to each others territory.We “~~ 
didn't actually make it to Ribadeo © 
straight away as our friends wrapped a 

large black rope around their propellor 
on the way and were rendered helpless 
in the big swell. We were just off a little 

   
port called Luarca which we 
had decided was too difficult 

an entrance to visit. We now 

had little choice so we took 

Jack ahead on a reccy and 
found there was just enough 

water to get over the bar 
and round the end of the 

sea wall, then just 

enough width to tow 

two abreast round the two hairpin 
bends and into the harbour. Off we 
went to collect our friends. There was 

a big swell running and no wind so we 
took them in tow on a very long warp 

until we were just round the sea wall 
then pulled them alongside and 
manouevered into the harbour. 

Richard on Moonstone was very brave 
(the water was dirty and freezing) and 
dived under the boat to cut the line 
free. lt was short with a big loop at 

“each end, both of which had wrapped — 
around the prop blades. He managed - 
to free it with much sawing whilst we | 
dealt with the usual tedious questions 
from the Guardia Civil who pounce on 
you in every port, except when you are 
trying to clear customs in Bilbao. a 
Moonstone’s-engine did not'sound 
“healthy even without the burden of: pe 
rope so Richard went in search ofan 
engineer. The fishermen helped out 
again by recommending s someone to _ 
come and inspect t the engine. The ; 
diagnosis in sign Tanguage ' was a bent” 
propellor shaft. Difficult on a Victoria 
34 as the shaft i is so short. They 
couldn’ t haul Moonstone out of the 
water in Luarca and said the nearest” 
port which could do so was La—- 
Coruna. Moonstone was restricted to 

motoring’at less than 3 knots, diffi cult 

in the swell. 

Next morning we limped off to our 
original destination of Ribadeo and_ 
arrived in pouring rain after a 
surprisingly good sail. There was 

nothing much to keep us there as our 
friends were anxious to hurry on to 

get their boat fixed and we felt obliged 

to follow as support boat. Our loo 
then decided to pump out but not in, 
so we stripped it and replaced all the 
replaceable bits to no avail. The pump 

unit wouldn't seal. After several hours 
work we gave up and followed 
Moonstone to Barquera about 30° 
miles away. 

Barquera is a pretty little inlet with 

several anchorages so we spent a 

pleasant evening and night anchored off 

our first Spanish beach. The water was 

far too cold for swimming which 

surprised us but it was a beautiful 

remote spot. We could happily have 

spent several days there but Richard 
was twitchy about his prop shaft, 
understandable, so we planned to leave 
in the morning. Moonstone left about 

10am to gain some time on us, no wind 

again. We went to start the engine 

about | lam and the throttle cable 

snapped off. 

We were lucky it happened at anchor 
and not while we were towing 
Moonstone into Luarca.We had a spare 
on board and managed to get it fitted 

and calibrated by lunchtime. We'd had a 
big debate about spare throttle cables 

and were assured by all and sundry 
that they never break. We were glad ~ 

~ our caution had prevailed. Throttle 
fixed we chugged off (no wind) in ~ 
search of our friends and met again in 
the next inlet in the harbour at 

Cedeira. There were a few more boats 
here - we were getting near to the 
popular cruising area around Coruna. 

“We'anchored next to Pen Duicksof= = 
Tabarly fame. It rained cats and dogs so 
we had an early night and an early start 

for the last leg to Coruna. 

The landstape had changed” 
consideraby, and was hilly rather than 
mountainous’ with shallow inlets ‘and 
green hills. We actually sailed to 
Coruna.A major breakthrough, we'd 
nearly forgotten how. Coruna was a big 

shock. It was full of cruising boats of 

the serious kind. Most seem to head 

straight there from Falmouth or Ireland 

and bypass the lovely area we had been 

cruising. While our friends had their 
boat hauled out, to find that the 
propellor shaft wasn’t bent but the 

prop was, we scoured the chandleries 

for a new loo pump. Have you ever 
tried to explain what a loo pump is in 

Spanish? We got sent from place to 

place and walked miles. The last place 

told us to go to Barcelona. We gave up 

in disgust and ordered a whole new 

loo minus china bowl from Bill at 

Aladdins cave, along with a spare 
throttle cable and a few other bits and 

pieces and had it all sent to Bayona. 

 



-< fet to wat 

We did find time to enjoy the sights of 
Coruna, particularly Hercules, the 

lighthouse on the site of the first 

lighthouse _ ever built. We climbed the 

narrow staircase to the top and gave 

ourselves vertigo looking at the views. 

The Tapas bars were great as well and 
we met many more cruising folk. We 
were anchored out in the harbour to 
start with but anchoring in close 

quarters in 15 metres depth is not fun 
and after_watching several boats 
dragging across the harbour we moved 
onto a buoy. 

Once Moonstone was repaired (they 

had a spare prop aboard amazingly 

enough) we set off again in search of 
the famous rias. Our first stop was at 
Camarinas at the head of a very pretty 

ria. Tree covered. hillsides right down to 
the water, and masses of anchorages all 

deserted; We put. in off the town of 
--Camparioas where- ‘the Yacht Club was” - 
particular Y friendly, unlike most of the 
others i Spain. which are social clubs 
-forsthe v ealthy. Camarinas is famous — 
for'its: facemakers, hence the visit. All 

the ladies in the town other than those — 

working a the few shops sit out in the 
- street ere lace all day, It.is 

“as they are so Pasty 
“their. “fingers are a, blur, ; 

There is a-big wind farm at the 
Sg tea 

entrance to the ria so. we decided 

" <ssome-exercise was insorder and set-off --- ~» 

=the harbour: ‘one by one, each 
welcomed | back with a fusillade. Ob me 

= -everjand4 the general c direction to. - 
“take a clos celts at t the, big. turbines. 
After several hours trudging through 
fields following directions in sign 
language { from helpful, farmers and not 
so friendly. donkeys (they nip) we 
re aeeaee at, the, headland to 

find that there was ‘a tarmac road from 
the town, -all of 2 miles. We never learn 
though and have done several silly 
expeditions like this since. 

The next.ria was the Ria de Muros and 
we did manage to sail half the way 
there though the wind was fickle. We 
anchored near the head of the ria off 
Muros itself and. enjoyed a quiet night 
and a good few hours exploring the 
town next. day, then the wind came up 
and by mid afternoon we were on a lee 
shore with 35 knots of wind blasting 

down off the hillsides and green waves 
coming oyer the foredeck. We got 
outboard and dinghy on board and 

“sea” “ERO 2 
nr Boas ma ee eee 

decided to head off in search of more 

shelter. Richard and Gill (on 

Moonstone) opted to stay put and do 
anchor watches. We learnt later 

that there was adequate 

depth to moor in the inner 
harbour on the new 

pontoons, but we didn’t 

consider it at the time as 

the only boats there were 

local dinghies. 

As we motored around the 

ria in search of shelter we 

found it almost impossible 

to get anchored even close up to 

Weather as the wind blasted down so | 

fiercely there wasn’t time to get an 
anchor set before you dragged it out 

again. The best place was in the middle 

of the ria where the wind died right 
off;and'the dolphins were playing. But 
it was too deep to anchor.As a last 

resort we approached the harbour of - 
Portosin on the other side of the ria. 

-From the chart it looked as if it should. 
==-be really exposed but there was a 
“mention of a Yacht’Club and a=" 
pontoon. We couldn’t get in at first as*- ="? 
the Jocals were haying their “bless the 

These ceremonies: are carried out 
regularly by all the fi ishing villages. All 
the fishing | boats go out dressed-with - 

_ fags and flowers. The local priest hala 

on oqong 

firecrackers. This all cook some time as 
we hovered round off the entrance ina 

bouncy sea and gusting wind. Eventually 
the last boat was in and we followed 
and found a sheltered harbour, beautiful 
yacht club, enthusiastic welcome from 

the bosun and were soon berthed on 

the pontoon, with our own finger 
berth (a luxury in Spain) and a gin and 
tonic in hand.We called our friends. 
They had a second anchor at the ready 
and were preparing to do night 

watches as they pitched decks under at 
Muros. They had been worried about 
us and were reluctant to move but we | 
soon pursuaded them and they arrived 
in double quick time. _’ 

The wind blew for 3 days and nights 
and fanned an enormous forest fire. 

These were common in this area and 

were thought to be political but we 

    

  

   

thought they started them with their 
silly homemade firecrackers. Anyway 

we were treated to the sight of a big 
flying boat landing right next 

to us in the harbour 
then roaring out 

through the 

entrance scooping 

water to dump on 

the fire. This went 
“~~. on for two days 

x ~ and eventually the 
A fire was under control. 

We named the pilot 

Biggles. He was 

incredibly skilful thank 
goodness as he often dropped over 
our mast and into the sea in front of 
us. That sort of flying would never be 
allowed in England. The-harbour 
entrance was barely-wider than his 
wingspan!-But apart from being a safe 

“refuge from_the gales and having a 
“= dovely Yacht-Club-there-was ‘little to 
se yee oes FORA 

* sone svedthebabsted we 5 headed 

“<6 ff. forthe-Ria: de-Arosa: We were- 

bored wit motoring:in-flat calm and 
‘decided tovliven things up by following 

+ssthe fishermans<channel inside the - 

veerocks: his proved:toz be a testing. but 
~>=satisfying bit: of navigation. -Our friends: - 

went the long way. It was a bit dodgy 
asthe fog kept threatening to roll in 

“© but we-always*had-the next waypoint in 
amass, then the:boats-file’ back ee <a i ~sesight-beforedosing : shaiases one: we also ae 

; “seused-the GPS: - aoe zhane et : 

    
oe ee ae wee Spans = : 

aye A ay re 

“The , Riacde Arosa ts: very large ar Tots — = 
~~ of inlets and-islands. tis also-extremely 

- deep which is why-the water is so cold. 
No one swims in this-part of Spain but 
the beaches are full of sunbathers. The 
shores are lined with-viveros which are 
old hulks with ropes hanging from 
them for growing mussels. Luckily they 
moor them on very tight chains'so you 
can sail through them quite safely. They 
are a bit of an eyesore though. The fog 

- rolled back in with a vengeance just as 

we anchored in a quiet little bay and by 
the time Moonstone had got anchored 

we could barely see them. We spent a 
spooky night at anchor unable to see a 
foot in front of our faces and next day 
parted company with our friends who 
were heading for Bayona to get their 

boat repaired after an accident in 
Portosin. They were hit by a 40ft 
motorboat being driven by a small boy 

 



which cracked their teak capping rail 
down one side. 

We picked our way through the fog 

from vivero to vivero into the harbour 

at Villagarcia further up the ria. We 

wanted to leave Jack somewhere 

secure while we took the train to 
Santiago and Villagarcia has a small 

marina. We had been wanting to visit 

Santiago for some time and were not 

disappointed. The trains were clean, 

quiet and ran spot on time. They were 

also very cheap. It was fairly foggy on 

the way so we didn’t get the views we 

had hoped for but the city was 

spectacular. The highlight was the 
cathedral where we were lucky enough 

to witness the swinging of the chalice. 

This ceremony is not performed very 

often and usually you have to watch it 

on video. The cathedral was packed 

with sightseers and queues of pilgrims. 

  

in the centre of the cathedral there is a 

huge polished brass chalice. It stands 

about six feet high. They filled ic with 

burning incense and pulled it up just 

above the floor on a rope which went 

through a pulley high up in the roof. Six 

men started pulling and releasing the 

rope and the chalice started to swing. 

They worked until it was swinging the 

full arc, floor to ceiling in both 

directions accompanied by clouds of 

incense and gasps of amazement from 

the onlookers. 

After witnessing this spectacle we 
explored the rest of the town and 

ambled through the market for a few 

hours then headed back to Villagarcia. 

We spent the evening having a few 

drinks with the folk on the adjacent 

boat, an Endurance 47.Apart from a 

few intrepid New Zealanders we are 

the smallest boat we have met. The 

average cruising size these days seems 

to be 38 to 40 ft. 

We had a good wind the next day 

so spent the day sailing out Oo 

     

    

  

      

of the Ria de Arosa 

and into, around and 

out of the next ria, ~ Ce 
down to the Isles de 

Cies then on to Bayona 

in the late evening. We 

wanted a last rendezvous 

with Moonstone who was 

heading on down the coast of 

Portugal to Lagos. We had 

decided to give Portugal a miss and 

sail straight for Porto Santo, the 

island 28 miles North East of Madeira. 

This was a distance of 680 miles and 

we thought it was time we got out into 

the ocean. 

We spent two weeks in Bayona, 

catching up with cruising friends we'd 

met on the way down and generally 

getting the boat ready. We fitted the 

new loo, and a 3,700 gallon an hour 

electric bilge pump for emergencies. 
The latter took the best part of a week 
and involved cutting holes through 7 

partitions to get the exit pipe to the 

side of the boat.We also went on 
another of our silly expeditions. 

We had been told that there was a 

huge statue of the Virgin Mary on a 

headland just outside the town.We set 

off one morning to look for it. In the 

distance on a headland we could see a 

tall structure so with a target in sight 

hiked along six miles of road in and out 

of bays. Near the start Alan pointed 

out some steps in the cliff, but they 

were discounted as there was no sign 

of the Virgin. We finally reached the 

headland to find we had trekked to the 

town rubbish tip and the tall structure 

was the furnace chimney. We had a 

good laugh and trudged back stopping 

at a small restaurant for sustenance - 

cold beer and tortillas. 

As we neared the town, there in front 

of us above the steps Alan had pointed 

out was the Virgin with a big grin on 

her face! We felt fitter for the exercise 

- well that’s our story and we're 

sticking to it. We visited the Virgin again 

the next day as it was the annual mass 

to bless the town. This event was held 

in the open air at the foot of the statue 

accompanied by the sound and smell of 

grilling sardines and the odd 

firecracker. After mass everybody 

queued for sardines and bread, then 

there was a couple of hours of local 

dancing, followed by more 

firecrackers. In the paper 

0 next day it was reported 

L., that 10,000 sardines were 

grilled and sold! 

We also attended a focal 

concert which consisted 

of a choral group 

followed by a 21 piece 

string band. The standard 

of music was incredibly 

high and the organisation 

chaotic as usual. People drifted in 

and out, children ran around, 

announcers got their lines wrong and 

  

were prompted by the audience and a 

good time was had by all. This event 

started at | lpm and finished at 2am. 
The streets were still alive and many 
shops open when we emerged for the 

walk back to the boat. The Spanish 
never seem to sleep. 

Finally, after many journeys to the 

Supermarket with rucksacks, and many 

trips in the dinghy with water and fuel 

containers we were ready for the off. 

We said goodbye to newly acquired 

friends, checked the weather forecasts 

and headed off for Porto Santo. 

Surprise, surprise it was flat calm and 

foggy. Our strategy was to motor to 

clear the coast and the shipping then 

hope for wind. We couldn’t motor all 

the way! We picked up a good breeze 
early evening and were sailing along at 

a good six knots. This is what the text 

books said it would be like. By midnight 

we had dense fog and were storming 

along at 7.5 knots. Scary szuff.We were 

just about to reef to reduce speed 

when the wind disappeared and we 

were left wallowing. We decided it was 

 



unsafe to sit there in the fog so 

motored slowly through the night. The 

fog cleared with the dawn and up came 

the wind - right on the nose. We laid 

the best course we could and plugged 

on, It was uncomfortable and tedious 

beating. The wind strengthened all day 

and by nightfall we were beating in 25 

to 30 knots true. 

We managed to get a weather fax off 

during the day and it showed a huge 

depression heading for the Portuguese 

coast. We got stuck under it and 

continued beating for another 24 

hours. During this time we got soaked 

reefing, changed, got soaked reefing, 

changed, cooked a hearty meal, ducked 

to avoid a wave and came up with 

chest covered in meat and gravy and 

head dripping salt water, changed again, 

changed course to avoid two ships 

trying to nutcracker us, changed course 

: again and put in a two mile detour to 

avoid a fishing boat who laid his nets in 

our path and tried to encircle us in 

them and finally wondered how the 
books had got it so wrong. 

Our friends back in Bayona were sitting 

out a full gale and thinking of us with 

_ dread. It wasn’t so bad really, and as 

always the wind eventually abated and - 

came round so we could lay our 

course again. The sun shone and the 

sea turned a deep irridescent blue. This 

was magical sailing for a night and a 

day. Then the wind died. We did a quick 

fuel calculation, decided enough was 

enough and motored the last 24 hours 

into Porto Santo. 

All in all it was a good inauguration. We 

covered the 680 miles in 5.75 days and 

arrived reasonably well rested and fit. 

The watch system of four on four off 

worked well as long as we alternated 

the watches each day so we took it in 

turns to do the midnight to 4am. The 
landfall was terrific. The light on the 

island appeared over the horizon 30 

miles out and at dawn the island 

emerged out of the gloom and glowed 

pink and gold in the early morning sun. 

It was a fantastic moment and one we 

will not forget. 

Porto Santo is a beautiful island with a 

long golden beach on its south shore. 

We moored in the tiny harbour out of 

the swell and walked the beach. The 

* turquoise, the pace of life slow 

water was warm, and clear 

and we relaxed and enjoyed 

our first taste of paradise. We 

spent a whole month on this 

beautiful island. There was 

only one anchorage so Jack 

didn’t move. We walked the 

length and breadth of the 

island, swam a lot, met new 

people and some older 

friends and generally thoroughly 

enjoyed ourselves. 

We had planned to move on to 

Madeira but all reports said that 

Funchal is a lousy, rolly and exposed 

anchorage, and the marina was out of 

the question being full of French boats 

waiting for the start of a Transatlantic 

race. In the end we compromised and 

left. Jack on a buoy in Porto Santo and 
took the ferry to Madeira for three 

nights ashore. This -was a good move as 

we were able to go out walking each 

day without worrying about the boat. 

--We did the long mountain walk around 
- Pico Grande. This walk follows the” 

oldest north to south route on the 

island and was very high up. We got to 
the start by bus and taxi and then had 

a spectacular walk around the 

mountain sides on a very narrow and 

slippery path. The villages were tiny 

little coloured blobs way below. There 

wasn’t a sound, other than the odd bird 

call. The path wound under the massive 

granite rock face which forms the peak 

of Pico Grande, then descended slowly 

and wound through valleys full of 

disused orchards where apples, bananas 

and grapes still flourished. 

We emerged on the road at the high 

mountain pass on the north of the 

island to find that the last bus had gone 

some hours before.We had a welcome 

beer in the only cafe and called a taxi 
to take us down to the coast to catch 

a bus back to Funchal. The bus rides 

are great fun. The roads are narrow 

and severely steep and winding and the 

bus drivers very skilful. ! would hate to 

be a car driver though! 

Next day we eased off a bit and did a 

levada walk. Madeira is crisscrossed 

with waterways called levadas which 
are really irrigation channels. They are 

concrete, about two feet wide and two 

feet deep, and have adjacent paths. They   

follow the contours of the island with 

just enough incline to keep the water 

flowing. The locals tap their water off 

the levadas by sticking a hosepipe in 

and running it to their house. For many 

of the peasant farmers it is their only 

water supply. We followed one for 8 

miles and saw a lot of local life on the 

way including begging children! They 

had it down to a fine art, hide the 

shoes; summon up a few tears in their 

big brown eyes and plead for money 

““Wwe have no’ shoes”. They didn’t hide 

‘their shoes well enough and when we 

returned them their shoes instead of - 

giving money we received a mouthful 

of abuse! We had been forewarned. 

- On our last day we ambled around the 
city and visited-the fabulous produce 

“market wheré we bought bags of lovely 

fresh fruit and vegetables, not so 

readily available on Porto Santo. 

- When we got back to Porto Santo we 
“found the harbour packed.A caravan 
of boats Had arrived from the Med and 

‘there were 60 Boats in the harbour 

and 20 anchored outside. We had 

several days of violent winds, then 

everyone moved on and things 

returned to the way they were when 

we arrived, a handful of boats and clear 

sunny days. 

A month disappeared so quickly and it 

was time to follow the fleet to the 

Canary Islands, 280 miles south. 

After the usual hectic morning 

provisioning we departed in what 

looked to be ideal conditions with a 

lovely breeze for a reach all the wa 

to the island of Graciosa, the northern 

most island in the Canaries. It was not 

to be.As soon as we cleared the island 

the wind died altogether and we 
motored for 48 hours, picking up a 

hint of breeze four hours out from 

Graciosa. 

 



We had a cracking good sail for 4 

hours and anchored off the beach at 

Playa Francesca on the south coast of 

Graciosa. We were not alone, there 

were 30 boats in the bay. Many had 

motored all the way, everyone was 

complaining about the cost of fuel and 

the general lack of wind. It was 

comforting to know that we were not 

the only ones afflicted this year! 

Yachties are all the same, there is 

always too much wind or too little 

wind, or wind from the wrong 

direction! We are never satisfied! 

Graciosa is a little desert island with a 

tiny town with sandy streets. It sports 

two cars, one horse and a 30 ton travel 

lift! Someone in Spain must have got a 

job lot of travel lifts. They appear in the 

most unlikely places. The town was a 
two mile barefoot walk away across 

the dunes. We spent 10 days’on this 

lovely island, swimming, socialising, 

walking and sitting at the cafe in the 

town watching the world go by. We - 

were planning to stay longer but the 

- weather eventually forced.us out with . 

an uncomfortable night of 

southwesterly winds putting us all on a 

lee shore. The swell became really 
uncomfortable ‘and though we had-got 
used to sleeping on a constantly 

moving boat, green waves. over the 

foredeck were not much’fun:. 

We headed on to Lanzarote which has 

one safe anchorage.and one marina. 

The anchorage was in-Puerto De Naos 

which is essentially a filthy fishing 
harbour but sheltered from all 

directions. The holding isn’t great as the 

mud is a bit thin and the bottom 

littered with rubbish, lt was packed 

with boats, all dragging their anchors 

and bumping one another so we 

  

headed on for Arrecife. Arrecife is the 

old harbour, exposed to the South and 

South West and with a rock bottom, 

but the water is as clear as a bell and it 

is not very deep. We dropped anchor 

and watched a rock fall over our chain 

to hold it down and slept soundly for 

the night. The next day we dived down 
to the anchor to try and bed it in but 

the bottom was so hard so we left it 

and put a rope onto an old mooring. 

Attached to the bottom with both 

mooring and anchor we spent 10 
lovely days in this harbour in the 

company of a couple of other cruising 

boats we knew and two single handers, 

both called Dave, who we quickly got 

to know. It was an idyllic time, lazy 

walks through the town, lots of 

snorkelling in the clear water over the 

reef and good company. 

One of the boats we were with is 
called New Chance and they had a 

remarkable tale to tell. Last year they 

were on the seventh year of a 

Mediterranean cruise on their 

Vancouver 27 when they were rolled 

through 360° while at anchor. It was a 
freak wave. They managed to salvage 

their dinghy and get ashore and wal 
to the nearest town where there was 

a lifeboat visiting. They persuaded the 
lifeboat to take them back to their 

crippled-and waterlogged boat and tow 

it to the harbour. The lifeboat crew 

hadn’t done this before so Rhoda took 

the helm of the lifeboat and Alan 

managed the tow lines and they 

managed to tow their boat back to 

port where it was hauled out. 

It took them three months of hard 

work to dry the boat out, re-rig it, dry 

the engine and get it working, fit new 

pulpit etc., then they sailed the boat 

back to England and sold it. They then 

sold their house, bought a new house 

on the Isle of Wight, stripped the 

garden and replanted it (they were 

market gardeners by trade). They also 

commissioned a new Vancouver 34 

which was delivered in February. They 

then fitred this boat out for long term 

cruising and here they are. We thought 

we had a lot to do during the last year 

but it was nothing compared to this 

intrepid couple, who incidentally are 

aged 75 and 7]! We are now moored in 

Puerto de Mogan on the same 

pontoon as them so have reunited. 

They are off across the Atlantic about 
the same time as us so we will 

hopefully be able to cruise with them 

some more. Rhoda is our favourite 
snorkelling companion! 

Anyway, back to the cruise. We 
eventually got driven out of Arrecife 

harbour by a Southerly wind and crept 

into dirty Naos for shelter. After two 
nights of being shoulder to shoulder 

with other boats we moved on to the 

marina at Puerto Calero where we 

were to spend a week with some 

friends who had come out from 

England with their small baby to visit 

us. We had a great week with them 

catching up on old news and exploring 

the island. 

We had only planned a week in Calero 

(budget again!) but our lovely new 
fridge started making complaining 

noises and waking us in the middle of 

the night. We eventually gota - -. 

refrigeration engineer with some test 

equipment and an interpreter and 

discovered that on release from the 
factory the compressor had twice the 
pressure it should have had. The 

engineer let out half the-gas and the 
unit stopped complaining. Two days 
later it died altogether so we 

embarked on an expensive argument 

with Telesonic who refused to-send:a 
replacement under warranty unless we 

sent the old unit back first. It takes 

weeks to get anything through customs 

on Lanzarote and we knew of someone 
who was flying out that week. 

Eventually Sowester came to the 

rescue and delivered a new unit to this 

poor lady who didn’t luckily know she 

was carrying compressed gas and just 

put the parcel on the plane. It wasn’t 

checked at either end and she just 

walked out of the airport with it. 

We then fitted the replacement and 

sent a massive claim to Telesonic for 
labour, telephone calls and marina fees 

and prepared to leave. The next day, 

all ready to leave and a storm was 

predicted. Everybody huddled in port 

and it didn’t happen! Then Sally first 

and Alan a couple of days later went 

down with Gastric Flu along with lots 

of other yachties in the port.We 

eventually prised ourselves away after 

a month. It was mostly a great stay, if a 

little expensive and we made some 

 



  

more new friends. We managed to 

swim most days and get out walking 

and make all our courtesy flags for the 

Caribbean so the time wasn’t wasted. 

Our replacement fridge is much more 

efficient and quieter. Trust us to get a 

dud from the factory! 

After we left Calero we had a pleasant 

sail down to Gran Tarajal on 

Fuerteventura and surprise, surprise 

found we were the only foreign yacht 

in the harbour and that you could tie 

up to the sea wall for NOTHING! We 

could only stay one night though as we 

were meeting Alan’s mum and sister on 
Gran Canaria two days later and had 
85 miles to cover. 

  

Our sail to Gran Canaria was lively, 

very lively! We sailed through the night 

and had to cross two acceleration 

zones. Acceleration zones are where 

the wind funnels between the islands 

and as you enter the zones, increases 

by anything from 10 to 15 knots 

without warning. We went from flat 

calm motoring to double reefed main 

and one third of the genoa in half an 

hour as we rounded the end of 

Fuerteventura and headed into the 

strait between the two islands. This 

particular night the acceleration zones 

all but met in the middle of the 

strait so except for about half an 

hour in the middle of the night 

we had 30+ knots of wind ona 

broad reach. jack tore along, a 

real roller coaster ride.At one 

point we got knocked down off a 

wave, almost horizontal, and the 

next wave came green over the 

boat from the starboard side. 

Sally in the cockpit on watch 

managed to duck under the spray 

hood.Alan asleep in the passage berth 

got two gallons of cold sea water 

straight through the skylight all over 

him - yes we had forgotten to close it! 

Believe it or not we found it terribly 

funny and giggled for a long time. 

Jack stormed along at 7.5 to 8 knots 

with probably too much sail up, but he 

and the. self steering seemed to be 

coping so we just carried on. Just 

before dawn the wind was gusting 40 

knots so we dropped the mainsail and 

carried on with our scrap of genoa, 

still doing 6 knots.We arrived off 

Puerto de Mogan 3 hours earlier than 

“ expected but the wind suddenly 

disappeared altogether so we pootled 

in under engine at about 3 knots as the 

dawn broke. : 

We were eventually allocated a berth 

at about 10am (this is Spain) and were 

soon dried out and ready to explore 

our new surroundings. Our friends-on 

Dunkelly had been here a couple of 

days and also the intrepid couple on 

New Chance. This marina is a resort 

and marina and the berths are 

surrounded by cafes and shops. There 

is a delightful atmosphere and it is very 

pretty, all the apartments dripping with 

flowers. Alan’s family are in the hotel in 

the next bay, a short bus ride away and 

all is well with the world. 

We will be here till December 7th, 

when we plan to move on to Tenerife 

and Gomera for brief visits, then grit 

our teeth and head 850 miles south to 

the Cap Verdes. We plan to spend 

about a week there then turn right and 

tackle the Atlantic. We will be eating 

our turkey (or substitute) at sea this 

year as it will take us about 3 weeks 

for the crossing to the Caribbean. The 

Arc rally boats have already left and so 
have many others, but the trade winds 

are not firmly established yet and as 

  

usual they have had their fair share of 

calms and blows. Each time another 

boat leaves for the crossing they are 

saluted with fog horns and cheers, its 

very lively and great fun. 

Best wishes to all 

for a happy and 

prosperous 1996. 

Contributed by 

Sally and Alan Smith. 
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A TOTAL SERVICE FOR VICTORIA YACHTS OWNERS 
All the Victoria Yachts team are committed to providing a total service. 

REPAIR & REFIT 

The same craftsmen who build new Victoria Yachts also repair and refit existing ones. We have reached 

agreement with Bowman Westerly that Victoria Yachts Ltd can offer customers a repair and refit service. 

We have the craftsmen, the skills, the facilities and the management expertise to undertake a wide range 

of work on any type of boat, including painting/GRP refurbishment, joinery, rigging, engineering, 

electronics and electrical work to the highest standards. 

Because of our commitment to quality, an owner can be certain that the same care and attention to detail 

are lavished on repairing an existing Victoria as building a new one. 

MAST & SAILS 

Victoria Yachts offer a comprehensive service for masts of all types and specifications including a complete 

rigging maintenance service; and whether you need a simple seam repair on a sail or a complete 

wardrobe to last you on a round-the-world trip Victoria can help. 

ADVICE FITTINGS & SPARES 

Victoria Yachts has a fast response spare and service department (Bob Hathaway!) 

dedicated to providing an efficient service for all Victoria owners including winch spares, electrical 

and stainless steel components and advice. 

SUMMARY 

Victoria Yachts is committed to the future 

- I have tried to outline for you our current situation and immediate plans. 

‘Your input is invaluable, as a Victoria Owner and a member of the Victoria Shadow Association 

any views or ideas that you may have will be warmly welcomed. 

We all look forward to hearing from you and to hopefully seeing you at the next boat show 

or if you are in the Solent area. 
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COMPANY NEWS 

Since last August when we formed Victoria Yachts, we have 

been exceptionally busy. Following the success at 

Southampton International Boat Show, we had an excellent 

London Show and since, have had a continual stream of 

interested clients. 1 am pleased to tell you that to date we 

have sold ten yachts (8 Victoria 800’s and 2 Victoria 34's). 

I believe that the success is partly due to the company’s 

commitment to developing and improving the range and 

to growing new markets overseas. 

Development & Improvement 

As you know, the Victoria Yachts management team have 

worked together for in the past for Victoria Marine Ltd 

(and latterly the Westerly Group).As previous employees 

we have put to good use the experiences gleaned to plan 

the future. We have also carried out extensive market 

research involving yourselves (thank you to all of you 

who completed the recent questionnaire) as existing 

yacht owners, designers, the yachting press and potential 

overseas importers. This research has resulted in a 

detailed product development strategy that is presently 

being implemented. 

VICTORIA 34 
MASTER CABIN 

  
  

  

  

    

We will shortly start building a Victoria 34 with the new 

Master Cabin Layout. She is scheduled for completion in 

July but unfortunately will not be with us very long as she 

is being built for a Dutchman who will be sailing her 

home shortly after completion.
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FRANCES 38 

PILOT HOUSE 

  
  

          

FRANCES 34 
PILOT HOUSE 

The new Frances 34 Pilot House will be launched at the 

Southampton International Boat Show in September 1996. 

She is a genuine pilot house yacht (not a deck saloon), 

with full internal steering and controls.The pilot house 

area has a half Admiralty chart table and sea berth. 

  
VICTORIA 38 

A new Victoria Flagship (the Victoria 38) is ‘planned’ for 

completion in 1997 in time to exhibit at the Southampton 

International Boat Show. The new Victoria 38 is based 

upon another Chuck Paine classic, the Morris 38 built by 

Morris Yachts in Southwest Harbor, Maine, USA. 

As the Victoria 38, she is to be optimised for the 

European market. She will feature with a new Paine keel 

and rudder to give the best possible balance, stiffness 

and windward performance whilst keeping the draft 

moderate at under 6’0”. 

Like the Victoria 34 the rudder will be hung on a full 

depth skeg with propeller aperture to provide real 

protection against fouling. She will feature the same styling 

as the other yachts in the Victoria Yachts range. 

The emphasis will be on ease of handling with lines led 

aft, single line reefing and a mainsheet system operable 

from the helm position. She is an ideal yacht for two 

people who plan to cruise extensively, in comfort and 

with speed and grace.
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EXTRACT OF A LETTER TO TED MOSS, JOINT CHAIRMAN, 

FROM JAMES BOULTON FOLLOWING THE A.G.M. 

Thank you for inviting Victoria Yachts to your Annual General Meeting and Social 

gathering. Steve Mummery and I thoroughly enjoved the day and were delighted that 

Victoria Yachts bad the opportunity to say a few words to your members. 

To retterate, we see the Victoria Shadow Association as vitally important to the new 

company - the endorsement of Victorta products by owners is seen as an essential element 

for future success. 

As discussed with various members on the day, we will be delighted if the Victoria Shadow 

Association takes space on the Victoria stand at the London International Boat Show - your 

presence can only be helpful to our cause. 

Victoria Yachts is still formulating plans for the future and any input your members offer 

will be greatly appreciated. During the next few weeks we will be sending a questionnatre 

to every owner - the result will hopefully beip us formulate the company’s future strategy. 

We are excited at the prospect of you holding a Victoria Shadow Association Rally at Town 

Quay (or Hythe, or even Ocean Village}, during the Southampton International Boat Show. 

To that end, I would itke to take this opportunity to reiterate our offer to contribute the 

wine for the meal - providing of course, all the yachts sail past the Boat Show a number of 

times and ‘get noticed’ by the show visitors. 

Finally, if there is anything Victoria Yachts can do to help the Victoria Shadow Association 

please do not hesitate to ask. 

Once again thank you for the day, your hospitality was of the best. 

Kind regards. 

     
     



    

    

Market Development 

Recently, the majority of Victoria Yachts have been built for delivery in the UK. 

This has not always been the case, in the past we have exported more than 50% of the company’s 

products (at that Ume, mainly to the USA). 

One of the company's immediate objectives is to develop active markets in other parts of the 

world, specifically, Europe, Japan and the USA. 

The objective is to deliver half of building capacity to overseas markets - thus providing a solid 

foundation for longevity in a traditionally volatile market place. 

During the last 6 months we have sold three yachts for export (26%) and have formed 

relationships with three companies, who subject to formalities have agreed to act as 

importers for Victoria Yachus. 

Morris Yachts 

Clark Point Road, Southwest Harbor, Maine 04679, USA. Will act as the Importer in the USA. 

. Watersportbedrijf De Kim Makkum B.V. 

De Munniksplaat 12, 8754 HG Makkum, Netherlands. Will act as the Importer for Benelux, 

— _ . Scandinavia, and Germany. 

Bussan Marine 

2-1-2402, Benten-1-Chome, Minato-Ku, Osaka, Japan. Will act as the Importer in Japan. 

The Victoria Yachts Team 

Since January we have doubled the Victoria Yachts team (the total now stands at 12 employees). 

The company is based on a strong team ethic. We have brought together the core of the previous 

Victoria workforce (now 9 people) to provide the company’s foundation. 

Operationally, the company is horizontal using a blend of all skill sets from all departments. 

We are committed to training and betterment both on an individual and corporate level. 

Of our present workforce, 25% are in full time training as apprentices/trainees on day release. 

We are all extremely proud that in our first six months, 

we have become one of the largest employers in our local community. 

  
  

   



  

    
    

   
   

    
   
   

    

   

    

    

  

   

    

STIVAL 
OF CLASSIC 

@ What is a ‘classic’ boat? Is a Victoria a 

‘classic’ boat? In August ‘93 we entered 

Victoria of Lymington (Victoria 30) for 

the [993 Yachting Monthly Classic Festiva! 
of Sail at Cowes. We wondered if Victoria 
would be classed as a ‘classic’ boat and 

we were delighted that she was accepted. 

There was only one other Victoria - 

Saltram Lady - at that rally. 

We went with our son and his girl 

friend and we all enjoyed it 

immensely, the weather kept fine 

and the wind was variable but 

quite good for the racing. So we 

entered Victoria of Lymington 

again this year. This time there - 
were just the two of. us on board. 

The rally continued for 5 days and 

it was at Cowes again (the ‘91 rally. 

was at Brixham).. 

We arrived at mid-day on the. 

Wednesday and registered and were 
given the programme and battle flag 
and the boat numbers for racing. On 

Thursday morning there was’ a-cruise 
in company, with very little wind, so 

most of the boats motor-sailed 

westwards during the sweltering heat. 

We were meant to anchor in Thorpe 

Bay, just west of Gurnard. Before we 
had reached Gurnard we were both 
so hot that the thought of anchoring 
had Jost its appeal, and so the boat 

was turned around and we 
motored back to our berth in 

Cowes Marina. The majority of 

boats were berthed in Cowes 

Yachthaven (West Cowes) but 

about one-third were allocated to 

East Cowes. There was a half- 

hourly free ferry service between 

the two marinas. We found we 

were not the only boat to have 

returned to base! While the 

boats were moored most of 

them dressed overall. This was 

a bit of an effort but the final 
effect was well worth it. lt 

didn’t matter if you didn’t have 

a full set of flags - our neighbours in the 

marina put up bunting as used at garages 

- the effect was the same! Thursday 

afternoon was designated ‘family fun’ 

which took place in East Cowes and the 

adults envied the children who were 

splashing about in the water in dinghy 

racing and other games. There was a 

barbecue in the evening in East Cowes. 

Friday was Race Day.All boats were 
encouraged to enter for racing and were 

divided into classes for this. Many, like us, 

did not claim to be racing types but we 
all entered into the spirit of the day, and 
as there was, again, very little wind, it was 

not at all hectic. In fact, Victoria of 
Lymington retired before passing the final 

buoy, as we thought we would never 

reach it, with the tide running against us. 

But we thoroughly enjoyed it - if only 

there had been more wind! 

On Saturday we took part in the Grand 
Parade of Sail past the Royal Yacht 
Squadron, where the Governor of the Isle 

. of Wight, Lord Mottistone, took the 

‘salute. By this time the wind had died 

- away completely so we all had.to motor 
past with all sails up! It was a fine sight. At 

this point, the crew of Victoria of _ 

Lymington had her moment of glory - 

when, crouched in the canoe stern, she 

lowered the ensign as the boat passed 
the Governor. Afterwards the boats 
‘anchored in Osborne Bay, in two lines, 

and Lord Mottistone came down 
between the two lines in his Motor Yacht. 

After he had passed and the crews had 

blown their whistles (fog horns?) - made 

_an appropriate noise, many of us had a _ 
well earned swim. The sun was beating 
down relentlessly and there was 

absolutely no wind so we decided to go 

back to Lymington, where we found 

blessed wind in the western Solent and 

were able to sail home. 

The Festival of Classic Sail was a very 

relaxed weekend, which we thoroughly 

enjoyed. We met many interesting sailors 

and saw some wonderful boats, very 

varied. How boats are classified as 

“classic” | shall never understand. There 

was a Thames barge, several Vertues, 

some Contessas, many Hillyards, the 

biggest class was Twisters and there were 

many one-off designs. Also there, for the 

first time, a maxi racer - With Integrity, 

the Whitbread Round the World Racer. 

This really confounded us. But Victoria of 

Lymington was the only Victoria at the 

rally. The rallies are generally held every 

two years and it seems that Cowes has 

been such a successful venue that future 

rallies are likely to be held there. But can 

we have more Victorias or Frances’s? It 

really is good fun. 

Contributed by Dr and Mrs Stewart.
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Bellatrix is a standard built sloop rigged Victoria 34; manufactured in 1989/90. It is jointly owned by Brian and 

Simon “Dawson; father and son. The boat with the junior Dawson family has just completed-a 12,000 mile 

voyage around the north Atlantic. Brian and second son Stuart also took part on the major ocean passages. 

Following this extended time spent on the boat this article sets out to highlight what we felt'were thé good and 

also the negative sides of the boat. It must be emphasised that this isa personal and hernice subjective view of the 

owners. It is boped that the article may-be of interest to other Victorla owners and perbaps to Victoria Yachts : 7 

as well We are pleased to see that the company ts now ensconced back in Warsash where we feel sure that 

they will flourtsh. 

From the-outset it must be stressed that the criticisms are only minor We all love the boat and reckon that its one 

of the best looking 34 footers around. At sea too tt looked after us well and whilst all boat owners. dream of 

bigger and more expensive yachts, we shall be sticking with this one for many years to come. 

To keep some semblance of order in the following paragraphs, we bave divided the items into 

Tat. : - above and below deck. 

ABOVE DECK 

The sail plan is set up with main and hanked on foresail. The 

main is set with 3 reefing pennants permanently rigged as we 

found having to reef down to the 3rd reef with only 2 lines (as 

seems to be the norm) very difficult. Whilst piston hanks on 

the foresail are somewhat old fashioned, we never had any 

trouble during any of the numerous sail changes. In the 

Caribbean we came across many boats that did experience 

problems with their self-furling foresails. Problems did seem to 

encompass all makes of gear. 

We fitted jackstays to the sidedecks that enabled us to reach 

the forestay. We found that the coachroof fitted jackstays 

brought us up well short of the bow and (with the sprayhood) 

one could not clip on without first leaving the safety of the 

cockpit. 

For downwind sailing, in winds up to force 4/5, we would set 

the spinnaker. Indeed, even when shorthanded with 2 small 

children this was our preferred rig. 

Three years ago we fitted an Autohelm 6000 (the boat is tiller 

steered) and we rarely steered the boat during the whole 

12,000 miles. In fact we became so confident in the autopilot 

that we would happily sit below at the table for lunch with the 

boat roaring downwind at hull speed. 

Of the minor problems that occurred we did have a lot of wear 

on the genoa halyard. In fact it got to the point that every so 

often we would cut off a length and tie the snapshackle on 

with a bowline. 

The mainsheet for some reason was attached to a reefing 

attachment slide on the boom and the slide fractured. It seems 

that this was incorrectly fitted as there appears to be a 

substantial fitting on the end of the boom. 

The sails were made by Ben Green of Shore Sails and have 

stood up well to the continued use. Despite the main always 

having the cover on, when not in use, several of the seams did 

require restitching at times.



The standing rigging is set up with 7mm lower shrouds and 

8mm uppers and fore and backstay on a Proctor mast. Whilst 

we have not had any trouble with the rigging, we are going to 

replace all the wire with 8mm and 9mm diameter respectively 

and Norseman/Staylok terminals. We did note that Victorias did 

supply this increased diameter with their Kemp masts. 

The cockpit on the boat is both deep and secure. However, we 

all felt that the cockpit drains are on the small side. The leg 

back from the Azores was rough and we took several waves in 

the cockpit. On one occasion the cockpit filled to such a level 

that I had to lift up my feet to avoid a welly full of water! On a 

more serious note; there are two cockpit lockers that are open 

to the cabin below and water through these openings could be 

somewhat distressing to say the least. . 

BELOW DECKS 

Our Victoria is fitted out in the standard layout down below. 

Indeed financial constraints meant that we could only afford 

the ‘basic’ boat. However, since purchase we have made a few 

alterations. 

We fitted pressurised hot and cold water, plus a shower in the 

heads. Indeed it was the heads that gave us the most trouble. . 

The supplied RM 69 lavatory provided no end of trouble and 

this winter will be replaced with one of the more reliable 

makes, The basin was the other source of trouble not least 

because it took many months to track down what was to 

’ ‘become a regular source of ingress of water. The basin outflow 

fitting was of plastic construction and being near the edge of 

the sink meant that a true watertight seal could not be 

achieved. A solution would be to have the hole in the centre of 

the basin and have a more substantial stainless steel fitting. 

Draining of the shower is slightly problematical in that water 

only slowly finds its way to the bilge. This might be because 

there is no bilge as such. Indeed, this is also a slight 

disadvantage as one doesn’t have the traditional low down 

stowage for tins etc. 

The galley on the Victoria is a joy to use both at sea and in 

harbour. The Plastimo Atlantic cooker would not be my first 

choice as the gimballing becomes quite unstable whenever the 

oven door is open. The grill is also rather difficult to use on 

the port tack because of the crashbar. Early on we did modify 

the crockery stowage and now have a vertical plate rack and a 

swing type bin for bread etc. We have always used china on 

the boat without any breakages. Other joinery modifications 

were to replace the hanging locker doors with louvred doors 

for better ventilation. 

The Frigoboat fridge fitted to the insulated box has run 

constantly for a year without trouble and has always kept us in 

cold beer and a few ice cubes. Unfortunately, this has 

demanded quite a substantial amount of battery power which 

has been provided by an Ampair wind generator or more 

usually by running the engine to charge the batteries. We fitted 

a TWC about three years ago and initially it proved to be very 

effective. However, on reaching the other side of the Atlantic it 

failed and although a replacement has been fitted we 

continued to have trouble with it. We hope to be able to rectify 

the problem this winter. 

Electrolysis has been somewhat of a problem on the boat. The 

engine cooling water inlet has been replaced several times due 

to corrosion. We also suffered quite substantial electrolytic 

action around the stern gear and on closer inspection it seems 

that we shall require yet another propeller. This is all despite 

having fitted an electrode to the propshaft. The seacocks as 

fitted were not without the occasional snag. Indeed quite a few 

have been renewed several times as the balls in the valve 

seemed to suffer from excessive corrosion. 

The carriage of sufficient water for extended periods on a small 

boat is always a problem and so it proved to be on Bellatrix. 

The boat was initially supplied with a Plastimo flexible tank 

under the port berth. This ruptured after a few weeks from 

new and although the replacement held until the end of the 

season, we felt that we could not put such vital a commodity 

“to chance. Thus we reconfigured the whole water system. 

Under the port berth we fitted a tailored Stowaway flexible 

tank and under the starboard berth, two stainless steel tanks, 

Whilst this did obviously increase capacity, it did not provide 

enough for. five people on the crossing, and we stowed bottled 

water wherever there was space. 

Prior to the crossing we fitted lee cloths to the starboard saloon 

berth and to both bunks in the forecabin. Our two young 

children spent every night at sea up the front without 

complaint. The adults rotated through. the two saloon berths, 

keeping the quarterberth free for the watchkeeper. Whilst 

extended passage making can be a trial on any boat, the layout 

on the Victoria works well. 

The Lewmar opening ports were ‘essential in the Caribbean for 

ventilation. An added bonus was being able to empty the 

teapot over the side from the galley whilst underway. Having 

opening ports at eye level was also excellent for keeping 

seasickness at bay. The hatches too provided good ventilation 

(at least until it started raining). One slight problem was the 

hinge bolts became loose over time and getting at the nuts 

meant taking quite a lot of joinery to bits. I felt that these 

important items should be accessible or have the nuts in such a 

position that turning the bolts from the top would have the 

desired effect. 

We are certainly very pleased with the boat. It still seems to 

turn heads in harbour and it performs very well under sail. We 

left Bermuda 5 days after a fleet of similar sized boats and 

managed to overtake them all before reaching the Azores. 

Whilst we did not experience a full Atlantic gale, we are 

confident that the boat would look after us in any of the more 

severe conditions. If any criticism can be levelled, then to be a 

true blue water boat, the capacity of both water and diesel 

would need to be increased without having to resort to endless 

cans and bottles. 

Contributed by Simon Dawson.
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& THE 1995 SUMMER CRUISE OF 

. MOONSTONE (Gill and Richard Burley) and 
“s JACK NESBITT (Sally and Alan Smith). 

@ Two Vic 34’s called Moonstone and Jack 

oh Met in La Rochelle and never looked back 

& Jack found in Moonstone a real cruising mate 

: And this is the tale they have to relate. 

@ In La Foret Jack spent a considerable time 

& Enjoying the pleasures of good food and wine 

& Though like us all he welcomed the rest 

© Pushing on across seas was what he liked best. 
® : 

. Moonstone was lonely down in La Rochelle 

& Her owners gone home to check all was well 

2 They also watch tennis, it was Wimbledon week 

& But Moonstone was restless for new adventures to seek. 

wes toner ooeP herr One “sunny morning, 13th of July - oe 

” ‘Two strangers appeared looking ever so sly 

e.-. Ze ‘stood on | on the ‘pontoon Moonstone’s eye trying to catch . oo, 

-@ ences - Then ¢ climbed aboard and deft a note’on the hatch. . a ee 

Within the next hour Mooonstone’s family returned 

  

> Seater ‘and Gill; with-Kate, Jerry and Pippa, 

  

. “TOOK Moonstone 2 around to meet Jack and ther Skipper. co 

Oneness , ei arise 2 ew 
@ .-.. They nian en far Sue a od nights en oie 

. Bez +0: -Bastille-day-brought-music-and-theatre:and lights... = ~:~. sseernee 

Be ae ~“=Butafter the= “fireworks “and: fun were-all“over= >< = a 

Sooo wal litle for the White's to head back to'Dover. Tl 
eee’ ETON ome 

e ‘Moonstone and: Jack now reatdesy and-eager 

@ Couldn’t wait to gét moving but the wind was a bit meagre 

2 So after a night in St. Dennis d’Oleron 

* “ 'The'two boats set off, the Bay of Biscay to con. 

With strong wind from the east after a day of flat calm 

e Any port but Bilbao would have been chancing an arm 

@ ' They beat up the harbour and into the port 

& A safe haven for a night was all that they sought. 

= Bilbao was dirty and noisy and hot 

s A harbour of choice it certainly was not 

é Next morning Moonstone set off with great glee 

e Bound for Castro Urdialles across'six miles’of sea. 

@ 

e 
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 All the boats on the raft awoke with a start 

More lines were put out lest the first lot did part 

But quick as it came the wind blew itself out 

Peace was restored and the damage was nowt. 

It was dark on the morning the two boats departed 

A big swell was running, not for the faint hearted 

They corkscrewed and crashed through uncomfortable seas 

With no wind to push them they felt ill at ease. 

Gijon had been chosen as the next destination 

The seas were causing no small perturbation 

What wind there was, was right on the nose 

But eventually they made it and ne’er came to blows. 

Gijon is pronounced the way a donkey will bray 

Don’t say “Gee John”, “Hee Honn” is the way. 

After showers and drinks off to town until late 

For Richard-and, Gill an anniversary date! 

"Two days later with-boats fully stocked from the shops 

“They sailed past mountains with snow on the tops! 

And found the wee port of Cudillero alone, 

Tucked into the cliffs ‘tween great boulders of stone. 

oA picturesque, ‘port nestled: into 5 the hills 

“with, a tiny safe harbour, getting inwasathill “= 

With lots of small bars right down to the water 

On Tapas they feasted much,more than they ought to. _ 

It is dchakelya a place that is not to bs faneed a me pe ath 

Few visiting boats, its a must for the list . me 

"With streets so narrow very few cars to be seen 

And. colourful-houses into, the. hillsides, all lean. 

But time is impatient with many miles still to make 

Moonstone and Jack, no more rest would they take 

En route to Ribadeo disaster first struck 

For Moonstone it was the worst of bad luck. 

A big black floating rope with a loop at each end 

Around their propeller, the blades it did bend 

With their engine defunct and no wind to assist 

They called upon Jack, his help to enlist. 

The nearest port was Luarca, with entrance quite tight 

So Jack went.ahead to check it out in good light 

There was room at the quay, so back to Moonstone he sped 

And took her in tow, into the harbour he Jed. 
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Jack’s owners were lazy and not quite as ready 

They left three hours later hoping the wind would be steady 

As they beat out of the harbour it hit 30 knots 

That'll teach us they muttered as they reefed down lots. 

On arrival in Castro the tables were turned 

Moonstone had 40 knots and wet decks they Jearned 

Their sloth was rewarded, but unfairly so 

Poor Moonstone was punished for her get up and go! 

Two days in Castro was enough for them all 

Though very pleasant the town was quite small 

They visited the cathedral and discovered the bars 

Where they ate many Tapas and downed a few jars. 

Santander was chosen as the next port of call 

Jack got pooped on the way which surprised them all 

No damage was done, just a little hurt pride 

Jack soon shook it off and got into his stride. 

After excellent sailing they were in need of a marina 

Where boats, bodies and clothes could be made that bit cleaner 

- The pilot however proved very misleading 

If not for a Spaniard, a tug they’d have been needing! 

The marina entrance was much further east 

The pilot.directions were where water was least 

Their friends on Tequila had no such aid 

A night on the sandbank was the price that they paid. 

So colleagues approaching Santander please be warned 

And approach with great care after daylight has dawned 

Don't turn to the right where the pilot suggests 

Find the preferred channel marker and go round it is best! 

San Vicente Barquera, a small fishing pot 

Had a bar at the entrance, high tide only they thought 

The prettiest harbour that they’d seen yet 

"Little room for yachts, but not many there met. 

Moonstone found a berth three out on a raft 

The last to be had, four out would be daft 

But a kind fisherman with an eye quite benign 

Motioned to Jack to throw him a line. 

The fisherman said it would blow in the night 

And at 4am he was proven only too right 

A blast of hot wind came down off the hills 

Laden with dust right up to the gills. 
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With Moonstone ticc| up safe and sound at the quay 

The Guardia pacified, all at rest from the sea 

Richard braved the murky water and went over the side 

And sawed and cut till the rope was untied. 

Then from the Yacht Club an engineer he sought 

For a very few pesetas his advice was bought 

The prop shaft is bent, very slow you must go 

With Jack standing by all ready to tow. 

Slow progress was made to Ribadeo next day 

It was Jack’s turn for problems as by the quayside they lay 

His lao now pumped out, but pump in it would not 

Despite all new valves, it changed not one jot. 

La Coruna was going to be their salvation 

So on to Barquera they sailed in formation 

A beautiful evening off a quiet sandy beach 

Good dinner, some wine raised the spirits of each. 

Cediero was scheduled to be the next stop 

But next morning Jack’s throttle cable snapped off at the top 

Moonstone went ahead some distance to make 

While Jack’ crew with much cursing their heads they did shake. 

Two hours later however, the spare was in place 

And Jack hurried off, his friend Moonstone to pace 

Cediero was wet, it rained cats and dogs 

And the quayside was covered in great stacks of logs. 

Moonstone was anchored next a yacht of great fame 

Eric Tabarly’s boat, Pen Duick by name 

Jack anchored nearby, it continued to rain 

So next morning at eight they weighed anchor again. 

La Coruna was reached, and became the next stop 

Where Moonstone expected repairs to her prop 

With a lift and some help this was duly achieved 

All well on the water, Moonstone was relieved. 

On August the ninth both yachts did depart 

With skippers and crews in the best of good heart 

To Camarinas they went, a town of some grace 

Where the principle product was fine home spun lace. 

August the 12th, off once again 

To Muros this time, well west in Spain 

An event all too rare, good sailing they had 

And anchored off the town, but the weather turned bad. 

               



IMPROVE YOUR MAINSAIL HANDLING 
With a range of products from Kemp Masts Ltd 

Fy pee: 

a ee Mainsail Slides - to make your full batten 
to handle. Fully artic : 

ren batten SDA batte 

teclee 

RCB - Re 
ultimate In lo\ 

Lazyjacks - t 
Keeps the lon 

boom       

Kemp Masts Limited 
St Margaret's Lane Titchfield Fareham 

Hampshire PO14 4BG England 
a Seldén Group Company   All are available from Kemp’s network of Service Agents please call KEMP on 01329 841900 for details 

HAMBLE RIVER VACHT BROKERS ¢ £5 @) Qe. 
The Harbour Marine Co, Stone Pier, Shore Road, Warsash, Southampton SO31 9FR 

72 examples sold since 1988 
and still a list of buyers waiting good examples 

VICTORIA YACHTS: 
In the classic mould. 

41 
THE FRANCES 26 — 

    

THE VICTORIA 30 
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THE VICTORIA 26 

        
     
  

Advice on buying/selling - valuation - insurance - finance- surveys 
- delivery (road or sea) - even moorings 

Selling? (no sale, no fee) Buying? - call us for details 

   



CAN 25,000 
YACHT OWNERS ALL E WRONG? 

Pantaenius is one of Europe’s largest Yacht Insurance Brokers and has arranged cover for yachts of all sizes sailing the world’s oceans 
under more than 35 flags. 

Discover as so many others, the securing comfort of this comprehensive insurance scheme and our proficient customer service created 

and run by yachtsmen for yachtsmen. 

Fill in the enquiry coupon for your personal quote and all the details of the Pantaenius Yacht Insurance Scheme   

  

PANTAENIUS YACHT INSURANCE ENQUIRY 
SCHEME COUPON 

Mirgt Name tciccoi ccna ai wise ear 1 SOUUITABIN Eos ca sates cute ve geweccugect cece cece cece ceen cee cece cee reerers beveee scanner rete eeereres 
AGA OSS? o.oo... cece cc ceee eee cc cece nets cence tet ee ee nkee ees UNECE RAGE EEE EE EE EE EERE GD EE EERE AA OEEEEO II GEEC ETE EECE EAT EELEEE GEA EEA;TEEES GANGES EEEEE DELS EE Cec uD EEA GALES SSID EG EREDAR ES GEE DEE EE Gea ees 
Tee biy Weare oo iis pane Bh SUT SR eye aaa an ea aaa RNR E ORR N eeeeceeneece teen ene tennecreeceneceeeeenioecensenneesenscestenseevanaersesiteentanaees 

PARTICULARS OF VESSEL 

INGIMIG?..... .eeccueaceeconssrreennaeererridecaaieevavnbougecs Year (Builty.i:ssusccnnemenicanicaans Country of Registration: .........0000.. 0. eects erer eee 
Builders naiccsccccanunsceccmaizaeaaeniess Model /Typet......... cc ccesseccccscceceeeereeseveseeeeeens Material:........0...00.00.00 cece LOA... eeeeeceeee 
MOtol?........ccceceeeeeereeeeeeenueeeeaneeeseuesteannn eae APS is eign SAS ee Max Speeds... ec eeseececneeeecceeenereaeneeeesenanes 
How long have you had continual yacht insurance COVET?............cccccc cece eee cecneece eee e cen eenaoedeeeeeeeseeesaeaeagenecuateseeeeecssnausetegeensiaetcesernesreenes 
Is the vessel offered for Charter ?.............cc:cceccceeeenncecceeneen eee een ene ee Dees een e eee e ee eee EEE EEE ED DEL EEE LEEEDREEEEEEEEERE ADEE ECD PE OEE ctdD# Coa saaaa cava saaneADbasaeuseaececdeeetenieees 
Critiging Antal isicsicccccssescccasevectie sie 00) «44 jouneedsdeneaene cio eee ce cen eeca sentences tence ee ceeaeereacee ered eceesstaeeespactsnneneeestaeesersisecuresesncaeasersotecebians 

HULL INSURANCE 

Total fixed value including persomal effects:£........0.... ccc cceeeeesseseesennnenncctanaseceeeceeereeeceneeeeesceeeeeeeeapepeceeseesceetesutetgesneeesesteg es stssaacaaessasaenteraeasees 
Have you had any claims in the last four years? 
If so, when? / details; ja ROSE Dee hee e dete heer de ek Rd SUE CAeEN WEEE SE Rome e SHES FSh ES HEED NOOO E EROS EES CRO ESTE renee sree Os EESE CHES TEC em NEES HeNSE RON EE eaNe nnn e EE see RRR RD OR Ue creat ere t eee e reer eee t aes etereseaee 

SEPARATE THIRD PARTY LIABILITY INSURANCE 
Personal injury and property damage: 

ecient Date of aee poeey- 

£500,000/£1,000,000 * please circle amount required. 

    

REGISTERED INSURANCE BROKERS - Marine Building, Queen Anne’s Battery, Plymouth, Devon, PL4 OLP. 
Tel: 01752 223656, Fax: 01752 223637 

  

  

FREE ADVICE ON... 

SAIL SET, RIG TUNING 
AND REPAIRS. 

FOR THE HIGHEST QUALITY CUSTOM 
DESIGNED SAILS TAILORED TO 

YOUR PERSONAL REQUIREMENTS 

Contact 

BEN GREEN AT 
SHORE SAILMAKERS 

Moody's Marina, Swanwick, Southampton SO3 7ZL 

Tel 01489 589450 Fax 01489 885917         
— The Right Sails — 

Quality Sails for Quality Yachts 
As chosen by Victoria Yachts 

Cover & Valeting Service 

Tel: 01489 579040 
Stone Pier Yard, Shore Road, Warsash, Southampton, Hampshire S031 SFR. 

Fax: 01489 578731 Mobile: 0385 587796 

   


