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It was towards the end of 2016 that Ian 
Rycroft (Shadow Chairman) and Richard 
Saunders (South Coast Regional Organiser) 
hatched a plan to hold a combined rally at 
Limehouse Basin for all members of the 
Association. 
It would include: South Coast sailors, East Coast 
sailors and Thames river cruisers, plus anyone else 
who would like to come along over the weekend 
of Friday 14th to Monday 17th July.  The Shadow 
members would travel together in a mini flotilla 
down the Thames with a Victoria and Frances 
fleet travelling up the Thames.  It was anticipated 
that two or three yachts would sail around from 
the Solent joining up with East Coast sailors at 
the Medway for a final trip up to Limehouse.  The 
highlight of the long weekend would be supper 
together at the Cruising Association whose 
headquarters are situated at Limehouse Basin. 

According to the information for Limehouse Marina 
the lock into the marina operates from 08.00 to 
18.00 daily for three hours either side of high 
water.  On Friday 14th July, the second-high water 

at London Bridge was at 18.03 with entry into the 
marina from 15.00 until 1800.  On Monday 17th 
July, the first high water was at 08.01 so all boats 
would be able to leave at about 05.00 until 11.00.  
This weekend was chosen as it would enable all 
participants from both upstream and downstream 
to arrive at Limehouse during daylight hours.

The plan was hatched and those interested in 
participating included: Chas Argent, MARGO, 
Frances 26; Peter and Alison Child, JENNY WREN, 
Victoria 30;  Nick and Bridget Hiller, GRACIOUS 
LADY, Victoria 30; Carol and Peter Hunt, JOLLY 
OLLY, Shadow 26; Martin Hunt, REDWING, 
Frances 26 cutter;  James and Heather Melville, 
COSWECAN, Shadow 26; Ian and Tracv Rycroft, 
WINE DOWN TIME, Shadow 26; Dave and Angie 
Probert, (and parents-in-law), WHITE ROSE OF 
YORK, Shadow 26; Richard and Meryl Saunders, 
and various other assorted crew, WYNN, Victoria 
30; Jon and Lynda Spencer ALBERTINE, Frances 
34.  Joining by road at various times included: 
Peter and Jenny Cosker, Norman Crawford and 
Christine Adamson, Anne Grubb, and Glen and 
Mavis Hibben.

ALBERTINE Jon and Lynda Spencer

4th July

We were up at dawn on Tuesday 4th July with 
the boat’s mirror image reflecting in the still 
waters of the River Hamble as we motored 
away from our mid-steam berth bound for 
Brighton

With not the slightest breath of wind we 
were able to implement our new strategy 
of motoring everywhere unless the wind is 
exactly right for where we are heading.   

The Solent soon slipped behind and we took 
the inside passage past the Owers off Selsey 
Bill, undertaken with the tide still under our 
keel, before heading across the long hall to 
the stark walls of Brighton Marina.  Once 
safely berthed and refreshed Peter and Jenny 
Cosker, who had driven down from Haywards 
Heath, joined us for supper.

5th July

The following morning in bright sunshine 
ALBERTINE, still under power, slipped along 
the coast past the Seven Sisters and Beachy 
Head and up to Sovereign Harbour just to 
the East of Eastbourne.  With the weather 
sublime we had to rely upon the spectacle of 
the scenery and a couple of dolphins hunting 
in the slight over-falls off Beachy Head to keep 
us amused.  Locking into Sovereign Harbour 
marina was simple and we were given a 
berth close to the entrance and the facilities 
were rated amongst the best encountered 
throughout the whole cruise.  

Combined Rally to 
Limehouse Basin

London

By Jon and Lynda Spencer
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What a difference from Brighton.  The Marina 
is surrounded by quality apartments, a 
multitude of shops, an extensive supermarket, 
and even a cinema for those wet days.

6th July

 In Sovereign Harbour we met up with Nick 
and Bridget Hillier and enjoyed supper 
together at the excellent Thai Restaurant.  
During the day, we explored some of the 
South Downs coastline from the top of the 
tripper bus that starts its route from close 
to the pier at Eastbourne.  At Beachy Head, 
we discovered a memorial to RAF crews who 
failed to make the return journey after their 
bombing raids during World War II, a good pub 
for lunchtime refreshments, and a chaplaincy 
responsible for talking “jumpers” out of their 
planned intent from the top of the cliffs.

7th July 

By 06:00, after locking-out, we headed off 
in just the slightest of breezes to pass the 
next major headland, Dungeness, before the 
tide changed and an overnight stay in Dover.  
We were again joined by dolphins just inside 
the over-falls close to the Power Station.  
We could see GRACIOUS LADY far out to 
sea, giving the firing ranges at Lydd a wide 
berth.  By the time of our arrival at Dover the 
wind had increased slightly and there was 
a moderate chop at the western entrance. 
There are significant harbour improvements 
being undertaken and so facilities were 

spartan but functional.  We managed to get a 
berth in the tidal basin to be ready for another 
tidal start the following day.

8th July 

We caught the tide from just outside the 
western entrance, passed the much busier 
eastern entrance, through St Margaret’s Bay 
and inside of the Goodwin Sands to arrive 
in Ramsgate in good order, and with the 
pick of the pontoon berths, by midday.  At 
last we managed to spend most of the day 
under sail.  There had been much discussion 
between those headed along the South 
Coast as to whether to pass inside or outside 
the Goodwin Sands, but the channel is well 
marked, and we found nothing could have 
been easier.  However, things might be 
different in strong winds with wind over tide.

9th July

We were by this time well ahead of our planned 
schedule and early the following morning 
set sail to round North Foreland and take on 
the demanding challenges of the Thames 
Estuary.  The little wind we had soon died 
and we motored alongside the South side 
of the Princess Channel in light commercial 
traffic, but enjoying the numerous seals who 
had hauled themselves onto the sandbanks 
during the previous low tide.  Seals tend to 
test three of your senses at the same time; 
those of sight, smell, and hearing but they are 
always a pleasure to spot engaged in their 

somewhat lazy lives.  We eventually passed the 
Shimmering Sands forts and headed up the 
Medway River past Sheerness.  On passage 
up the river we passed a great flotilla of boats, 
all dressed overall, and later discovered it 
was the annual Admiral’s Passage Rally from 

Rochester Yacht Club to Sheerness.  With 
time on our side we had decided to head past 
Queenborough and spend a couple of days in 
Chatham Maritime Marina.

10th – 12th July

The decision turned out to be right because 
we were able to catch up with some of the 
domestic chores and spent a very enjoyable 
day or two exploring the exhibits at the 
Historic Dockyard.  It had been 50 years 
since I had first entered the Dockyard through 
the Pembroke Gate, as a young Marine, 
and it was good to see a very successful 
regeneration of the areas that once formed 
the largest naval dockyard in England.

13th July

On Thursday morning it was time to get back 
on schedule and head to Queenborough and 
our planned rendezvous with other Association 
Yachts.  There were five of us, ALBERTINE, 
WYNN, MARGOT, JENNY WREN, and 
GRACIOUS LADY moored alongside the 
concrete Thames Lighter that sits in the middle 
of The Swale.  Despite our plans to head 
ashore, socialising on the Lighter took over, 
and we enjoyed each other’s company and 
the odd glass of refreshment, while finalising 
plans to tackle the might of the Thames the 
following morning.  Glen and Mavis Hibben 
who keep their boat VERITY moored in the 
River Medway, joined us on the Lighter via 
the Harbour Master’s ferry.  It was not the 
best berth of the whole trip, but certainly the 
cheapest at £12 per night.

14th July

The passage to Limehouse is just under 40 
miles, but with engines working well, and 
the tide under our keels, we set off on what 
was to prove a very uneventful trip.  Richard 
Saunders and WYNN took the lead and dealt 
with all the communications with the various 
Traffic Control requirements as we passed 
upstream, and Lynda and I brought up the 
rear to ensure that nobody was left behind.  
As well as radio communications, the various 
Authorities track all the boats on radar.  
Apart from some significant chop through 
the Gravesend Reach, where additional 
commercial traffic needed us to be fully alert 
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to their manoeuvres, the trip was uninspiring 
with the exceptions of the Queen Elizabeth 
II Bridge at the Dartford Crossing and the 
Thames Barrier a little further upstream and 
of course the lovely Thames Barges. The 
foreshore at Greenwich has not changed for 
centuries while the skyline at Canary Warf is 
ever changing.  As we arrived at Limehouse 
we were met by the Shadow team who had 
transited down the tidal Thames in the early 
hours and were happily berthed on one side 
of our triangular berthing area, which we had 
all to ourselves.

Without doubt the really important part of 
this rally was the opportunity for the Victoria 
and Frances yachts to be berthed together 
with the Shadow motor boats who had all 
started their lives together at Stone Pier 
Yard in Warsash about 25 years before.  

The boats were rather unmoved, but we the 
crews were determined to enjoy the weekend 
together and perhaps explore this part of 
London which was new to us.  For us the 
weekend started with the excellent reception 
provided by the Shadow Team who were all 
assembled along the Thames foreshore to 
welcome our arrival.

It was only a few minutes before we were 
called forward to lock in, which was a simple 
and straight forward process with even the 
crossing tidal flow not causing too much of a 
problem.  Having attended to the domestics, 
and with the boat safely moored, we had 
drinks on board WINE DOWN TIME with 
Ian and Tracy, and a host of others, before 
slipping away back to our bed on ALBERTINE 
after a long and exciting day.

15th July

We had a lazy start to Saturday morning with 
shopping in Commercial Road high on the 
agenda.  It took two attempts to complete 
the process, partly due to the quantity of wine 
consumed the previous evening.  Martin Hunt 
on REDWING arrived at Limehouse early in 
the evening having been delayed by work 
commitments, but we were all complete and 

ready for the pontoon party most efficiently 
organised by Tracy, who is able to turn any 
assembly of people into a good party in the 
wink of an eye.

The central event was to be supper at the 
Cruising Association where the staff looked 
after us regally, and what better place to 
be in Central London close to your bed.  
Members of the Victoria Shadow Association 
are granted discounted subscription of the 
Cruising Association for their first year of 
membership and the details on joining are 
available from jon.fairwinds@btinternet.com  

The Club House is 
decorated in flags 
and burgees of sailing 
organisations from around 
the world and thanks to 
Jim and Heather and a little 
rearrangement of them 

we were able to add the Victoria Shadow 
Association burgee to the collection!

16th July

Sunday was recovery day, and we had an 
enjoyable three hour walk up the Limehouse 
Cut, which connects the River Lea to 
Limehouse Basin and the Thames, and a short 
walk away from the river links to the Regent 
Canal and back to Limehouse.  On completion, 
we were ready for a roast Sunday lunch which 
we enjoyed with others at The Grapes; an 
historic and ancient pub on the waterfront.  By 
15:30 the first two Shadow boats were locking 
out, back into the Thames, and although the 
weekend was fast drawing to a close it had 
been stuffed full of happy memories.       

17th July

On Monday morning it was time for us all to 
head for home.  WHITE ROSE & COSWECAN 
left on the afternoon of 16th July to get home 
early. We were up at about 05:00 to wave off 
the rest of the Shadow Team who needed to 
catch the tide up to Teddington, and by 07:00 
the remainder of us were locking out into the 
river.  Both WYNN and ALBERTINE headed 
up to Tower Bridge to enjoy the spectacle and 
take a photo opportunity before heading back 
downstream and our various passages home.

On ALBERTINE our first stop was back to 
Chatham Maritime Marina where we ended 
up staying for a week.  The weather forecast 
was very poor and so we returned home 
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to Warsash by hire car, and waited for an 
improvement in the forecast.  It was not 
until the 24th July that the next break in the 
weather was likely so we headed back to 
Chatham.

25th July

With all our preparations made we again 
headed off homeward bound.  The tides 
would be more difficult for the return trip and 
we therefore decided to take the inner Gore 
Channel past Margate before rounding North 
Foreland and heading for Ramsgate only to 
find that Ramsgate Week was in full swing 
and the Marina almost full to capacity.

26th July 

Very early the following morning we slipped 
out of Ramsgate with the intention of heading 
straight to Eastbourne in time for supper.  
The wind was right on the nose and so we 
motored sailed into the channel chop passed 
Dover without too much of a problem other 
than some minor changes to our track to 
avoid the ferries that were heading into and 
out of the eastern entrance.  It was not 
until we passed Dungeness that conditions 
worsened with wind over tide in a strong 
Force 6, and visibility down to less than 100 
meters at times, that we wished that we had 
stopped at Dover.  However, despite shipping 
green water over our bows ALBERTINE 
coped with the conditions and by supper-time 
we had reached our safe haven.

27th July

A good night’s sleep put us in a better frame 
of mind by the following morning, but with 
a very poor forecast for the next week we 
decided once again to head for home; this 
time by train, and it was not until the end 
of the first week in August that we were to 
return.  We always knew that the rally to 
Limehouse would place expected demands 
upon us.  Lynda’s mother was coming to the 
end of her life, and she died shortly after our 
return from Chatham, and this next break 
allowed us to return home for her funeral and 
to deal with many of the other aspects of a 
family bereavement.  Lynda’s mother had 
been a lifelong sailor and she was insistent 
that her condition should not make us change 
our plans.

7th and 8th August

Having returned by train the previous day we 
locked out from Sovereign Harbour at about 
08:00 and pushed the tide up to Beachy 
Head in an attempt to get through the Owers, 
off Selsey Bill, before the tide changed.  
Brighton was passed and we slipped through 
the sandbanks off the Bill with only minutes 
to spare and headed straight for the entrance 
of Chichester Harbour.  By 20:00 we were 
safely at anchor in the Thorney Channel 
and enjoying supper in what we regard as 
home waters.  The following morning, after 
a very peaceful night in the utter darkness of 
the Harbour we headed home to Warsash, 

arriving in time for lunch and just beating the 
first of a series of squalls that were the start of 
the next cold front and series of low pressure 
systems that were to haunt us for what 
remained of the Summer.            

Reflections

Despite all the trials and tribulations, and 
personal challenges over the two months, 
we really enjoyed the Limehouse Rally.  It 
forced us into doing something new in terms 
of passages, but allowed us to meet up with 
old friends and enjoy ourselves.  It enabled us 
to trial our new cruising strategy of motoring 
everywhere unless the wind was just perfect.  
All our systems on board continued to work 
well although we did find that the throttle lever 
was just about to fall off as we reached our 
home berth.  Its repair and replacement is 
another story for another time.
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A SCOTTISH RALLY?
By Jon Spencer
Two Victoria 30s were together in Campeltown, on the Mull of Kintyre, 
Scotland, this summer and I wonder if this meeting constitutes “A Rally”.  
One, BRIDJEEN (blue hull) belongs to Bill Macmeikan and is usually 
berthed in Peel Marina on the Isle of Man, and it was suspected the other 
belonged to Mike and Pat Healey, who live at Southend on the Mull of 
Kintyre, and was last reported as being in Muxia near Corunna in Spain.  
However, that turned out not to be the case; Mike reports that MAYA is still in Spain but he 
hopes to return her to home waters next year.

If you know where the second Victoria 30 is usually berthed and who the current owners are, 
both Bill and I would be pleased to know.

On 18 November 2017 I drove up to Harlingen in preperation for our boat Tessera to 
be lifted out of the water on the Friday. While taking off the mainsail as well as other stuff it 
occurred to me that this boat gives me so much relaxation that I can’t imagine not owning 
her anymore. Tessera has become a bit of a love affair, probably the reason being why my 
wife calls her my second wife. My last cruise this last fall was to and from Terschelling. On 
the return cruise we encountered up to 38 knots of AWS, while tacking. Tessera performed 
rock solid, with a second reef in the main and a storm jib. A truely thrilling trip, which I 
couldn’t have enjoyed or even undertaken with my previous boat. 

Since 2010 I am Tessera’s 3rd owner. Owning her is an emotional affair. I want her to be in good 
shape. I dislike old, worn out parts or items that in my view pose a risk in terms of reliability. 
This explains why I haven’t had any hesitation to heavily investing in her. Having turned 50 this 
year and planning to retire in 10 years time I do hope to be able to continue to enjoy cruising in 
Scandinavia for many years to come.

Do I still have a wish list after 7 years of refitting? Yes! But mainly limited to replacing wear and 
tear, e.g. a new spray hood, new mainsail cover, new rigging and perhaps eventually a bow 
thruster. And preferably more time to sail her.

Victoria Cup
WINNER

BestLog Cup
WINNER

Congratulations to Andrew Gleadle  
for winning this years Victoria Cup,  
for your victory in the Round the Island Race.

Congratulations to Colin Reid  
for winning this years Best Log Cup.

By Jan van Miltenburg
A love affair
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Pippin had been well set up for 
ocean sailing by her previous 
owner.  Important things like hefty 
new rigging, heavy duty sails, ocean 
life raft, bronze sea cocks and a 
Hydrovane – the sort of kit you need 
whilst frolicking in the Southern 
Ocean with albatross for company.
Happy to inherit this, though with plans and 
skills of a distinctly lower order, I continued with 
the upgrade of Pippin to bring her wiggly amps 
and gizzards into the 21st century.  But first, 
a gimballed tea mug holder installed above 
the chart table and second, a pilot’s chair high 
enough for this little skipper to see out.  I could 
almost manage these projects myself, despite 
the DIY skills of a bear but not quite without 
assistance from my mate Roger.   The results 
were fit to bring on smugness I thought, as I 
sipped a mug of chai.

A very understanding 
wife and a little financial 
dexterity was necessary for 
phase 2, the installation of 
state of the art Raymarine 
electronics to replace 20 
year old stuff, which was full 
of things like transistors and 
valves, with untidy black box 
things dangling inelegantly 
beneath the dash.

For reasons I won’t 
express here for they 
are bound to attract 
criticism, I plumped for 
radar rather than AIS, 
though the latter can 
easily be added to the 
new system.  This one 
is quite different from 
the hefty megatron 
unit that swayed 20 

feet up on the mast of my previous boat.  No 
megatron now and the Quantum, for that’s 
what he’s called, has a neat perch on the stern 
quarter atop a lovely Scanstrut.  It talks - or 
do Raymarines CHIRP? – to the brains of the 
outfit by WIFI and thus far has done so come 
rain, shine or leaves on the line.  It is half the 
weight of its predecessor, has no brain frying 
megatron, demands a meagre electric diet and 
is far cleverer than me.

To receive the radar’s CHIRP, a C95 9” Multi 
Function Device (MFD, or chart plotter to the 
likes of me) was installed just ahead of the 

dash on a custom stainless steel bracket and 
this displays the radar’s output as nice pink 
smudges on the MFD.

The wind speed, depth and boat speed 
instrument was replaced by a shiny new i60 
dash mounted control head, which sits next 
to the stone-age Garmin 120 GPS, which I 
am keeping as backup mainly for nostalgic 
reasons.   An i70S colour multi-function thingy 
replaced the depth and speed head on the 
binnacle and now allows me to get any data 
produced by the system.  I have selected wind 
speed/direction, boat speed and depth.  

The ancient autopilot, my somewhat unreliable 
friend Hastings, was replaced with Raymarine 
P70S colour control heads, one on the 
binnacle mount the other on the dashboard.  

An ACU 200, the brains of the outfit, is now 
comfortably ensconced below the port saloon 
offset seat.  Alongside it is a clever little unit, 
an ITC-5 apparently, that allows the new 
electronics to talk to older stuff, such as the 
existing transducers.

The EVO1, a clever 
little guy that senses 
movement from 9 
different directions 
without getting dizzy 
and can somehow learn 
which way is north, 
south or whatever 
resides happily beneath 
the port saloon seat.  
Mr Raymarine, a self-

confessed perfectionist, was concerned of the 
possible effects on EVO1 from my Fray Bentos 
and baked bean tins residing in the scoff locker 
just above its head.  So far, 
they seem to get on just fine.

Space is at a premium 
beneath the cockpit, as 
anyone who owns a Victoria 
34 or Frances 34 Pilothouse 
will know, but somehow 
someone had got in and 
mounted a rudder indicator 
some years back.  Fortunately 

it was happy to play with the new electronics, 
which is fortunate as it is the only means to see 
where the rudder is, when using the interior 
helm.

Whilst talking of that space, I’ll add that I 
spent a few hours there helping Mr Raymarine 
persuade the new cable down from the 
binnacle, not an easy task.  Fortunately a 
mouse string was in place and it was just 
possible to run the new cable down and 
into this space, once old redundant cabling 
had been pulled through.  Cable ties and 
the existing under wheelhouse floor cable 
conduits were used for the new cable, and it 
was pleasing to find that a spare power cable 
had originally been installed to the binnacle, 
sufficient to feed the little Dragonfly, more of 
which later.

Getting cables down from the interior helm 
proved even harder, but eventually success 
was achieved and Mr Raymarine happily 
burrowed under the wheelhouse floor to 
tidy things up.  Amazingly, he reduced the 
dashboard cabling by about 1/3, as lots 
seemed to be doing nothing.

I can’t see the MFD clearly from the cockpit 
helm and having lost a paper chart in the wind 
on a recent trip, I decided I needed a chart 
plotter out there and chose a cute stand-
alone Raymarine Dragonfly 5 incher on a 
ROK mount, which now clings like a limpet to 
the binnacle.  It and the Garmin 120 are on 
a completely separate circuit from the other 
electronics, thus increasing redundancy.

Sure I could buy a shiny new motorbike for the 
cost of bringing Pippin into the 21st century, 
but I feel I am her caretaker 
rather than owner, whose 
elected duty is to maintain 
this fine example of British 
boat building.  

Speech over.  Whatever, 
that’s all Pippin is getting for 
a while, but I must confess 
it all looks pretty snazzy.  I 
now just have to work out 
how to use it all.

PIPPIN Goes

ITC-5 & ACU 200 

P70 MFD, P70 Auto-
pilot Control Head & 

Dragonfly 5The skipper’s new perch Quantum Radar atop its Scanstrut
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I left Dartmouth on a fine sunny, breezy June 
afternoon for a brisk beat round to Salcombe 
and anchored near the Salt Stone, a quiet 
anchorage away from the bustle of the town. 
Pulled up a huge clump of weed with the 
anchor the next morning, then an uneventful 
day of motor-sailing to Helford River, and 
another beautiful quiet anchorage off the 
north shore.

On the way, I was getting grumpy with fishing 
boats not showing on my AIS and speculated 
as to whether they keep it turned off so as not 
to give away their favourite fishing locations, 
until I realised that it had lost all targets, in fact 
it had packed up. This was worrying at the very 
start of a solo cruise and meant I would be both 
invisible and blind in poor visibility, apart from 
radar. AIS has become so common, that not 
having one offshore is a serious drawback.

I set off from Helford in time for a fair tide off 
the Lizard, and picked up a good breeze for a 

while but this 
gradually died 
and I ended 
up motor-
sailing again to 
The Cove, St 
Agnes, in the 
Isles of Scilly. 

On the way, I was on the phone to the AIS 
distributer trying to sort something out. I was 
also disconcerted to find diesel in the tray under 
the engine, traced to a leak in the pre-filter.
 
I spent a lovely day in St Agnes, walking, 
having lunch at the pub and generally chilling 
after a couple of days at sea. Until that is, I 
saw the forecast which had been for fresh NW 
winds had changed to F5-7, increasing gale 8 
gusting 40 knots. Not good, all the advice in 
the pilots is that the Scillies is not the place to 
be in a gale and to clear out if one is forecast. 
What to do? I had planned to wait in Scilly for a 
fair wind for Ireland. I was in an anchorage that 

is sheltered from the north, but I wouldn’t be 
able to go into St Marys to sort the diesel leak, 
fill up with fuel etc as it is open to the NW and 
untenable in a gale from that direction. When I 
woke early next morning most of the remaining 
yachts had left and I decided to get back to 
Newlyn before it really blew up. The sea looked 
rough outside the anchorage and it was hard 
getting the anchor up in the strong wind. I had 
to motor forwards, then nip to the bow and 
take in the slack on the chain, meanwhile Tui 
would fall off and make it a struggle. 

Once I got out to sea I really felt the wind, 
force 6-7. With two reefs in the main and a 
scrap of genoa the boat was over canvassed 
so I put in the third reef. Tui is snug with this 

setup in a strong wind, well balanced and 
sails well. It was close reach back to Cornwall, 
a fast wet and rough ride. I didn’t get sick but 
the possibility was certainly there if I spent 
too long at the chart table. The visibility came 
and went, in rain it dropped right down and 
I cursed the lack of AIS and used the radar 
a lot. I eventually made it into Newlyn and a 
snug berth.

Tui to Ireland 
2017

By Colin Reid

Unwelcome AIS message

Anchorage in The Cove, St Agnes



1918

Next morning, I bumped into Sue Doyle. Her 
lovely V30 Que Sera was moored practically 
opposite Tui. It’s amazing how often Sue 
and I meet when we are cruising, it seems to 
happen nearly every season. We had a cup of 
tea and discussed weather etc. Really nice to 
see her.
Newlyn was definitely the right place to be. 
The next day it blew a gale and the Scillonian 
sailing was cancelled due to the weather. I 
was able to sort out the diesel leak, get fuel 
etc and even unexpectedly get invited out for 
dinner by some friends who live in Penzance. 
Altogether a sociable and enjoyable day.

I set off for the Scillies again the next morning 
and had an uncomfortable, slow motor-sail 
back to New Grimsby Harbour, now that the 
NW wind had backed and died. I like the 
Scillies and spent a lovely day on Tresco.

Next morning, I set sail for Baltimore in SW 
Ireland, about 150 nm. The wind was forecast 
to be light to moderate SW and I was worried 
that I would end up motoring again, very 
boring on a trip of that length. However, as 
I got offshore the sloppy sea improved and 
the wind picked up. I sailed most of the way 
on a pleasant reach, Tui jogging along and 
clocking up the miles, the windvane steering. 
There was patchy fog as forecast but this 
cleared. The only drama came in the hours 
of darkness. I had seen no other vessels 
once I got away from the Iles of Scilly. This 
was bliss after Channel crossings with so 

much shipping to look out for. But in the 
middle of the Celtic Sea suddenly there were 
fishing boats everywhere. When I looked at 
the chart I realised that there are banks there 
which must be where the fish are. Several 
them were on constant bearings and I had to 
alter course. Then one off the starboard bow 
stayed on a steady bearing and was getting 
closer and closer. It had so many deck lights 
that I couldn’t see its nav lights and work out 
which way to turn. I started the engine to 
have more speed and manoeuvrability.  As it 
got close I realised too late that I was passing 
close ahead of him. I good burst of speed got 
me past but it was an anxious moment.

I’m sure he thought I was a complete idiot and 
I think fishing boats should make sure their 
nav lights are visible in their blaze of working 
lights. I really missed my AIS then.

The rest of the night and next day passed 
uneventfully until the wind died as I was 
approaching the Irish coast in lovely sunny 
weather and I motored the last few hours.

I had a splendid welcome from several pods 
of dolphins that came and played round the 
boat. It’s always so cheering when dolphins 
turn up. From then on, I saw dolphins just 
about every day I was sailing, sometimes 
pods would come and play in the bow wave, 
sometimes just check me out and go about 
their business.

I motored into the lovely big natural harbour of 
Baltimore and anchored off the village, ready 
for a meal and good night’s sleep. 

In the morning, 
I went ashore 
to the pretty 
village and 
sorted out fuel, 
water, rubbish, 
all the usual 
domestic things 
when cruising. 
And had my 
first pint of 
Guinness and a 
bowl of moules. 
Heaven!

The convenience store in Baltimore is limited 
so next day I set off to Schull which I know 
has a decent supermarket. I went through the 
tricky, narrow, rock infested passage north of 
Sherkin Island. You need to concentrate on 
various transits to miss unmarked rocks. ‘The 
centre of Two Women’s Rock in line with the 
SE tip of Heir Island’. That sort of thing. Right 

at the narrowest bit I encountered a fleet of 
20 odd dinghies with children tacking in all 
directions. It was a bit stressful trying to get 
through them while staying in safe water but I 
made it and dropped anchor in the big natural 
harbour in Schull.

It’s a typical Irish country town, pretty with 
colourfully painted shops and houses and 
a pleasant bustling air. I did my shop and 
then sailed for Crookhaven. I had a lovely 
sail on flat sea in beautiful surroundings and 
eventually anchored for the night. Crookhaven 
is the last harbour before Mizen Head, the SW 
corner of Ireland. It’s a nice spot but I didn’t 
go ashore as I had an early start the next day. 
Baltimore to Crookhaven is a fascinating 
cruising area, many islands, anchorages, 
harbours and intricate pilotage. From Mizen 
Head north on the west coast there are a 
series of huge bays, fjords almost. Bantry 
Bay, Kenmare River, Dingle Bay to name 
a few. They are up to 35 miles deep, have 
breath-taking scenery and many fine natural 
harbours. You could spend a summer on this 
stretch of coast. My plan was to get as far 
north as I wanted to go, Dingle, and then work 
my way back.

Next morning was grey and overcast with 
little wind and I spent all day motorsailing 
round Mizen Head and up the west coast 
past atmospheric Skellig Michael, site of an 
early Christian monastery on an inhospitable 
outlying rock, ending up at Portmagee, just 

“I had a splendid 
welcome from several 
pods of dolphins”

Welcome to West Cork!

Lots Wife Beacon at the entrance  
to Baltimore
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south of Valentia Island. The sea was sloppy 
as I approached the fearsome rocks that 
guard the entrance, but once inside tranquillity 
reigned. I anchored on a bend in the river, in 
a lovely pastoral setting with the pretty village 
further up the river. The only sound was sheep 
in the fields. It was nice to get away from the 
sea for a night!

Next day was beautiful and sunny as I headed 
across Dingle Bay to Dingle. The scenery was 
lovely, mountains surrounding the large bay 
stretching into the distance. As I was entering 
the channel that leads into the landlocked 
natural harbour I was confused by a tourist 
boat zig-zagging randomly in front of me. Then 
I found out why. Fergie the resident bottlenose 
dolphin popped up next to me to welcome 
me to Dingle. He’s lived there for over 30 
years and is extremely friendly, putting on a 
performance for all passing boats. A whole 
tourist industry had grown up around him.

The inner harbour and small marina in Dingle 
is completely sheltered and very welcoming. 

I tied up and decided to stay for a couple 
of nights in this pretty, lively bustling town. 
Its renowned for seafood and I had possibly 
the best plate of scallops I’ve ever eaten, 
delicious.

I got chatting to the man on the boat next 
door and asked if he could suggest any 
good walks. He said that if I wanted to do a 
proper walk, the local hillwalking group would 
meet the following morning in town and set 
off on a trek. Visitors welcome. So, I turned 
up next morning with my walking boots and 
waterproofs. It was a good crowd, about 20 
in all and we piled into cars and set off for the 

start of a trek. I joined the small group going 
up Mt Brandon, the second highest mountain 
in Ireland. At 950m not that high but still a 
good climb. The views were magnificent as 
we gained altitude, until we climbed into the 
hill fog. Then we slogged up to the summit 
and cowered behind a rock from the wind and 
driving rain to eat our sandwiches. I asked 
my friendly hosts to describe the view that I 
couldn’t see. Sounded lovely, I must go back 
sometime on a day I can see it.

That evening I went to one of the many 
harbourfront pubs and sat at the bar having 
a pint and fish and chips. I realised that the 
young man next to me couldn’t speak a 
word of English and was struggling. He was 
Spanish and as I speak some Spanish, to his 
relief I got into conversation with him. He was 
a sailor from one the of the Spanish fishing 
boats in the harbour; he had fallen out with his 
skipper and jumped ship. I helped him figure 
out how to get to Dublin airport for a flight 
home.

From Dingle I headed back south, spending 

a night in Knights Town, Valentia Island. This 
is a big sheltered area of water with lovely 
scenery and sheltered anchorages. Knights 
Town is the main settlement and has the 
outer pontoons to what was planned as a 
big marina that never got finished. Mooring is 
free alongside the pontoons so I tied up and 
took a walk ashore. It’s a pretty little place with 
a keen sense of civic pride. All the historic 
features have been restored by the ‘Tidy 
Towns Society’. Despite that it has a bit of a 
bleak and desolate air.

Next day dawned grey and blustery but with 
a fair wind for sailing south. I had a brisk sail 
down the coast, navigating between islands 
and rocks and into Kenmare River. This is a 
huge bay, 35 miles deep and surrounded by 
mountains. The wind was funnelling straight 
down it and my destination was a long 
windward slog into a choppy sea. Tui isn’t 
the most close-winded boat and I made little 
progress so in the end I motor-sailed. Even so 
the short chop was stopping the boat until I 
got deeper into the bay the sea flattened off, Tui in Dingle

Into the fog on Mt Brandon

Anchored in lovely Sneem Harbour

Skellig Michael

Dingle Marina
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the sun came out and I had a wonderful cruise 
to Sneem Harbour. This is a most beautiful 
natural harbour composed of many islands 
which offer sheltered anchorages. It was a joy 
to arrive and drop anchor, and I sat out late 

savouring the beauty of the scene.
Next morning the dawn was magical and the 
day was warm and sunny. I decided to have 
a swim, the first time I had been tempted. 
I dived under the boat with my snorkel and 
found the prop fouled with barnacles. I got a 
wire brush and did my best to remove them. 
The hull was badly fouled as well but not 
much I could do about that.

I use a thick layer of anhydrous lanolin on the 
prop which usually keeps it clean, but not this 
year. The hull was Coppercoated a couple of 
years ago and I am disappointed with it. This 
year it looks like they put fertiliser in rather than 
copper and I could take a strimmer to the hull 
and a scraper to the big patch of barnacles. 
Tui feels sluggish and now I know why.
From the Kenmare River, I was going around 

Dursey Island into Bantry Bay. Dursey is the 
westernmost point in Europe and it’s a long 
slog from Sneem. There is a shortcut; Dursey 
Sound between the island and the mainland 
which saves about 10 miles. I studied it on 
the chart and in the pilot. At its narrowest it 
is a cable wide but there are hidden rocks in 
the middle leaving a narrow channel that the 
tide whistles through. I calculated the time of 
slack water and timed my arrival precisely. In 
the approach, there was scum and foam on 
the water that spoke of rapids, but it looked 
placid inside so I went for it. My timing was 
good and I hugged the island shore close, 
avoiding unseen rocks, trusting to the pilot 
and my chartplotter and in a few minutes, I 
was through, in time to meet the other yacht 
that was miles ahead of me in the approach 
but had taken the long way round.

I pottered into Castletownbere for a night at 
anchor. This is a major fishing harbour with 
no facilities for yachts but you are welcome 
to anchor out of the way. I like working ports 
and this is a pretty one, like a rural version of 
Newlyn. After quiet night  I set off in a fresh 

westerly to round Mizen Head back onto the 
south coast and another night in Crookhaven. 
As I motorsailed down the channel, I thought 
I would put a reef in the main as I was sure 
there was plenty of wind at sea. I was sitting 
by the mast doing the reef, when suddenly the 
starboard channel buoy slipped past a couple 
of meters away. I hadn’t spotted it. That was a 
close shave!

Back in Baltimore I was fogbound for a day 
but was taken out for Guinness and moules 
by Frank McCarthy, owner of a lovely Francis 
26 which he keeps there. He spotted Tui 
anchored and came to say hello. Next day I 
set off for the passage back to the Scillies, 
a quiet passage with a beautiful clear starry 
night sky on the way.

The wind picked up next day and I had an 
exhilarating sail into New Grimsby where 
my daughter was waiting to join me. From 
there we sailed to Falmouth where I was 
weather-bound for a day, and thence back to 
Dartmouth.

A perfect evening in Sneem

Kenmare River

Frank McCarthy’s ‘Francis’

Evening in the Celtic Sea

“I pottered into 
Castletownbere for a 
night at anchor”
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When the reincarnated Victoria 
yard fitted out my Morris 34 hull 
back in 2000  I specified that the 
interior design should be as similar 
as possible to the Victoria 34 I had 
owned previously. The yard, under 
its new owner, had retained several 
hand-picked shipwrights from the 
previous company, all of whom were 
very familiar with Victorias, so I was 
confident of a satisfactory outcome. I 
was not to be disappointed.

The heads compartment moulding for 
my M34 was supplied by Northshore, the 
company which had done the moulding 
for Victoria Marine during their heyday. As 
expected, the completed heads was identical 
to that in my V34 down to the Whale V fresh 
water hand pump at the basin in the heads. 
This article concerns that pump, and may be 
of interest to V34 owners whose boats (still?) 
have a Whale V.

I always found the Whale V hand pump 
extremely irritating, as it was not possible 
to do anything under running water. After 
putting up with it for 16 years, it occurred 
to me that it might be possible to fit a foot 
operated Whale Gusher Galley Pump. 
Luckily, I had one that I had replaced in the 
galley some years previously, so I was able to 
offer it up in the optimum location. I judged 
that it would just fit.

You will see from the diagram that the pump 
must be high enough for the treadle not 
to bottom on the outer horizontal surface 

of the moulding, but not too high for the 
top fixing to be made – in my case a wood 
screw into the teak edging surrounding the 
door opening. In fact, this attachment is not 
essential, as when one presses the peddle 
down the top of the body of the pump is 
pressed against the moulding.

As will be seen in the photograph, I have 
positioned the pump so that the pedal is 
well to the right as one stands at the basin. 
In this position it is convenient to have the 
two water pipes on the left side of the pump 
body.  If you need to purchase a new pump 
to make your instalation, be aware that 
pumps with their inlet and outlet pipes on the 
left hand side have a different part number to 
RHS pumps.

I have already mentioned that the pump I 
hoped to fit had originally been fitted to the 
galley sink. Unfortunately it was the RHS 
model. I had previously dismantled one, 
and from memory thought that it should 

be possible to reassemble it in a LHS 
configuration. I contacted Whale to check. 
They said it could not. I found this hard to 
believe, but had a crack at the conversion 
anyway. It was not a problem. So if you have 
an ex galley pump with RHS connections, do 
not be deterred.

The conversion has proved its worth during 
the recent sailing season. One crew member 
has commented that it is the most useful 
modification I have made to date.

John Cade
Cadenza

A Heads 
Winner

I have often wondered how one 
would fare if repairs were required in 
Aldeney.  This year I found out.

Near the end of a windless cross channel 
passage to the island, I noticed that my smart 
battery charge regulator was signalling a 
problem. A glance at the ammeter revealed 
that the alternator was not charging. We 
completed the passage, picked up a buoy in 
Braye harbour, and decided that we would not 
worry about the trouble until the following day.

After a good breakfast we checked for loose 
contacts but found nothing amiss. I then 
phoned the makers of the smart regulator. 
They specified a test of their regulator which 
determined that the fault lay in the alternator’s 
own regulator. I contacted Mainbrayce, the 
island’s marine engineers and chandlery, and 
within 30 minutes a rib was alongside and 

Michael Fitton, the proprietor, stepped aboard. 
His checks confirmed that the problem lay 
in the alternator, which he removed and took 
ashore.

Next morning we went ashore and called in 
at the chandlery to find out if any progress 
had been made. Michael told us that he 
had spoken to the UK importers and drawn 
a blank on a replacement regulator or an 
exchange alternator, and a new replacement 
alternator would take a fortnight. He had 
then spoken to the makers of the engine, and 
received  a similar set of answers. And the 
same again when he spoke to the makers 
of the alternator. He then noticed on the 
defunct alternator a label which had been 
painted over. Carefully prizing it off, he could 
discern some back - to - front digits which, 
when viewed in a mirror, he recognised it as 
a Volvo part number. He placed an order, and 
the replacement alternator arrived by air the 
following afternoon. He then had to do a bit of 
disassembly and soldering so that the smart 
regulator could be connected.

The new alternator was fitted the following 
morning, less than 48 hours from the time he 
was called. How is that for service? 

John Cade
Cadenza

     Repairs  in   
Aldeney
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If you have images of your 

cruise you would like to share 

pleas email them to

ian.rycroft@gmail.comMembers
PHOTOS @

I have just joined the Association, having acquired Ella (formerly Elbe 
Lady) in 2016. I gather from a post by one of her previous owners 
that only one or two gaff rigged versions were built. If there are any 
others I would be interested to hear from their owners. Meanwhile 
here is a picture of Ella under sail in Chichester Harbour last year.
Richard Brown
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