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EDITORIAL AUTUMN 2000 

Once again, as the nights close in, it’s time to 

settle down with your copy of Waterlines to 

find out what everyone else has been up to 

this season. Not a lot, in our case — we 

managed yet again to book our holiday time 

off to coincide with bad weather. Never 

mind. 

We have a mixture of items in this issue, with 

stories from regulars and articles from some 

new pens. 

We are very pleased to welcome, not only as 

new members of the Association but also as 

contributors, Nick and Sue Hiscock (any 

relation to you-know-who, we wonder?). As 

you will read, they have become the proud 

owners of a Victoria 26. Is this a record - an 

article within months of joining? More 

please!! 

We are also grateful to our various reporters 

from the Association meetings, who have 

responded magnificently to having their arms 

twisted, accompanied by a plaintive “We 

haven't got much material for the next issue 

— please would you write something about 

Why not tell us what you’ve been up to? 

Even our most stalwart contributors deserve 

a rest from the hot keyboard at times. 

Please take inspiration from their generous 

efforts and pen a few lines. As we have said 

before, it's your magazine, and without your 

contributions, it will, literally, be nothing. 

Happy reading! 
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NEW LOOK - NEW LIFE! 

Welcome to the new format ‘Waterlines’. 

We had come to the end of our stocks of 

printed covers and needed therefore either to 

reprint the covers as they were, or to find an 

alternative format. We were already looking 

for ways to improve the reproduction of 

photographs, and changing the format looked 

as if it might provide an answer to that problem 

also. 

Ceasing use of printed covers means that we 

can allow advertisers to update their copy at 

each issue, which is likely to make this more 

attractive to brokers in particular — a number of 

respondents to our survey indicated that they 

would like to see additional brokerage 

featured. 

It also means that we can prepare copy at its 

final size. Previously we had to prepare copy 

in small fonts and then enlarge during copying 

to achieve the A4 size magazine. Enlarging 

was one of the contributing factors to poor 

photograph quality. We have included some 

photographs in this issue, by way of examples, 

and we hope that you will agree that we have 

now achieved a Satisfactory result. Due to the 

cost of colour photocopying, we will have to 

take a view on how much can be included in 

each issue. 

Additional benefits are that we can use better 

quality paper and, should there be a demand 

in future, we could produce back copies rather 

more cost-effectively than would have been 

possible previously. 

The cost per issue will increase as a result of 

these changes, however, since ‘Waterlines’ is 

for many members the most tangible benefit of 

membership, we feel that the best quality 

product we can reasonably achieve is the 

appropriate yardstick. Our Treasurer is 

satisfied on this score. 

In the summer, we sent mock-up copies of the 

new format to the committee and to a number 

of respondents to our reader survey last year, 

to seek their views. We were encouraged by 

their comments, and you have the result 

before you. We hope you enjoy it. 

As always, we will be happy to hear from you 

on this, or indeed any other, matter. 

  

  

Don't forget! 

Copy date for the next issue of Waterlines is Friday 16 March 2001 
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VICTORIA YACHTS - COMPANY NEWS FROM DAVID BARTHOLOMEW 

Since the last report, we have been extremely 

busy here at Stone Pier Yard. After some delay 

we have completed the repair work on Bluebell, 

and she now looks and is in very good shape. 

We were able to exhibit her at Southampton Boat 

Show, and my very grateful thanks go to Claude 

and Olga Fielding, Peter and Liz Cooke, and Bob 

and Olive Hathaway for allowing us to do so. 

Bluebell generated a lot of interest, and we took 

three orders, subject to a trial sail. | am delighted 

with the response drawn by the craftsmanship 

evident on Bluebell, and hope that we wil! be able 

to follow up the conditional orders and other 

expressions of strong interest effectively. If we 

can confirm the conditional orders, and obtain a 

couple more during the year, then the building 

programme for Victoria Yachts will be full for the 

next twelve months or so. 

At this point | should mention that | have 

appointed Steve Constable of Harbour Marine as 

the agent for selling new Victoria yachts. Steve 

and | found ourselves working very happily and 

well together during the Boat Show. and | look 

forward to consolidating our relationship. | know 

that Steve will be Known to members, not least 

because some of you will have purchased your 

yachts through him. | am delighted to welcome 

Steve, and his better half, Cynthia. as members 

of the Victoria Yachts team. 

As some of you may be aware, Bob Hathaway 

has departed for new shores (literally), and is 

therefore no longer part of Victoria Yachts. Bob 

decided to leave for entirely personal reasons, 

which had nothing to do with the relationship 

between us. We have parted as friends, and we 

are still in touch by the occasional e-mail. | am 

sure you will all be delighted that Olive is 

remaining as secretary of the Association. 

Bob's position has been filled extremely well by 

Jon Gale, whose arrival was mentioned in the 

last issue. Jon’s career includes time spent in 

building hovercraft and substantial yachts as well 

as 10 years aS a marine surveyor. His 

knowledge of yachts and the industry is proving 

invaluable. If you have any technical questions, 

Jon would be delighted to assist where he can. 

Please feel free to call him on the usual office 

number. The editors have asked that Jon should 

write a technical article for the magazine. | will be 

twisting his arm in this direction for future issues. 

(For those who have not yet met Jon, see our 

new colour page!! Ed.) 

You will be reading elsewhere John Cade’s 

article about the building of his new boat. This is 

now beginning to take shape. | look forward to 

her completion — this will be the first complete 

boat to be built by Victoria Yachts since | took the 

company over. 

We are beginning to get orders in for Winter 
repair and re-fit work. It promises to be a busy 

winter. Some members have already been in 

touch with regard. to wintering their boats at 

Stone Pier Yard. Due to a reorganisation by our 

landlord, it currently appears that we will have a 

little less space for hardstanding than we had 

previously. Would members who wish to have 

work done over the winter please contact us as 

soon as possible to ensure that we can fit their 

boats in. Invitations have been sent to a number 

of members. Please forgive us if you have not 

received one, and feel free to contact us on the 

subject of winter work should you so wish. 

On a personal note, | am delighted to say that Jo, 

my wife, and Isobel, my daughter have moved 

down to join me here in Warsash. After over a 

year of ‘weekending’ this represents a 

considerable improvement in both our lives. Jo 

has already enjoyed meeting some of the 

members, notably at the Association dinner at 

Hythe. She feels very much part of the business, 

and | know that she looks forward to meeting 

more Victoria owners as time goes by. 
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ASSOCIATION CLOTHING AND REGALIA 

Burgees 

It is some seven years since the last order was placed with our supplier. The quality of the 

product appears to have been satisfactory and, stocks having been used up, a further order has 

now been placed. Not surprisingly, the price has gone up, so a new burgee will cost £10. Go on, 

treat your boat to a new one for Christmas! 

Ties 

Whilst on the Christmas theme, why not get your nearest and dearest to buy you a new 

Association tie. Point out that they are also new stock, but the price hasn't changed. They are a 

bargain at £12. 

Log books 

i can do no better than quote from Olive’s own note on the arrangements: 

“The cost of gold blocking on log books has increased because my previous blocker (if that is the 

right term) has retired. He operated from Chichester and a focal craftsman in Southampton 

bought his equipment. Whilst this makes the visiting easier for me, he charges a great deal more. 
His predecessor was happy with a £5 note in his hand, almost for any quantity of work, so! am 

sure we are now paying a more realistic rate. When | visited, the new man was restoring a very 

old book of hand written recipes, produced by a past cook at Beaulieu Abbey and badly damaged 

in 4 flood. If was fascinating to watch and was obviously very skilled work. 

But, in an effort to keep the prices down for you, | will in future buy log books in a larger quantity 

and have arranged with the publishers that they will have the Association logo put on. | do not yet 

have an exact price, but it will be around the previous £10 mark. Getting your boat name included 

will have to be done locaily by me and is likely to cost about £5. At the moment, we should be 

charging £20 for the book, Association logo and boat name. | have some books in stock, already 

marked with the logo.” 

Association ‘branded’ clothing 

The current price list for ‘branded’ items |s at the end of this issue. 

The Association is paying for the initial setting up cost of the logo on clothing. 

Caps, ties and burgees will be ordered in batches of 10 and held in stock; orders for clothing 

must be placed with the supplier with an initial order of 12 garments, then in batches of 6. The 

first order will be sent as soon as Olive has 12 purchasers. 

For further details, or purchases, contact Olive Hathaway at: 

Pylewell Cottage, Swanmore Road, Droxford SO32 3PT = (telephone: 01489 878768) 
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THE SOCIAL SCENE 

Sarisbury Social 2000 

The customary social gathering at the village hall in Sarisbury was well-attended by members. 

After lunch, contributed as usual by the participants, we were fortunate to have, as guest speaker, 

Alison Noyce, Yachtmaster Instructor Examiner and recently retired from the RYA, who dealt 

entertainingly with GMDSS, its infrastructure and requirements. She also put paid to some of the 

myths, which have grown up around it. Our thanks to Olive Hathaway for making the 

arrangements. 

Chris Weed 

Bembridge Rally, 20 May 2000 

Our planned rally to the Bembridge Sailing Club in October 1999 had to be cancelled at the last 

moment due to bad weather. The Club was very understanding and invited us back at the next 

opportunity. 

Consequently, Bembridge was chosen as the venue for this year's Spring Rally. Five boats 

attended, the F26s Felicity (Roy Dawkins) and Jil/ (Peter Larke) and the V34s Osprey (Alma and 

Melvyn Larkin), Samphire (Mowbray Whiffin) and Symphony (Dick Walters}. Your scribe was 

crewing for Dick Walters, and it was many years since either of us had been into Bembridge. In 

the meantime, the entrance channel appeared to have developed a 90 degree kink to starboard 

which took us very much by Surprise. We were pondering the reason for the line of "spare" buoys 

on our starboard beam when the truth hit us, fortunately before the bottom did. It is all too easy to 

become over-familiar with pilotage matters on one's own doorstep. 

At the Club we were welcomed by the Secretary, who gave the party a short history of the Club, 

the premises and some of their fascinating antiquities. The meal was very much enjoyed by all 

present and we felt honoured that the catering staff had turned out solely for our function. 

Our passages home on the Sunday morning contrasted sharply with the gentle conditions of the 

previous day. We reefed Symphony's main and took a few turns off the genoa as soon as we 

cleared the channel. Those of us returning westwards enjoyed a very brisk sail in gusts of up to 

28 knots and heavy showers in squalls bringing 50 degree wind shifts. 

Many thanks to the Bembridge Sailing Club for their courtesy and hospitality. |, for one, am 

looking forward to my next visit. 

Yolee Cade 

  

WATERLINES AUTUMN 2000 PAGE 5



East Coast Winter Social 

Despite the distractions of a plastic dome, a river of fire and a giant wheel, the year 2000 events for 

East Coast sailors began on the 26" March at the winter social. In past years, this annual get-together 

has often taken place at Maldon Quay in the cosy cabin of the Thames Barge ‘Reminder’. But this year 

‘Reminder was due to be out of the water on the chosen date and an alternative venue had to be 

found. 

As the talk this time was to be given by Bruce Lack from the MCA (Maritime and Coastguard Agency) 

on the subject of GMDSS (Global Maritime Distress and Safety System), the speaker's offer of a room 

at the coastguard station in Walton-on-the-Naze was both welcome and appropriate. Even better, on 

arrival at the premises we were immediately ushered into the inner sanctum (the club bar) where we 

enjoyed the excellent food and wine contributed by VSA members, supplemented by good beer from 

behind the bar. Thus fortified, we then moved to the operational area for the briefing on GMDSS and 

finally a tour of the control roam. 

The talk was a clear and helpful introduction to the new automatic method of transmitting and receiving 

distress alerts. For those allergic to acronyms, it was useful to be reminded of what is meant by DSC, 

EPIRBs and SARTs. And if anyone reading this article does not know what these mean, there is an 
excellent booklet in the Safety on the Sea series entitled 'GMDSS Guidelines for Small Boat Users in 

European Waters’. There is also the reassurance that in the UK at least, HM Coastguard will continue 

to provide distress watches on channel 16 for the foreseeable future. Whilst this should not encourage 

us to think that we can forget GMDSS, it does mean that boat owners who take a little longer to 
upgrade their equipment and to obtain the GMDSS qualifications will not be left without this vital 
service. 

The visit to the operations room was an equally rewarding experience and individual members of the 
shift team were keen to explain their work. A real time incident during our visit reinforced the message 

and the team sprang into action, although fortunately that incident turned out to be a false alarm. 

East Coast Summer Rally 

In 1999, VSA's East Coast sailors faced the challenge of finding the infamous Pye End buoy in heavy 

rain and poor visibility on passage to Titchmarsh Marina in the Walton Backwaters. For the Millennium 

Rally on the 10" June the fleet converged on Brightlingsea in warm sunshine for an evening of good 

food and socialising at the Colne Yacht Club. Since the rally last visited the CYC some three seasons 

back, the dining area has been extensively up-graded. With new smart décor, panoramic views across 

the Creek and food to match, the Club makes an excellent venue. During the evening, some twenty 

members and guests sat down to enjoy a meal of excellent roast pork or beef with a vegetarian option 

for herbivores. 

The only disappointment for my crew was that we had to make the journey to Brightlingsea by road. 

Sophie was still in the boatyard after having her topsides re-painted and, despite heroic efforts, it had 

not been possible to re-launch her in time to sail to the rally and show off her smart new livery. And 

instead of being able to take a short ferry trip to the pontoons and the beckoning comfortable bunks, we 

were faced with an A12 / M25 drive home. 

But next year 0... 

Gordou Harold 
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A TREASURE FOR THE TREASURER? 

John Cade tells us about his new boat 

It may seem a little odd to Victoria 

afficionados that the first yacht to be fitted- 

out by David Bartholomew's resuscitated 

Victoria yard at Warsash should be a 

Chuck Paine design from the Morris stabie, 

rather than a genuine Victoria or Frances. 

The yacht is a Morris 34, and will succeed 

my Victoria 34 Natterjack. Lest owners of 

Victoria 34s be shocked by this apparent 

disloyalty to the marque, | will explain how 

the situation came about. 

Natterjack was commissioned in the spring 

of 1990. She immediately proved herself to 

be a magnificent cruising yacht in every 

respect. With the passage of time, 

however, family cruises ceased to be 

regular fixtures and my mind turned to 

single-handed sailing. Although with the 

addition of wind vane self-steering, the V34 

can be handled at sea by one person with 

ease, docking, undocking and weighing 

anchor can be nerve-wracking in adverse 

conditions in crowded harbours. | decided 

to downsize to something that reduced 

these shortcomings, whilst being large 

enough to carry my creature comforts and 

Safety equipment and still have room for 

two or three additional crew from time to 

time. 

Victoria Yachts had for some time been 

toying with a replacement for the V30. 

Snippets emerging from the Hathaway 

design office indicated that the new boat 

would meet my requirements, but the 

project stayed “on hold” for several years. 

Then, in tate 1997, they decided to go 

ahead. The new boat, the V31, was the 

perfect answer, and with introductory 1998 

London Boat Show "free offers” attached, 

represented a financially attractive switch. | 

ordered boat number 7, the first six having 

been taken during the first few days of the 

show. WNatterjack was sold in the autumn 

as part of the deal. 

Most members will be familiar with the 

demise of Victoria Yachts Ltd in late 1998 

and the purchase of the company’s assets 

by David Bartholomew in the spring of 

1999. The completion of several partly built 

boats was the new company's first priority. 

When attention turned back to the V31, it 

was regretfully concluded that the project 

was not viable on the original costings. 

What options were open to me? | wanted a 

Chuck Paine design. In the Victoria range, 

the nearest sizes were the V30 and the 

V34. | felt that the design of the former was 

a little dated. Another V34 was certainly a 

possibility, but it would have meant 

investing a lot of new money just to regain 

my previous position. The obvious next 

step was to see if there was anything 

suitable in the range of Paine designs built 

by Tom Morris's yard in Maine. 

There were two candidates, the M28 and 

the M32. | was already familiar with the 

M28, as it had formed the basis of early 

V31 designs. It appeared to be delightful 

little yacht, but after much agonising, | 

concluded that it was just a little too small. 

The M32, on the other hand, although a 

little over my size range, met all my other 

requirements. When negotiations with Tom 

Morris commenced, we learned that the 

M32 mould had been permanently modified 

to produce the M34 by the addition of a 

pretty counter stern, taking the LOA from 

32ft Sins to 33ft 8ins. However, the 

drawings and picture looked magnificent 

and | was easily able to persuade myself 

that the half-load displacement at 11,400ibs 

was a significant reduction from the V34's 

12,700Ibs! 
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How does the M34 compare with the V34 in 

other respects? Chuck says she has a 

deeper belly and the buttocks are more 

curved, resulting in less wetted surface: in 

this respect she is similar to the V38. The 

other major difference is the keel, which is 

Ains deeper at 5ft 2ins and has external lead, 

attached by keel bolts. The lower centre of 

gravity will make her more weatherly. Chuck 

says that, in all other respects, the hull is 

very similar to the V34. 

The standard sailplan differs from the V34 in 

that the foot of the mainsail is 10 inches 

longer at 12 ft 6 ins and the base of the fore- 

triangle ("J") 8 ins shorter at 13 ft 3 ins. To 

me, this implies that the mast is some 8 to 10 

inches further forward than on the V34 which 

| hope will result in a more balanced helm. 

One significant difference in the rig is the 

inboard cap shroud chainplates. Although 

this configuration reduces the strength of the 

rig unless compensated for elsewhere, it 

should allow more acute sheeting angles and 

be less restrictive on the design of headsails. 

Unlike all the yachts in the Victoria range, the 

M34 does not have raised bulwarks. | have 

always considered that this feature is a great 

safety bonus and | shall miss them. | 

understand that the reason for the design 

change is to increase the headroom under 

the side decks. 

The interior lay-out will be similar to the V34 

but overall about a foot shorter. On the 

starboard side the wet locker immediately 

forward of the chart table has had to go and 

on the port side space has been saved in the 

galley area and the forecabin. The finish and 

ambience below decks will be pure Victoria, 

not North American. 

Another difference from the V34 is the 

addition of a full width bulkhead at the feet of 

the saloon berths. This will double as a 

collision bulkhead on my boat, with the object 

of keeping her afloat for a few extra minutes 

in the event of a serious frontal collision. 

Perhaps the most far-reaching modification 

to Chuck's original design is my addition of a 

second furling genoa, located a couple of 

feet or so aft of the forward stay. The 

purpose of the dua! arrangement is to have 

two genoas of different weights and areas 

readily available. The specifications have not 

yet been finalised, but in broad terms, the 

forward genoa will be lightweight for use in 

winds of up to 15 to 18 knots. The size will 

be approximately 150% and it will be light 

enough to fill in light airs. It will never be 

"reefed". The size of the inner genoa will be 

in the order of 110 to 120% with a high cut 

clew to enable it to be rolled down to storm 

jib proportions whilst retaining a reasonable 

shape. The idea is that with one or possibly 

two reefs in the main, this sail will not need to 

be reefed in under 30 knots, thus gaining the 

benefit of a clean entry in a wide range of 

wind speeds where conventional all-purpose 

furling genoas suffer from the luff roll and 

poor shape. 

The hull and deck mouldings were mouided 

by Tom Morris's yard using vinylester resin. 

They arrived at Warsash on 18 August and 

fitting-out is underway. 

Part 2 of the story will appear in the next 

issue of Waterlines. 
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CHANNEL ISLANDS 2000 

more adventures with Chris Hulland 

Fresh from the sweet success of winning the 

Victoria Cup in the 2000 Round the Island Race 

in a record (for them) of 10 hours 41 minutes 

and 52 seconds, Peter Weston and | set about 

planning the annual cruise. This time we would 

be joined by a third crew member, Mike 

Leicester, on board Fruss, a cutter rigged 

Frances 26. 

The Channei Islands are fascinating from a 

navigators point of view. A tidal range of 10 

metres and a rock strewn chart. 

It started with the PC being fired up with MS 

Excel and a schedule prepared for the tides 

over the period for Dover, Portsmouth, 

Cherbourg, St. Helier and St Malo. All in BST ! 

This covered all the intended ports convenient 

to have permanently on the chart table. We use 

Reeves-Foulkes tidal atias, which is based on 

Cherbourg for cross Channel trips. 

Secondly, a spreadsheet was produced of 

waypoints (the modern miracle), lights and 

hazards (of which there are many) together with 

case-of-need ports i.e. Cherbourg and 

Omonville. . 

On board, there is a Philips GPS linked to a 

Yeoman plotter which enables the use of 

Admiralty charts. You can’t beat the confidence 

of seeing a series of hourly fixes marked with a 

2D pencil on that red illuminated chart during a 

night passage. It also enables you to practise 

tidal vectors in case the electronics “do a 

wobbly”. 

Cast off was from Lymington at 1400, after 

posting the usual Customs form and reporting 

in to Solent Coastguard who wished us a safe 

passage. A good start which deteriorated 

during the evening with visibility worsening. Fog 

patches were forecast but what constitutes a 

patch? - 30 miles of the stuff? 

We could hear Alderney fog horn but could see 

only 50 metres all round. Yeoman came into its 

own. Moving the puck and marking the chart 

every minute allowed us to adjust the course 

and edge our way, allowing for the tide across 

the harbour mouth, until the black and white 

harbour wall appeared out of the gloom less 

than 50 metres away to starboard. Quite 

amazing. Ali sorts of nasties were to port. 

Alderney is open to the north-east and what 

wind did we get? North-easterly. It's then a 

case of doubling up mooring lines on the buoys 

but, at Jeast the fog cleared and we were 

bathed in sunshine. All was well with the world 

with cheap drink and, for Mike, a further supply 

of rolling tobacco. It amazes me that some 

people still choose to manufacture their own 

cigarettes, notwithstanding they've had heart 

surgery! 

We left Alderney the following noon to catch the 

tide through the Swinge, to the north of the 

island. In no wind at all, we were cracking on at 

8 knots over the ‘ground amongst swirling 

whirlpools. No chance of going the other way. 

We approached Guernsey on the last of the 

ebb down the Little Russel Channel. This is 

where transits become important, as is your 

nerve when one of the high speed catamarans 

from Weymouth flashes past at 40 knots, with a 

very impressive tail plume leaving a sizeable 

wash. No sooner had that passed with us 

rocking and rolling in its wake when its twin 

zapped past the other way on the return 

journey. 

We rafted up in the outer St Peter Port harbour 

alongside a Frenchman, until the tide rose 

sufficiently to enter the inner harbour for the 

night. A happy but noisy evening with Engiand 

beating Germany at Euro 2000. If England had 

lost, the Harbourmaster was thinking of 

charging German boats double mooring fees. 

The following day, Herm. By following transits, 

dodging the rocks and allowing for plenty of 

tide. we anchored off the Rosiere Steps, along 
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with many power boats and watched the tourist 

boats arrive and leave with the hundreds of day 

trippers. 

Landing by dinghy to explore the island, we 

carried the craft right up the steps to allow for 

the huge tidal rise expected. Not taking the 

outboard motor was a= shrewd move 

considering the extra weight that would have 

made. 

By the evening, only we and two other craft 

remained at anchor. The tidal flow expected 

was such that a second anchor was deployed 

and marked with a buoyed tripping line. 

Whether it worked or not, we do not know for, 

as we struggled to haul out the plough anchor, 

it brought up the Bruce anchor! 

The following day, Sark. Again the fog dropped 

and we had to rely heavily on good old 

Yeoman. We picked up a mooring in Greve de 

la Ville near Point Robert — lighthouse, 

accompanied by a couple of French vessels. 

Landing this time on the pebble beach by 

dinghy and dragging it above high water mark, 

we were then faced with a trek up the 75 metre 

cliff to reach the road to civilisation. Very 

civilised it is too. As three ex NatWest bank 

managers, we called at the local branch and 

were intrigued to learn that they operate 

“gentiemen’s hours” - somewhat flexible - the 

same as the local pub. 

Throughout that night, we were entertained by 

the dull sound of Point Robert's foghorn 

interspersed with a magnificent thunder storm 

with lightning flashing into the sea. 

And then off to France with Tricouleur at the 

crosstrees. Dielette is a relatively new marina 

on the west coast of the Contentin, next to an 

atomic power station and round the corner from 

Cap de la Hague. 

As usual, the French are quite relaxed and 

friendly to visiting yotties and the facilities were 

excellent. The on-site restaurant over the 

chandlers was first class and you can order 

your morning bread from them. Mike tried to 

pay them with out of date 10F notes which does 

nothing for entente cordiale. 

We left France at 1800 following a forecast of 

SW 5 - 6 possibly 7, Mod to good, poor in rain 

with the sea “agitée” .We intended to arrive at 

the Alderney Race about slack water so as not 

to be taken too far to the east towards 

Cherbourg. 

My daughter had sent me a Fathers’ Day card 

for the previous Sunday. Premonition? 

(Reproduced for the benefit of readers on the 

colour page! - Ed) 

Two reefs in the main rigged with a preventer 

on the boom, staysail and yankee set and we 

were making good progress in the 5. In the 6, 

the yankee was furled and when the 7 arrived 

in darkness, the main was furled. The seas 

were not only ‘agitée but “tres agitee’. 

Throughout the night, it was a case of two 

hours on watch, including one on the helm and 

one hour cat-napping. Fruss was surging along 

and being followed by bigger and bigger waves. 

We were forced to alter course once to avoid 

one unfriendly (or too friendly) merchantman 

who altered course towards us ! lt was a case 
of turning to show our red. Visibility remained 

good to moderate. 

Our man, Yeoman, was “on the ball” and by the 

time we reached the Needles Fairway buoy, 

(less than naif a cable - In old money) the 

waves were nearly mast height! 

By design and good fortune, the tide turned in 

our favour and, as we passed the Bridge buoy, 

which appeared and disappeared behind the 

waves, a collective sigh of relief was heard. 

Back in Lymington Yacht Haven by 0930 meant 

we had averaged 5 knots for the voyage, with 

only a staysail pulling for most of it and a dry 

boat at that. Even the liberal supplies of vin 

rouge remained intact. 

You can do no more than put your trust in the 

Good Lord, a Frances 26 and a Yeoman plotter 

(oh - and a 2B pencil!). 
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Jon Gale 

Please do not worry about the grim expression on his face — he was trying 
to get to grips with a Victoria 38 at the time! 

(see article on p 3) 

— rar a % 
SS oa Se —— 2 

The ideal Father's Day card for a 
sailing Dad? 

(see article on p9)   
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CHERBOURG OR BUST! 

We welcome Mowbray Whiffen as a rally correspondent! 

The annual rally had been pencilled into my 

diary since early in the year and | was 

determined to end up in Cherbourg, hopefully 

as part of my Summer sailing fortnight. All 

looked set fair but the family crew members 

decided to make themselves scarce at the 

last minute and | resolved to do the first part 

of the trip single handed. Since buying 

Samphire in 1993 | have been gradually 

extending my range, but not necessarily my 

ability, so the weather forecast was critical. 

As part of the preparation | had arranged for 

the boat to be lifted, washed down and anti- 

fouled and, for a variety of reasons this work 

was not fully completed when | arrived the 

night before my departure. As luck would 

have it a sharp-eyed lift operator spotted that 

| had lost the anode, the old one having 

rotted completely through, and that the 

retaining bolt could be pushed through the 

hull with one finger! All of this was sorted out 

in short order, incentive springing from the 

rustle of folding money and, by mid-morning, 

all was indeed ready and Samphire was 

relaunched in good time for me to fill up with 

diesel and also, inevitably, discover that one 

of the water bags had burst. After a rest and 

an evening meal | cast off from Ocean 

Village at 10pm to take advantage of the 

building flood to carry me out of the Solent 

past the Nab Tower. It felt very strange to 

file a passage plan at tam with Solent 

Coastguard but they replied immediately and 

| gave my arrival time in Le Havre at 3pm 

that afternoon. 

What had been promised as fading high 

pressure had become the prospect of gales 

later that day and | kept my fingers crossed 

that | would arrive before the worst of the 

weather. After motoring through a mirror- 

calm night, the wind frisked up from the 

northwest and | enjoyed a splendid sail to Le 

Havre with Samphire surging across the 

building seas in a splendid fashion. Passing 

ferries confirmed that | was on course so my 

family's concerns about my navigation were 

entirely unfounded. However looming to the 

south was the spreading hand of a black 

cloud which sharpened the senses and | 

looked all the more keenly for the twin towers 

of Le Havre. 

Le Havre proved to be half empty but the 

plan to go on to Honfleur had to be 

abandoned because it was high tide and | 

could not motor against the ebb up the Seine 

- a night in Le Havre it had to be. After an 

early evening meal at a local restaurant | can 

remember lying down with light shining 

through the windows but not much else after 

nearly twenty four hours without sleep. | 

woke up to grey skies, thoroughly 

disorientated and thinking to myself that it— 

was still the same evening and getting 
darker. Not so - it was the next morning and 

| had been asleep for twelve hours without a 

break. The weather had closed in with 200 

yard visibility and 30 knot winds. The seas 

were riding over the beach bordering the 

marina and crashing into the retaining wall, 

sending spray 20 feet into the alr with a 

resounding thump. Clearly my one day in Le 

Havre was going to be extended somewhat. 

Shopping for fresh provisions became a 

necessity and after washing the cobwebs 

and salt away in the marina showers | 

trudged off into the town in full wet weather 

gear. This was the first time that | had visited 

the port, which, on the face of things, is 

somewhat dismal. The locals however were 

exceedingly pleasant and, by following the 

reciprocal course of people with shopping 

bags, | found a good central market behind 

the church with an excellent range of shops 
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that would put the average English 

supermarket to shame. 

Nobody left the marina for the next four days 

as the gales raged overhead and only two 

vessels arrived, both in a state of chaos. 

First to arrive on day two was a brand new 

45 foot Contest, under the command of a 

German and his young girl crew. {t was quite 

clear that mooring would be difficult and | 

offered to help but in the howling wind and 

the helm 50 feet away communication with 

the owner was a little difficult. The young girl 

gave me two mooring lines that resembled 

shoe laces and then proceeded to walk away 

from me back down the deck. I called her 

back and pointed out (in the few words of 

German | knew and plenty of mime) that | 

was not capable of holding 10 tonnes of boat 

in 30 Knots of wind. | am sure she did not 

understand my German but did understand 

my frantic gesticulations, cursing all the while 

the French marina designers who installed 

metal hoops instead of T cleats to thin, 

wobbling pontoons. Eventually the owner 

found two huge mooring warps (brand new) 

from his lockers and a proper lash-up was 

effected. 

The next day brought a large Fairline, crewed 

by a middie aged man, who turned out to be 

the brother of the owner, with very little 

experience and his wife and her sister, both 

with no experience as it turned out later. 

They had left Rouen that morning and had 

travelled down the Seine but at the mouth, 

were totally overwhelmed by the cross 

currents, which had ripped his dinghy from 

the davits and it was trailing behind with the 

outboard underwater. Eventually he crashed 

the boat into a pontoon so that a group of us 

could grab his mooring lines. He admitted 

afterwards in the showers that he had been 

scared witless as he turned out of the river 

and charged across to the port, failing to take 

any account of the sand bars that lay in his 

way. How he arrived without being beached 

on these sand banks was a mystery to us all. 

Day four dawned bright and clear and it was 

time to go. The wind, inevitably, had swung 

round to the northwest, which was the 

direction in which | wished to travel, but all 

sailors are aware of the application of 'Sod’s 

Law’. My wish to visit Honfleur, Deauville 

and Caen had been crossed off the itinerary, 

so the idea was to go straight to St Vaast 

where, in all honesty, | would much rather 

have spent the previous four days. 

The upwind bash to St Vaast was uneventful 

but | had to admit that, in the later afternoon, 

| did fire up the Iron Horse, not wishing to be 

shut out of the lock, which was closing at 

about 10pm. However | arrived in 

reasonable time and after rigging every 

fender in sight together with mooring lines 

from every imaginable cleat, | motored 

through the lock gates to find a very full 

marina. Apparently there was a large French 

rally fleet in port - more than 70 boats - which 

were moving from port to port around the 

Cherbourg peninsula. Victoria owners will 

have to take careful note of the dates of this 

rally in future, if we. want to go to either St 

Vaast or Cherbourg next year. Thankfully | 

was able to find an outside berth and moored 

with no problem. What a lovely town indeed 

and it is not difficult to see why the port is 

such a favourite with English yachtsmen. 

As luck would have it, the time for departure 

to Cherbourg coincided with yet another gale 

warning, which was getting monotonous to 

say the least. If | was to arrive in Cherbourg 

in good time, | would have to leave St Vaast 

the next day. Talk from surrounding boats 

was of considerable worry of returning to the 

Solent or being stranded for at least two 

days. A group of us however decided to 

have a go at the open sea and | ended up by 

tacking half way across the Channel against 

the northwesterly winds, before being able to 

tack and bear away for Cherbourg. | had a 

spirited sail with a rare Freedom 35, with its 

two unstayed equal sized masts, which 

proved to be nearly as good as a Victoria 34 

- but not quite! It was these storms which 
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prevented many of my fellow rallyists from 

making it to Cherbourg but, again applying 

the 'Sod’s Law' principle, the weather 

improved over the evening and Saturday 

dawned bright and clear. Mooring in 

Cherbourg was exceedingly difficult as the 

French rally had arrived the day before so as 

to take advantage of the fireworks to 

celebrate Liberation Day. The display was 

spectacular as the explosives were fired 

directly over the marina, which raised some 

interesting insurance possibilities if one 

landed in the rigging and set the boat alight. 

Eventually a dozen of us sat down to a 

dinner with Barrie Marsden, being my co- 

owner, but he had come by train and had to 

leave early as his daughter was expecting a 

baby the next day. Thankfully a group of 

visitors swelled our ranks which, otherwise, 

would have been very thin indeed. The 

choice of Cherbourg must obviously be open 

to doubt in the future as, in the previous year, 

more than 30 people attended the St Vaast 

venue. In praise of Cherbourg, however, the 

dinner in the Capitainerie was first class and 

exceedingly good value. 

Thankfully my crew had arrived for the 

second week although they had been 

delayed because of a ferry cancellation, 

which had me wondering what else was likely 

to go wrong. The weather for the second 

week however was superb, light northerly 

winds with a good afternoon blow which died 

at sunset. Across the Channel back to 

Brixham and visited Dartmouth and 

Salcombe before returning, via Weymouth to 

the Solent. | can't say | was particularly 

rested but | have some good memories, 

which | hope are of interest to my fellow 

members. 

  

FOR SALE 

Sadly, Frank Reynolds, a founder member of the Association, has had to give up his boat. He 
has a mainsail and headsail for a Victoria 30 available, both are in good condition. If any member 

is interested, please contact Frank at 54, Regency Court, Withdean Rise, London Road, Brighton 

BN1 6YH. 
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BECOMING A VAGABOND 

Nick and Sue Hiscock write .... 

At the start of our "Millennium sailing season" 

we had our Hunter 27O0D just where we 

wanted it - or So we thought. The sails were 

brand new, the electronics bang up to date, 

the hull shone beautifully. Our first couple of 

brisk sails this year reminded us that our 

bodies no longer took so well to the thrills of 

bouncing from wave-top to wave-top in 

conditions where the boat's idea of 

directional stability was definitely different 

from ours! in force 4 and above we really 

needed two on deck, and three for some 

manoeuvres but increasingly there were only 

two of us - and with impending back 

problems. Perhaps we needed to start 

thinking about moving on to something better 

fitted to our older years (about to hit the 

dreaded 50s). 

Well what did we want? It had to be 26 feet 

LOA (our Hamble River pile mooring), it had 

to have more headroom and inside space 

than the Hunter (already good), it had to 

have four bunks (yes both our teenage 

daughters still come sailing, particularly 

during holidays), it had to have creature 

comforts and a bright interior (yes the 

children's demands), it had to have good 

performance (for day sailing) and good 

directional stability (for longer trips and to 

reduce "physical dynamics’). !t had to be 

satlable single handed. It had to be pretty 

and reassuringly safe (Sue's demands). It 

had to be "fun" (Nick's demands). It had to 

lie well at anchor (you should have seen our 

Hunter wander around!) We wanted relatively 

shallow draft, but were neither sold on bilge 

keelers nor lifting keelers (we had had one). 

We would give ourselves a couple of years to 

find it... 

The die was cast - "it so happened" that Nick 

had just seen this nice Victoria 26 at Hamble 

Point. lt was a bit older than we really wanted 

(15 years) but a nice broker (do they exist?) 

had let him have a look round (Nick was 

dressed in his cycling kit at the time - he 

always seems to buy boats when out 

cycling). We could perhaps both pop back 

after lunch he thought - we would need to do 

something to the deck in the winter but it 

seemed OK otherwise. Well you can 

probably guess the rest. Before you could 

say knife, we were the proud owners of two 

yachts - and everyone was thrilled with 

Vagabond, which met all of our wish list. Still 

we soon sold the Hunter (with some sadness 

we admit) and had Vagabond sailing in time 

for the summer. 

Did we do the right thing - definitely yes, are 

we still pleased - definitely yes. Are we 

learning a lot about long keelers - definitely 

yes! That aerodynamic fin keel with a large 

Spade rudder in the Hunter had made us lazy 

when manoeuvring. A tighter corner just 

meant haul on the rudder, just like in a 

dinghy; it went astern like a dream too. 

Trying to turn Vagabond into wind with 27 

knot gusts in the Hamble river (second trip 

out motoring to moor bows into wind) led to a 

few "full astern both" type situations. Sne will 

definitely make us work at becoming better 

seamen but perhaps that is really why we 

needed her. However, in the Solent chop, 

with the sails correctly set, Vagabond is a 

real dream. Sue likes the name too. 
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IN SEARCH OF THE ELUSIVE GRIZZLY 

Sally Smith updates us on Jack Nesbitt’s continuing travels 

It is mid summer. Alan is helming and we 

are motoring along on a flat calm day in 

bright sunshine. We are dressed in vests, T- 

shirts, roll-necks,  fleece-lined overalls, 

fleece-lined jackets, waterproof trousers and 

jackets, thick socks and boat wellies. We 

both have fleece balaclavas pulled over our 

heads. Down below it is as warm as toast 

with our diesel heater running. Outside it is 

cold. The water temperature is 6.5 degrees. 

All around us we can hear the sound of 

whales singing, and as we watch a giant 

flipper describes a lazy arc across the sky. 

Then with a burst of spray a whale launches 

itself bodily out of the water and tands on its 

side with a resounding boom and a welter of 

flying spray. Nearby the sea erupts into a fizz 

of bubbles then as we stop, mesmerised, a 

huge pair of jaws rises alongside us, water 

streaming out, then a head appears, the jaws 

close and the mighty beast sinks back below 

the surface to filter and swallow his mouthful 

of krill We drift for a while enjoying the 

splendour of the scene. Behind us, stretching 

away into the distance are sharp snow clad 

peaks, with perfect hanging glaciers 

sparkling blue and white in the clear morning 

air. 

We idle across to a nearby iceberg and circle 

it slowly, looking for that perfect photograph 

with the sun highlighting the surreal shapes 

as it slowly melts, tne drops making 

concentric rings in the otherwise glassy sea. 

Just as we are poised to take the perfect shot 

the berg slowly rolls over to expose its 

rounded underside and the perfect picture is 

lost forever. A seal observes us with his 

liquid brown eyes, then as we return his 

stare, he shyly sinks below the surface and 

disappears. This is South East Alaska at its 

very best, turning on all its charm, as if it 

KNOWS we are heading south and may not be 

back for a very long time. 

The entrance to Tracy Arm is away to port 

and we debate whether we should make 

another attempt to navigate its fiord to see 

the pack ice and tidewater glacier at its head. 

The forecast is for gales to develop over the 

next 48 hours. The best shelter is the small 

fishing town of Petersburg, a day and a half 

to the south. Reluctantly we decide not to 

take the risk of a two-day detour and 

continue our journey. 

We have had a truly amazing summer, 

travelling 3,050 miles from Port Sidney on 

Vancouver Island, north via the inside 

passage through northern British Columbia. 

to Prince Rupert, across Dixon entrance to 

Ketchikan in Alaska, then north to 59 

degrees 05 minutes, at the head of Muir inlet 

in Glacier Bay. There has been little sailing 

wind. We have motored 90% of the time, but 

we knew it would be like that. We didn’t come 

here for the sailing but for the scenery and 

the wildlife. We left at the beginning of May 

and have seen so much and experienced so 

much that our usual journal now extends to 

13 chapters, so here | will try to give you just 

the highlights rather than a travelogue. 

Princess Lousia Inlet was our first objective. 

For this leg of the journey north we had my 

stepfather Phil with us from New Zealand. 

Princess Louisa is a narrow landlocked fiord 

near the head of Jervis Inlet on the mainland 

north of Vancouver. It was a long motor up 

Jervis Inlet against a moderate but very chill 

spring breeze. Then through a cleft in the 

slab sided cliffs there is a little dog leg 

passage. The rapids in the passage were 

running white when we arrived and we drifted 

around for an hour or two in the warm 

afternoon sun watching a helicopter logging 

operation in full swing. They had two large 

twin rotor choppers, two smail ones, a sea 

plane, a fast launch, barges and little one 
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man pusher tugs with air propellers on the 

stern. These little fellows marshalled the 

logs, which were picked off the cliff sides by 

the big helicopters and dropped into the 

water. The logs were arranged in a boom 

then craned onto the barge for transport out. 

It was a noisy and unnecessary operation in 

such a beautiful setting. 

After a while the rapids died down to a swir! 

and with hearts in mouths we ventured 

through. The channel is only wide enough 

for one boat at a time. Phil was glad it was 

our boat and not his. Once inside, we were in 

a four mile long fiord with mountain sides 

going straight up to snow clad peaks and 

granite bluffs rising to 4,000 to 5,000 feet. At 

the head of the fiord is a busy waterfall 

gushing down the cliff. You can nose in to 

the sand at the foot of the waterfall and drop 

an anchor. The small current fram the falls 

holds you bow to the shore. Anywhere else 

is too deep to anchor. There is a Song 

pontoon for mooring up as well. We chose to 

spend the first night on a Marine Parks buoy 

behind McDonald Island, where we had the 

place to ourselves once the logging choppers 

had gone home to bed. "This looks like good 

bear territory” said Phil. "No" | replied, "It's 

unlikely with all the logging activity. The 

bears will have taken to the woods." We'd 

just finished securing ourselves to the buoy 

when | looked up and there on the beach 

was a beautiful black bear, just ambling 

along, grazing on the fresh spring grass. 

Alan and | got in the dinghy and paddled 

across to the beach, then drifted down till we 

were a stone's throw from him. He looked up 

a few times but really wasn't bothered. We 

spent about 15 minutes admiring him and 

calling to him to pose for photos, which he 

did very obligingly. We later learned that he 

was there every summer and was known to 

the regular visitors as Grumpy. To see a bear 

in the wild so soon after starting our trip was 

more than we had expected. Phil and Alan 

came across another on the next day, when 

they where out exploring the shoreline in the 

dinghy. 

En route north from Princess Louisa and 

Jervis Inlet we were anchored for the night in 

Von Donop Inlet on Cortes Island. We rose 

early after a night of heavy rain but the day 

gradually cleared to the most spectacular 

sunny day we'd had so far. On the way out 

of Von Donop a bald eagle landed in the 

water right in front of us and caught the 

biggest salmon we'd seen. It was so heavy it 

dragged the eagle under and he couldn't fly. 

instead he swam to the shore using his 

wings to do butterfly stroke and struggled up 

the rocks with his prize. Despite the fact that 

we followed close behind but very slowly, he 

never wavered from his task and was 

determined not to lose his catch. 

Our challenge for the day was to transit the 

Yaculta, Gillard and Dent Rapids. These 

three have a fearsome reputation so we 

worked and reworked the tides and currents 

to be sure we transitted at the right time. We 

were lucky, it was a neap tide, the rapids 

were benign and the scenery out of this 

world. It was a crystal clear day, the sun 

glinted on the snowcapped crags all around 

us and the water was glossy and reflective. 

We passed sealions basking and _lolling 

about on the surface, many, many bald 

eagles waiting in the trees for the fish that 

were churned up by the whirlpools and 
upwellings. We tried to count the eagles and 

got up to 37 before we were out of counting 

range. It was a great experience and we just 

pottered along savouring it. As we passed 

through Dent Rapids, the huge whirlpool 

known as the Devil's Hole was non-existent, 

a relief for us as it has been known to 

swallow entire boats and spit them out down 

stream! 

Our favourite spot between here and Cape 

Caution was Kwatsi Cove off the northern 

most extremity of the Tribune Channel. 

Tribune Channel is really wild. It is deep and 

forested to the water's edge and frequented 

only by the odd prawn trapper. Kwatsi Cove 

is at the head of an inlet off the northern 

stretch of the channel and is surrounded by 
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an enormous bowl of rock with cascading 

waterfalls and sheer cliffs. The tiny 

settlement of one house and a few floats is 

completely dwarfed by the landscape. Doug 

and his wife and two children have had the 

lease on this lonely spot for about eight 

years. Originally they lived in a minute float 

house, then they dragged the house up the 

beach and into a clearing and are still 

finishing it off. They have their own water 

supply straight from the cascades and have 

built their own hydro system for electricity. 

Their children are home schooled. Doug 

makes a bit of money at the nearby fish 

farms and they provide moorage and 

showers to a few passing boats in the 

summer. They jove their wilderness 

existence. We didn’t meet Anne and the 

children as they were in Vancouver but we 

spent some time with Doug. He had had a 

hard winter fending off two grizzlies, which 

decided to share his property. One of them 

got into his workshop and sorted through all 

his power tools, moving them into a neat pile 

in the middle of the floor. Then when it came 

knocking on his back door Doug decided 

enough was enough. Eventually he 

persuaded them to leave by pinging them 

with stones with a slingshot. 

Across the bay from what Doug called 

People Beach, was his Bear Beach. This 

was the home of a resident black bear, which 

patrolled the beach all the time we were 

there. Doug took us for a hike across Bear 

Beach and inland a short way to a lovely lacy 

waterfall in the forest. Resident bear kept to 

the other end of his beach. Doug and Black 

Bear lived in happy harmony. 

We shared Doug’s dock with a prawn boat. It 

was immaculate and the friendly crew 

showed us over the boat. Phil bought a bag 

of fresh wriggling prawns and we steamed 

them over our little camp stove on the dock. 

I'd baked fresh bread that day so supper was 

bread and prawns....yum. We were 

distressed to learn however, that they fish an 

inlet till the prawns disappear, then move on 

to the next one. Doug said that whenever 

the commercial boats fished his cove his own 

trap was empty for the rest of the season. 

Doug's parting gift for us was an introduction 

to Billy Proctor. 

We have a book aboard called “The Heart of 

the Rain Coast’ written by Billy and his 

neighbour Alexandra Morton. Billy has lived 

on this part of the coast all his life, never 

been to school and fished commercially from 

the age of seven when he used to sell his 

catch to the local loggers. He and his wife 

Yvonne have carved out an existence on this 

harsh coast and build up quite a community 

around Echo Bay where they live. He has 

just finished building a small museum. As we 

approached his cove, he emerged from his 

boatshed where he was preparing to haul out 

a neighbour's boat, and came down to the 

dock. We told him Doug had sent us and he 

invited us alongside for a visit to the museum 

and a chat. He is a remarkable man who 

now devotes much of his life trying hard to 

put back into the environment as much as he 

can. He is an expert on salmon and has 

started a salmon hatchery to restock 

depleted rivers and streams and has had 

some success at cleaning up streams 

destroyed by logging operations. In one inlet 

he had built the stocks up from next to 

nothing to about 4,000 fish when they all 

contracted a fungal disease from the Atlantic 

salmon being farmed in the area. He had to 

inoculate his breeding stock, one by one, but 

years of work were destroyed. We enjoyed 

our visit with him and his delightful and 

hardworking wife. 

After dropping Phil off in Port McNeill, and 

installing a replacement heater which had 

been bussed up the island for us, (ours had 

developed a fault and wouldn't fire), we 

headed off on the next leg of the journey. 

This took us around Cape Caution, out of the 

protection of Vancouver Island and on up the 

inside passage to Prince Rupert. We spent 

nearly six weeks on this stretch of the coast 

and still didn't see all that we wanted to. The 
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scenery is magnificent and it is utterly wild 

once you get off the main route north. We 

explored Smith Inlet, Rivers Inlet, Fiordland 

and Kynoch Inlet, the Gardner Canal, and the 

Kitlope before transiting Grenville Channel to 

Prince Rupert. 

One of the highlights of this part of our 

journey was our two days in Draney Inlet, a 

12 miles long fiord accessed through a 

narrow channel from Rivers Iniet. We started 

at 5 am. to catch the narrows at slack water 

as you can’t make the passage safely at any 

other time. it was raw and cold in Draney 

Inlet. The sides of the fiord are so steep and 

the inlet so narrow the sun doesn’t penetrate 

till it is high in the sky. It was quite 

spectacular though. The only signs of life 

were one float home in Fishtrap Bay and a 

small log boom with one tug about 5 miles 

into the Inlet. We were pretty much on our 

own again. By 10am we had reached the 

flats at the head of the Inlet and anchored 

somewhat tenuously on a small flat area 

about 8 metres deep between the drying flats 

and the usual 50 to 200 metre depths of the 

inlet itself. The plan was to take the dinghy 

up Lockhart Gordon Creek in search of 

bears. Unfortunately the outboard decided 

not to play, and as the return trip would be 

several miles and into the wind it wasn't 

possible without an engine. We up-anchored 

and went back to the last bend in the inlet 

and there found a small, one boat indent 

behind an island. We managed to get the 

anchor to hook on the rocky bottom, tied the 

stern of the boat to the trees at the edge of 

the shore behind us, and were secure. We 

had a beautiful view across the inlet to a 

massive waterfall. The sun came out and 

Alan set to work on the outboard. We were 

pleased with our anchorage as they are few 

and far between in these inlets where the 

sheer rock sides drop straight down into the 

vast depths. Locals and frequent visitors 

have power windiasses on their boats and 

are used to anchoring in 60 to 100 feet of 

water but we didn't fancy pulling up 300 feet 

of chain by hand! 

We stayed in our secure little cove for the 

night then returned to the head of the inlet 

early in the morning for another assault on 

the creek. We found our small anchoring 

ledge and set off in the dinghy for a 3 hour 

drift up the most beautiful river we have seen 

yet. We were surrounded by goldeneye 

ducks and saw many otter scrapes on the 

banks. The sedge grass meadows were 

covered with wildflowers and all we needed 

were some bears to complete the picture. 

No luck. We eventually came to some 

shallow rapids and were forced to turn back. 

The return trip was freezing cold, into a chill 

wind and we were blue by the time we got 

back to Jack. Up with the anchor, on with the 

heater and we pottered back towards the 

entrance to the Inlet in time to catch slack 

water at the narrows. in the late evening sun 

we motored back to Johnstone Bay and 

anchored for the night. A couple of guys 

turned up in a small skiff to lay some crab 

pots and came over to tell us that there 

would be an extremely low tide that night and 

we may go aground. We reassured them 

that we had checked it all out and would be 

fine. After they left we hastily redid all our 

calculations! It doesn’t pay to make a mistake 

in these isolated anchorages. It might be 

weeks or months before anyone would 

appear to help and VHF reception is limited 

by the mountainous terrain. 

An early start next morning for a motor to 

Fury Cove. This was our first coastal 

anchorage for some while and it was strange 

to share a cove with 6 other boats. We met 

one of the boats a few days later in 

Shearwater and they told us this story. They 

had been anchored in Fury Cove the night 

before we arrived and had been walking on 

the shell beach. The beaches here are the 

shell middens from the old _— Indian 

settlements. They bumped into some people 

from one of the American trawlers anchored 

in the bay. The woman was complaining 

bitterly about being on a boat. She couldn't 

apparently get enough exercise and only 

went cruising under sufferance. Trouta, (the 

  

WATERLINES AUTUMN 2000 PAGE 19



lady who toid us this story) suggested that 

she walked out to the headland to watch the 

sun setting over the Pacific. She declined 

saying it was too dangerous, she might trip 

on the rocks. (It wasn’t dangerous at all, just 

like a walk in the park). They ali returned to 

their boats. A little while later Trouta looked 

over and there was the lady standing on the 

cabin roof on her boat, hitting golf balls into 

the cove with alarming ferocity. Her husband 

came over in his dinghy to talk to Trouta and 

her husband. Apparently the lady would only 

go cruising if she could hit golf balls every 

day so he had 700 balls on board. He was 

worried that it wasn't enough and that they 

wouldn't last till Prince Rupert. He had to stay 

off the boat while she hit the balls because 

the noise drove him mad. Later on when 

Trouta and her husband were eating their 

dinner they heard a funny noise. They 

looked out and there was the lady on the 

cabin roof with a treadmill, jogging as though 

her life depended on it.....and there was her 

husband, motoring around the bay in the 

dinghy looking for someone to talk to. The 

lady ran for an hour then packed up and went 

below and peace was restored to the 

anchorage. Well, | guess everyone has their 

own way of cruising. 

Fury Cove was the first anchorage we had 

shared with anyone since Port Hardy. It will 

remain our favourite. It looks out across 

Fitzhugh Sound and into the Pacific. It is 

landlocked on the seaward side by islands, 

rocks, reefs and the shell beaches. The 

entrance is a back door accessed via a 

narrow channel between a couple of other 

islands and some reefs. It is secure from 

seas but can be exposed to winds. However, 

the advantage is the unobstructed view to the 

west. From this safe haven you can watch 

the conditions in the sound outside and 

choose your time to leave. We stayed here a 

night on our homeward journey and spent the 

afternoon lazing on the logs on the shore, 

sheltered from the cold wind and reading in 

the sunshine. 

So much to report and so little space to do it, 

| feel as though | am leaving too much out! 

Fiordland had been one of our ‘must see’ 

areas, including Kynoch Inlet and Culpepper 

Lagoon. This is really wild territory; steep 

granite cliffs falling straight into the sea and 

no bottom for 100 to 200 fathoms. There 

were amazing hanging valleys and snow 

cavered mountains all around us. We felt 

very small. There are not very many places 

to anchor, if any at all, as it is far too deep. 

Captain Vancouver tied his ships to the cliffs. 

We motored ail the way to the head of 

Kynoch Inlet with intermittent showers all day 

and to our amazement as we rounded the 

last bend to the head of the inlet we saw a 

yacht anchored. It was one which had 

shared our anchorage the night before and 

had obviously left even earlier than us. They 

had anchored in the one available spot in 81 

feet of water, then taken a 300 foot line 

ashore to the trees. There was nowhere left 

for us. The next high water slack for entering 

the lagoon was early next morning so we 

sadly turned away and headed back out. As 

we turned the wind came up a bit and the 

rain came down. We were quite pleased we 

were not pinned across the head of the inlet, 

broadside to the seas as they were. We 

headed back out and around the top of 

Pooley island to the only other anchorage in 

the area in Windy Bay where we found a 

shelf near the shore and anchored in about 

15 metres. On the way round Pooley Island 

we spied a mountain goat about 1000 feet up 

on the cliff. From where we were it looked 

like a small maggot. Through the binoculars 

it was clearly a big white shaggy mountain 

goat with a small kid frolicking around its 

legs. It rained incessantly all night. There 

were no bears on the beach. We left at 6am 

in pouring rain and after 50 miles of motoring 

in pouring rain all the way up Princess Royal 

Channel we arrived in Coughlan anchorage 

where we tied to a Fisheries and Oceans 

Department mooring for the night. 

We left again at Gam in rain and headed up 

Douglas Channel towards Kitimat. This is 
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after all, temperate rain forest we should 

expect rain. Douglas Channel runs inland for 

45 miles from Hartley Bay just round the 

corner from Coughlan Anchorage. As 

Douglas Channel is an extension of the 

valley that runs from Terrace inland, down to 

Kitimat at the head of the channel, it has its 

own weather patterns. Inflow winds in 

summer build during the day as the interior 

heats up and can reach gale force in the 

early afternoon. In the winter Arctic outflow 

winds are vicious and cause severe icing 

problems on boats unfortunate enough to be 

caught out. The Channel has its own 

weather forecasts. We listened carefully. 

We were to expect southerly inflow winds 

rising to 20 to 25 knots in the afternoon. We 

set off in flat calm with drizzly rain and by the 

time we'd motored halfway we were sailing 

under part of a genoa and doing over 6 

knots. When the tide turned and the 

outgoing tide combined with the runoff from 

all the rain and the rivers kicked up a nasty 

sea we were at the head of the channel 

trying to find the entrance to the marina 

before we ran out of water on the flats. As 

we moored up in the marina the lass who 

welcomed us in said she'd not seen it this 

rough for ages. 

We found ourselves staying in Kitimaat for 

several days, five in fact. It all came about 

because we asked Richard the marina 

manager, if he knew anyone who could take 

us up the Kitlope River and into Kitlope Lake. 

He introduced us to Jimmy Green from the 

nearby Indian village of Kitimaat (as opposed 

to the smelter town of Kitimat across the 

water). Jimmy came aboard for coffee and 

pointed out some possible anchorage spots 

off the Kitlope estuary. We were showing him 

our book about the Great Bear Rain Forest 

and he recognised a photo of a gentleman 

called Cecil Paul, who was his cousin. He 

phoned Cecil, who came Straight down to the 

boat for coffee. Jimmy departed as he had 

things to do. Cecil talked to us over yet more 

coffee for several hours. He is a fascinating 

man, Hereditary Chief of the Henaaksiala 

tribe and the force behind the movement to 

save the Kitlope from logging devastation. 

The Kitlope valley is the largest untouched 

temperate coastal rainforest in the world and 

through the efforts of Cecil Paul and his 

band, the logging company which owned the 

logging rights to the watershed relinquished 

them with no financial compensation. It took 

seven years of campaigning and lobbying. At 

the eleventh hour, however, they reneged on 

one area, Chief Matthews Bay and the 

Kawasas_ River. Cecil persuaded his 

colleagues not to fight or reject the reduced 

offer, so they accepted gracefully and the 

Kitlope is now managed jointly by the Haisla 

Nation and the Government. Cecil was born 

in the Kitlope River Valley. He describes the 

area as his Cathedral, and the Bank of his 

people. 

“We have always only touched upon its 

interest, whether it be salmon or eulachon, 

crabapple or berries. We never touched the 

capital. This financial agreement made us 

very wealthy people for thousands of years.” 

The Nanakila Institute was set up to manage 

the land. It is funded entirely by donation. 

They have built a small lodge in Chief 

Matthews Bay and another in the entrance to 

the Kitlope River. During spring, summer 

and fall they have wardens based in these 

two lodges to protect the valleys from 

poachers. They have managed to get a 

moratorium on grizzly bear hunting in the 

area and are hoping the population will 

recover. Cecil was keen to take us into the 

Kitlope himself but his boat was in hospital so 

we departed on our 45 mile run up the 

Gardner Canal with the promise to meet 

either Cecil or his son in Chief Matthews Bay 

in a few days time. 

Our first day’s run took us to Kemano, 

arriving in drizzling rain at a deserted marina 

where we had a choice of almost any berth 

and tied up for the night. Kemano is an 

unusual town in that it is owned lock, stock 

and barrel by Alcan, the aluminium company. 
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The town is there only to serve the power 

station, which was built inside a mountain. 

The power travels 82 kilometres by 

overhead cables across the mountains to 

Kitimat, where it supplies the huge smelter. 

First, Alcan built the Kenney Dam in the 

Nechako Canyon. This area was chosen as 

the canyon and its falls were too high and too 

strong for salmon to get upriver. The dam 

would not therefore deprive the fish of a 

spawning ground. The 104 metre hign dam 

is one of the world’s largest clay-core, rock 

filled dams. The dam reversed the flow of the 

river and merged a chain of five lakes 

together to form the Nechako Reservoir. 

Then they built a 16 kilometre tunnel, as wide 

as a two lane highway, through the coastal 

mountains to carry the water to the twin 

penstocks of the Kemano Power House. 

Through the penstocks, the water plunges 

800 metres, 16 times the height of the 

Niagara Falls, and drives the turbines of eight 

generators. The Power House is in a 

cathedral shaped hole, drilled 427 metres 

inside the granite base of Mount DuBose. 

It didn't end there. Alcan had to build a 

spillway into Skins Lake and now releases 

water at specific times of the year to keep the 

old river at the right level and the right 

temperature for the spawning salmon. This 

is quite complicated as they have to manage 

the flow to maintain temperature whilst 

ensuring that the current isn’t too strong. 

There are two species which spawn in the 

river at different times. Each has different 

temperature and current requirements. 

Water for the fish takes precedence over 

water for the power station. 

Then there is the village. Once housing 250 

people it has a marina, a golf course, a 

curling rink, swimming pool, gymnasium, 

single persons quarters with catering 

facilities, school, and houses for families. 

The village is 7 miles inland along a tarmac 

road. When we arrived they were in the last 

throes of closing the village. They are now 

going to run the Power Station with 

commuter crews who will travel in by boat for 

their five day shifts. The houses are going to 

be burned as a training exercise for the BC 

Fire Department. Everything except the 

single persons quarters, the curling rink, 

marina and golf course is being razed to the 

ground. All the fruit trees are being pulled 

out and gardens demolished so the native 

forest can take over. The rowan trees were 

all chopped down many years ago as the 

bears developed a liking for the berries. 

Rowan berries are high in alcohol and made 

the bears drunk and unruly! The school had 

just closed and the last of the families were 

being shipped out. That's why the marina 

was empty. The savings for Alcan would 

amount to $13million per year. We were 

lucky enough to get a tour of the town and 

the power plant and were the last visitors to 

do so. 

In complete contrast we set off next day for 

Chief Matthews Bay, where we anchored on 

a tiny shelf in the north west corner of the 

very deep bay and put the outboard on the 

dinghy. It refused to play whatever we did. 

As it was slack water Alan manfully rowed 

across the bay and into the fast flowing river 

to the small lodge. He was gone for several 

hours and | was just wondering whether he 

would be waiting there alone for the next high 

slack water in 12 hours time when | saw 

smoke starting to curl from the chimney. A 

little while later an aluminium jet boat 

appeared with our dinghy in tow and Alan 

aboard. We'd been invited for dinner at the 

lodge to meet the Nanakila Trust folk and the 

scientists. We made a group of ten, all with 

different backgrounds and interests. We 

hiked up to the waterfall behind the lodge 

where Cecil Junior, Howie and Noah were 

fixing the pipe which provided the water 

supply for the lodge and the lodge generator. 

After a great dinner of roast chicken we 

lounged about on the balcony overlooking 

the river, watching a flock of harlequin ducks 

going about their business. Howie was 

confident one of the team would be able to 

  

WATERLINES AUTUMN 2000 PAGE 22



take us up the Kitlope next day as long as we 

were at the head of the bay by 8am. 

At 5 am we were up and away for the 3 hour 

motor round to the Kitlope. Chief Matthews 

Bay looked beautiful in the sunrise with the 

hanging glacier at the head glowing soft pink 

and orange. About a mile out of Chief 

Matthews Bay we found some pictographs 

on the cliff walls. The scenery just got better 

and better. There were a lot of mountain 

goats on the East Side of the canal, but none 

on the west. We anchored _ rather 

precariously in soft silt on the south side of 

the estuary and awaited the arrival of our 

guides. A couple of hours later we heard the 

hum of their engine and the slap, slap of the 

skiff they were towing and they came into 

view around the bend, anchored the big boat 

and disappeared up the river in the jet 

powered skiff. About an hour later Cecil 

Junior turned up in the skiff and we hopped 

aboard for our ride up the river. The skiff 

was about 16 feet long, flat bottomed and 

square nosed, with a fifty horsepower jet 

outboard. When it was planing, the rig drew 

about two inches. Cecil was an expert 

helmsman who really knew and loved this 

river. It was an exhilarating ride for three or 

four miles, then Cecil abruptly stopped and 

was just stemming the current. Ahead was a 

bend in the river. “Here” he said, "We wash 

our eyes and ears in the river water so we 

are not blind to the beauty or deaf to the 

sounds of the Kitlope”. We washed our faces 

in the frigid water then sped on around the 

bend and there in front of us was Kitlope 

Lake. It was mirror calm with the snowy 

crags perfectly reflected around the borders 

and old logs and tree stumps standing up like 

mirages in the middle. It just took your breath 

away. We sat and gazed. We could see now 

why Cecil Senior called it his Cathedral. 

Cecil Junior took us to the old village sites 

where his people had come every summer 

for centuries, poling up the river against the 

strong current, taking days rather than the 

hour it took us. He showed us the man that 

turned to stone, sitting shrouded in his cloak 

on the high crags, and his footprints in the 

rock face at the bottom. He took us to see 

some more pictographs of strange faces, and 

told us the legends. He showed us the tree 

under which Cecil Senior had been born. 

Alas, we had to leave as Cecil had work to 

do. We stopped at the Nanakila Institute 

lodge on the way down for a brief spell, then 

were returned to our boat. What great people 

we had met, and how privileged we were to 

have been so well looked after by them all. A 

humble offering of a couple of fruit loaves 

was all we could give in return for their 

hospitality. I’m sure we will all meet again 

some day. 

The run out of the canal was no less 

spectacular than the run in. The weather was 

clear most of the day and we stopped at the 

Europa Hot Springs for a much needed bath. 

The Kemano Yacht Club (alias Jim the 

Security Manager and his wife), had built a 

smail natural looking rock pool which was 

surrounded by ferns and had a crude shelter 

overhead. They built a smaller pool fed from 

the first one. Both had an unobstructed view 

out over the bay and across to the beach 

where we had watched two large black bears 

on our way in. The natural hot water trickled 

down and kept both pools filled. We stripped 

off and had a great soapy bath in the smalier 

pool then wallowed in the deeper steaming 

pool for about an hour. It was blissful. We 

just had a woodpecker for company, tapping 

away on the old tree stump on the beach. 

The bears were nowhere to be seen. We 

struggled back to the boat lethargic from the 

hot soak and carried on down the canal to 

Kitsaway anchorage in a narrow but long 

inlet surrounded by grassy flats at the head. 

Great bear territory, but no bears. 

Two days later we were in Prince Rupert 

preparing to cross Dixon Entrance to Alaska, 

as we had to be out of Canada by the end of 

June and it was the 29". Our cruising permit 

had run out again after two extensions. That 

afternoon a very pleasant gentleman named 
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Willi Schmidt introduced himself and invited 

us to his boat for an evening drink. This 

proved to be the start of another great 

friendship. Willi and his wife Lou were 

delivering a friend’s boat to Ketchikan so we 

cruised in company from Prince Rupert to 

Brundige Inlet on Dundas Island, on to 

Ketchikan and then for our first few days in 

Alaska. Brundige Inlet will be remembered 

for three things, the biting black flles which 

savaged us all, taking out meaty chunks with 

every bite, the great fish dinner Willi caught 

and Lou cooked, and our introduction to Liar 

Dice. Our crossing of the fabled Dixon 

Entrance to Alaska will be remembered for its 

benign qualities, despite the lazy Pacific 

swell which made us all queasy after so 

many days in calm channels. The breeze 

was fickle but we did launch the cruising 

chute for about an hour. We arrived in 

Ketchikan in the early evening and got the 

last two available berths in Thom Basin. 

Ours was on the end of the dock at a funny 

angle to the current which flowed out of the 

Ketchikan River. The Harbour Master had 

warned us that it was a difficult berth to catch 

and he was right. After three attempts 

approaching it from different angles, we 

finally caught the dock before the current 

swept us away, thanks to the able help of our 

friends. The immigration lady came down to 

the boats to clear us in aS we were all 

foreigners, Austrian (Willi), Canadian (Lou), 

New Zealander and English. Alan dealt with 

customs in the morning and we were relieved 

that none of our food was confiscated as we 

were only supposed to have two days worth 

on board and we have about five months 

worth, a hedge against the prices in Alaska. 

We retrieved our excess booze from Lou and 

Willl and settled in to plan our next few 

months. Sadly we have now run out of 

space, so this bulletin will have to be 

continued in the Spring edition. 

A Merry Christmas to you all! 

  

  

Words cannot describe what the right accessories 
will do for your sailing. It has to be experienced. 
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VICTORIA SHADOW ASSOCIATION CLOTHING PRICE LIST 

  

  

Plain rugby shirts 

£23 S— XXL 

Striped rugby shirts 

£26 S— XXL 

Raglan sweatshirt 

£12.80 S— XXL 

Open hem (tunic style) 

sweatshirt 

£14.20 S— XXL 

100% cotton Polo shirt 

£12.80 S-— XXL 

T-shirt 

£8 S— XXL 

Unlined cotton cap 

Kelly green; White; Red; Spruce; Burgundy; Black; Gold; 

Royal; Bottle green 

Navy / heather, navy collar, Navy / jade, navy collar 

White / navy, white collar; White / spruce, white collar 

Red; Solid grey; Sky; Sunflower; White; Black; Bottle; 

Burgundy; Emerald; Heather, Keily, Navy; Royal 

Black; Bottle; Crimson; Heather; Navy; White 

White; Sky; Navy; Red; Burgundy; Black; Ash: Crimson; 

Lake blue; Orange; Persian blue; Salmon; Yellow; Forest 

green 

Bright gold, Chocolate; Sage; Ash, Sesame; Lead; White; 

Sunflower, Bottle; Navy; Red; Natural; Burgundy; Royal: 

Black 

Black, Bottle; Burgundy; Grey; Jade; Kelly; Natural; Navy; 

  

£6 with size adjuster Olive, Orange; Purple; Red; Royal; Sky; White; Yellow 

Sizes. to fit: 

Sweatshirts S = 36" M = 38" L=40° XL = 44-46” XXL = 48” 

Rugby shirts S = 36" M=40" L=44" XL = 48” XXL = 50” 

Polo & T-shirts S = 36" M= 38" L= 40" XL = 42-44" XXL = 46-48” 

Notes: 

- All garments will bear the Association logo 

XXL garments will cost an additional £1 over the prices above 

Postage payable in addition 

— Boat names can be added at extra cost: Setting up for first order £4 

Boat name £10 for single item, £7 each for 2-3 
items, £4 each for 4+ items 

Boat name held after first order for future use 

Please order garments from Olive Hathaway 
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PANTAENIUS YACHT INSURANCE ENQUIRY SCHEME COUPON CAN 2 000 

First Name SUITIAM EL. eeseseeecteccseseseecenssenencesseeveessveseneaeassentsenensansaeseasenees 5 5 

Address YACHT OWNERS 
isseveceeseressunecnsccesserosaecnusrsseecosurssuivesssnssenesunseansteevecssvaesnaeesens TOU FAX. cesses sessseesssneesseeesvesssecssesesasenssveesnsscsticsnaeaneersenesavess A I I BE WRONG? 

  

NAM... eccestesesecesereeaneaeennenecreaneentanee Year Built... seen Country of Registration... Pantaenius is one of Europe's largest 

Yacht Insurance Brokers and has arranged cover 
Builder. eee ces reecsessesneeesecneeneeee Model/Ty Pe... cect eseeensenecneeteeeeseeees Material....c.csceccseceeseceseersrerneneeee for yachts of all sizes sailing the world’s oceans 

LOA. ee ceceeceeceesseeeeeeneeeseeeee MOtOM.seescsecsecseteeenseneeteeeennees AP oe cceeeeeseecseeerceeseeesenee Max Speed... cise: under more than 35 flags. 

How long have you had continual yacht insurance COVER... csssssssscesssssmssseseeccensnssenseescececeansninensstessanvanevecss Discover as so many others, the securing comfort 
of this comprehensive insurance scheme and our 

fs the vessel offered for Charter? cscs Cruising Are a...cccseccscsessssecsscsssesscesnenecsearsnineceecessiseceesnnessnssnreeeten proficient customer service created and run by 

yachtsmen for yachtsmen. 

Fill in the enquiry coupon for your personal quote 
Total fixed value including personal effects £0.00... cc cect cee cestesceee ceseesiseneessecunessieecteessentessetsetsnerinsesesenees and all the details of the 

Pantaenius Yacht Insurance Scheme. 
Have you had any claims in the last four years? cece ees esseeteeeeseneeneescscsetenssecsisessiareseesaeeseteneapeneentensensens 

If SO,wWheMn/ details... ccccecsscresesscssntssstenesscesnecsesseseresiscececagecsssisessssqatessuetsasscseesessatiesssesssiessssansessaeicssesssenessesseessereseraeetens 

PANTAENIUS UK Ltd 
—_ REGISTERED INSURANCE BROKERS 

SEPARATE THIRD PARTY LIABILITY INSURANCE Marine Building, 

Queen Anne’s Battery, 

Plymouth, Devon, PL4 OLP 

Renewal Date of existing DOlicy.n. eee cece cscs ceeresseeesnsssessnsstereessitsensonsesesenieraseterieeresiiesanisesssesaeesseestsaneeses Tel: 01752 223656 Fax: 01752 223637 

Personal injury and property damage £500,00 £1,000,.000 *please circle amount required. 
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Marine Trimmers & Upholsterers 
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S H O RE SAI LMAKE RS 7 Marine Trimmers & Upholsterers Hants, PO12 1SL Peg 

Moody’s Marina, Swanwick, Southampton S031 7ZL. sy Just 5 minutes walk from the Marina 01705 

Tel 01489 589450 Fax 01489 885917 Np ee ae eee 586640


