WATERLINES

VICTORIA SHADOW ASSOCIATION

An association of Sail & Motorcraft owners

WATERLINES SPRING 1998 NUMBER 14

é},

VICTORIA 80O

IN THIS ISSUE —

New editors introduce themselves

Moonstone in the Med : from Malta to
the lonian

Company news from James Boulton

Considering a circumnavigation?
Tony Marson describes his

SHADOW 33

Back to the Baltic : the continuing
travels of Tessera

And much more........ so read on!

VICTORIA SHADOW ASSOCIATION
c/o Stone Pier Yard, Warsash, Hampshire S031 9FR
Telephone (01489) 885400




The New

ICTORIA 38

This yacht will turn heads. A yacht with poise, character
and presence. A true blue water voyager with real pedigree.
She is a versatile cruising design that provides the ultimate
sailing base for long distance voyagers - a modern high
performance ocean cruiser wrapped in a traditional,
aesthetically pleasing profile. Possessing a tall, powerful rig,
low centre of gravity, state of the art Chuck Paine keel, and
many features aimed at security and long term value - the
Victoria 38 is the pride of British yacht building.

Length Overll 26ft Oin. 7.9 metres

The Victoria 800 offers a truly delightful combination
of modern sea-going practicality and nostalgic
character. Below, her 4 berth layout offers a private
forward cabin, comfortable saloon, comprehensive
galley and a separate head. Like all Victoria Yachts, the
Victoria 800 is the unmistakable hallmark of a true,
long range, blue water ocean cruising yacht.
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Lengeth Overall 376t Gin. 11.43 metres

VICTORIA 34

MASTER CABIN

The new Victoria 34 Master Cabin a truly

delightful combination of seakindliness and

owner's luxury, She inspires confidence both

under sail and power with a long keel

providing excellent responsiveness and ~ -
directional ,;mhih[y‘ Length Overall 34ft-3in. 10.44 metres

PILOT HOUSE

A genuine pilot house yacht designed for serious cruising people.
A versatile cruising design that retains all the delightful sailing
characteristics of her sistership, the Victoria 34.

The pilot house area has full internal steering and controls, a half
Admiralty chart table and full size, comfortable sea berths.

-

Y VICTORIA YACHTS T

Victoria Yachts Limited, Shore Road, Warsash, Hampshire SO31 9FR, England. Fax: 01489 885340, http://www.marinedata.co.uk/victoria

01489 885400

The Victoria Range: VICTORIA 800 » VICTORIA 30 = VICTORIA 34 « VICTORIA 38. The Frances Range: FRANCES 26 » FRANCES 34 » FRANCES 38
Contact VICTORIA BROKERAGE for used VICTORIA YACHTS « VICTORIA REPAIRS & SERVICE for TOTAL SUPPORT

“VicToriA 800

SIMON FIRULLOMAYACHTING MONTHEY




THE NEW EDITORS INTRODUCE THEMSELVES.....

“Under new management” - yes certainly,
but our first task must be to thank Olive
Hathaway on behalf of all members for the time
and effort which she has devoted to the task of
editing Waterlines, in addition to her other
duties as Honorary Secretary.

So, who are we?

We are Chris and Julia Wood and we are
relatively new members of the VSA, having
bought our first Victoria yacht, Jumbly Girl of
Maine, last year. She was the first Victoria 38
to be launched and we are pleased to see that a
further seven owners have found her lines as
attractive as we did. We have previously owned
three Westerlys over a period of some twelve
years. Our present cruising grounds are
principally the Solent, the South West, Channel
Islands and the Brittany coast.

What should Waterlines seek to
achieve?

We think the functions of a newsletter for an
association such as ours are:

® (o inform members of matters of interest;
® {0 be an entertaining read;
® to contribute to attracting new members;

® to promote interest in ownership of the
Victoria and Shadow marques;

® to provide a platform for the exchange of
views; and

® to provide a two-way link with the builders
of our craft, for news, praise and where
necessary criticism.

We want to encourage all members to
contribute to this aim.

What are our intentions?

Initially, we do not intend to make wholesale
changes to what appears to be an established
and well-accepted format. We clearly have the
benefit of a readership, many of whom use
their vessels, motor or sail, for exactly the
purpose for which they were designed. So
much is readily discernible from the accounts
of voyages kindly contributed to the newsletter,
for which any editor would be grateful.

We would however like to include some items
of not-quite-so-epic proportions — short
articles, snippets of information or comments
which other members might find of interest.
Just a few lines will be fine.

What about letters to the editor? Or the odd
small ad perhaps?

The future?

Would Waterlines be easier for members to
access if we put it on the Internet in addition to
the paper copy? Should VSA have its own
website? Would this help develop
membership?

Please let us have your views — whether for
publication or not. We would like copy for the
winter issue by 30 September, please.

HOW TO CONTACT US:

Chris and Julia Wood

Hubbles

Bentworth

Alton

GU34 5RB

Telffax: 01420 563045

e-mail: jumblies@mcmail.com
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7997: Malla o the Jonian

In issue 12, we followed Moonstone’s trip to the Med in 1996. Gill and
Richard Burley now rejoin their boat in Malta for their 1997 cruise.....

We arrived back in Malta on the 23rd April to
find Moonstone a bit sorry for herself, very
dirty with Sirocco dust from the Sahara - even
the head foil rollers had seized up. However
the work on the engine was soon completed -
Malta has good engineers - and we got the anti
fouling done and the topsides cleaned and
polished interspersed with tnips round the
island. Malta is certainly an attractive place but
a lot of people live there and the roads are
awful!  We got the impression that there was a
serious shortage of capital so that a lot of the
grandiose plans have, so far, come to very little.
The yards are well geared up for fitting out and
there are excellent duty free facilities. Another
bonus is that most (but not all) Maltese speak
English. Valletta Y.C. recommended. Lovely
position and good food.

Gill had acquired a nasty cold which, with the
inclement weather, delayed our departure to
Gozo. Booking out from Malta is a tedious
process and strictly speaking is not possible
from Gozo till mid-June but ...... We found
Gozo a very attractive place. Pontoon facilities
were excellent and the island itself, being largely
agricultural, is very attractive and less crowded.
Both islands have a very strong Catholic
tradition reflected by the many churches.

By 10th May the wind had died down and we
left for Porto Palo at the south eastern end of
Sicily, motor sailing the 51NM in a gentle
breeze. We anchored in the big bay surrounded
by many fishing boats. The bay was open to the
south but a sheltered anchorage would be
found, if necessary, inside the breakwater.
Shoreside facilities unknown as we did not go
ashore.

Next day we motored round to Siracusa 29 NM
and berthed in the big but shallow harbour on
the west side of the very attractive and historic
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old town. Stern anchor and well off the quay
because of possible swell, using the dinghy to
go ashore. That evening was the festival of
Santa Lucia, their patron saint, so we had
processions with two brass bands, firecrackers,
fireworks, bare footed penitents carrying images
into the cathedral, etc. Despite difficulties in
getting water (with a funnel from a drinking
tap!) and diesel (in cans by hire car), we thought
we were better off than in the Marina which was
allegedly expensive, dirty and in the less
attractive modern town. If the weather went
wrong there was adequate shelter elsewhere in
the large natural harbour.

While we were there we hired a car from Avis
and drove inland, a fascinating experience,
lovely countryside with impressive views of
mountain top towns (not villages) serving whole
communities 20 miles apart. We were sorry to
be too late in the day to see the mosaics at
Piazza Araminta but did find time to visit Mount
Etna 8000 feet+. Incredibly there were still
patches of snow at the top but the clinker-like
surface was warm with little gushes of steam
and a constant background of minor explosions
on the summit with boulders flying in the air.
The sight of previous lava flows was awe-
inspiring and a full blown eruption must be
terrifying,

While on the quay we had met up with an
Anglo-Australian couple, Peter and Kay in
TOROKINO II who had been spending 8-odd
years sailing from Australia via Cape Horn, a
Dutch couple Fred & Gerda in a 38' steel
Hallberg Rassy look-alike and another Dutch
couple Tong & Maruijka, plus elderly dog, in
STAR FINCH a smaller home-finished steel
boat. On 16th May we departed in an
international flotilla for Rocella Ionica (90 NM),
having decided that alternative Sicilian harbours



weren't very inspiring. We had head winds and
had to motor most of the way.

Excitements en route included tunny nets
marked by minute blue flashing buoys at least
30 miles offshore and an attack at 0300 by an
unlit Italian police boat allegedly searching for
drug runners but whom we suspected enjoyed
bullying innocent yachtsmen. Mount Etna
silhouetted against the sunset was a
magnificent sight.

We arrived at first light to find only one of the
harbour entrance lights was working but there
was a Walcon pontoon marina, apparently with
water taps and electric sockets but neither
connected. For some unexplained reason the
marina was 1% miles along a hot dusty road
from the town itself which was not
prepossessing. There was a small supermarket
closer but it did not sell meat or salad so ...
The only water we could find was on a building
site so we could do our washing but we gather
this has now been turned off. The entrance
was silting and we suspect that this marina will
eventually die on its pontoons due to typical
[talian lethargy. We were told that another
potential haven at Salina Joniche, close to the
Messina Straits was in even worse order, the
enormous harbour facilities contrasting with
minimal nautical activity and severe silting but
it did have good shelter. We suspected both
were funded by the EU but installed by the
Mafia.

After an excellent tuna barbecue on the
pontoon with our friends we left early on the
20th May for Crotone (61.67 NM) . The
Golfo di Squillace (Bay of Squalls) did not live
up to its reputation and we had a good sail,
actually setting the cruising chute. There were
four oil/gas rigs off the harbour, not exactly as
charted but we berthed on the quay using our
own stern anchor just outside the "Club" area
which had its own lazy lines but a charge was
made. Both water and fuel (the latter by can)
were avatlable. It was a pleasant place, more

yachts and even a yacht club!  An excellent
market where Richard bought an English shirt
for £4.00, a busy modern area behind the port
and an interesting old Venetian castle where
we were made welcome free of charge.
Shopping was no problem with free delivery
from the supermarket.

We were then left with the decision of whether
to break the journey to the Ionian into two legs
by calling at Santa Maria di Leuca (an
attractive place) on the extreme heel of ltaly or
to make the 140 NM hop to Lakka. The
second option proved more popular partly
because it would save time and Fred, one of
our Dutch friends, had a message that his
mother was ill and he wanted to get home.

We were also concerned about the Albania
situation and didn’t fancy the northern passage
between Corfu and Albania at night - it's only
1% miles wide.

We left Crotone at 0545, a lovely morning but
a choppy sea, initially with little wind which
caused queasiness among the men but the wind
filled in from the north and we had a good sail.
By nightfall the wind had backed round to N W
so we were on a dead run and the swell was
quite heavy. We kept up a reefed main and
decided to use the engine as well - so did all
the others! - partly to make life more
comfortable down below but also because we
thought (correctly) that the radar would help
to identify the intentions of the inshore
merchantmen and in particular the numerous
cruise ships. They appeared to be drifting
aimlessly, presumably to give their passengers
their beauty sleep and were so brightly lit that
it was impossible to see which way they were

going

A bonus was the rising of the full moon, red in
colour to start with, and latterly as the dawn,
accurately described by Homer as “fresh and
rosy-fingered", came up over the Albanian
mountains, a really dramatic welcome. Our
arrival at Lakka was all we could have hoped

WATERLINES, SPRING 1998 pPAGE 3



rstone 1n the med
for, good shelter, crystal water, warm enough
to swim in, with the magnificent backdrop of
mountains in the east and a very pleasant little
town ashore which was getting geared up for a
busy holiday season although we got the
impression that the island of Paxos was more
suited to those preferring a quiet holiday
walking and swimming rather than discos. We
realised that we had finally made the Ionian.

It would be pointless to describe our continued
voyage as frequently distances were often very
short and we quite frequently did not bother to
take off the mainsail cover. It was indeed
correct that the wind was mainly north-west
and increased about midday and died away at
night. We did however get NE katabatic winds
which could be strong during the evening
which could be uncomfortable and the swell
could be considerable if there was a good
fetch.

Mooring was usually bow on to the quays,
using a stern anchor - we found this easier and
gave more privacy, although we were in the
minority. In the many bays we used the CQR
and long stern lines, ultimately - and as the
water got warmer - swimming ashore, armed
with gloves and shoes because of the sharp
rocks, rather than using a dinghy. We found
our Fortress stern anchor, though light to
handle, was quite difficult to set in a soft
muddy bottom and acquired a Brittany as a
back up, which was better. Our main CQR
worked well but required attention if there was
weed on the bottom and sometimes the bottom
was very weedy or hard stones under a layer of
sand. One bonus was that it was almost always
possible to see the bottom and the anchor,
once we had painted it and the first 10m mark
on the chain white. Fuel and water was never
a serious problem - we tend to use cans both
for convenience and also to be able to check
the quality of the former.

From Paxos to Zakinthos is some 80 NM and
distances to the shore no more than 20 NM.
We visited nearly 40 overnight
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ports/anchorages apart from the lunchtime
stops. Favourites were:-

Levkas (4) Left Moonstone in the very
capable hands of Joe Charlton Contract
Yacht Services for 3 weeks return for a wet
Wimbledon

Euphimea (3) Excellent restaurant, friendly
village, water in cans from coffee shop
owners. Crowded in season.

Fiskardo (5) Picture book village but very
crowded and noisy on quay. We used anchor
and stern lines on opposite wall.

Polis (Ithaca) (3) Quiet and uncrowded.
Much Ulysses atmosphere.

Spartakhori (4) Private pontoon with lazy
lines. Good welcome from Babi and Panos.
Atmospheric restaurant and beautiful village up
158 steps. Open to katabatic winds.

Vlikho Bay (6). Very sheltered. Good sticky
mud - need to wash off chain! Several
welcoming taverns.

Meganisi (6+). Spoilt for choice of lovely
anchorages. Unspoilt atmosphere, always
possible to escape crowds.

The Ionian was crowded in July and August
which we escaped by going south eventually to
Zakinthos, Katakolon where we visited Olympia
by local train, Kalamos, Kastos and the adjacent
mainland. We particularly like Panteleimon,
shallow depth and good holding and completely
sheltered from the sea. In October we were the
only boat for two days and saw foxes, wild boar
and kingfishers.

Off to Turkey next year which, surprisingly we
are told, is even better but we shall certainly be
looking forward to our return to the Ionian to
revisit where we have already been and to find
the other numerous places we have so far
missed, particularly in the more northern area.



Ccompany news

James Boulton, Managing Director of Victoria Yachts, looks for ideas
to help celebrate VYL's 3" birthday and previews a design
competition to be run in conjunction with Yachting Monthly.........

The sailing season i1s upon us. Each day sees
another handful of owners watching their boats
launched into the Hamble, their faces an
interesting blend of nervousness, excitement and
antifouling. The yards, like ours, grow ever
clearer with empty boat spaces now taken up by
cars parked, awaiting their owners’ return from
Cowes, Cork, Coruna or further.

The start of the sailing season is the end of the
selling season and gives us time to prepare for
the next one. We have already booked space for
the 1998 Southampton and 1999 London Boat
Shows, Chuck has finished designing the new
Victoria 31, work will start soon and we will be
presenting the first one at the London Show.
Victoria Brokerage is still busy with last-minute
interest from sailors who don’t yet have a yacht
and we have already started booking winter
storage space and refit work for those owners
who are planning ahead.

On Saturday 15 August, Vietoria Yachts will
be celebrating the close of its third year and the
start of its fourth. We want to make it enjoyable
for all - owners, employees and friends. So, if
you have any fun ideas you’d like us to
consider, we look forward to hearing them.
Please contact Bob, Olive or myself.

1997/98 has been another successful year. We
have sold 18 yachts, compnsing:- 3xVictoria
800s, 3xVictoria 34s, 2xFrances 34s,
3IxVictoria 38s and 7xVictoria 31s. We have
developed a very successful shallow draft keel
for the Victoria/Frances 34 and are currently
designing a shallow draft keel for the Victoria
38.

We are now looking to the future and in doing
that, we need your help. Victoria Yachts is
currently formulating plans for the future and
your help and input is valuable. We have
recently designed a customer questionnaire and
Sam Bourne will be sending a copy to you. We
would be extremely grateful if you would be

kind enough to put some time aside to complete
the questionnaire which has been designed to
help us formulate our short, medium and
long-term plans.

You will realise that modern organisations are
never static for long. Like other companies,
Victoria Yachts cannot shelter from the winds of
change that are constantly blowing, soft or
strong. New laws (such as the Recreational
Craft Directive), new technologies, new
consumer demands, new competition are among
the many reasons why Victoria Yachts must
constantly evolve and change.

Since the company’s inception nearly 3 years
ago Victoria Yachts has seen a great deal of
change. The company has grown from 3
employees to 40, the company’s turnover has
grown to £2million, we have re-engineered our
total product range, launched several new
models and started to develop Victorta First, a
“total service” package for owners.

The services offered by Victoria First now
include:

Victoria Brokerage, General Repairs,
Insurance Repairs, General Refit Services,
Spare Parts, Victoria Insurance (policy)
and Customised Victoria Clothing.

Looking at boating generally, the British
Marine Industries Federation (BMIF) our trade
association is concerned about the future. They
have launched an initiative “ What's the future
for boating?” Their aim is to get the industry
focussed on its long-term future. Most people
agree that we are fighting an uphill struggle to
find new customers over the coming years.
Boating faces growing competition from
hundreds of other pursuits, many cheaper and
less time-consuming. To compete effectively the
industry must promote its strengths and face up
to and eradicate its weaknesses.
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There are many issues, not least of which is the
lack of entry-level boats. Victoria Yachts in
collaboration with the BMIF and Yachting
Monthly has been involved in developing a
competition called “Starter Boat 2000". A
competition to design an entry-level yacht for
the millennium. The first prize is £1,000 in
cash provided jointly by Victoria Yachts and

be lots of special prizes for bright ideas.

As a guide we suggest the winning entry will be
in the size range 20-24ft and cost not more than
£25,000 on the water. If you have any ideas
please enter - nothing would please us more
than presenting the first prize to a member of the
Victoria Shadow Association.

Yachting Monthly and full details are in the July
1998 issue of the magazine. At Victoria Yachts we look forward to seeing
those of you that are able to visit us this coming
You don’t need to be a trained yacht designer to season and take this opportunity to wish you all
enter the competition because what we want is an enjoyable 1998 season.
good ideas, not technically-accurate drawings.

In addition to the first prize of £1,000 there will

Victoria Brokerage

Since its inception 18 months ago Victoria Brokerage has gone from strength to strength. Interestin Victoria built/Paine-designed yachts
is strong and as a result we have an ever-changing list of Victoria Yachts. We currently have several excellent examples, including
Cathexis, the first Victoria 800, and Natterjack, a 1990 Victoria 34. The owners of both yachts have been very happy with them and
both have been berthed here on the Hamble and maintained by ourselves. We are delighted that both owners have decided to
commission new Victoria 31s for the 1999 season. Other yachts currently listed include:-

Type Year | Outline specification Price

Victoria 34 1989 | Tiller steering, fridge, hot & cold pressurised water £77,950
Victoria 34 1989 | Teak decks, hot water, heating £79,850
Victoria 34 1980 Teak decks, furling genoa, wheel, fridge £92 500
Victoria 34 1992 Teak decks, wheel steering, heating, fridge, hot water £87,950
Victoria 30 1992 Teak decks, hot water, GPS £62,000
Victoria 30 1988 | Teak decks, Harken furling genoa system £42 500
Victoria 800 1996 Teak cockpit, heating, hot & cold pressurised water £49 750
Victoria 26 1986 Furling genoa, tinker tramp liferaft, ready-to-sail £27,500
Arabella Rose 1995 36' 3" cedar strip hull, bronze deck fittings, furling foresails, Bermudan mizzen, gaff main | £77,750
Moody 38 1992 Centre cockpit, shoal draft, fridge, hot & cold water £80,000
Crealock 31 1990 | Furling foresails, fully-battened main, heating, fridge £69,000

If you are thinking of selling, please contact us - Victoria Brokerage constantly receives large numbers of enquiries from potential boat
buyers as a result of our extensive new and used boat promotions. Using our knowledge and experience we can offer owners the
ultimate brokerage alternative by sending details of your boat to our constantly-expanding list of prospective Victoria owners.

If you are thinking of buying, we have an ever-changing list of Victoria-built yachts. If we do not have the right boat for you, we will
search for it.

Contact Lisa Stevens on 01489 885400
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Chriio Wood takes a light-hearted look at the

1997 GQGM

Sunday 16" November 1997 saw 34
members of the Association gather
once again (once parking space for
vehicles had been found) at the
London Corinthian Sailing Club.
The events (and I report these
chronologically as I feel it is up to
members to determine the
appropriate precedence for
themselves) were drinks and
conversation at the bar, followed by
an excellent lunch, followed by the
Annual General Meeting.

Members will have received a copy of the
minutes for the formal event from Olive, and it
is pleasing to be able to provide a reminder of
some of the highlights enjoyed by the
assembled throng (as pictured - for which,
thanks to Dave Probert) and some
developments.

That the Association remains well solvent and
has broken the 100-member barrier bodes well
for the future, as does the general popularity of
Association rallies, despite the efforts of the
weather. The continuing wanderlust
experienced by members and recounted
personally to the meeting by Alan and Sally
Smith (Jack Nesbif) is again evidenced not only

by the further accounts of the travels of Tessera
and Moonstone which appear in this issue (with
the promise of more to come in future issues!)
but also a welcome single-issue account from
Bluegrass.

On the administrative front, and following upon
discussion, Olive has now registered the
Association under the Data Protection Act and
will thus be available, we hope, to take the
minutes at the next AGM, rather than send
apologies from the depths of one of her
Majesty’s less-appealing custodial properties.
The discount scheme, also discussed, has
unfortunately foundered.

The 1998 programme of social events is well
under way and will be reported in a
forthcoming issue, whilst the Victoria 31,
which Bob confided to the meeting would be
“coming soon”, was announced at the London
Show to acclaim and a waiting market as
shown by the numbers sold from the drawings
at the stand. We look forward to reports of
further sales success in future issues.

A further development of course is that Bob
and Olive are once again co-owners of a
Victoria yacht and we wish them and their
partners happy sailing in Bluebell.
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Many readers of Waterlines may have used the services of
Portishead Radio. To others, long-range communications
may be a mysterious black art. Chris Wood went to

Portishead to find out more ...

Last December, Julia and | attended the last of a
series of one-day familiarisation courses on SSB
and Satcom offered to leisure sailors free of
charge by BT at Portishead Radio. The aim was
to introduce holders of the new Long Range
Certificate (LRC) and its predecessor HF
restricted radio licence to the practical use of
both SSB and satellite communications from the
view of the likely primary contact, the operator
at Portishead Radio. So early on a foggy
morning, we headed for rural Somerset.

As was explained to us upon arrival, Portishead
Radio has had no link with Portishead (near
Bristol) for some years. It had transmitters
there in the early days when merchant ships used
DF techniques for navigation, and the name was
retained when the station moved to its present
location near Burnham-on-Sea, because of its
familiarity to ship owners and crews.

The first thing you notice upon arrival is that
there is only one aerial mast, covered with
cellphone-type aerials. This is because the
transmitter aerials are at Rugby and the
receiving aerials elsewhere in Somerset. The BT
station houses only operating positions from
which the serious electronics are controlled
remotely.

We were briefed on the SSB side of things by
one of the remaining radio operators - in the
heyday of SSB communication with deep-sea
ships, there were more than sixty operating
positions in use. Today, there are less than
twenty operators in total; when we visited, the
watch consisted of two manning each of the CW
and SSB desks, one handling the Navtex
information and one manning the telephone.
The SSB desks handle not only marine traffic
but also land and aeronautical business - a
Britannia Airways aircraft en route to Tenerife
called up to check his HF Selcall unit before
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getting too far across the sea. Such is the
reduction in SSB traffic that this was one of
only three calls taken by both SSB operators in
nearly an hour. They are delighted to offer
radio checks to yachtsmen!

Very useful were comments on how to get the
best out of your contact with Portishead:

-  when going blue water, telephone them
first to put your vessel’s details on their
computer, so you don’t have to spend time
doing it on your first call

— their database can hold brief details of your
intended voyage, if you provide them; it
helps them to know where to point the
aerials to contact you when Auntie Flo
rings up to talk to you, or you call them
and are a weak signal

~ for the same reason when calling they ask
you to give the vessel’s name and callsign
(so the computer can identify you) the
channel you are calling on (they are
listening to eight loudspeakers at once )
and your rough position (Western Med or
45N 20W) for selecting the best aerial

- ‘Medico’ calls are given top priority and
put through to the doctor free of charge.

If they don’t appear to respond it may be for a
number of reasons

—  although they monitor all their main
channels, all are shared with other stations
and Monaco Radio on 8MHz can often
blot out traffic

—  when they hear you, they will respond
wherever the transmit aerials are pointing
at the time; if good contact is made they
will not change the aerials, but if contact is
poor they will turn the aerials to you, but it
takes up to ninety seconds to turn through
180 degrees, so be patient



—~ it is possible that the operators may be busy
with other traffic

..... so keep trying!

SSB is clearly a dying mode of communication
for ship-to-shore and the staff did not expect the
service to continue much into the new
millenium, if it even lasted that long.

The other part of the day dealt with satellite
communication systems. Some satcom systems
form part of GMDSS and will therefore be
compulsory fit for merchant ships from 1999,
others have purely commercial use. The two
current systems of most likely interest to
yachtsmen on the grounds of cost and size are
Satcom-C and Satcom-M and mini-M.

Satcom-C is part of GMDSS. It provides telex,
fax and e-mail, with a distress alerting facility,
using a box of tricks the size of a car radio, a
laptop pc or similar and an aerial shaped like a
witches hat, the size of a tin of varnish.
Coverage is, for practical purposes, worldwide -
it does not cover the North and South Poles.

We sent a fax to a machine in the same office via
the Atlantic East satellite which arrived in less
than two minutes. The distress facility will give
your position to the rescue services and, if you
have time to select from a list of problems, an
idea of what is wrong - such as ‘fire’, “collision’,
‘sinking’, ‘abandoning ship’ and even ‘piracy’.
You can receive weather and navigation warning
information from the system. The cost of the kit
excluding pc is now down to about £2000 and
there is no standing charge. Listening is free,
transmitting costs half a penny per character.

Satcom-M provides voice and data
communication. It is designed primarily for land
users and its coverage is less than C, but it does
cover most of the world - the major gaps are
part of the Pacific between South America and
the Pacific Islands, and around New Zealand. It

does not provide a distress facility, being the
equivalent of a mobile phone. In size, the mini-

M land user system is the size of a laptop pc
and

1s self-contained. The lid is the aerial which
must be directed towards the satellite - a tuning
indicator is provided- and the body has a
telephone handset, keypad and a small screen.
There is a ruggedised unit for marine use but,
surprise surprise, it costs more than the land
unit. Readers of Yachting World may have
seen a test of these systems in the April 1997
issue. In use as a telephone it sounds like a
transatlantic telephone call - there can be a
slight echo. Costs for the hardware are roughly
£3000 - £5000 depending upon specification
and there are both monthly charges of $25 and
call charges of §3 per minute,

Satellite systems are clearly the future.
Satcom-P is coming along, which will provide
worldwide communications from a cellphone
sized unit. Competitors to BT in the cellphone
type market are Iridium (Motorola) and
Orbcomm. Wherever you are in the world, the
Iridium system will connect you to a local
cellphone network if there is one, and if it can’t
find one, to the satellite system. The charging
basis seems quite clever - the cost of a call will
be the same whether using a terrestrial network
or the satellite. The level will apparently be set
so that they break even on satellite calls and
make the money on terrestrial calls, You may
have seem that Magellan have already
announced a handheld unit for the Orbcomm
system. Both it and Iridium are supposed to be
operational within 1998,

We spent a very enjoyable and informative day
at Portishead, looking to both the past and the
future. For those able to wait, the coming
years will see continuing change in maritime
communications. For those going blue water
soon, the choice of communications systems
will not be easy - you will have to match your
needs and the facilities available from SSB and
the various satellite systems carefully.
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Many of us think about selling-up and 's;i-ling.

Tony Marson did just that.

Whether it was the prospect of a new
government, the desire to do something big
before I reach forty or the appearance of comet
Hale-Bopp. I decided to sell my shop and sail
round Britain. Fortunately I alreaay had the
right boat, a 1983 Frances 26 sloop called
Bhiegrass (after the country fiddle music I try

to play).

Not having sailed further than Lands End by
myself before, [ trawled around for advice. The
consensus was that I needed to keep dry, well
fed and not sit at the tiller all day.. The boat
needed a refit anyway so [ had her hauled out at
Northney Marina and proceeded to make a list.
Stuart, the previous owner was a bit of a
minimalist, so there was quite a bit to do.
Thankfully the little Yanmar 1GM was in
perfect nick, but 1 gave it a full service anyway.
The rig and sails were getting on a bit so I lost
the self-tacker and fitted a new genoaona
rotostay. A new Navman log/echo unit
replaced the old Walker and leadline, which I
swapped for a big CQR and chain. Although I
hadn't made a habit of running aground, I knew
a pair of beaching legs would be very handy
and, with a bit of guidance from Bob Hathaway,
I fitted a set from the Yacht Leg Co.

The next problem was whiéh self -steering
system to fit. 1 already had an Autohelm 2000
but I wouldn't trust it in a choppy sea or a

~ thunderstorm. So having looked at a few old

Aries and Hasler gears, I finally plumpéd fora
new Auto-steer trim tab gear (£1,000 from
Clearway Design, Falmouth).

Inside, creature comforts were enhanced by
fitting a Propex gas heater and a clever folding

table I found in Aladdins Cave. Transport was

provided by my trusty Brompton'folding bike.
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After a shakedown cruise around the Solent to
check it all worked, I loaded up with food,
books and clothes, said goodbye to everyone
and sailed round to Portsmouth Camber Dock

_in a force 7. This was following advice from a

couple of friends who left Langstone in their
Buchanan last year heading for New Zealand.
Sailing off after a big farewell party, back they
came the sz_i_fne evening with a leaky garboard
looking r_aéther crestfallen. Don't sail too far on
the first day!

AnyWay, after stopping the night in Newtown, [
made my way out of the Solent and down to
Poole with a gale imminent. A good time to try
out my new anchor, I thought, and dropped it in
the lee of Green Island where I was stuck for
three days whilst a force 9 came through. I had
two other yachts for company but we had to
chat on the VHF as no one dared launch their

dinghies.

A gentle breeze and blue sky having returned, I
continued west, calling in to Lulworth Cove for
a swim and a drink. Next day rounding
Portland Bill in a flat calm, I was forced to
motor across Lyme Bay and crawl into
Dartmouth late that night. After a lie-in, |
picked up a breeze at midday and wandered up
the Dart with the tide, tying up in Totnes to the
new council quay, which I can’t recommend,
it’s too high once you’ve dried out, has a gharp
edge and not enough bollards. However, it’s

~ cheap and I had four days there, visiting friends
* and even being invited to play the fiddle at a

street party.

Next stop Plymiouth in a strong easterly,
anchidring at Jefinycliff for the night, then up the
Tamar, under the Brunel bridge and on to
Calstock where 1 encountered groups of old



men in flat caps and aprons netting salmon from
their little clinker rowing boats. To savour a bit
more of the atmosphere, I found a nice spot up
the St Germans river for the evening amongst
the herons and waders, with not a soul in sight.

A wet, uncomfortable beat took me down to
Falmouth where you can still drop the hook
right by the old town quay and nip ashore for a
lovely pasty and pint. Later, as I prepared to
leave, the engine alarm halted my. depanure
my new Yanmar impeller had failed. Luckily
the local marine engineer was on the quayside
and had a Jabsco replacement. which has been
trouble-free. Having sorted the engine, I nearly
lost my Avonto a hugé seal, who was trying to
wrestle it from the back of the boat - perhaps he
mistook it for his wife,

Seals were still on the agenda as I made my way
up the Helford to Gweek, running into the mud
several times in the winding channel. I finally
berthed against the quay, on legs, next to Hirta,
Tom Cunliffe’s old pilot cutter. With a gale
imminent, I treated myself to a few days off,
visiting the seal sanctuary and pedalling over to
Helston to visit friends. ‘

Next up, Mounts Bay and a trip round the
castle, not quite as spooky as its French
counterpart, but well worth a look. The
evening was enlivened by the local pilot gigs
racing past the anchorage.

Leaving the mainland, the wind vane steered me
to the Scillies, whilst I sat on the foredeck
watching dolphins and basking sharks. The
wind picked up to a NW6 as I approached St

Marys, so I opted for Porth Cressa on the south -

side, obviously everyone else thought the same

and I had to thread my way through a dozen or-.

so yachts, mostly French, to anchor off the
beach in crystal clear water.

I spent a couple of weeks here, exploring,

walking and reading. My favourite spot'was St -

Helens island, uninhabited but for flocks of
dive-bombing skuas and the remains of a

hermitage belonging to St Elodiuos, no doubt
the patron saint of protective headgear.

Back to the mainland in the fog, wishing I had a
radar, I avoided a couple of tankers in the
Longships and after stopping in Newquay for
the night, I carried on to Padstow. Rick Stein’s
was fully booked so I helped harvest some
mussels with a neighbour and we enjoyed al

- fresco moules mariniere a la cockpit. After a
couple of days on Lundy, it was up to Bristol on

the back of a big spring tide. 1 left the boat in
the floating harbour for a week and travelled
back to Portsmouth.

I returned with a friend, Chris, who fancied a
break from teaching and a trip to Tenby, where
we spent a pleasant evening at the Yacht club. 1
then carried on to Milford Haven, through
torrential rain and in poor visibility I passed
Skokholm to be greeted by a school of smiling
harbour porpoise, at which point the weather
cleared and I enjoyed hot sunshine and more
dolphins up to Aberysthwyth, past Bardsey and
into the Menai Straits. A carefully timed
passage through the Swellies took me up to
anchor off Beaumaris, home of the Blue Peter
lifeboat.

During a rather stow,foggy passage to the Isle
of Man I entertained myself by catching several
mackerel and creating an interesting curry. A
easterly gale warning persuaded me not to
anchor in Castletown Bay and 1 tied up in the
relative safety of St Marys harbour, with its
excellent yacht club. Indeed, the lifeboat was
out later on pulling a chap off Castletown rocks
after he dragged his hook.

-An early start for the tide and I was into

Scotland, enjoying Portpatrick’s hospitality.
Taking advantage of a nice southeast breeze |
left in the morning and ran up to Arran, meeting
the paddle steamer Waverley, before stopping in
Lamlash Bay. It was reassuring to see nothing
had changed since I was last here as a
schoolboy.
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CIRCUMBAVIGATION BLUES

L

With the help of Martin Lawrence's excellent
West Coast pilot 1 worked my way up the Kyles
of Bute, stopping the night in the tiny Caladh
Harbour with only Eider ducks for company.
Next day, 16 August, I had a wet and windy
beat down Loch Fyne (famous for its kippers)
and into East Loch Tarbert, pursued by most of
Clyde Cruising Club's race fleet, for a well-
earned pint in the aptly named 'Victoria Arms'.

Having stocked up with charts, oatcakes and
whisky, it was on to Lochgilphead and into the
Crinan Canal. Being mid-week, it was fairly
quiet and I had to operate most of the locks
alone. This certainly taxed my under-used sea
legs, but the sunshine and scenery more than
compensated. Since British Waterways provide
plenty of stopping places and excellent showers,
I spent three days on this charming interlude.

Leaving Crinan village, you head north to Loch
Craignish and the landscape becomes more
rugged. I anchored haltway up off Goat Island,
being greeted by Doug on his 28ft Cascade
who'd just returned from Venezuela. After
double-checking the tides, I set off round the
Dorus Mor, which was in quiet mood, past
Luing with its strange sheep, through the
narrows between Fladda and Pladda and up the
Kerrera Sound into Oban. Anchoring here is no
problem as there's a big white anchor painted on
the harbour wall,

From Oban, up the Sound of Mull, to
Tobermory. As your dinghy approaches the
quay you will be inexorably drawn by the smell
of the distillery. For a couple of quid you get a
guided tour, a tot and a discount bottle of malt.
Then down the road for some smoked trout
from the harbour fish farm. Yes, it’s a hard life.
The anchorage filled up by the evening, perhaps
because of the easterly gale warning, and we
were serenaded by a dreadful harmonica player.
The promised wind came and went, and I
nipped out to make lona by the evening, going
ashore to catch the Abbey at sunset: “After
further sorties to Staffa, Coll and Camas Bay 1
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beat a hasty retreat back to Tobermory with a
severe gale immineni. The rest of the Hebrides
would have to waf{, I didn't fancy thirty foot
waves so it had ta be the Caledonian route.

Back down the Sound, I stopped in
Dunstaffnage to collect my mail, have a hot
shower and excellent fish supper in the Wide-
moufh Frog'. Then up Loch Linnhe to
Ballaculish Bay. The pilot book says that the
longer the loch and the higher the mountains at
the end, the more likely it is to rain. Well, with
Ben Nevis at the top of this one, it did indeed
rain, non-stop for four days. So I shelved my
intention of clambering up our highest mountain
and sampl'e’éi Fort William's beer instead. At
which pqiﬁt I was joined by Robin, a local
friend who fancied the canal experience. We
shared the first day’s locks with two fishing
boats and a huge Irish oilman in his battered

‘Hans Christian Wine Knot. After leaving our

friends the next day we made our way on to
Fort Augustus, meeting all manner of craf; the
Asguard training ship, VIC34 - not a Victoria,
but one of the last Clyde puffers still working,
and plenty of badly-handled hire boats. We
even got invited to play fiddle and banjo at a
Saturday night gig in the British Legion ...
anything for a free beer!

Sunday 6am, still raining, slight headaches. An
ideal time to sail up Loch Ness, which was
surprisingly choppy and beset with katabatic
winds. The only monster activity was a small
fishing boat we passed with ‘Independent Nessie
Research Unit' painted on the side.

As we approached the northern end, it finally
stopped raining and the rugged cliffs gave way
to open cornfields. A few more locks and the
metropolis of Inverness lay before'us. We
cleared the final lock and motored round to the
little yacht haven. I said farewell to nay crew
and plunged into.the Moray Firth:with a W6
behind'me and dolphins alongside. After surfing
along at up to 7.5 knots, I had a brief rest in
Lossiemouth, being urged to crack on the next
morning by the harbourmaster as there was a



severe gale due in twelve hours.

So on I went, reaching Rattray Head at dusk,
downing a celebratory cuppa as we finally
turned southwards.

Entering Peterhead with its maze of lights was
eased by the harbourmaster piloting me in with
the VHF and I tied up exhausted but elated after
the longest leg of the journey.

At Stonehaven, I was joined by my father for
the day, but such are the charms of the little
drying harbour that we stayed put enjoying the
pubs and museum. At only £8/week I can
recommend it. However, I was well into
September and the wind didn't seem to be

easi _ so on we went up the Tay to Dundee
past sandbanks littered with seals, round Fife
Ness to Anstruther, where the orop picked up a
rope and I wielded the bread knife to remove it.
Lunching on Arbroath Smokies, I then visited
the excellent fisheries museum.

Then across the Firth of Forth, past the Isle of
May and into Eyemduth. Past Berwick and into
Amble, where the wind finally eased to a
pleasant northwest breeze.

Whitby — kippers and Captéih Cook.
Grimsby — rather smelly, n6t recommended.

Across the Wash into WeHs;hext—the-Sea at
midnight with help from a_ﬁéhing boat pilot.

Round the Norfolk Coas:t'".i'nto Lowestoft for a
night at the grandiose Royal Norfolk Yacht
Club:=! '

Up the river to Southwold for lunch at the pub:
then round to the Ore at dusk to creep over the
bar at early flood and share = 1chorage with

the avocets.

Then on to the Deben, with a slightly easier
entrance, anchorine off Ramsholt for the night
and continuing up river to Woodbridge.

Past Harwich, to Pin Mill in company with two
other Frances's.

October, the shorter days are hurrying me on,
and after nights at Walton and the Roach, it's up
the Thames meeting my old friend the Waverley
en route. With a brief halt at Greenwich to look
round the Maritime Museum, 1 then carry on to
St Katherine’s dock and spend a week visiting
friends, art galleries and breathing in the smog,

My father joins me again and we head down to
the Medway, stopping at Queenborough next to
the old Radio Caroline ship, then onto Chatham
and a Visit to the sprawling Historical Docks,
where we witnessed a disabled Norwegian
submarine being towed in by two builders and a
fat man in a suit.

I then take a short cut through the Swalc .nder
the bridge and out to sea again past Whitstable
etc round to Ramsgate for an uncomfortable
night in the outer harb¢ . Interesting shower
block in one of the rz~ /ay arches.

Motor down to Dover in hot sunshine, very

sy and just anchor for lunch before heading
on to Eastbourne, collapse into my bunk at lam
Depart midday in thick fog, contour round with
the echosounder, catching glimpses of Beachy

‘Head before it finally clears off Brighton. Stuck

in Shoreham for three days with gales and water
pump trouble, it finally drops to a E6 and I take
a chance. Nasty short seas tell me I should have
waited but it's forecasted to ease off later so 1
persevere and race into the Solent, which looks
smaller than when I left.

Dodging a couple of ferries, I finally nip into

Portsmouth’s Camber dock at 9pm. Just in time
for a circumnavigator’s celebratory drink!
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Surf’s up (or is it just the wind?)

"+ ou surf the Net with gay abandon? Or have you yet to dip your toes into the world wide resource

p'?

Like it or not, the Net is a growing source of information of every kind, some of it of use or interest to
the yachtsman and woman. We have found the following pages interesting — why not let us know what
you have found so that other members can try them out.

About Victoria Yachts

www.marinedata.co.uk/victoria/index.html

www.chuckpaine.com

www.hood-sails.com

About matters maritim

www.detr.gov.uk

www.coastguard.gov.uk

www.navecen.uscg.mil

About the weather

www.meto.gov.uk

www.meteo.fr

WWW.noaa.gov

About yachting
WWW.Tya.org.uk

www.ybw.com

www.sailingindex.com
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VYL’s own site - not updated since August 96! Tut, tut chaps.
The Web is a powerful marketing tool used extensively by
other boatbuilders

Chuck’s home page - mentions Victorias and other designs

Hood Sails’ page - includes a write-up on the Victoria 38 (plus
pictures!)

The website of the Department of the Environment, Transport
and the Regions - responsible for marine safety amongst other
things. Links to the Marine Accident Investigation Branch and
the Coastguard

The coastguard’s own site, including lots of links to useful
weather sites.

The US coastguard’s web site, including information on GPS
status, GMDSS amongst much else including vacancies in the
coastguard service!

The Met Office’s web site. Gives free access to current
inshore and shipping forecasts and to METWEB, the Met
Office’s chargeable service. We are trying this out and will
report in a future issue. We have found that the free inshore
forecast is not updated in a timely manner. You can dial in
mid-evening and still find the forecast for the period ended at
the previous 6pm.

Meteo France's website

US weather services - NOAA - and links to other weather-
related sites.

RYA's website. Very slow to load.

Site compiled by IPC, publishers of a number of boating
magazines. Includes almanac, brokerage and ‘back numbers’
sections. Source of chart corrections as published in PBO

Principally a US compilation page, but interesting nontheless




W R AREE

There are many of aspects of life at sea which can make or mar a cruige.

A regular grumble on our boat is the need for frequent shopping trips for

fresh milk. So when a product called Tastes like Fresh caught Chris's

A

To a serious milk drinker, who regards UHT
milk as one of man’s least appealing

inventions, this seemed to me like something of
a challenge. The claim appears emblazoned
across the side of a carton, which you may have
found in your own supermarket. So, in the
interests of the sailing public,
Julia and I decided to set up a

much better than the UHT milk of a few years
ago. Product 2, ‘Tastes like Fresh’ did not
meet our definition of what fresh milk tastes
like and Product 4, Sainsbury’s UHT
Pasteurised Semi Skimmed milk will definitely
not be finding its way into our supermarket
trolley.

blind tasting of this and ‘own
brand’ products from both Tesco

and Sainsbury’s against the real 16 —
thing to find out whether the 14
claim was borne out in fact. 12 "~_
10 -
We decided to test not only for 8
drinking purposes (carried out by 3 ]
me) but also for use in tea / 2
coffee (carried out by Julia), and 0 -

on breakfast cereal (carried out

Product 1 Product 3 Product 4
by both of us)., Containers were -
carefully assembled, marked in . Coffee | Tea
such a way that we could not - Drinking D Cereal

cheat by knowing which glass,
mug or bowl held which product
and the Mark One Tastebud was readied for
action.

We gave each product up to four marks, based
on its perceived acceptability, in each type of
use; for the cereal test we averaged the score
given by each of us. The results were as
shown.

Product 3, Sainsbury’s fresh Half Fat milk was
the expected winner, but Product 1, Tesco Long
Life UHT Half Fat milk came a very acceptable
second. It did have a slight aftertaste, but was

Test results.....

I i
s
Product 2

So there we have it. Please do not take our
findings as conclusive — try your own tasting

and see.

Finally, we would like to point out that we are
available to carry out extensive tasting of other
products for future issues of Waterlines, so if
you would care to supply us with quantities of
Belgian chocolate, champagne, vintage claret....
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BACK TO THE BALTIC

In issue 12, we followed Alau and Brenda Donaldson on
the first stage of their 1996 retarn craise to the Ballic in
Tessera. We now rejoin them in Osle and follow the next

stage of their journey to Gotland....

Shore-bound tourists

Our first, and possibly most important, task in
Oslo was to get the computer fixed. We found
out about the Oslo tram system exceedingly
quickly! We tracked Apple Computers to earth
somewhere in the north of the city, and were
told that it might take a week to get the
offending pieces of kit mended. OK, so we had
that time, with Karen's graduation. Next stop
was the Tourist Office to raid their literature
and to buy three day "Oslo Cards "which gave
us free travel within the city and entry to no end
of museums and other attractions. Our usual
first action when arriving in any strange port is
-2 make a*- --1ne to the Tourist Informatie and
to vacuum up au e blurb that looks of interest
either in the immediate future or as a source of
illustration for the ship's log. Then to a travel
agents to get airline tickets to England which
was an eye-opening experience. ~ . : agent's
first gambit was to say that ali © ghts were
booked except for first-class full price tickets at
enormous expense on days on which we didn't
want to travel. Who would have thought that
the Oslo - London flights were so popular?
After some fairly prolonged haggling we ended
up with tourist-price tickets to London, but on a
flight only the day before Karen's graduation,
leaving little leeway for flight delays etc.
Negotiations completed, we returned to Tesse
with our loot, and spent the afternoon planning
our strategy for the next few days.

The weather continued unpleasant as we
trekked off next day to explore Oslo's museums,
Oslo must be the museum capital of the world,
it has so many. We spent the morning at
Akerhus Slot (Castle), built in the Fourteenth
Century, and rebuilt in the Seventeenth. Very
imposing but beautifully landscaped with trees
and gardens in what had presumably been at one
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time parade grounds, barracks and so on. It has
in it a fascinating museum of the wartime
Resistance movement * ith a beautiful memorial
garden under a tree where the Kesistance
leaders were executed, and another, larger,
museum of the Norwegian armed forces from
Viking times onwards. By the time we had
done these two museums we were in sad need
of lunch (open sandwiches and Class 1 -~ «
almost alcohol-free - beer at enormous exper |
in the restaurant attached to the Armed Forces
Museum), and ther . = t~ >k the ferry over to
Bygday. Wt le we waited at the quayside for
the ferry we sa 1 man selling freshly boiled
prawns. "Supper" we cried and bought a
sackful. One of the many attractions on Bygdey
is the Fram Museum, a fascinating and at times
a rather frightening place when you see how ill-
equipped Nansen, Amundsen and Scott were
for polar exploration - rather like Whymper
climbing the Matterhorn in plus-fours and a
Norfolk jacket. Back home to peel about a
million prawns and to concoct a salad. It was a
very good supper, but neither of us has since
been too enthusiastic about peeling prawns.

Next day, 4 July, the weather was piggy. The
rain held off long enough for me to find a Post
Office and for Brenda to find the stopping point
for the airport bus, but on the way across to
Bygdey again the rain started to come down in
torrents. We caught "le petit train" to the
Viking ship museum which was much better
than the Roskilde museum, but the Gokstad and
Oseberg ships are rather special. From there,
also by le petit train, to the Kontiki and Ra
Museum (difficult to believe in the Pacific in this
awful weather), and then to lunch in the
restaurant attached to the Maritime Museum. It
was an excellent, if somewhat comic, buffet
meal. Soup appeared and I ordered wine. The
waitress asked if I had any objection to French
wine. “No” [ said, “But why?” “The nuclear



tests” she plied, and we ended up with an
excellent clar * ‘the only other red wine was
Spanish ar s 5f doubtful origin). No sooner had
we collected our main course from the buffet
than the restaurant was invaded by an Italian
tour party, as our waitress, now very harassed,
scurried by she whispered to us “I see you just
beat the spaghet'. invasion”. By the time we
had finished lunch the rain had stopped , and we
went to Oscarshall Castle which used to be the
Norwegian Royal Family’s summer palace. Its
design is based on British Victoriana , and in its
own way is stupendous, even if not to
everybody’s taste. The -0 attendants, to
whom we got chatting, amused us. She came
from Bergen, and was about to go off on
holiday, and he came from Oslo. He assured us
that Bergen is the Norwegian Manchester where
it always rains; we just looked out of the
window at the dripping trees!

From Uscarhall we went to the Norwegian rolk
Museum which, like the Zuider Zee Museum at
Enkhuizen, is an open-air museum in which
have been assembled on one site archetypical
houses from different parts of Norway, and
from different centuries. There was a turn-of-
the-century village street, complete with forge,
bank, post office, weaver, school etc. The
wooden houses from up-country were generally
roofed with turf for better insulation (though
this puts a different complexion on the notion of
mowing the lawn) and the Lapp tents made us
slightly guilty of the luxury in which, even on
Tessera, we were living. The high spot of the
museum, however, was the magnificent Stave
church, built entirely of wood and beautifully
carved; the structure had enough resemblance
to a pagoda to make me wonder why Thor
Heyerdahl hadn’t argued that the Vikings got to
Japan.

Supper that night consisted mainly of asparagus
and cherries, bought from a wayside stall.

The following morning there was a prolonged
hunt (two hospitals and a private laboratory) for
somewhere to have a blood-test done; one finds

BACH TO THE BALTIC

out .1e system in one country, only for the
know _ge so painfully won to become useless
as v aves: * However, blood-test over,
we went back to Bygdey for lunch in the same
restaurant, and were greeted by the three staff
as long-lost friends: a bottle of claret arrived
almost without being asked for, so clearly we
were considered to be a superior class of
tourist! I then did the Maritime Museum while
Brenda, who had had enough of ships, museums
and models, read her book and ate ice-cream.

At first light on Saturday we ~aught our faithful
No. 10 tram to the Central Station to join a
package tour to western Norway and back. The
tour was of a one day, two days or three days
duration. We opted for the two-day jag but
with an extra night in Bergen, which looked a
much better bet than the three-day tour which
left you for 24 hours stranded at the back end of
nowhere. We were a fairly assorted bunch as
we got on the train at 0700 to head west; there
were us, two Americans who were “doing”
Scandinavia in a week (two days in each of
Finland, Sweden, Norway and Denmark), the
Korean Chief Scout who was in Oslo for a
Jamboree, a Spanish couple, a Japanese, a
Swede and so on. The railway ran through rich
farmland west of Oslo and then up through the
mountains of central Norway - barren moors
and lakes, with the snow still lying even though
it was now July. There were isolated farms in
tiny valleys, the houses still roofed with turf and
hay crop spread out to dry on odd looking
fence-like racks. Goodness knows if people
lived there all through the winter; if so, it must
be an incredibly harsh and lonely existence.
After about 5 hours we changed trains onto a
local feeder line which ran down the most
spectacular gorge and past breathtaking
waterfalls until we reached Fldm at the head of
the fjord, where we stopped for lunch, and the
party split into its constituent bits. The tour so
far had been good, but it was now enlivened by
the Spanish couple. He spoke only Spanish, and
the linguistic skills of the tour guide (a nice lass)
were limited to Norwegian, every other
Scandinavian language plus German, French,
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Italian and English. Mrs. Spanish had fractured
English which she used noisily, inaccurately and
liberally interspersed with Spanish, and she
became quite aerated when the guide didn't
immediately understand her. Even we had
difficulty understanding her, and English is our
mother tongue. The Spaniards were on the
three day tour which gave them 24 hours in the
back of beyond, and there would be no-one to
shepherd them, so what would they do? A
question, as Brenda put it, which would have
been more profitably pondered in Oslo before
bookir , the trip. We left them to their fate, and
caught the ferry which was to take us down the
Sognefjord to Bergen, over 100 miles away.
The scenery -7as unb  :vat : n places the
fjord is only about a quarter mile across but
.1ith almost vertical cliffs half a mile high, as if
some Norse god had run amok with a giant
meat cleaver. The mind, though, can take in
only so much, and before the end of the 6 hour
ferry trip we had both become quite blas¢ about
the scenery. 1 guess though that this is the right
way to see the Sognefjord, rather than in one's
own boat: the likelihood is of either no wind or
of far too much. Also a very high 1ance of
katabatic squalls blowing vertically down the
sides of the fjord. The ferry made its way down
the fjord and through the offlying archipelago,
stopping at various shoreside hamlets until we
reached Bergen at about 9 p.m. Once arrived,
we checked into the hotel, had a quick meal
before the restaurant shut, and then there was
an unseemly scramble for the bath.

Bergen, which was a major Hanseatic city, is an
interesting and attractive place, and much of the
old city has been carefully preserved. We spent
Sunday moming determinedly sightseeing; along
the quayside, where our hotel was, are beautiful
old warehouses and buildings, fishing boats,
yachts, and an open square for the market. A
little inland are all the shops and parks one
could want, and up the hillside climbed cobbled
streets and beautifully and colourfully painted
clapboard houses.

First, to Holmen, the royal palace which was the
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political centre of early mediaev
Hikon's Hall was originally built in the 13th
century, fell into disrepair, was restored :  .he

1 lorway.

end of the 19th century, and then blow = >
when a German ammunition ship « nlnded in
the harbour below. t 1as since been beautifully
restored again, and is now used for ceremonial
occasions and concerts, and the dungeons are
considered to be the place to hold a reception,
party, or celebration dinner. Rosenkrantz's

" wer is (part of) the original fortifications, and

. crawled all over it, up and down seer ngly
endless spiral staircases, in and out of dungeons
and state bedrooms, and trying to imagine what
it must have been h e when it was occupied as
the Governor's palace. But better still was the
Hanseatic Museum. Most of the old
warehouses have been turned into gifte shoppes
and the like, but two have been preserved as
they were in their heyday and are fascinating. In
the warehouse area on the ground floor are
typical stocks of the time ranging from spices
and porcelain to air-dried or salted cod,
together with the old tools, hoists, chests, scales
and suchlike. The first floor counting houses
have Dickensian desks and shelving, glass
partitioned areas where the bosses presided and
could see the minions scratching away in the
ledgers (some of the ledgers have been
preservc * nd are on display with a large notice

ying DO NOT TOUCH). Best of all are the

ring quarters above. The Hanseatic merchants
and their employees formed virtually a ghetto
community, and did not mingle with the local
populace. They had their own laws and
customs, and were almost a state within a state:
the King's Writ scarcely concerned them. The
minions were mostly young German bachelors
who went to Bergen for three years or so,
worked extremely long hours, and saved up
their pay to set themselves up in some sort of
trade when they returned home. While in
Bergen they lived over the shop, on the top
storey of the warehouse, where there were
dormitories for eight or so men, with box bunks
buiit in in tiers, with a curtain to pull across
each man's sleeping space to give some minimal
privacy, clothes' cupboards (not many), a



fireplace and a sliding hatch through to a
smaller room next door where the immediate
boss slept. The sliding hatch led into his bunk,
so that without getting out of bed he could yell
at the guys next door if there was too much
noise, and presumably discour:,  ny hanky-
panky. The boss man had a large cupboard,
fireplace, window seat and his own table and
chairs. There was also on that floor a large
room for entertaining. Down the road a bit

t re was the Hanseatic Hall from where the
governing body ran the ghetto, where the
merchants (and presumably also their staff) met
on formal occasions, and where they ate

- mu . Although it was a closed
community, it see.x , o have been well
organised and to hav delivered the goods. |
got the impression that all Hanseatic trading
posts from Bergen to Hastings were organised
on similar lines, and that the eventual downfall
of the League was that the emergent nation
states could not tolerate within their borders a
pressure group whose first loyalty was to an
international body and not to the host state.
Nothing much changes.

Our hotel's restaurant didn't operate on
Sundays, so that evening we went to eat | .2
only place we found in town which wasn't
outrageously overpriced. As we sat down. .
almighty row erupted at the only other occupied
table, where an Italian family were eating
Spaghetti Bolognese, Bergen-style. Papa was
very annoyed and very voluble as he leapt up
and down, waving his arms and refusing to pay
for their meal. He told us (who were enjoying
the impromptu cabaret) that if we had any sense
we would leave immediately as the place was a
health risk. We assumed that Spaghetti
Bolognese is a rather different dish in Bergen
from its Italian equivalent. We ate reindeer
casserole, and very good it was, but the
restaurant wasn’t nearly as stimulating after the
[talians had stormed out.

Cruising in small boats certainly teaches one to
appreciate the benison of hot water, and we
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luxuriated in more baths next morning before
going to explore the fish market (daily except
Sundays, w ‘¢ . meant that our decision to stay
an extraday Bergen was a seriously good
move). It was a wonderful outdoor market on
the quayside - fresh fish, smoked fish, fish
sandwiches made to order, shellfish ditto, some
beautiful cherries and other fruit and vegetables,
wolf skins, elk skins, seal skins and inevitably
sor . - —usualtou .. (T-shirts, shell

trir ~et boxes, belts, handbags etc.). The whole
population of Bergen seemed to fill the
quayside, the pubs did great trade, and it was
fun. We fitted in ice creams and the Fishery
Museum (pretty good) and then adjourned to
Scruffy Murphy's Irish Pub to lunch off smoked
fish rolls and beer (all of which also pretty
good). Then back to our hotel to catch the tour
bus back to Oslo. We found that the Spanish
couple had arrived from way out nowhere the
evening before, for their night and morning in
Bergen. They were not happy, and became
even more unhappy when they found that they
couldn't smoke on the bus. Mind you, they did
make the mistake of sitting at the front and
asking the driver if smoking was allowed.
Brenda and I, the only other passengers, sat at
the back, and Brenda smoked away, but
discreetly, until we picked up more passengers
later on. Maybe the vast amount of shopping
which Mrs Spanish acquired in Bergen helped
to pacify her when she got home. Off the bus
set, and after about three hours we reached a
tiny village and ferry port where we were due to
pick up the rest of that day's tour passengers.
The Spanish were seriously unamused: it seems
that it was in this village, which boasted little
more than the ferry terminal, a fast food
counter, an ice cream kiosk and a gifte shoppe
selling trolls, was the hub of the universe in
which they had spent the previous 24 hours. As
the tour's advertising leaflet said, this stopover
was a marvellous place from which to explore
the Norwegian countryside on foot, but Mrs.
Spanish didn't look the walking type. After the
remaining passengers had been picked up, we
were driven across Norway with great views of
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mountains, lakes, farming villages, Stave
churches and all the rest that Norway-in-the-
Middle has to offer. We stopped at a roadside
café for an evening meal and a smoke (for those
who wanted), and got back to Oslo pretty late
in the evening. The bus driver was kind enough
to drop us off just by our marina. It had been a
thoroughly enjoyable three days.

Two days later we were up at some
unbelievably early hour to fly to Heathrow,
where we hired a car, met Karen, and drove up
to Warwick University for Karen's graduation
ceremony the following afternoon. Nicky had
come over from Cranwell and met us at the
University, and after a brief pause to regroup,
more baths etc., we all w * >ff to Leamington
Spa, where Karen had shared a house while at
the University, and we had a highly convivial
(and probably noisy) family dinner. The aged
parents were tired after their early start, and
went back to the campus to bed,  ving the
two daughters to party with Karen’s friends.

Karen's graduation ceremony wasn't until the
afternoon on the next d -, which happily was
fine and sunny but not too hot; in the morning
we and Nicky went ity Warwick to see
Warwick Castle, while Karen recovered from
her partying and met more of her friends. By
this time in the overall voyage we expected a
pretty high standard of the tourist sights we
visited, and Warwick Castle came well up to
scratch, even if it owed a bit too much to
Disney and Madame Tussaud. Another
excellent and convivial family meal in
Leamington (Pierre Victoire at under £5 a head
“u. it ee courses), and then Nicky had to shoot
off back to Cranwell: it was extremely
thoughtful of her to have come over. We met a
number of Karen's friends all dressed in their
7ir 2ry and some of their parents (ditto), and
after attending a Social Sciences Department
bunfight we took our places in the University's
Butterworth Hall to watch Karen pick up her
degree. It was an impressive ceremony, and the
University staff had worked extremely hard to
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deck out the interior of what is essentially a
pretty stark and unsympathetic building with
masses of flowers and shrubs so that it looked
very attractive. And the seats were a good deal
more comfortable than those in the Sheldonian
where Nicky had taken er degree!

Oslo to Gotland

Sunday, 14 July saw us back in Oslo. 7essera
was as we had left her, which pleased us, but
Norwegian television wasn't broadcasting the
Silverstone Grand Prix, which didn't. The next
morning we collected the computer, which we
were assured was now restored to health,
revictualled the boat, and left Oslo in the late
afternoon to sail down the east side of Oslo
Fjord.

A fortnight's inactivity in ' . gen marina had
caused thelogtog up .- y-itemp 'to
clear it were not wholly successful. I got it to
work after a fashion, b: * .~ zvidently under-
reading and it didn't finally clear itself for about
another three weeks. We put our noses into
Drobak, which was crammed full with boats, so
we carried or 1 few s " anchored in a
pleasant enough bay, but ' e holding ground
was poor and we had trout' ;  2tting the ancl

to set.

" e next morning, the engine was completely
d: not even a squeak when I turned the
starter key. Fortunately there was some wind,

so we sailed the anchor out and set off for
Horten, since we knew the entrance and I was
reasonably confident that we could moor there
somewhere without hitting anything. In the
event, the wind headed us as we got there, and
increased, and we ended up moored to the
commercial quay just behind (what turned out
to be) the ferry to Horten's equivalent of
Alcatraz. The ferry driver wanted us to move,
since he needed that space in which to
manoeuvre, and with some difficulty we warped
Tessera round a motor boat and out of harm's
way. I then went off to find an engineer, and



Brenda rediscovered the joys of Horten's
launderette. ¢ anspired that what was wrong
with the engine was a blown fuse on the starter
motor, but neither the engineer nor I could
establish - vh_ the original had blown. With
some trepidation on my part the only
replacement fuse on board was inserted (with
t '~ ~ngineer muttering about bloody Japanese
¢ .gines wit .. standard and unobtainable
parts), and we hoped for the best. The
eplacement fuse go . s back to Guernsey, and
it is sti a mystery why the original blew; old
age, maybe. I then went off on a long, hot, and
unsuccessful plod to try to find another
Camping Gaz cylinder. By the time I got back,
Brenda had finished the dhobying and we had a
long and informative chat with the prison ferry
boat captain. He was a shade dismissive of
yachtsmen, who he said never sailed anywhere,
and he warned us that in that parts of Oslo
Fjord there could, in bad weather, be waves at
least 1 metre high. I hope we looked suitably
impressed, particularly as he claimed also to
have been whaling in the Antarctic. When we
made our escape from him, we wandered round
to the marina restaurant and renewed our
acquaintanceship with the beautiful Lisa, who
was delighted to see us and found us a table
even though the restaurant was fully booked.
Alas, no whale steaks on the menu.

We left Horten next morning in next to no wind
but under full sail, in deference to the ferry boat
driver. After an hour we gave that up and
switched on the engine. Just before lunch we
were off the large marina at Vallgybukta and
went in on another abortive hunt for Camping
Gaz, and carried on to moor in the early
afternoon in Tensberg, which had been highly
recommended by the ferry boat driver the
evening before. It's a pleasant little town, said to
be the oldest in Norway, with an attractive if
rather touristy waterfront. However, in the
heioht of the tourist season we could find
no e nice to provide us with dinner at a

~ se we were prepared to pay, and so returned
disconsolate ~ . ir boat. We filled our water
tanks next . . 1g and sailed off down
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Tensberg Fjord, and on th- ~ay met a modem
replica of a viking ship, v h red sail, a tent over
the waist of the boat, ana . vaby's pram up in
the bows. The pram was a trifle incongruous,
but the ship sailed remarkably fast downwind,
and we stayed together for quite a long time.
We anchored for the night in a lovely little bay
called Tallaks'hayn on the west side of Tonsberg
Fjord. It was a beaut fu summer's evening, still
and sunlit, and just for once we were not the

Jly boat t- park by throwing an anchor out
over the bows; we watched spellbound the
antics of some of the later arrivals as they tried
to find somewhere suitable to moor in typical
Scandinavian style, lying to a stem anchor and
with their bows tied to a handy tree or rock. We
thought that chucking an anchor over the bows
was SO wsier.

The next morning was fine, sunny, cold and
windless. We motored across the entrance to
Oslo Fjord, dodging the ferries, and by about
0900 found enough wind in which to sail, close-
hauled on starboard and headed for Fjillbacka.
I was down below making coffee when 1 heard
the radio give us a weather forecast in English.
Quite by chance I had cracked the system. The
RCC Baltic Pilot tells you:-

"In .... Sweden forecasts are broadcast
twice daily on VHF . .... Weather
forecasts are given on the [Goteborg]
net at 0933 and 2133 one hour later
[than UTC]”

Not so; the timing is local time. It also helps to
know what the local slave station's frequency
and effective range are; the Baltic Pilot isn't
much help here, but with a bit of guesswork or
a knowledge of Swedish you can dig the
information out of the weather forecast section
of the Batturist booklet published by the
Swedish Tourist Board and available free from
most marinas and seaside bookshops. Since it
also lists most of the guest yacht harbours,
grading them according to their facilities,
indicating the marina fees and briefly listing the
neighbouring attractions, it is a highly
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recommended book to have on board. I only
wish that they would publish it in English, but 1
suppose that so few British yachts visit Sweden
that translation would not be cost-effective.

We got to Fjallbacka by mid-afternoon, and I
went ashore on two urgent missions: to restock
the wine cellar and to get another canister of
Camping Gaz. In the latter [ was successful,
though I was told that Fjallbacka was probably
the only place on the west coast of Sweden to
stock it - they said that Goteborg might but they
doubted it. Wine was more tricky. I knew
where to find the Systembolaget, the State-
owned booze shop and only source, so I went
there to place my order, only to be told that
there was a 24 hour moratorium before I could
pick it up; presumably a cooling-off period to
let Alcoholics Anonymous get to me. It was
Friday, the shop was run by civil servants who
don't-  k on Saturdays, and I wasn't going to
get any wine until Monday. 1 didn't want to wait
in Fjillbacka until Monday. I bought two six-
packs of Fosters' KlassII beer from the
supermarket (alcoholic strength almost zero and
a surprise to any Australian I've ever met), and
we left Fjallbacka to anchor in a nice little bay
just down the coast.

Up-anchor next morning on a fine, sunny day
with a light breeze to sail down the
Hamburgsund and to meet once again their
most unnerving ferry. It runs across the sound
on a wire, and as it goes across, you aim to pass
astern of it. No problem, except that to stop
itself on reaching the shore the ferry pu. -
brake on the wire which promptly whips out of
the water astern, and if you have cut in too
close behind the ferry ..... They really ought to
issue a warning. Thence to Kungshamn, where
we met the Kungshamn Powerboat
Championship with its attendant spectator fleet.
We fled east and then south to anchor for the
night in Slubbersholmen Bay described in the
pilot book as "a wild anchorage nearly a quarter
mile square ..... Good holding..." It was very
attractive and we spent a happy evening as
spectators at some child's fourth birthday party
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ar . of the waterskiers who fell in all round us.
We left Slubbersholmer 1ext morning to go
down the Kirkesund (under engine, this bit)
towards Mz strand. On thi way we passed a
most original navigational 1ark on one lump of
rock: a roac sign pointing  “outes directions.
We anchored south of Marstrand to have a
civilised lunch rather than one taken on the
gallop, as it were, and then carried on down the
coast through s¢ == 2 a1 sounds up
which some idiots were trying to tack; fair
enough to do it under sail in the right
conditions, but some consideration for other
folk would not have come amiss.

In 1994 we had not had time or opportunity to
visit Gotland, a large island some 60 miles off
the east coast of Sweden, south-cast of
Stockholm; everyone said it was a place not to
be missed, and rather than sail right down the

=t coast coast of Sweden and then up the east
wu thought it might be fun to take the Gota
(pronounced "Yerta') Kanal across the middle
of Sweden coming out half way up the east
coast and get to Gotland that way. On our way
home we would then also be able to go to
Bornholm (Danish, but only about 40 miles off
the south-cast tip of Sweden). The way into the
Gota Kanal system started at Goteborg, so we
went there, arriving at about 1800 and found
the Lilla Bommen marina virtually full. We
rafted alongside a Polish yacht from
Swinoujscie, and swapped flags with her, and
then went ashore to have an excellent dinner on
the four-masted barque Viking which was
moored just up the quay and which had been
converted into a hotel-cum-restaurant. Shopped
next morning, especially for a bottle of whisky
for our Polish acquaintances of the night before,
and then cast off to refuel and to go up the Gota
Alv river and the Trollhitte Kanal which
ultimately lead up to the Gota Kanal. It may
have been unfair, but our impression of
Goteborg was of a basically over-industrialised
and unlovely city; once away from the
industrialised mess the river ran through some
very pretty farmland to the first lock at Lilla
Edet, about 30 miles upstream. Harald



Hardrida, king of Norway and a pugnacious
gentleman, brought a war fleet this far in 1064,
two years before invading England and meeting
his comeuppance at the Battle of Stamford
Bridge. 1 bet his troops weren't too happy
when they reached the falls at Lilla Edet and had
to carry their longships round them. The first
lock here was built in 1607, and it is now, at
least by day, a sleepy little place. We moored
for the night in the guest harbour just alongside
the lock, and were awoken by the sound of a
very large and extraordinary-looking cargo ship
passing through the lock. She was one of the
"shuttle containers" specially designed and built
to carry freight along this canal from Lake
Vinern and the hinterland t¢ 5oteborg; slab-
sided, and with plumb ¢~ -=d-off bow and
stem she was an awesome . .. .1 1 e'vsight -
we later learned that she was 88 metres long
(the lock is ¢ metres) and that she had less
than a foot clearance each side. As ir ~ zdible
sight and well worth the loss of a few minutes
sleep to watch it ease itself into the lock.

weather continued bright and sunny next

day as we continued up the canal to the flight of
four locks at Trollhédttan; we passed through
lovely countryside - fields, forests, cows,
haystacks, thatched cottages and imposing
farmhouses, but there seemed to be a shortage
of waterfowl: total bag in two days consisted of
2 swans, 6 geese and 10 ducks. We were lucky
with our timing at Trollhittan, because the
bottom lock opened just as we arrived. 1 hours
and four locks later we emerged at the top, 32
metres higher than we had started. We were,
however, slightly perturbed to be told on
leaving the top lock that the police wanted to
see us. It turned out to be a false alarm: the
same message had been given, presumably as a
matter of routine, to all the foreign boats, and
the police didn't want to see any of us. To
celebrate the "Get out of gaol free" card we had

.. ¢t mm a café overlooking the oldest (and now
unused) of the three sets of locks at Trollhittan;
they were built in 1800 entirely by hand, and the
second set replaced them in 1844, being
themselves replaced in 1916. After lunch we
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vis ¢ .. 2 Canal Museum which was fun as well
as informative, and included a video with the
language of the commentary tailored to suit the
audience. We watched the English version in
solitary state! The Trollhdttan 7alls which the
locks have now essentially tamed, are let loose
as a tourist attraction twice a week n the
summer by opening all the lock gates at once
(we were there on the wrong day, so bought the
postcard) and at other times the water is used to
generate hydro-electricity and to run the locks.
After seeing all there was to be seen in the
musel . we continued our journey up the
canal, through the last lock and out into Lake
Viénern at Vinersborg, some 45 miles from
Goteborg, and 44 metres higher. We sailed out
into Lake Vinern, and anc red for the night in
a pleasant sandy cove called Ursandsnibben;
there was a camping site behind the beach and
we spent the warm summer evening watching a
horde of tiny children sv " nming in the shallows.

Lake Vinern is no mean piece of water (70
miles long by 40 wide) and the following day -
again sunny and hot with only a gentle breeze -
we spent about 7 hours alternately sailing and
motoring to cover the 37 miles or so to Lackd
Slot. Slots come in various guises from stately
homes to enormous mediaeval castles. This slot
was a mediaeval bishop's palace, and he did
himself well. It's perched on an island, so it has
in effect a moat all round it, which although
deep enough to deter mediaeval infantry is a bit
shallow for twentieth century keel-boats. There
is a nominal depth of 1.8 metres in the marina
part of the moat. We draw 1.5 metres, and
touched once before tying up to a pontoon with
a sigh of relief. We then watched a Swedish
yacht go hard aground, to be towed off by a
Norwegian motor boat and go aground again,
creating general chaos, before giving it up as a
bad job. A family of two adult swans and three
cygnets adopted us, and were fed stale bread.
The adult cob didn't care for his offspring, or
was greedy, or both, and the cygnets had to be
pretty agile to get anything like their share.

The Slot opened its doors to the public at 10am
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and we were there at opening time. It was
marvellous- cobbled courtyards, coats of arms,
statues set in niches in the walls, a dungeon
(complete with eerie lighting and a waxwork
prisoner dressed in rags and chained to the
wall), the ancient kitchen (Brenda's comment:
"Ugh") and a guided tour of the two upper
floors where the gentry lived. The tour started
in the Knights' Hall which was elaborate and
decorated with large paintings of death and
destruction, a truly incredible ceiling, and a
huge carved fireplace big enough to roast an ox
(or maybe a Dane) whole. The tour was
conducted in Swedish, but foreigners get
provided with Walkman players and cassettes in
their own language, and one gets a good potted
history of the castle and of Sweden at his era.
By now our various potted histories of Sweden
" om around Scandinavia in 1994 and 1996
occasionally took us ahead of the official
lecture. Then out into the sunshine again to
wander rou. 1t 3t 2au'ifully k., © mediaeval
herb garden.

We waved goodbye to Lacko Slot at 1<+ and
extricated ourselves from its moat without
going aground; in next to no wind we
motorsailed the 18 odd miles to Mariestad,
taking showers en route in the sunshine and the
cockpit, and moored in a vacant berth after
fighting with the obscurities of a Swedish self
service diesel pump. The rapidity with which it
ate SEK 100 notes was quite alarming!
Mariestad is a pleasant place, but not
particularly memorable. It was time for me to
have another blood test, so we asked for
directions to the hospital. We walked out of
town in the direction indicated, and walked and
walked and walked. A long way later we found
it-v. . dbegun to think the place didn't exist.
The blood-letting took for ever, and hours later
we escaped, plodded the miles back and thought
"what a way to spend themc . _ ofa -t

day".

We left Mariestad after a well earned lunch and
and set the genoa to ghost gently the 10 miles
or so to Sjotorp to enter the Gota Kanal. We
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negotiated three locks in quick succession to get
into the canal proper, and moored up for the
night in the canal terminus complex - dry dock,
repair yard, canal museum (not worth the visit)
and a few shops; also ai . ferprising man
selling home-smoked salmon and (probably
illicitly brewed) cider. We bought some of each
and dined on salmon, new potatoes and salad.
Pity we hadn't bought more salmon, as it was
very good.

Between Sjotorp and Lake Viken (t .« highest
point of the canal, 92m. above sea level) there

20 locks, of which we had gone through 3,
and 18 bridges. In distance, it is nearly 19 miles
and took us almost 9 hours: hardly the speed ~*
hght. But we were impressed by the way in
which the bridge and lock keepers radioed to
their colleagues ahead as boats passed through,
so that long waits at a‘bn'dge or lock were
unusual unless there was a lot of traffic
(especially tour steamers, which have right of
way) coming the other way. The contrast with
the Dutch canal system is very marked, but
Sweden is a much less densely populated
country with much less traffic whether by road
or by water. Most of the canal staff whom we
saw were young (probably students doing
vacation jobs), cheerful and very helpful. We
seemed to be the only people who thanked them
or gave them a cheery wave. The scenery was
lovely, well wooded hills interspersed .th open
farmland, until just before Lake Viken; then the
canal becomes very narrow and winding where
the route was blasted through a mountain - very
attractive, but not the place to meet a steamer
coming the other way.

When we got into Lake Viken we decided to
anchor for the night in a bay on the south side,
just below Ryholm Slot, a pale pink
countryhouse built in the mid- 1860s, and
surrounded by a very English park. Alas, the
bottom was very soft mud, and we couldn’t get
the anchor to hold, so we pulled it up, and on a
gloriously sunny but completely windless
evening motored the 9% miles across Lake
Viken to Brosundet, at the start of the next



man-made section. The scenery here was
beautiful: high hills, woods down to the water,
and farms and hamlets dotted about the place.

The man-made section of the canal from

_ rosundet to Forsvik is in two places very

nar o v and winding, cut through the mountain,
and these stretches are too narrow to allow two
boats to pass each other. They are controlled by
traffic lights and before entering t *< 1 sound
signals are required: out with the trusty foghorn
again (- - @) and happily boats traveiling west
to east have right of way, except over tourist
steamers.

e ~uide bc o *~ and articles | have read
suggest that the best way to traverse the Gota
Kanal is from east to west, but I disagree,
especially if going all the way from coast to
coast. Travelling west to east you soon get the
ugliness of Goteborg out of the way, and have
wonderful scenery from then on. By the time
the locks and bridges open in the morning the
sun in the east is high and in the evening you
have the sun at your back instead of hav . to
squint into it in a vain attempt to pick ., * ar
Besides, the right of way tends to favour
eastbound boats.

Karlsborg, at the end of this stretch of the canal
and on the shore of Lake Vittern has an
enormous 19™ Century castle built as part of a
scheme to set up an impregnable fortress so
deep into the centre of Sweden that no invading
enemy could reach it, and it would prove a safe
centre for the Royal Family and the Government
(Hitler’s Berchtesgaden was based on the same
idea). By this stage in the voyage we set a
pretty high standard in Slots; Karlsborg didn't
match our standards, so we left it pretty quickly
and motor-sailed into a head-wind and a short
steep sea to Vadstena on the east side of the
lake. We moored for the night at about 1600 in
the moat of a 16" - 17" Century Slot. Our
enjoyment of the Abbey Church that evening
was curtailed by the cacophony made by the
man tuning the organ, but next morning, 29
July, we had a splendid day's ruin-viewing. First
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of all, Vadstena Castle where we had a personal
conducted tour because the official guide spoke
no English. We were shown the Guntower and
adjacent dungeons, the State Apartments with
pictures, tapestries and furniture gathered from
all over Sweden, the Queen's Bedchamber with
a magnificent four-poster bed: one post carved
as a male, the other three as females in
advancing stages of pregnancy. We were told
that the bed was so short, not because people
were shorter in those days but because people
slept sitting up; they thought that if you slept
lying down the blood would rush to your lungs
and drown you.

Then on to the Convent of St. Birgetta which
had been the original Royal Palace. By 14th,
Century standards she was a well-travelled lady
- Sweden, Santiago di Compostella, Rome,
Jerusalem, Rome again (where she died): her
boiled body was brought back to Sweden, with
bones scattered as relics along the way, but her
cranium, the most'important relic made it back
to Vadstena where her daughter founded the
convent. In those days beatification required
what the Chinese call "squeeze" and there
wasn't enough in the kitty to beatify both
Birgitta and her daughter; as a consolation prize
the daughter was appointed abbess for life.

We left Vadstena at about 1800 to go the few
miles down the coast to Motala at the entrance
to the next man-made part of the Canal. Motala
is an unmemorable place, apart from the old
woman who was selling the most delicious
smoked fish and prawns: once again we didn't
buy nearly enough!

It was downhill all the way to the sea on the
eastern seaboard of Sweden, some 50 miles
away: 26 bridges, one flight of 5 locks, another
of 7, 6 double locks, and 13 single locks.
Brenda would steer 7essera into the lock, I
would leap ashore with bow and stern warps,
loop the stern line round a handy bollard or
mooring ring and throw the end back at Brenda
before galloping forward to tend the bow line
and rejoin the ship; hard work in the multiple
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