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Joan Abrams

Editorial

Sketches by David
Summerville  - p.3, 6,

20, 27 and 54.

The folder which has been produced by Paul Constantine of the winning articles for the Naylor
Noggin shows how varied are the types of cruising we do. It has been suggested that we no longer
have so many Bulletin articles about lengthy cruises. I’m not sure whether it is true that these
days fewer of us are undertaking the more ambitious trips, but it seems to me that there have
always been ventures of several kinds. There are the few, not typical of the DCA, who undertake
marathon crossings of several days away from land - those always compared to the great undertak-
ings of Frank Dye. Most of us admire these without aspiring to imitate them. Then there are the
mor e usual coastal voyages, often with a one day Channel cr ossing as part of the itinerary. W e still
have plenty of members who cruise in this way. Perhaps when it was less usual to trail to a starting
point there were more of us who left the boat after each weekend at a different anchorage. Many
very different boats have journeyed like this, from Edwin Dewhirst in his Seagull equipped like
many a lar ger yacht, to John Gray in his long trip to South W ales and back to the Dee in his Mirr or.
Then, no less enjoyable, are the many who take to their dinghies at weekends and return to a
home port, or a convenient recovering point, after one or two nights aboard, or after a single splen-
did day of sailing.

All these find their place in Paul’s compilation,
and I do urge you to send for a turn with it
from the DCA Library.

We had a wonder ful 50th anniversary at
Cobnor , and we hope to commemorate

it fully in a special section in Bulle-
tin 189. JA

NB : The deadline for the
next Bulletin - No.189 to be
published on January 1st
2006, is November 7th.
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50 th  Anniversary Celebrations at Cobnor.

More  photographs and written submissions on the subject of members’ attendance at Cobnor will be
included in the Winter issue of the Bulletin, which will make it an expensive edition to print, but
save the considerable postage cost of sending out a special Cobnor publication. No-one should be
discouraged from writing articles on other subjects for issue 189 – we will save them for a later
edition if we really do reach the stage where the number of articles has to be capped.

DCA Notices

DCA Shop – URGENT

Ill-health has made it impossible for Rodney Reddin to continue with the DCA shop, and he has had
to r elinquish the post with little war ning. W e are desperate for a volunteer to take this on. Anyone
willing should contact Roger or Joan. W e send Rodney our best wishes and thanks.

DCA Membership Subscription

It was decided at the 2005 AGM that a rise in the cost of subscription was inevitable. The new rate
will be announced at the 2006 AGM, well in advance of the Spring Bulletin, when members will be
asked for their subscriptions for 2006.

DCA Treasurer

Hawk-eyed readers will have noticed the words ‘vacancy imminent’ by ‘Treasurer’ and above Jeff
Rogers’s name inside the cover of Bulletin 187. Jeff is spending more time working abroad and so is
finding that he has correspondingly less time for his DCA post. Anyone wishing to be considered for
this position should make their names known to the President.  Ed.

My thanks to Joan for continuing to supply copies of the American magazine “Messing About in
Boats.”  There have been a number of loans in addition to the small core of regular readers who
enjoy each copy as it arrives.

Our thanks are due to Doug Heslop, Paul Constantine and Joan Abrams for the following donations
to the library:

A Roving in Open Boats by Ian Nicolson
A The Naylor Noggin – A celebration of the years of dinghy cruising accounts

compiled by Paul Constantine
B Starting to Sail by John Fisher
B Sailing Dinghies by John Fisher
D Stuart Marine Engine instruction manual (1968)
E Albert Strange on Y acht Design, Construction and Cruising by Jamie Clay

and Mark Miller
E Albert Strange –Y acht Designer and Artist by John Leather

If your copy of the library list of books is out of date or lost, you can have a new one free from me by
post or by email at (contact details removed for web publication)

The up-to-date DCA Bulletin Contents List is available free by e-mail, or £3.50 by post. DF

DCA Library
Doug Forster
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Stock and prices as last Bulletin; no orders to be made, please, until we find
someone to take over the shop.

DCA Shop
Position V acant

DCA Members
Dave Morton

Please Welcome the following New Members:-

2718 Ron Palmer ,
2719 John Harrison,
2720 James W att,
2721 Brian Hill,
2723 Joy Clarke,
2724 Stephen Skinner ,
2725 Ian Phillips,
2726 Anthony Firth
2727 Christopher Norris,
2729 Rupert Manley,
2730 Hugh Close ,
2731 Donald Everitt,
2732 Jez Evans,
2733 Gillie Bonner ,
2734 Ian Preece,
2735 Andrew Latham,

The complete address list is included with this bulletin. If by mischance you did not receive one,
please contact me, Dave Morton (contact details removed for web publication)  DM
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From Len Wingfield:  Comments on ‘Lament for the Seagull’ and ‘Weight Watching’

Dear Joan,

The new members’ contributions to Bulletin 187 made a welcome change. Although many mem-
bers regard an outboard motor as essential for cruising we rarely have any mention of them in our
Bulletin. Andrew Dawson’s nostalgic ‘Lament for the Seagull’ article reminded me of, in the 40’s, a
Gravesend boat-builder telling me how he had brought a 60-footer all the way up from the Medway
powered only by a tiny Seagull Featherweight mounted on a dinghy lashed abreast. The article also
prompted me to unearth my own ancient and rusty 40-plus longshaft (it has had at least four DCA
owners) with which I have the typical love-hate relationship. It was made serviceable again with
Andrew’s kind advice. One could describe the Seagull as a ‘living antique’ because whereas the
modern outboard motors can only be made by mass-production techniques (pressure die-casting,
injection moulding etc) involving huge mould costs, the Seagulls basically could have been hand-
built in a late 19th century workshop from machined sand-castings.

I know that the outboard motor was invented in America in 1913 by Ole Evinrude (I gather he also
made the engines for the W right Br others’ famous first flight) but I have never seen any of the early
models. I gather that they were fearsome things with some sort of crank starting. In the late 30’s,
the Seagulls with their loose wrap-round pull-cords must have been regarded as the ultimate in
user -friendliness! Per haps some kind member would r esearch and write us an article on early
outboard motors?

Roy Downes’ deliberately provocative
but well-infor med article ‘W eight
Watching’ suggested that we take
drastic measures to reduce weight
on our boats. However many mem-
bers take the opposite view that
weight is a good thing, and there has
even been a recent proposal that our
Boat Safety Recommendations
should recommend heavy boats with
steel centreplates. I have cruised ex-
tensively both in very heavy boats
and in fairly light ones so I should
be able to take an impartial view.
Heavy boats (generally speaking) are
less demanding on their crew’s skill
and stamina, but that does not nec-
essarily make them safer for a strong
and expert crew. Heavy centreplates
have advantages for underweight
crews in moderate conditions, but
also serious disadvantages. Obvi-
ously they are hard and slow to raise.
When raised for running or reach-
ing the raised plate would have nil
or negative counterbalance effect,
and if touching ground, or if left down
when running in heavy conditions,
can cause a capsize. Unless secured
by a pr eventer , in an inversion cap-
size the plate would fall back into its

Letters



7

slot and make recovery virtually impossible. I have attended many DCA rallies, and have found that
it is the light/moderately light boats with wooden centreboards that tend to sail in from the greatest
distances offshore and more commonly turn up in heavy conditions. Usually without outboard mo-
tors either!

Ballast can be useful, but the best added weight in a boat is an agile 14-stone crew!

With best wishes, Len

From Bill Bazett:  Yachting Monthly Senior

Dear Joan,

Two of these double-chine plywood cruisers wer e displayed at Beale Park this summer . They wer e
designed by Kenneth Gibbs in the late 1950’s with the amateur builder in mind. The original had a
centreboard but the Mark II, with a shallow ballast keel and bilge keels, was self-righting in the
event of a knockdown. These seaworthy little craft were only 16 ft overall by 6 ft beam. I had the
great pleasure of meeting the owner/builder of a Mark II who had trailed his Senior up from the
South coast behind his car . I don’t think any of these YM Seniors ar e owned by DCA members.

I hope we see many more of David Summerville’s beautiful drawings.

Yours sincer ely, Bill Bazett  (Member 2549)

From Nim Marsh:  ’Frith’

Dear Joan,

I am a DCA member from the United States, and
have enjoyed my distant affiliation for a couple of
years now and have lear ned so much fr om the ar -
ticles in the quarterly during that time. I’ve at-
tached a couple of shots of Frith , my little (9' 8")
clinker vessel that came across the Atlantic from
Plymouth, England, on the deck of a large ketch
called Klang  in the 1960s. I found her in a boatyard
with two holes in her bottom in the late ’70s and
saved her from being broken up. It took my wife
and I thr ee years to r ehabilitate her .

We were told she had been built (we don’t know by
whom) in Essex in the early ’50s. She sails mar -
vellously, and I enjoy sailing her more than any
other boat I’ve owned. She’s stable, responsive, and
remarkably weatherly. Last year my wife and I had
new sails made for her by Steve Hall of North Sea
Sails in Tollesbury. Her longest cruise has been
14 miles, and she’s endured sustained (fair) winds
of 28 knots and gusts to 31 (when her original
gooseneck broke) during our annual Great ‘Gansett
Raid in Rhode Island’s Narragansett Bay. But my
favorite conditions are 5 to 10 knots of wind on a
flat sea. Then she becomes quite sensuous to sail.

Thanks again for a wonderful organization and a
most useful publication.

Nim Marsh,  Cranston, Rhode Island
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Rally Reports
North W est

Derwentwater : 13-15 May 2005

Joan & Tony Abrams Falmouth Bass Boat Pladdy  Lug
Matthew Cunningham Stickleback Dory Maisie Lou
Colin & Jayne Firth Canadian Canoe Eclectic
Kevin & Jenny Lehay Lynx Morning Star
Antony Sluce Highlander 12 Fraoch
Brian & Kath McClellan Tender to Jezelle Salome
Andrew McLaughlin 14' Kingfisher Minstrel
John Hughes Crew of Pladdy Lug & Badger 1
Mike Hinsley Ness Lugger Badger 1
Mike Morris Irish Currach An Ponie
Keith Herriot Tideway 12 Clearwater
Ted Crawford West Wight Potter Little Ellie

Derwentwater Marina provided the usual excellent venue
for a DCA meet: more so this time as the camping area is
now well grassed over for hardy campers – the even hardier
members slept aboard! Not that there was too much hard-
ship as the weather was excellent, if a bit cool. As the Ma-
rina is at the northern edge of the lake this weekend’s light
to moderate easterlies allowed return under sail despite the
shallows at this end.

For some reason the usual Friday afternoon sailing didn’t
occur; the few who came on Friday arrived too late for seri-
ous sailing, though Maisie Lou  managed a short hour in zero
wind.

We welcomed Mike Morris for his very first DCA Meet – his
Irish Currach stole the show, attracting much attention from
members each time he beached; Mike Hinsley was at his
first Derwentwater Meet with his beautiful Ness Lugger - so
similar to the Currach but yet so different in construction.

Saturday’s north-easterly wind was light to moderate, the
moderateness coming in gusts suf ficient to make life inter -
esting without being frantic. After a latish start (wot’s new?)
we met on the lovely gravel spit at the northern end of St.
Herbert’s Island (wot’s new?). Jayne and I no longer have our
Topper Cruz, Jenya , and for this Meet were in our Canoe
Eclectic (the name inspired by Jayne’s habit, now that we
boast Broadband, of searching several weather forecasts and
selecting the best of each to give a composite “best weather”
scenario. Anyway it’s not a bad philosophy to look for the best
in everything!). Y es, we like paddling, but I also like playing,
so have fitted our electric outboard to Eclectic - and today
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was her “Sea T rials”. W e were very impr essed and made superb pr ogress with the combination of
modest paddling and fourth gear! So giving the lie to old French proverb, Pas d’elle yeux Rhône que
nous . Speed Trials OK, Endurance yet to be tested.

Another DCA tradition seems to be a pub meal on the Saturday. This time we gathered at the
Swinside Inn – a lovely place to enjoy a drink or a meal on a fine summer’s evening. John, Mike &
Mike walked  there (a couple of miles by their roundabout route) and 15 of us gathered for the meal.

The weekend culminated gently with a sunny day and light winds, barely enough to sail to
Rampsholme Island for lunch on a gravel spit similar to yesterday’s, but with the addition of nesting
geese nearby! After lunch the wind picked up, as lake winds often do, and we enjoyed gentle sailing
(and paddling - sans motor). Jayne and I sneaked into the “Boat Landings” for a secret ice cream - to
be hailed by John and Mike on a similar mission. Antony was staying over and so sailed down to
Myrtle Bay to over night. W e said our fond far ewells - only to see him back at the Marina a couple of
hours later . Appar ently the fr eshening wind had incr eased considerably and being northeast was
funnelling straight into his chosen lodging!

Derwentwater is always a winner – serious sailing when windy, especially as the winds are fluky,
but with frequent light winds one can relax and “switch off” for the day. The setting is superb, of
course.

Our thanks go to Dave Williamson and the staff of Derwentwater Marina for their help and relaxed
hospitality.

The next Derwentwater Meet is September 23rd - 25th; don’t miss it, it’ll be a gorgeous Indian
Summer! Colin Firth

see colour photos p10 - all by Colin Firth

River Dee : 25-26 June 2005
The date of this rally clashed with the Holy Island rally in Northumberland, an unintentional coin-
cidence which hopefully didn’t tear too many loyalties. So this was the alternative ‘holy island’ rally,
since our destination Hilbre (“St. Hildeburgh’s Ey”) used also to be a place of pilgrimage (although
virtually nothing now remains of the old priory) and like the Holy Island in Northumberland is also
separated from the mainland by a tidal causeway.

More faces showed at this rally than ever before. The names of the pilgrims attending and their
vessels were:

Brian McClellan Shipmate Senior Jezelle
Mike Hinsley Ness Boat Badger 1
John Hughes with crew Phil Freckleton on Saturday
and family Richard, Adam and Alix on Sunday Hitia catamaran Star Catcher
Graham Finney with family Declan, Rebecca and Rachel Puffin Lazy Daze
Tim Bowden and dog,
and John Rigby boatless

The format of the rally was similar to last year with boats launching at Dove Point in Meols, sailing
to Hilbre more or less in company to spend the night and returning to Dove Point on Sunday, with
Brian arriving early and lying to a vacant mooring on the Friday, and various people walking out to
and/or back from Hilbre across the sands.

There were several “firsts”, notably Graham Finney’s first launching of his tidy little newly com-
pleted home-built car -toppable lugger (an Iain Oughtr ed design). Being first sea-trials, he r emained
close inshore within the relatively sheltered Hoyle Lake (the lagoon inside the East Hoyle Bank)
and stayed for Saturday only. Phil Freckleton had his first-ever taste of sailing (as yet he is still a
non-member), and Mike Hinsley slept afloat aboard Badger 1  for the first time; both, I believe, memo-
rable events for those concerned.

Another clash of dates was with the local Hoylake Sailing Club regatta. Not that sharing the same
slipway with the local racing fleet and all their visitors eager to make the most of the high water
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 Ness Lugger Badger 1

Mike Morris + Irish Currach An Ponie

An Ponie

Eclectic

Matthew
Cunningham,s’
Stickleback Dory
Maisie Lou

Andrew McLaughlin’s
14’ Kingfisher Minstrel

Derwentwater Rally - May 2005
Photos - Colin Firth
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was a big problem - it all added to the glorious pag-
eant - but it made for a more than usually frenetic
atmosphere.

Brian had a bouncy time on his mooring lashed by
rain on Friday night, but with the rising tide on Sat-
urday the air became very light, giving gentle sailing
out to the vicinity of HE2 east cardinal buoy and then
south towards Hilbre where the fleet dried out on the
sand immediately east of the island at HW+3. Sun-
day dawned clear and sunny and the sea breeze which
sprang up with the incoming tide at noon gave us a
spanking sail back. At the slipway itself, we made
mental notes for next time that the considerable slop
caused by an onshore breeze within an hour of spring
HW can make launching or recovery tricky; it is bet-
ter to aim for earlier or later when the water is a few
feet lower and some shelter is provided by the sand
bank.

When somebody asked me at work on Monday, “How
was the sea this weekend?” I felt like replying that,

well, on Saturday it was grey and smoothly undulating with a silky sheen, later it scintered under
the evening sun through our barbecue smoke curling around the red rocks as the veil of cloud
rolled away, it susurrated as we lay awaiting the advance of the tide, laden with luminescence at
midnight, and that on Sunday it was exhilarating and sparkling in explosions of salty facefuls of
spray as we rode and carved through bucking waves, the surge of which lingered in my senses
several hours later back on dry land. That and the pleasure of the good company are my enduring
impressions of the weekend.

John Hughes

Menai Strait : April 29-May 2 2005

Colin Bell Clinker cat boat Puffin
John Hughes & Brian McClellan Shipmate Senior Jezelle
Tim Bowden Mirror dinghy Rachel

Friday :

Travel to Dinas Boatyard near Dinorwic. Colin had just arrived when I drove through the gates. I
had called to see Graham, the pr oprietor , the week befor e so he was expecting us. W e spent the
after noon rigging the boats after , on Graham’s advice, visiting the local pub to book in for an evening
meal and sample the ale. It was a good job we had booked in; when we strolled down later the pub
was cr owded. W e slept aboar d our boats in the boatyar d surr ounded by lar ge yachts.

Saturday : John arrived and we soon launched Puffin  and Jezelle  using the fine wide slip at the
boatyard. It was wet, a little miserable and there was not much wind. Our plan was to pass through
the Swellies, that notorious stretch of water between the Britannia Bridge and the Menai Suspen-
sion Bridge, then r etur n to over night behind Aber menai Point. W e had to be near Britannia Bridge
two hours befor e high water Liverpool to take advantage of the short period of slack water . To amuse
ourselves in the meantime we jilled about sailing against the incoming tide, making little progress
until we decided to pick up a vacant mooring to have a quick lunch. Success was at first denied
mainly due to my letting go the buoy just befor e tying on. W e did eventually succeed and lunch was
consumed with a wary eye on the time and computing distance/speed/time to the Swellies.

In the event it was all quite straightforward. A stream of yachts popped out of Dinorwic Marina as if
by magic, all headed for the Swellies and all we had to do was play follow my leader . The r etur n trip
was much of the same although Puffin  stopped partway thr ough. W e wonder ed why and found out
later that disaster had struck. Colin had his favourite hat, a veteran of the Fastnet Rock, blown
overboard and it sank just as he reached it. By the time we had returned under the Britannia
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Bridge the tide had tur ned and with full sail up again we tacked our way south-west towar ds Caer -
nar fon. W e had eight miles to go and our Admiral was looking at his watch (Colin, by virtue of having
sailed here before, was elected fleet Admiral for the weekend). The anchorage deep behind Abermenai
Point dries out and we would have to get a move on. Another factor was the drying bank off the point,
marked by a red channel buoy, and the swift tidal flow beyond as the ebb funnelled between the

point and Fort Belan. Clearly we were not going to make it even with the tide pushing us along and
so we hoisted the iron mainsails.

As we approached the dramatic setting of Caernarfon Castle with its backdrop of hills, I recalled
Stuart Calcutt’ s tale of leaving a gr een wellie her e as a starboar d-hand marker . We, however , did
not approach but passed by as visibility started to reduce. Distances and features became hard to
judge as we appr oached Belan Fort. W e headed acr oss the channel for the yachts and a lar ge motor
cruiser we could just see anchored behind the point. The larger craft were anchored in deep water
and Graham from the boatyard told us later that the tide swirls round the point scouring the bottom
and leaving it stony. Y achtsmen have been known to wake up to find themselves drifting down the
Strait or out to sea. W e crept inside the yachts and r ound the point to anchor in sand as the fog
engulfed us. W e listened car efully expecting any minute to hear the sound of muf fled oars as Davies
and Carruthers rowed back from Memmert. Within minutes we were high and dry and it was time
to open the bar (or did we open the bar before imagining scenes from The Riddle of the Sands ). An
hour or so later the mist cleared leaving us bathed in evening sunshine with a wonderful view of
the mountains to the south and south east - paradise.

Sunday : We floated of f at 2am. Anchor watch for half an hour or so as we swung to the tide. It pour ed
down with a south westerly(ish) wind blasting across the low dunes which protected us from the
open sea; we could hear the surf on the other side. After a full English breakfast, including porridge,
when we wer e once again agr ound, the weather clear ed. We went for a walk and Colin met an
acquaintance from the Manchester Cruising Club whose boat was anchored nearby. The wind was
SW or SSW gusting F5 by anemometer and would be more in the strait. Our plan had been to cross
the bar and head for Llanddwyn Island but there would be a nasty sea outside, so with typical DCA
flexibility we changed our minds. I telephoned T im and he told me that he was close to Caer nar fon,
that it was choppy and he would watch for us coming out of the anchorage.

As the tide came in Puffin  was the first to float, and I watched Colin and John struggle to reef the
mainsail as the boat jinxed about under the opposite influences of wind and tide (John had jumped
ship). Now treacherously left on my own (never trust a man who wears ‘bovver’ boots to go sailing) I
consider ed options. It was simple r eally. I hoisted and stowed the anchor , the wind carried me out
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over the tide and I pulled out about half of the genoa. By this time Puffin  was well away. Not only did
Bell steal my crew but he left me behind as well. I made sneaky use of my engine to catch up. My
subter fuge was detected of course. T im joined us sailing under a tiny jib. It was quite an exciting
sail past Caer nar fon and back up the strait. Not many sailing boats out. W e rafted up on a vacant
mooring for lunch but it was uncomfortable in the chop. More wind was forecast so we decided to pull
out whilst the tide served and the going was good. W e met up again later for a scratch meal on the
boats and a pint and natter at the pub.

We had only sailed or motor -sailed 20 miles but the weather mix, the glorious views of the hills, the
transit of the notorious ‘Swellies’ and good rib-tickling company made it a weekend to be remem-
bered. John took some ribbing about his boots but he has put up a stout defence extolling their
advantages, water tight, dry feet etc. However we now know the truth in John’s own words; “One
mustn’t underestimate the value of being able to intimidate fellow-sailors”. As I said, “never trust a
man who wears ‘bovver’ boots to go sailing”.

We shall r etur n (mor e than once I suspect).

Brian McClellan

South Coast

Folly Inn : 14-15 May 2005
Due to for ecast bad weather , Jay decided to cancel this rally and it eventually took place in July.

Liz Baker

Yarmouth : 4-5 June 2005
Jay Melbourne Star Trekka Ka Lae
Len Wingfield 14-footer Bluey
Graham Deans & Liz Baker Wayfar er
Steve Bradwell Enterprise

Nearly sabotaged by bad weather again with forecasts of westerly force 5, 6 or even 7.

Three boats launched on Saturday at Keyhaven. Len and Steve set out for a sail around Hurst
harbour and found it was indeed breezy. Jay was found moored behind a shingle spit having previ-
ously sailed fr om Christchur ch. Looking acr oss towar ds Yar mouth it did not look inviting with white-
capped waves and heeling yachts.

Waiting for the change of tide so that tide and wind wer e together did impr ove conditions and we
decided to set out with an escape r oute to Oxey Lake or L ymington if needed. As it tur ned out the
most difficult part of the crossing was getting over the mud of an almost dried-out Keyhaven! The
three reefed dinghies made a fast crossing and found Jay already tied to a pontoon, having set-out
earlier . He r eported a very choppy cr ossing, on jib alone, with at least one wave br eaking into the
cockpit of his small cabin boat.

Yar mouth was in the middle of a colour ful ‘old gaf fers’ festival but this did not af fect the sleep of the
tired dinghy sailors after a walk into town.

On Sunday the wind was less but it was decided to skip the planned sail up the River Y ar in case
conditions worsened. In fact the return crossing was made in almost ideal conditions for a fast and
enjoyable sail. Even the rain, when it came did not stop the three open boats from a few laps of Hurst
harbour in friendly competition, but not racing of course!

In all, a successful rally for the four boats that r eached Yar mouth, despite the unhelpful weather .

Steve Bradwell
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Oxey Lake : 18-19 June 2005
Steve Bradwell Enterprise Launched W arsash, Friday night at Ashlett Cr eek .
Graham Deans Wayfar er Launched Bosham, Friday night at East Head.
Frank Dyer Faversham 14 Launched Calshot
Keith Holdsworth Flying Pig Launched Keyhaven
Chris Jenkins Gyspey Potter -Launched Portsmouth, Friday night at Y ar mouth.
David Jones Speedy Launched W arsash, Friday night at Ashlett Cr eek.
Derek Milbourne Startrekker Ka Lae -Fr om Yar mouth
David Sumner Mirror Curlew -Launched W arsash.

The Saturday coincided with the Round the Island race which made for a crowded western Solent.
There was also considerable frustration as there was no wind, so the start had to be delayed. The
wind, when it came, was truly fickle as it was easterly in the Solent but the yachts were then
beating west thr ough the Hurst Narr ows! I watched this fr om Yar mouth having beat my way down on
Friday against a south-westerly. Others coming from the east on Saturday had a much pleasanter
run. The usual evening trip to the pub was then followed by a calm night.

On the Sunday the wind was still easterly which meant that during the morning those going east
would be against wind and tide. Some left early to catch the east-going tide; others went in to
Newtown to wait out the tide and I ended up anchored at Pitts Deep. Jay stayed at Oxey Lake and
Keith had the tide and wind back to Keyhaven. Once the tide turned it was a very lumpy sail against
a fr esh north-easterly to just of f R yde, when the wind died and I had to motor to Bembridge. Having
had to beat both ways I ended up sailing 60 miles in total, about twice the straight line distance. An
enjoyable but contrary week-end. Chris Jenkins

Folly Inn : 2-3 July 2005
This was the rally re-scheduled from 14 May. Unfortunately Jay Millbourne’s rudder had broken
and could not be rebuilt in time for him to host this event. Despite a discouraging forecast, four
boats made it to the Medina:

Mark T inker 15 ft Hobie catamaran, all the way from Rockley (Poole Harbour)
Alastair Law 14 ft Paradox from Calshot
Alan Glanvaille 19 ft Ness Y awl fr om Calshot
Len Wingfield 14 ft W oodnutt dayboat, fr om Warsash

There could hardly have been a wider range of boats, but we had one thing in common, we were all
sail-and-oar (except for the intrepid Mark, who had only a single paddle on his catamaran!). The
winds were a bit below the F5 forecast but, nevertheless, with the Solent chop, those from South-
ampton W ater had a wet cr ossing and Mark’s sail must have been epic! W e enjoyed a good if noisy
meal in the Folly Inn, but none of us joined the girls dancing on the tabletops (this appears to be a
Folly Inn tradition).

Sunday’s for ecast was for mor e of the same weather , but getting worse, so we all left early, thr ee of
us meeting up again at Calshot. Fortunately the wind stayed southerly giving Mark a reach for his
long journey back to Rockley and, despite the forecast, the wind dropped off to F2 for a time. Even so,
Mark arrived by 16.30! Len Wingfield

50th Anniversary Celebration : 15-17 July 2005 (mainly!)
This event will be well documented elsewhere, but I have to say it was a huge success, and all who
came enjoyed themselves immensely. The sun shone and the first week-end, when 115 members
and sixty boats assembled for the festivities, we had cloudless blue skies and light winds enabling
both the treasure hunt on Saturday, and the big parade of sail from Cobnor to East Head on Sunday
morning, to go ahead.

I have become the collating point for all the photos taken, which we are endeavouring to make
available for everyone to view. Thanks to those who have already sent me CDs of their pictures. I
have about 300 already, including my own, and some superb results amongst them. They do, vividly,
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bring it all back. If any of you still have pictures you haven’t sent me by the time this Bulletin
arrives, I’d still be happy to receive them – either prints which I can scan-in, or on a CD.

Three people in particular were heavily involved in the organisation. Hugh Clay took responsibility
for all the planning, administration and financial side, booked the caterers for the barbeque and the
dinner , obtained per mission fr om the Harbour Master to lay moorings on Cobnor Har d, pr ovided the
DCA souvenir mugs and thought out the programme of events. Graham Deans liaised with Hugh
and booked the marquee, portaloos, generator for the caterers, provided fridges to keep the beer
cool, organised electricity for the lighting and found us the two excellent bands which entertained
us on Friday and Satur day evenings. Chris Jenkins did splendid work running the bar , and kept
smiling  throughout. My own efforts seem puny by comparison. (Not so! – Ed.)

In addition, Steve Bradwell did a splendid job keeping the launching running smoothly, so none of
the regular hard users got held up or complained, and many other people stepped-in on the day and
did those jobs which needed to be done, helping everything to run smoothly.

Finally, but most important, my thanks go to Diana Beale for letting us use her field and allowing
and helping us to do everything the way we wanted. Liz Baker

Above : Chris the barman, smiling throughout,
helped by Paul Harrison and Ian Page

Below : One of many tables at the Dinner
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North East

Holy Island : 24-27 June

Tim, Bev & Anna Roberts Virus Trimaran Triana.
David & Margaret Spensley Wander er Rhapsody in Blue.
Chris Hieke Wander er Herbie.
Ed Wingfield Dockrell 17 Dolly Peel

“  WB10 Cuddy Duck.

On the W ednesday befor e the rally the for ecast was looking OK. Thursday SW 17kn, ther eafter wind
would veer to northerly and become light right through to the Sunday pm. Ed arrived Thursday 19.30
and r endezvous-ed with T im who’d alr eady launched and been sailing. As the for ecast was V ar 3
becoming NE F4-5, they decided that the night should best be spent tucked around the back of Guile
Point at a place they named Oysterman’s Bay. It was utterly secluded and pristine. The downside
was that it must have been the day of the year when a certain species of fly decided to hatch out in
the evening – they were plagued by them. Thankfully they were not biters.

Friday.  Light northerlies. After carrying out further Ouze mooring reconnaissance Ed met up again
with T im and set of f in Triana  first to collect mussels for lunch, then to carry out engine speed trials
using the Suzuki 2.2 monitored by gps. They reported that cavitation occurred at 5kn. They decided
to go out to where Mermaid  was anchored. She is a Trinity House Lighthouse Tender and she was
carrying out buoyage maintenance. On the way out they were joined by an adult male dolphin
which repeatedly dived and surfaced around them. When they throttled back to do photography of
Mermaid  he lost interest. As soon as they opened up again he returned. On the return trip the
engine played up and stopped. They hoisted all sail and ghosted back towards Holy Island in a f1-2.
Later the engine was r estarted and they continued in motor -sailing. Later lunch was taken. Moules
naturale  was on the menu.

David and Margaret arrived, and later Chris, who gave reports of a difficult road journey. Chris
launched with the full liveaboar d inventory. T im and Ed decided that Oyster man’s Bay would again
make a perfect anchorage and barbeque/booze-up place. The three boats dried at 1 hr after HW,
again in this most perfect spot. The flies that had caused bother the previous night had presumably
moved on to the next stage in their life-cycle, as they were absent.

Satur day.  Light northerlies. T im left early and dr ove to Berwick Railway Station to collect the fam-
ily. Chris and Ed walked to the village, then decided to explore the church to do an historic building
survey pr etending to be experts. David and Mar garet wer e seen sailing the W ander er ar ound the
low water cr eeks. Chris and Ed set sail in the 2nd W ander er and stopped once again to gather mor e
mussels. D & M were seen to complete the ‘Seal Circuit’ so it was decided to follow. Spectacular
views of the Grey Seal population were seen very close to. Once past ‘Ross Low’ depths were mini-
mal and it was a matter of continuous adjustment of rudder and centre-board to give enough ‘bite’
without causing too much drag in the soft sandy bottom.

The evening was spent in ‘The Ship’ wher e the rally company wer e well fed and water ed. We later
lear ned that the pub would be changing hands later in the year . Chris and Ed left to get to the
overnight anchorage. The others slept ashore.

Sunday.  This was the last chance for an Island Circumnavigation as tides were now off the high
springs, but with the forecast of var 2 becoming SW 3-4 then W 4-5, it was called off. Local pottering
was once again the preferred option. Chris and Ed sailed to Oyster Creek at low water and set up a
barbecue behind a windbreak. On the teatime HW, three boats went across to the mainland to
beach at Tealhole Point. David and Margaret picnicked high up on the grass, Chris and Ed joined
them but also made preparations to remain for the night. Later D&M were watched as they sailed
back to Holy Island in a pleasant N 2.

Monday. The two at Tealhole Point lifted off in the morning and returned to Holy Island in a light
northerly after another peaceful night. Her e the rally was ef fectively over , save D&M carrying out
further Island exploration on foot. Ed Wingfield
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South West

St Just in Roseland, Cornwall : 11- 18 June 2005

Percy Jackson Cornish Coble Platypus
Eric Scholes “
Margaret Dearden “
Frank Dearden “
John Lidstone Outrigger Canoe Geese (Sat - Tue only)
Joy Lidstone “
Tim Evans Yeoman Mollie (Sun only)
David Platten Celtic Lugger Alice Mary (Mon only)
Don Hopper “
Sian Brown No boat
Graham Clipstone “

A depleted meet because of the July Cobnor gathering. Many of the usual faces not there. I ex-
plained this to Ian, the campsite owner , and pr omised we would be back next year . Percy and Eric
stayed in a r ented house nearby, a palatial establishment with patio, alongside the Per cuil River .

On the Sunday Platypus , Geese and Mollie  sailed into St Mawes Bay and had an extended lunch on
Place Beach. T im and Mollie  joined us for the day, T im having a mooring in the Mylor ar ea. A good
day’s sailing, winds Force 3.

Monday was a glorious day and we were joined by Dave and Don in Dave’s self-built 14 foot Celtic
Lugger which is a real credit to him. A beautiful boat rigged as a Breton Chaloupe Sardiniere with
a sculling oar called a yuloh. Graham joined the crew for the day. Platypus  and the lugger went over
to the Helford River where the crew of Platypus  beached near the pub at Halford Passage and enjoyed
some cold Guinness. Geese went over to a beach near the Pandora Inn. A great day out with some
good sailing, Force 2-3.

On the Tuesday Platypus , now on her own with Geese pulling out early, went over into Falmouth
Harbour , calling in later at the chandlery in Mylor Marina. W inds For ce 4.

Wednesday and Thursday wer e a bit drizzly with wind that decided the Platypus  cr ew to go shopping
in Truro to buy a piece of kit for a friend of Eric’s from Coniston with a problem on his boat.

On Friday before pulling out, Platypus  and crew had a lovely sail across to the Pandora, and arriving
at high water were able to sail up Restronguet Creek to the area near Penpont, calling at the
Pandora for cold Guinness on the return. Another enjoyable venture. Winds Force 2.

Graham and Sian had gone off mid-week to visit a relative, to find that the relative’s friend needed
a crew to take a larger cruiser over to France. Graham signed on for the trip with Sian following by
ferry to join them for a few days on the French coast.

All in all a very enjoyable week, but we missed the usual cr owd on the campsite and on the water .
Roll on next year . Frank Dearden
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North W est
Glanllyn, Bala Lake : July 8-10

Dave Morton Wayfar er Restless
Keith Muscott Cruz Seren
Brian McClellan and Alan V enables Mirror Yes, but

This rally was held in company with Toddbrook Sailing Club of Whaley Bridge, High Peak, the third
such in four years. The paucity of DCA names here suggests that it was a lonesome ‘do’, but nothing
could be further fr om the truth. Ther e were a lot of TSC members pr esent, and North W ales had
started to bake in a heat wave, so hundreds of others were tempted out to Glanllyn for the weekend,
bringing a variety of craft with them. Dave and I stayed from Friday night to Sunday evening; Brian
and Alan appeared on the water on Saturday only, having launched from the teeming car park and
picnic site at the village end of the lake, almost four miles away. (W e discussed whether this r eally
qualified them as attendees, but as the omission of their names would have reduced the DCA
numbers in this report by 50%, we thought it wiser to take the broader view...)

I arrived mid-evening on Friday to find DM already established. He had noticed the numbers of
people and the rising temperature and had immediately commandeered a cool area under a big oak
tr ee wher e he was encamped in the style of a brigadier -general befor e Gettysbur g, flying the lar gest
DCA burgee I have ever seen. Despite the size of the burgee I didn’t notice it, and overshot on my
first attempt to park the car and trailer , continuing for another cir cuit of the field because of the
number of tents around, to hoots of derision from the TSC.

While the r est of North W ales held its br eath in a hot, flat calm, Bala, or mor e accurately, Llyn T egid,
generated its own sailing breezes as from noon on both Saturday and Sunday. The Glanllyn launch
area is hard clay above and below the waterline and we were able to leave the boats on their trolleys
on the shore all weekend, so the situation was almost perfect. Not quite perfect for serious sailors
like us, mind, as the br eezes often became fitful and dr opped altogether , causing sighs of frustra-
tion, the removal of shirts and the reaching into lockers for drinks as we sat in the blazing sun.
Frankly, it was hell out there at times.

We did not sail in company during the two days; Dave seemed to have a full boat for most of the time,
whereas I was the lone hand. I had not had Seren long, and two’s company at the start of a meaning-
ful relationship. On Saturday I sailed to the end of the lake and back, and on Sunday I sailed – to the
end of the lake and back. This was more enjoyable than it sounds, as I had to traverse four sailing
clubs with vastly different craft right down to Bala SC at the end of the lake, which was having a
weekend regatta. Any boat with an unusual rig is a provocation to other dinghy sailors, so Seren and
I wer e challenged fr equently on the way. W e held our own with thr ee Flying Fifteens, wer e bested
over a mile or so by a very sharp couple in a well-tuned Enterprise, but then we passed through a
Formula 18 catamaran race where we were beaten up systematically by huge, technologically intri-
cate boats flying hulls and making noises like jet engines.

In the top corner of the lake beyond Bala SC there is a little cove which seems to offer deepish water
close in out of the breeze; I beached there to eat my sandwiches and have a flask of coffee. Unknown
to me, Brian McClellan had recognised the boat from the other side of the lake, and had decided to
come over ( Seren used to be Jenya  when she belonged to Colin and Jayne Firth). I finished lunch and
discovered I was on a lee shore with hardly any water to get the board and rudder down. Absorbed
with this problem, I didn’t notice Brian. Finally, I spun away from the beach and headed back down
the lake, just as he arrived! Realising that someone was shouting, I returned to within fifty yards
and could just make out “DCA!” and “I sailed your boat before you had it!” Despite the shades and
floppy hat, I managed to work out that it was Brian, and not the Ghost of Rallies Past calling over the
water .

There were other interesting diversions. There were many swimmers around, sponsored to at-
tempt the full length of the lake accompanied by canoes. Their safety boat was driven by macho
youths who gave them a big wash to worry about. An instance of the cure being worse than the
complaint. The narrow-gauge steam railway plied its trade up and down the south-east bank, in and
out of the trees. Every time it appeared in a gap, the driver would see flotillas of boats on the water
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and sound his whistle, which echoed around the hills. Thomas the Tank Engine Meets Gaggles of
Sailing Dinghies. Delightful and different.

Off Bala Sailing Club the rescue boat ignored the race it was supervising on Sunday afternoon and
put-putted over to me to identify Seren. The conversation made me even later getting back to base
at the end of the day.

Both evenings provided gut-buster barbecues and lively home entertainment. A TSC member did “A
stately pleasur e-dome decr ee” – and er ected a plastic-sheet-and-steel-pole-nine-metr e-long mar -
quee of the sort that has finally made heavy canvas bell tents obsolete for boy scouts up and down
the land. Midges were kept out; sailors were kept in. Food was eaten, drinks were drunk and guitars
and banjo were played. The repertoire tended towards folksy numbers and shanties about hard
times, fr eight trains going so fast, r ough seas ar ound the Hor n, transportation to V an Diemen’s
Land, famine, and the plight of the poor – but none the worse for that when you’re sunburned,
comfortably stuf fed with food and had a few beers. W e tumbled out later , shushing one another , into
a black velvet night thr obbing with stars. Everyone stood quietly staring upwar ds. “W e never see
night skies like this at home,” said one emotional TSC member . “We dar en’t go outside in the dark
at home,” his wife retorted.

Having swum off the beach on both days I finally realised it was not an unalloyed pleasure: the clay
bottom had been whipped up by boat traffic so that it was always in suspension, making the water
gritty. This was good preparation for the following week at the Cobnor celebrations, though, where I
found that the only way to get rid of the Chichester Harbour grunge you accumulated while wading
around the mooring trots was to swim it off.

I finally beached Seren at 7.00 pm on Sunday evening, to find everyone else had left. By 9.30 I was
back home in Anglesey and had thr own myself into the shower . Dave Morton dr ove home thr ough a
very busy Llangollen, where alcohol and testosterone-fuelled lads were leaping into the River Dee
from the town bridge. The sun causes some kind of fermentation in the blood of the British. Any-
way, apart from that, was it a successful rally? Oh yes, I think so. Keith Muscott

Coniston : 3- 4 September 2005
Ted Craw for d - W est W ight Potter Little Ellie
Keith Herriot - W est W ight Potter Tickety Boo
Mike Knott - Modified Enterprise Caribee
Joan & Tony Abrams - Falmouth Bass Boat Pladdy Lug
John Dalby -  Rebell, Junk Rig Celandine
Martin Lomas - Selway Fisher Rowing Dory?
Bernard Harman, Eric Scholes & Percy Jackson - Skipper 17 Red Jay

All the aforementioned parties foregathered at 10.00 in the forenoon, at the boating centre, to rig,
launch, partake of morning coffee, grumble about the newly-introduced car parking fees, wonder
about the absentee co-or dinator , and yes, to discuss the intended destination for lunch. Horseshoe
Bay was selected as the most suitable location. The day was warm with a cloudless blue sky and
light and variable winds, resulting in a gentle and sometimes pirouetting drift in a southerly direc-
tion down the lake – apart from Martin who of course made it in a straight line. The final destina-
tion, unusually for everyone, come lunchtime was indeed Horseshoe Bay, much to the enjoyment?
of a family who had trekked across the field from the road to have a quiet barbecue on this secluded
sunny beach. Their enjoyment of this location was even more enhanced by the arrival of another
fleet of visiting boats from Delph Sailing Club. Over lunch it was finally decided that the venue for
the Saturday evening meal should, horror of horrors, be changed from the Crown Hotel to Harry’s
Café. After lunch, leaving the barbecue family to the solitary seclusion of the beach, the return to
the boating centre was completed without incident but with a quantity of rowing for Celandine  in the
light winds. In the evening a pleasant meal was had in the cellar of the, new to us, hostelry in
Coniston village. Sunday dawned warm and fine and developed into hot and Mediterranean with
more light breezes. A gentle sail around the northern end of the lake was enjoyed by all, including
a rowing boat that had metamorphosed into a sailing trimaran!! Shortly after noon all the visiting
boats pulled out and headed home, leaving Red Jay  and her crew to return to her moorings near the
sailing club for a late lunch. In all, despite the light winds, I think it would be agreed that it was a
very pleasant weekend, in complete contrast to the Coniston meet earlier this year . Percy Jackson

see colour photos by John Dalby on p.47
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Foiled Again Keith Muscott
Plotting and making the NACA Aerofoil Sections

The following notes and diagrams give you the plotting points for producing NACA sections for
rudders and centreboards. Once again, a drawing of our portly mate NACA0015 has been used
(Fig.1), mainly as an aid to following the table (Fig.2). From the examples in the table you can
work out what other slimmer or fatter sections would be if needed. E.g. halve the numbers for
0018 to get 0009, which is a common section for racing boat rudders. As I mentioned in the last
article, practicality limits the options for dinghies. The thickest part of a 10-inch wide board
would be .3 of an inch with NACA0003, or 3 inches with NACA0030. Enough said.

The first job is to ascertain what the rudder/centreboard’s length and width are going to be. The
width is the dimension you will need in order to use the table – bear in mind that these numbers
ar e always per centages of the chor d, that is, the boar d’s width. Y ou need to know the finished length
just to cut suitable pieces of timber . Remember to allow for flattening the trailing edge when consid-
ering the board width. The width of this flat can be anything up to 10% of full board thickness
without penalty ( thickness , not width/chor d - check the drawing .) You will see fr om the table that
the thickest part of the NACA four -digit section is always 30% of the overall width fr om the nose
(first column). The temptation to use a 10” wide board is almost overwhelming, with all those deci-
mals and percentages around; by moving the decimal point one place to the left, all of those vertical
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percentages become measurements in inches for a 10” chord, so at 30% aft the half-width is .75”,
which is 1 1/2” overall, i.e 15% of chord, hence 0015.

The next difficult decision is deciding on the maximum thickness you want. As the thickness
increases, the section can manage steeper angles of attack without stalling, within reason, but you
also have increased drag, which does affect small light boats quite quickly as this dimension grows.

Racing rudders are generally in the region of 0009 /0010, but on a cruising boat they are found up
to 0025. As centreboards are wider than rudders, and work at shallower angles of attack, as we saw
last time, their NACA sections ar e usually smaller , say up to 0015 absolute maximum. Do you want
a foil which resists stalling at the expense of some extra drag and possible loss of speed, or do you
want the last  iota of performance out of your racing boat and so would prefer to maintain concentra-
tion on your technique to keep the likelihood of stalling to a minimum? Remember also that the
fatter foils ar e easier to carve. And much str onger. Drawing a number of sections befor e you make
up your mind is probably the best approach.

The malleable plastic ‘sticks’ available as drawing aids (not French curves) are one way of joining
most of the dots. A flexible batten of some sort should give a fair curve more easily, but the first four

Fig.1

Fig.2
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plotting points from the nose present the greatest difficulty. The nose is usually plotted by drawing
a circle, but that does not imply that it ends up being a round  nose (Fig.3). Having drawn your
section, you can then work out the best way to form it.

The obvious way is to produce a laminated blank of sufficient size to accommodate maximum chord
and thickness. If this is the way you want to go, do not hold the work horizontally and complete one
side first – you won’t be able to hold it while you complete the other side. Grip it edgeways in the

vice(s) and form first the nose then the run to the trailing
edge. This will leave you with a flat down the foil roughly
between 25% and 60% along the section on each side. It is
possible to shape this part last with the board held horizon-
tally because it is a less complicated curve, and it is a good
idea to retain the flat near the upper end of the board any-
way, where it is out of the water when in use, so the rudder
cheeks or centreboard case can hold the foil more securely.
It may also be possible to build up the blade from strips of
varying dimensions, so that glue lines coincide with the right
thickness at some points as an aid to shaping, but I have
found this promising idea to be of limited use when I have
got down to actually trying it. It might work with the fatter
sections, but each strip would have to be centred exactly on
its neighbour . Fiddly.

Another method is to have a core which is thick enough to contain the dimensions at the ends of
the foil section, and then glue strips on to both faces where you need more thickness. I believe this
is the way to go. Taking our 0015 as an example, the core blank would, say, be 10” wide by 1” thick,
formed of several laminations to inhibit warping and splitting. Before you even begin to glue on
extra strips, you can shape the nose back to plot 3, and also the last three inches of the trailing edge
from about plot 12 . Not only is the job more under control, but it is easier to produce two small
templates or profiles in plywood (or less durably in card) to check these edges as you work. This will
leave a central section on both sides of about 5 3/8”  which will need building up. Gluing strips of
10mm beading side by side to cover these is one possibility. Remember that it does not have to be
square in section (which would require 14 strips to each side!) but a rectangular section 10mm
deep by about 30mm wide may be the one to look for (5 strips per side). Y ou could pr oceed instead by
slapping on two cheeks of about 8mm plywood, 5 3/8”  wide. This is easier to begin with, and the lines
of the plies (5 of them, not 3) will be a guide to evenness as you work, but it will be harder to plane
and you will pr obably end up doing most of the shaping with a sander . Whichever way you appr oach
this method, for checking you will require the two small templates already mentioned, plus a full
cut-out of the complete section to pass over the board as you finish it off. It will be easier to use this
last one if you flat the trailing edge before you work on the centre section – then you do not have to
produce a cut-out for a trailing edge which runs sharply to zero.

Preparation and a meticulous approach are the keys to this job. My first attempt years ago was
for med fr om a full-thickness blank of laminations in contrasting timber , with the object of its look-
ing beautiful when varnished. After the lengthy process of selecting the wood, followed by the initial
gluing and cramping, then a lot of time with plane and Surform, I made one or two serious errors
through not keeping my eye on the ball, which I smoothed out then ignored, being reluctant to scrap
all that effort, and reasoning that my unique shape would probably prove to be better than the
conventional section anyway. The human mind is infinitely persuadable, especially when the per -
suading is being done by itself.

It became a thing of beauty, but not a joy for ever. The NACA/NASA foil designers should have seen
it before it was burned, as they would have recognised instantly that it was the perfect section to
operate efficiently in a fluid that none of them had encountered before, but which is no doubt
commonly found on the outer planets. The second effort was much more successful, being more
carefully fashioned, and it improved the handling of the 17-ft mini cabin cruiser for which it was
made, at all speeds. There was far less need for extreme movement of the tiller to steer the boat.

Not everyone regards the NACA sections as holy writ to be followed rigidly, as can be seen from the
final wor d on cruising boat centr eboar ds, which I leave to the New Zealand designer John W elsfor d,

Fig.3
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whose dinghy designs, mainly yawls, are proving to be immensely popular and have already been
used to achieve some epic dinghy cruises – in both hemispheres. Also, Dave Jennings was sent a
copy of this article, and has added his own comments, which are appended below. KM

“On foils, I have experimented with all sorts of stuff and come back to this simple formula. For a
non-racer centreboard, the thickness should be 12% of chord, the leading edge radius should be 1/
6 th  the thickness, the maximum thickness should be at 40% back from the leading edge*, the
trailing edge should be square across 5% of the maximum thickness. Make a nice fair curve from
leading to trailing edge. This gives a high lift section with a very high stalling angle which will
assist the boat to tack reliably in very light or very rough conditions when the low-drag sections
tend to stall and lose lift. The leading edge is not pr one to damage if you hit anything, either . It is a
thick section, though, and on some boats would not fit the centrecase, so you might have to scale
the proportions down to suit the thickness possible.” John Welsford .

* I have indicated this point on the drawing of 0015.  John’s choice is clearly based on NACA0012,
with the point of greatest thickness moved aft by a radical 10%. This will also give the board more
support from the case in way of the bolt, although really all that is happening as regards foil shape
is that the flow is being moved aft.  KM

Dave Jennings Writes:

I am in full agreement with Keith on his description of the theory of foils shapes. Most articles that I have
read suggest that the best NACA section for dinghies will fall between 0009 and 0012 with the thicker
sections being more suited to slower boats; this is borne out by John Welsford’s views. I expect that most
of our dinghies would be classed as ‘slow’. The thicker sections will give more lift (less leeway) and be
more resistant to stall with drag only becoming a real issue at higher speeds. However it is very likely that
you will limited by the practicalities of things such as the size of the existing centreboard casing or the
rudder stock. If you plan to race then you also need to consider the class rules which may limit what can
be done to the standard foil shapes. As the thickness of the foil becomes smaller then the exact section
shape becomes less critical. I have read one article that suggests that at a thickness of less than 6% an
elliptically shaped nose with a straight taper on the trailing edge will have a lower drag then the equiva-
lent NACA 0006 section. On my ‘Highlander’ dinghy, I initially rounded the nose of the centreplate and
rudder with a slight taper on the trailing edge. I found that when the boat started to move at any great
speed it would vibrate quite badly. After discussing this with the designer, Paul Fisher, I further rounded
the nose section (making it roughly elliptical) and increased the taper on both centreboard and rudder.
This cured the vibration completely, even though the shaping was done entirely by eye.

I am currently building a centreboard for my new boat which I plan to shape using a router guided by a
template of the desired shape. The technique was well explained in a “Watercraft” magazine  article
about a year ag o. I will be using the NACA section and with the thickness coming out at around 1 1/2
inches on a 12 inch chord it is just below the 0012 section. This still looks very fat compared to most
dinghy centreboards. The last thing that I would suggest is worth doing once you have carefully crafted
your foil is to sheath it in glassfibre and epoxy resin, particularly along the leading edge. This gives it
some much-needed protection against abrasion as you run aground or fail to get the board up quickly
enough as you approach the shore. I regularly remove the paint from my centreboard and rudder in this
way!   DJ

A Tale of Two Trailers     Alan Glanville
A discussion concerning some of the salient points of trailers and trailing
For eight years I have used an RM extended combi trolley/trailer for the nineteen foot two inch
Ness Yawl Lowly Worm III . I have just exchanged this for a Brenderup trailer to allow the launch
and recovery to be made directly by utilizing keel rollers and side rollers. I thought recording
some of the salient points of each might be helpful to other members who might be considering
what type of trailer to buy for a long or a heavy dinghy.

The combi trolley/trailer consists of two galvanized ‘A’ frames, one with simple trolley wheels and
the other road wheels, suspension and a tow hitch. Both frames have a jockey wheel at the apex.
This rig is fairly light, an advantage for moving it around by hand and requiring only a small car to
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pull it. The boat is floated onto the trolley which is submerged on the beach or slipway. The trolley is
then pulled out and winched onto the trailer pick-a-back style and locked on with a bolt and pin.
Only the plastic wheels of the tr olley go into the water , the trailer wheels and bearings ar e kept well
away fr om salt water . If I sailed with a cr ew I would have this trailer still. However ther e are some
disadvantages for the single hander .

It is difficult to get the boat floating centrally over the trolley and to pull it out of the water by oneself.
A second person is needed to hold the floating boat in position whilst the trolley is hauled out. My
one attempt at building ‘arms’ to hold it was unsuccessful, though I am sure this could be done in
fact. Getting the boat plus trolley up onto the trailer is also tricky and an effort, though it does save
on gym membership fees. This type of trailer is really designed for a smaller dinghy (my trailer was
extended in length as a ‘special’). W ith the long length of the Ness Y awl almost a half of the hull was
overhanging the trailer at the r ear. I ther efore carried all the heavy items of gear; anchors, ballast
and food, in the car . This entailed a fairly lengthy loading and unloading ritual at the start and
finish of each trip to the coast – an important consideration if you live a long way from the sea.
Production day boats like those of the Drascombe range use roller trailers. I have therefore gone for
something similar hopefully with a balance of net advantage.

Ther e is a full length bed to the new trailer . The four keel r ollers allow the boat to be pushed back
and into the water by hand – a walkway down the trailer allowing the sailor to walk unhindered the
length of the trailer . The boat is supported at the sides by further angled r ollers. During launch and
recovery the trailer remains attached to the towing vehicle with its wheels only just in the water -
no deeper than half way up the tyr es. To r ecover, a strap is hooked to a shackle located low down on
the bow post. The boat is then winched up with very little effort. The keel rollers at the very back of
the trailer are located on a swivelling frame to guide the boat onto the trolley centrally. I am await-
ing some plastic guide tubes to further assist keeping the hull straight for when there is a strong
cross tide or wind.

Ther e ar e some other neat featur es to this particular Danish made trailer . It is generally very well
finished compared to others I saw at the Southampton Boat Show. It has mudguards designed to be
stood on, these together with optional ‘steps’ on each side make leaning into the boat a much
easier job when it is out of the water . The wiring for the trailer boar d is inside the chassis with an
8 pin plug at each end, parked in dedicated holders. The trailer -boar d can ther efore be unclipped
and unplugged right at the stern and stowed in the car upon launch and be quickly replaced on
recovery. This is another timesaver on each trip. In addition, as the boat is supported beneath the
full length of its keel I can stow the boat in the driveway at home to speed up launch and recovery at
the coast. I am now in the process of replacing the 90 lb of removable ballast with a 120 lb galvanized
steel centreboard. This should be fine for handling with this type of trailer whereas the boat would
be too heavy for me to manhandle with the combi. The anticipated advantages of the steel centreplate
are better windward performance and timesaving on launch and recovery.

The Tow Car

A major point of consideration with any trailer decision is the size and type of car to pull it. The
combi rig was pulled fairly easily by both a Peugeot 205 and a Honda 1.4 Civic. However the heavier
boat and trailer of the second type r equir es a str onger and heavier car . Especially to tow boat and
trailer over a beach, up a slipway or over thick seaweed a 4 wheel drive comes into its own. Further ,
a car with high pulling power at low revs (torque) is ideal. The heavier the kerb weight of the car the
better for towing on the road too. If a light tow car is used it is better to load the car with the boat’s
gear thus incr easing the weight of the car and lightening the trailer .

Both of the trailers discussed above are unbraked. The law specifies that axle weight of an unbraked
trailer must be less than 750kg. The car’s manual is the point of reference for precise towing
specifications. Exceed the weights specified in the manual and you will be breaking the law and
invalidating your insurance. The car manual therefore should be the first point of reference if you
ar e considering buying a new boat or trailer . In a study on trailers ‘Boat Mart’ Magazine (June 2004)
states that best practice is that the laden weight including the boat, and everything loaded into it
when trailing e.g. engine and camping gear is less than 85% the towing vehicles kerb weight.
However the lower this percentage is the better are the car’s performance, stability and road han-
dling. A few other points of consideration are listed here.

The trailer number plate must be the same shape and colour as the one on the car . The towbar
must not obstruct the car’s number plate when the car is not trailing. Separate third party cover for
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Yachting World Utility Pram moored at Blakeney Point,
 with Seagull and Red Duster in evidence.

the trailer is required when towing.  The stern drive of an outboard and the ends of masts must be
protected with buckets or covers so that there are no sharp edges to injure others. There is a speed
restriction for trailing of 60mph on motorways and 50mph on other roads. It is prohibited to use the
outside lane on 3 and 4 lane roads and motorways.

This list is far from exhaustive. Towing law is quite complex so if in doubt check carefully. Good
reference points for this are the web sites referenced below.

Trailer Security

Given the prevalence of car crime most dinghy sailors share a sense of relief on returning from a
trip to find the car and trailer present and unvandalised. Marina launching tends to be expensive
but one valuable by-product is the increased safety and hence peace of mind in leaving the car and
trailer in a marina car park. However it is the nature of the game that trailers may be left in
remote areas. The trailer needs to be immobilized whenever and wherever it is left unattended, in
a boat park, a motorway service station or the front garden. A two-fold security system is recom-
mended. A lock should be used to immobilize the tow hitch, locking the trailer to the parked car
when the car is present. However the wheel also needs to be immobilized with a clamp to prevent
the trailer moving at all. Alternatively a heavy chain can be used to lock the trailer to a fixed point.
The chain may not be feasible at a rest stop or near the launch site, so it is best treated as a
supplementary device to a wheel lock. See the list at the end for manufacturers of trailer locks.

Trailer Information
General websites on products and information on towing

National Trailer & Towing Association Ltd www.ntta.co.uk
Trail Sail Association www.trail-sail.org.uk
Towsure www.towsure.com
Government web site on car/trailer dimensions

www.dtir .gov.uk/r oads/vehicle/standar ds/trailers/index.htm
Government web site on driving licences

www.dvla.gov.uk/drivers/dl/_towing_trailers.htm

Trailer manufacturers
Bramber Trailers www.brambertrailers.com 01884 820105
Brenderup www.tettontrailers.co.uk 01489 582421
Dixon-Bate www.dixonbate.co.uk 01244 288925
Indespension www.indespension.co.uk 0800 720720
Parrymore www.boattrailers.biz 01784 464636
RM Trailers www.rmtrailers.co.uk 01962 732560
SBS Trailers www.sbstrailers.com 01902 455655
Snipe Trailers www.snipetrailers.com 01543 374932

Trailer security
Bulldog Security Products www.bulldogsecure.com 01952 728171
Maypole www.maypole.ltd.uk 01214 233011
SAS Products www.sasproducts.co.uk 08700 727234

Books
Towing: The Essential Towing Handbook ISBN: 0115520228 (£9.99)
Handbook of Trailer Sailing www.bookharbour .com
Where to Launch Around the Coast (£7.95) www.opusbooks.co.uk
Wher e to Launch on Inland W aterways (£5.95) www.opusbooks.co.uk
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From the Tyne to Holy Island  Ed Wingfield
Dockrell 17 on the north-east coast of Britain

The frustrating thing was that on the day of launching I had perfect conditions for the 47-mile
coastal trip from the Tyne to Holy Island with the Dockrell 17. Since then, for weeks, the weather
has been cold with the wind direction containing some, or a lot, of north in it.

So with south-westerlies set in, it was an opportunity to be grabbed. I finished work early to make
full use of the ebb. The mast had to come down so as to clear the Swing Bridge at Newcastle. My
information gives a clearance of 14 and a quarter feet at MHWS. The only way I’d get under that is
at L W. Ther e are two other low bridges to negotiate, including the Millennium Bridge (one yachts-
man has already disgraced himself by hitting it and I did not want to join his club.)

The rig was reset while alongside a YC pontoon. I’d hoped to ‘borrow’ someone to assist the operation
but the place was deserted. However , with some straining and swearing the operation was success

looking skywards from my little boat at some huge vessel yelling ‘SAIL BEFORE STEAM YOU *******S!
He’d r eplied grumpily, ‘Y ou wanna r ead the ****** Bye-Laws’.

In the entrance the true wind was felt, a F5, and I hoisted a fully-reefed main. The genoa is on a
roller system and with the wind abeam or on the quarter it would be a simple matter of adjusting the
area to whatever was comfortable.

The ESE swell was long and lazy – never a bad thing for the sailor who prefers to keep close inshore
as shallows and r ocks ar e so clearly indicated by br eaking water . They wer e per fect conditions, and
the boat was at 5.5-6.2kn on the GPS and I had tidal assistance for another four hours.

Off Blyth (10M) the wind increased further and I contemplated an overnight at the Royal Northum-
berland YC, but with evening approaching I hoped the wind would ease as it so often does. I pressed
on and the choice was a good’un as the stronger blow did not last. It settled back to a SW F4-5.
Alr eady, r eassuringly, the Cocquet light could be seen, and this would be my pr eferr ed stopover . The
passage was uneventful, apart from bumping the centreboard on shallows as I shaved too much off
a cor ner. I arrived in the river Cocquet (23M) in darkness and took the first available mooring.
Sleep was a priority, and because of the cold it was a broken sleep.

I awoke early to a sunny early morning and a light breeze. The boat was hurriedly made ready. The
sails were not hoisted as the wind was too light, although the forecast promised wind the same as
yesterday. The swell had decayed such that in the deep water of Alnmouth Bay it was hardly notice-
able. The motor was set to ‘econo-cruise’ and, with the weak tidal assist, I had 4.5kn GPS. The wind
remained very light, not enough to give any drive. Crossing Alnmouth Bay was the one time I was
any distance offshore, perhaps 1M. It was now, when the ‘tiller tamer’ was in use as I ate and
carried out maintenance, that I noticed the tiller was snagging. Inspection revealed a broken mould-
ing, presumably down to my rough treatment.

Eventually I was of f Boulmer . Fr om her e the coastal castles come thick and fast, a delight for the
inshor e sailor . Once r ound the long outstr etched Longhoughton Steel r ocks, the shor e could be
closed as deep water is close inshor e. Fishing parties wer e leaving Craster Harbour , and I paused of f
the entrance to take a photo. My previous efforts have never done the place justice.

Dunstanburgh Castle is best described as a preserved ruin; it is splendid nonetheless. Being perched
on the edge of the sea the sailor can get up close and personal. The wind was freshening, so I cut
the engine and hoisted full sail.

Most of the time the GPS is for my amusement but somewhere ahead was Newton Rock buoy, a red
can with no light. This buoy marks ‘The Faggot’, a breaking rock, and ‘The Barnyard’ a shallow
rocky patch. GPS said I was heading for it, and as I’ve become reasonably experienced with it I tend

ful and I cast off with a strong ebb under me. Despite a good breeze, I did not hoist the rags as the
Tyne just here is in a canyon and the wind is highly distorted and flukey.

At ‘The Narrows’ in the final reach, I am pleased to report my impeccable behaviour: i.e. I was
where I was supposed to be, tight on the starboard side of the channel as an unladen tanker passed
me as she made her way upstream. Previously I’d teased the Deputy Harbourmaster by saying I’d be
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to believe it. Then at 1.25M I eyeballed it, noting that the visibility was good and the sea all but
smooth. In poor conditions without GPS it would surely be a worry until the buoy was located.

On to Seahouses Harbour , wher e boating activity was well under way. It’s a busy harbour with dive
boats, sport fishing, crab boats and tripper boats to the Farne Islands. The town is brassy but fun,
quite out of character for Northumberland.

I took the inshore passage between Bamburgh and Inner Farne island. The tidal stream had turned
against me, so for the final 5M I would sail close to the beach and dunes. From Budle Bay north to
beyond Holy Island is Lindisfarne National Nature Reserve. It might be expected that strict rules
and r egulations would apply to the openboater but on the contrary, it is most r elaxed. The W ar den
asks that we do not cause disturbance to the gr ound nesting ter ns and that’s it. Even better , jet-
skiers are chased away even before launching!

After skirting seaward to round the rocky shallows of Parton Steel I entered the harbour and made
fast to the pier . With no dinghy I had to scr ounge a lift back fr om the mooring. The W ar den said I
should use his if I could scull. Ahem, not too efficiently, as I discovered. I gleaned a useful piece of
information: the person who’d obtained a licence to gather mussels had not gone ahead with the
project. Good for me! I can now continue to gorge myself on fresh free food this season.

Note: In fact, if conditions are good, Amble (R.Cocquet) makes a possible launch point for the Holy Island
Rally (23M) (on 24-26 June  this year, 2005). Experienced visiting skippers should not miss the chance of
a trip on this beautiful heritage coastline. Once at Holy Island someone can drive the skippers back to
collect the cars and trailers. EW
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Global W arming?                                                         Ted Jones
Sunspot 15 and Skipper sail the Essex coast

In June this year, Dave Smith in his Skipper Mischief  and I in The Genie , had a few days away to
the west of our usual stomping ground. On Monday the 13 th , we decided to return through the
Wallet towards home. Dave had to be back at work on Wednesday and naturally preferred to be
on ‘our’ side with a day in hand, just in case… Our start had to be early. The east-going ebb
began after 0430, and we set alarms for 0400 and were underway 30 minutes later. It was nippy
and I wore what I call ‘winter rig’, meaning two pairs of trousers plus two sweaters with a fleece
on top, all underneath my waterproofs. Prepared for the worst you might say.

A light westerly breeze took us nicely down the Pyefleet, past Mersea Stone and out to Colne Point
by 0555. “That’s 5 miles covered in 1 hour 25 minutes”, I said to myself approvingly. Here we turned
east along the W allet with the br eeze rising, and made Clacton Pier 55 minutes later – another 4 ½
miles clocked up. Thirty minutes later , we wer e at the Holland Gap some 3 miles further . “About six
knots!”, I thought, ‘that’s pretty good!’ Dave’s GPS said 5.7, confirming my rough calculations. Of
course it wasn’t all us, we had a good tide under us, but still…..

We br ought the wind abeam after passing W alton pier , going like the pr overbial train, and still with
2 hours of ebb left to run. W e’d alr eady decided to head up thr ough ‘Arry Jarbour , and passed the
br eakwater , with the rigging still humming contentedly at 0930. And with no inter ference fr om
ferry and container ships it was 1000 - just low water - when we passed the Ganges buoy at the
Stour entrance.

From her e it was tack for tack all the way up that river , our windwar d speed boosted now by the new
flood, as far as Stutton Ness and anchored close under the shore, just in time for ‘brunch’. What a
passage!

Dave called me later asking if I intended going for another sail in the afternoon, but I felt more like
a snooze to compensate for our early morning departure. He too thought that was a good idea.

Anyway, I don’t think either of us had
fully recovered from the previous
Thursday – our passage down.

Later , to get out of the rising wind, we
moved into shallower water behind the
ness, and eventually took the ground
overnight. As if to complete a perfect
day, the gods sent in a couple of fami-
lies of young herons to fish, under pa-
rental guidance, in the shallow pools
only feet away from where we were
grounded. W onder ful sight and a de-
lightful end to the day. I called across
“Today we made one of our better deci-
sions, Dave”, and I saw him grin in re-
sponse. W e deserved it of course, if only
to compensate for the beginning of our
trip.

If that day’s trip was one of our better
decisions we were spoiled for choice
picking the worst. Leaving the Back-
waters at 1615 on the previous Thurs-
day, we had a SE’ly that we thought
would last and send us scurrying down
the W allet. It didn’t of course, but nei-
ther of us judged it would eventually
fall so light, or veer gradually into the
west, heading us just at every turn of
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the coast wher e we had imagined ourselves easing sheets. W e wer e kept close-hauled all the way.
It grew dark and we got out of radio range and I had to telephone Dave to make certain he was still
coming. Eventually, I made out the lit buoys at the Colne entrance and headed NNW – as did the
breeze! The lights of Brightlingsea came into view later and I tacked westwards intending to anchor
behind Mersea Stone. But in the pitch black, I couldn’t locate it. It’s not lit, although there is a red
flashing buoy behind that I had hoped to pick up as a guide, but I didn’t. By this time I was rather
desperate to get the hook down and crawl into the sleeping bag, so I dropped the sails and motored
into the wind for a short distance until I found shallow water , out of the main channel, letting go
there. It was 0245 on the Friday by then.

Later that morning I phoned Dave and found him over on the other side of the Colne and we joined
up to sail south, heading for the Crouch. The forecast was for a northerly (and nippy with it too),
which we certainly had when we set off at 0915 but once again it faltered and varied in strength and
direction. For a while, it even went into the south, and we were carried back by the strength of the
tide. However , eventually the gods took pity on us and the northerly filled in. W e swept thr ough the
Rays’n and up the Cr ouch, eventually anchoring to the west of Bur nham at 1515. W e rafted up after
our meals for a beer and to swop experiences of the Thursday trip. Dave had fared worse than me.
The ebb had started running as he came up the Colne, slowing him even more and keeping him
from his anchorage at 4am! What’s more, Dave, being a ‘lark-person’, was awake again after only a
couple of hours. “Sailing when we did, must have been one of our worst decisions” I said.

Saturday promised a F2-3 occasionally 4 from a generally northerly direction. In fact it struggled to
reach a F2 throughout the day. Most of the time it was far less. The temperature didn’t seem to rise
either and for best part of the day, I was in full or partial ‘winter rig’. W e started of f in a good little
breeze just before low water at 0855, our intention being to get as far as we could and return,
against the flood – hopefully in a bit of that ‘occasionally F4’ - back through Burnham, getting to the
Roach to anchor for the night. W e had a plan, at least. The br eeze did not!

We sailed to wher e the river tur ns south at Brandy Hole r each, and knowing we’d have the flood to
counter coming back in the disgustingly light northerly wind, we turned when only a short way in.
The breeze in this narrow stretch became extremely variable as it crossed or bounced off the sea
walls. W e needed quick r esponsive tacking on every shift to get north again – and luck – loads of it!
I got my share, but Dave was denied his. The Genie  caught the puffs and finally I hove to and waited
for him. W atching thr ough the bins, I could see Mischief  r eflected in the glassy waters and saw her
drift back south again several times in the even lighter patches, losing the ground she’d so sorely
won. I made myself a coffee and smoked a pipe whilst waiting the 40 minutes before we could set off
together towards Burnham.

Progress was even slower against the flood tide, but we finally slid into the Roach and let go at 1755.
It had been one of the most boring days afloat I can r emember . I’ve often wonder ed what would make
me give up sailing. Now I knew!

We decided the next day (Sunday) to for go sailing the Roach since the tides wer en’t r eally right for it
and that instead we would head back north to Mersea, the question being, by which r oute? W e could
return the way we’d come – through the Rays’n, or go outside, around the Buxey sands. The channel
through the Ray might have ebbed almost to dryness by the time we got there. On the other hand,
after our earlier experiences, we felt disinclined to get ourselves so far of fshor e in light and uncer -
tain br eezes. We came to a compr omise and would try the first. If it couldn’t be managed, we’d go for
the second. The forecast was for SW of 3-4, becoming NW later – but we’d heard all that sort of thing
befor e, hadn’t we? In the event however , we did get a nice SW br eeze, and an hour or so later , we had
located the yellow buoy that guards the best water through to the Rays’n and were heading north-
wards. I suggested I go through first, and try it. Dave can lift his keels, so if I grounded, he might
stand a chance of getting through since he’d see where I was, and know where the channel wasn’t!

Ten minutes later , I was some way north of the yellow buoy, had begun to believe I was ‘thr ough’ and
was about to let out a loud ‘Yippee!’ when The Genie suddenly grounded. I warned Dave off and he
went further east, but it did him very little good as he grounded in only a few moments. A few
minutes later he radioed to say he’d got off and was proceeding as arranged, but a couple of minutes
after that he stuck again. And so we both stayed ther e, drying out until the flood r etur ned. W e got
underway again at 1140.

From there, the going was good. The breeze stayed up and we powered through, reaching the Colne
entrance about 1400. As we neared Mersea Stone where we thought we might anchor out of the
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westerly wind, it blew up sharply, churning up the normally placid waters. This, combined with
fleets of racing dinghies planing every which-way, made our sailing dif ficult. W e had the wind fr ee
and were on port, so one needed at least two pairs of eyes in each boat! Consequently, I was rather
glad when Dave suggested we head up the Pyfleet out of the traffic.

The lonely Pye is one of those great east coast treasures, and I thought a night there would be the
per fect end of a day. W e dr opped anchor at 1630 and enjoyed the r est of the windy, chilly, over cast
day ther e in its shelter , with a tantalising glimpse of a little evening sun later .

It was here that I noticed a small tear in my mainsail. I patched it with sticky tape hoping it would
last.

As it happened, it did thr oughout the Monday on our jour ney down the W allet and up the Stour , but
with much stronger winds forecast for the remainder of my few days, I decided to cut them short,
head back with Dave on Tuesday and get the sail to the repairers. Tears don’t get smaller after all,
do they?

As a result we left our overnight anchorage at Stutton around 0730, again in winter rig. With the
last half of the ebb, we ran back through Harwich and close-hauled it into the Backwaters, and were
on our Marina berths about noon. Y ou could say it was another good decision to come back when we
did since it blew hard that afternoon and for the next couple of days, during which my sail was in the
repair er’s. W e’d had two good days among a catalogue of mistakes and misadventur es. I can’t make
up my mind which was the worst. And, alas for Smith and Jones, we had only covered a matter of
107 miles in about 48 hours actual sailing time. But the company had been great, so had the craic.

The 5-day forecast we had before leaving was hopelessly out. It was supposed to be warm and sunny
although they admitted it could be a little cooler on the coast with the predominately northerly
winds. I’d even brought light clothing to wear and some salad for evening meals! The thought we
wer e both left with was this. W ith everyone talking about Global W ar ming, why was it so blasted cold
all the time? TJ

A New Mast for Mollie       Tim Evans
Making a wooden mast from Douglas Fir

It is now ten years since I first sailed Mollie . Mollie  is a 20 ft centreplate boat which I built from
the GRP hull of an old Yeoman keelboat, a few sheets of ply and scavenged odds and ends
(Bulletin 154/10) in 1994/95. She had done very well, not costing me more than the price of
the odd can of paint and varnish up until last year when I replaced the stainless rigging and had
some sails made to my original plan, rather than the re-cut secondhand ones I had used since
1995.

However , the mast, which was made fr om one given to me, and cut down to the size I needed,
seemed to be showing its 40 years or so in use. So I decided that  Mollie  would get a new mast as a
tenth birthday present.

Now the mast I had been using was hollow, with the jib and gaff halyards running inside. I adopted
this because that was how the mast was set up originally, and it seemed a good idea to save weight
and have as few bits of string as possible rattling around the outside of the mast. I had grown to like
this set-up, and so decided to continue it on the new mast. Following my usual strategy, I sat down
to think of the easiest way making  the object - I’m not a labour -of-love type person.

I managed to get a r eally good clear length of Douglas fir , which seemed so expensive I was thinking
that I would need  to mortgage my house and sell my  kidneys. (Every time I cut off a bit I mentally
calculated how much it cost!)   I had a hand-held circular saw, a belt sander and a jack-plane as my
main tools, and this is my simple method for making a hollow wooden mast.

1. Cut blank to length, width and depth, taking care to cut a square end, and allow for planing ,
calculating how much you would have saved if only the wood yard had sold you the correct length!

2. Cut a piece of card/paper to the size of the cross section of the blank, and mark the diagonals
Fig.1).

Mark a circle the size of the diameter of the mast. Mark a line across each of the corners just
touching the cir cle so it for ms an isosceles triangle. Y ou can do this by trial and err or, or exer cise
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Fig.1 Fig.2 Fig.3 Fig.4

Fig.5 Fig.6 Fig.7

your fading maths skills. This will allow you  to measure off and mark the lines for your 45 deg. cuts
you will make with the circular saw. It is possible to do all this by calculation if you have masochis-
tic tendencies. Mark a square on the diagonal which gives the wall thickness you want at the
cor ners. I went for (a minimum of) 25% of the diameter , which means that on a 9cm diameter mast
ther e is about a 3 cm squar e hollow inside. Y ou can now take the distance fr om the outer edge to
make your cuts, marking a line across the  mast halves about 30cm from each end.

3. Mark the lines on the mast blank using a marking gauge if you have one, or marking lots of
points the right distance from the edge and joining them up with  a straight edge. Using the same
method, mark a centr e-line down each face of the blank. Y ou will now have thr ee lines on two faces
and two on two faces (Fig.2). Set up the blank in a position wher e you can cut it safely – two ‘W ork-
mate’ benches is a good way – and set the saw to cut 45 degrees. Set the saw gate to cut the correct
distance defined by the outer lines. Take  care – hand-held saws can wander .

4. Cut  two opposite cor ners of f (Fig.3). Y ou will see that we cannot simply tur n ar ound and cut of f the
other two cor ners as the saw-gate would have to slide along a 45 deg. cut. However , fear not, ther e is
a simple solution.

5. Set the saw back to 90 deg. and cut your valuable lump of wood neatly in half down the centre-
line. (It is a good idea to then use the halves reversed end-to-end to reduce the possibility of  warp-
ing  if you have any doubts about the  timber .)

6. Use the new cut as the edge for the saw gate, set the saw at 45 deg. and cut down the remaining
two lines (Fig.4).

7. The next bit is where care is really needed, as we are  going to cut out a triangle from each half
which will form a square when the two halves are joined. Note that the ends are solid when the
mast is assembled, hence the lines 30cm from each end, marked in Step 2. (This distance might be
affected by the height of the bolt through your tabernacle if you use one.)

8. Set the blade cut depth to the same measurement as the side of your original outer square, and
set to 45deg (Fig.5). Cut carefully from 30cm line to 30cm line.

9. Use a good chisel to cut ends fr ee. You should be able to r emove a triangular strip of wood  fr om
each mast half (Fig.6). Clean up the inside and faces. (When sanding I suggest gloves, as fir has a
habit of providing nasty splinters!)

10. Cut the holes for any fittings. As I have a VHF aerial and masthead light, I ran B&Q plastic
conduit down the inside also to take the wires. Another time saver is to put in a line before assem-
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Little Brittany         Graham Finney
A short  evening sail in 10’ Puffin ‘Lazy Daze’ off the north coast of Brittany

Île Raguenes, barely an island at all, only ever cut off at the top of the tide, slipped slowly by to
starboard as the gentle north-westerly breeze filled the little lug sail on Lazy Daze . Weaving
through the moorings huddled in the island’s shelter from the frequent westerly, Lazy Daze
and I headed out to sea on this beautiful evening. Keeping clear of the island, and there were
rocky shallows thereabouts, I headed for the cardinal perch which marked the extent of the
reefs jealously guarding the island. There is a magical quality to evening sailing. Just a couple
of days before, my son had accompanied me on his very first trip out in Lazy Daze  on another
short evening sail, and wanted all future sails with me to be evening sails.

Beyond the perch was a mixed picture: to the east, the open sea looked calm and inviting, but to the
west, wher e a channel ran about half a mile between Île Raguenes and another island, Île V erte, it
was a little choppier . I concluded that ther e must be a little wind-against-tide. I wanted to cir cum-
navigate the island and return to my starting point, and I didn’t want to be battling against a stronger
ebbing tide in the channel on my return, so I decided to go with the channel first.

Almost immediately after passing the per ch, the sea got a little choppier . Once clear of the per ch, I
turned to windward to beat down the channel, Lazy Daze ’s fine bow slicing through the waves with
little fuss, laughing them off with a gentle trickling sound along her clinkered sides. It became
mor e choppy in the middle of the channel and towar d the shor es of Île V erte, and given that the wind
was so light, only just enough to allow me to make progress against these waves, I wondered how
much of this was wind-against-tide, and how much was thrown up just by the current’s action on
the sea bed. Some of the waves were surprisingly large, perhaps a metre or more, and some ap-
peared to be standing waves, some with little breakers on them. It was a little unnerving as I wasn’t
completely sure of the capabilities of my new little boat, but she coped without a ruffle, hardly
shipping a dr op of water . I was glad to have taken this r oute r ound Île V erte, as I think it would have
been uncomfortable to have that sea behind me, with Lazy Daze ’s unboomed sail flogging about.

Lazy Daze  is a little clinker ply boat (though perhaps glued-lapstrake  would be a more accurate term)
of just over ten feet. She is an Iain Oughtred design known as a ‘Puffin’, related to his Acorn series,
but designed to be much more burdensome and stable, able to carry sail more comfortably. She
carries an unstayed rig with just a single standing-lug mainsail. I finished building her this year
and had only taken her out once, briefly, at the Hoylake DCA meet, before bringing her to Brittany.
The reason for building her was that I needed something to carry on the car roof rack whilst towing

bling which will allow you to pull the halyar ds  thr ough. If you have a r outer ,  I imagine  you can put
it to good use  putting in any channels for the wires etc.

11. Glue mast halves together making sure that there is support along the length. I used resorcinol
glue as I was putting it together when the temperature was low, and the weather damp. Had it been
warm I would have used epoxy, which is more sensitive to temperature and humidity.  Not having
lots of clamps, I used lots of jubilee clips to apply the pressure (Fig.7).

12. Finally, finish shaping with a jack plane and belt sander , and var nish.

13. Good luck! TE

Dave Jennings writes : I  have concerns about making the weakest point of the
mast occur at the same point as the glue line as this is a potential area of failure
unless the joint is perfect. My preference would be to make the cut-out so that the
square cut-out has its side perpendicular to the glue line (moved round 45 de-
grees from Tim’s cut-out). This gives a much larger glueing surface and can be
achieved with a series of circular saw cuts at 90 degrees to the blank removing
the wood in between the cuts with a chisel. The attached diagram shows the
general idea. Of course the cut-out then does not need to be square and could be
circular. DJ
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the family caravan. I could have just acquired
a second-hand Mirr or, but I wanted to build  a
boat, and once that desire begins to bite,
there’s nothing else for it. She’s turned out to
be a lovely little boat who tur ns heads wher -
ever she goes, with comments such as ‘Joli
bateau!’ It is often said that even a short sail
in a small boat can become a good little ad-
venture, and while I have not had opportunity
to make any extended cruises in her , the short
sails I’ve had have been a delight. As I sail
her more and get to know her characteristics,
I am gaining more confidence in her and
lear ning her ways. One of her endearing char -
acteristics being the lovely chuckling sound
she makes at her bow, and the way she cuts
through waves, rather than slamming them,
a characteristic that was welcome as we ne-
gotiated the more energetic waves passing Île
Verte.

Getting to the rocky western side of the is-
land, I steered well clear in case the wind and
waves pushed me too close. This meant stay-
ing close hauled, and I was aware that I might
be pinching a bit, and maybe not making as
much way to windward as I wanted, but Lazy
Daze kept in her track and we cleared the
rocks by a comfortable margin. On the west-
ern edge of Île V erte, ther e is a lar ge pr omi-
nent rock, almost like a stack, crowded with
noisy sea bir ds, and as I came closer , their cries pr ovided a lovely sound-track to the alr eady dr eamy
scene.

Sailing past the south side meant sailing downwind, but that uncomfortable chop had  largely disap-
peared and it was a gentle sail past the southern rocks. To make better way on the run with Lazy
Daze’s unboomed mainsail, I tied a loop in the mainsheet by the clew, slipped an oar through and
poled it out. Sailing along the southern shore of the island, it seemed surprisingly long. When
appr oaching fr om the north, the island appears much smaller , but sailing past the south side meant
a longer than expected sail, extended by the reef reaching a long and thin finger to the east. Still, it
was very pleasant, watching the sun set and the bir ds bicker , and looking into the sea which ap-
peared black now, with no sunlight being refracted through the depths.

Turning north again for the last leg of the journey, the wind dropped and Lazy Daze , true to her
name, ghosted along with no desire to hurry. I tried to judge her speed by watching floating debris
pass by on the glassy sur face. We were only edging along very slowly at this point, and the pr omising
catspaws up ahead were only to provide a brief increase in speed. Before reaching the cardinal
perch again, the wind dropped completely, and I decided that now would be as good a time as any to
test her rowing ability. Being such a small boat, she was easy to move along at a reasonable pace.
Not being an experienced r ower, I have little to compar e her with but we moved along ef fortlessly for
the last half mile or so.

The sun had set by the time I pulled her out of the water , and I looked out over this little bit of
Brittany. This has to be the best time to be in such a place, at a time when there are fewer people
about, when sounds are muted, when the light in the sky and its reflection in the sea contrasts
luminously with the darkening land. This was only a short sail, lasting just a couple of hours,
rounding an island just a mile offshore. But to sail at this time, and to arrive back at your port in the
welcoming twilight, content that your boat, built over many hours, is doing her job as you hoped and
has looked after you well, is surely a gift from the gods. GF

See colour photo supplied by Graham on p.47.

Drawing from Iain
Oughtred’s
catalogue, showing
a general view of
the 10 ft Puffin
dinghy.
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How Not T o Make Ballast Mike Hinsley
Experience of melting and casting waste lead into ballast

Some time ago when I was living in the States, I helped a friend restore a Friendship Sloop. She
was built in 1907 originally for cod fishing on the Grand Banks, but had long since seen better
days and was due for a Viking funeral before Tom saved her and undertook a major restoration
project. Good progress had been made with the hull rebuild when we got round to thinking
about ballast.

The Friendships originally used rocks for internal ballast and if they had a big catch of fish, it was
easy to trim the boat by chucking some overboard. As fishing was not in the plan, we looked at the
options: (1) pig iron was hard to come by and required maintenance to stop the bilges filling with
rust; (2) boulders were easy to find, but being irregular in shape took up a lot of space, so (3) lead,
because of its mass, became the ballast of choice. Then the bad news. If any of you have bought lead
recently, you will have discovered that is not cheap, which is what we found going round the scrap
yards of New Hampshire... and we wanted a ton of it! However Tom, being a good ‘contacts’ man,
sourced two 45 gallon oil drums filled with old lead wheel weights, in a local garage. To our surprise,
the garage was happy not only to give them to us free of charge but even deliver them to the rebuild
site. W e did not think much about it at the time, thinking that they had taken pity on us, though it
was odd in a State that puts a price on everything. More about that later!

We now had the raw material and all that we had to do was
melt it down and cast it into ingots. The plan was simple.
Melt it down in a suitable crucible, clear the junk out of it
and pour it into a mould and hey-presto, clean lead ballast.
Well, that was the idea and we did a trial run using an old
iron bucket as the melting pot sitting over a large gas heat-
ing ring, with some teflon lined bread-making tins which
looked about the right size, sneaked out of our kitchen, for
moulds. The trial took place in Tom’s yard, which fortunately
was some distance from any other houses, because, as soon
as the first load of wheel weights started to heat up, the whole
area was filled with evil-smelling smoke. This continued until
all the rubbish had been skimmed off the molten lead with
another now-deceased kitchen utensil. The first pour yielded
two bread tins of lead which rapidly cooled and when turned
over, out dr opped our first ballast. Flushed with success, we

reloaded the bucket and repeated the procedure, that is until it came to getting the lead out of the
mould .... which it didn’t. Tapping with a hammer and prizing with a screwdriver were of no avail, so
the trial came to an abrupt end, however , we knew we wer e on the right track and made the instant
decision to scale up the production.

By the following weekend we had got an old iron bath, some bits of iron pipe and the most important
part, some sand to use for making the moulds in. This came from a neighbour who was about to
empty his children’s sand pit as the local feline population had taken it over as an outdoor litter box.
Armed with a rake to remove the lumps and some sacks to hold the sand, we soon had transported
it back to the foundry area. The bath was mounted on some bricks, the pipe fitted to the plug hole
and led to the adjacent casting area, where the sand had been compacted and moulds pressed into
it using one of the solid tins as a pattern. With a second burner under the bath we were ready to go.
Luck was on our side and the first melt was under way, wheel weights were shoveled into the bath
and before long, after spooning off the dross, we had clean molten lead. The plug was removed and a
river of lead ran into the moulds. All that was necessary was to wait until the lead had set, and then
ladle in some extra to fill in the contraction depression and bingo, the first production ballast had
been produced. The only downside had been the evil-smelling smoke from the bath, together with
the tomcat ar oma fr om the hot sand. However , it was consider ed a fair price to pay for fr ee lead. As
we congratulated ourselves on the achievement, the penny dropped as to why the garage was only
too glad to off-load the drums of weights. The contamination on them was a mixture of asbestos from
brake pads, oil and grease from leaky bearings plus tyre dust, which, together with the lead, made
what is commonly called ‘toxic waste’! W e had unwittingly saved them a high disposal cost. The good
news was that the ballast was just the job and the environmental agency never found out, though
we made a point of always keeping up-wind during subsequent melts! MH
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Trial by Lightning           Chris & Lorna Shawcross
Night pilotage exercise off Cornwall in Post Boat ‘Snowfire’

After a week sailing the South West coast in Snowfire , our Loch Broom Post Boat 1, we decided
we’d end the holiday with a night pilotage exercise. The inshore waters forecast predicted rea-
sonable conditions for a sail from Falmouth Yacht Haven to the Helford River and back to an
anchorage at Channals Creek, at the top of the Carrick Roads. Tidal streams would be fair for
the outward leg of the voyage and against us on the way back, though not too strong, given that
we expected to be able to sail at three knots or slightly more.

We left Falmouth in light winds and under engine. W e had a point just to seawar d of August Rock,
about 2/3 the way to the Helfor d River , enter ed into the hand-held GPS as a waypoint, but visibility
was so good that we were easily able to use visual pilotage across the bay. When we were abeam of
August Rock, the br eeze kicked in and we wer e able to sail up the Helfor d river .

We picked up a visilors mooring and waited for sunset befor e starting the r etur njour ney. As the sun
disappeared behind the steeply wooded banks of the river andthe lights began to come on in houses
and pubs, we hoisted full main and No.1 jib and sailed out of the anchorage. As well as the big
lantern that we carry to meet the requirements of the IRPCS, we also had a set of ‘emergency
navigation lights.’ These are small lights that clip onto mountings on the garboard strake. They’re
intended as an emergency set of lights for yachts but make good primary navigation lights for a
small keelboat, even though they set a bit low to be seen easily.

Anyway, we lit them now and their coloured lights gave a reassuring glow to the waves just along-
side. By the time we reached August Rock, full darkness had fallen and with the wind continuing to
rise we decided to put a reef in the main. Gaff-rigged boats don’t sail as close to the wind as
bermudans, and don’t sail very fast on what passes for close-hauled even then. As it was, we found
ourselves sailing a very close reach against a spring tide and whilst we were making good progress,
we had to make several tacks to weather a gas tanker that was anchored in the bay. From this point
we set a course towards the light house on St Anthony Head that was flashing its distinctive pattern
ahead of us, and towards a clearance waypoint between the St Anthony lighthouse and Black Rock
cardinal marker that we’d pre-programmed into the GPS. This ensured that we’d know when we
were safely beyond the Black Rock cluster of navigation hazards.

We sailed on in a rising wind until the light on the Black Rock car dinal buoy was abaft the beam and
the clearance waypoint showed due north. At this point, the only other vessel we saw moving that
night, a yacht, passed ahead of us into the Carrick Roads. The tide was now stonking out of the
estuary and we had the wind in our teeth. W e could only make the slowest of headway by beating so
we handed the jib and motor - sailed into the estuary. We’d pr epar ed a pilotage plan befor e we set out
and we now put it to good use. It held a complete list of each buoy we’d meet, its hand and its light
patter n, all the way fr om the W olf Rock car dinal to the T ur nawar e Bar buoy just befor e Channals
Creek. We were able to r ead the list and the chart of the estuary that we carried in a waterpr oof
case, by the light of head torches with red lenses. One lesson we learned was that you need to write
your notes in very large letters as it’s not easy reading a pencilled list by red torchlight through a
wet plastic chart case.

We made our way up the estuary fr om buoy to buoy, car efully identifying each one by its light
characteristics. With our shallow draught, we could have taken short cuts across the estuary, cut-
ting out certain buoys, but we decided against this as it might have been possible in the dark to
mistake one buoy for another if they were not approached in sequence and ticked off on the pilotage
plan as we passed them. In fact this is almost what happened but we were on the lookout for the
lar ge, yellowship’s mooring buoy in the middle of the Carrick Roads. W e spotted it at the point that
we expected to see it according to the pilotage plan - but on the wrong bearing. This alerted us to the
fact that we’d mistaken one port-hand buoy’s flash pattern for the one after it. This reinforced the
fact that it’s easy to see what you want to see rather than what’s really in front of you, when piloting
a vessel in the dark. This time it was all the easier because a heavy rain had started, bringing
visibility down to a few hundred yards. The lesson is - time the flashes with a watch, don’t guess.

When we r eached the St Just port-hand buoy, we wer e almost stumped. W e knew the light patter n
of the next buoy in sequence, a starboard-hand, but before us was a wall of darkness and teeming
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rain. No buoy. Our initial assumption was that its light was out, so out came the chart for a quick
check of what bearing we needed to be on. Having made a wide turn onto this heading we picked up
the light of the next buoy that was very far off and almost obsured by the curtain of rain we were
motoring thr ough. W e’d been pointing towar ds St Just and not up the estuary as we’d thought in the
darkness. This reminded us that a pilotage plan should contain bearings of every buoy from its
predecessor and not just the ones that you think are going to be difficult customers. That way you
can always check you really have got the right  next buoy, or that you know exactly where to look for
it.

It was at this point that the lightning started. Sheet lightning at first, then multiple bolts making
land strikes. W e realised that our mast was the highest point in the middle of a waste of water . We
also realised that even when we’d anchored, we’d still be the highest point on the water and we kept
our nerve. In fact, by this point we were exhilarated and high on adrenalin. Our senses were sharp-
ened and we felt like we were living on a higher level than the ordinary. It was hard to know how
close to each buoy we were approaching and the lightning flashes temporarily destroyed our night
vision each time they went of f. We had to sear ch for the hull of each buoy with the big white lanter n
each time we felt we were close to one. Sometimes several lightning bolts would flicker to earth just
as we approached a buoy, leaving our retinas imprinted with nothing more than the pattern of the
wooded shor e and a silhouette of the buoy we wer e looking for , a few yar ds ahead. W e were war m and
dry in our oilskins but were still glad to see the last buoy in sequence flashing its green light ahead.
The pilotage plan showed the bearing and distance to the point we’d chosen at the outset as best to
drop anchor at. It gave shelter from the wind direction we’d expected and from any waves it was
likely to set up. It was far enough up the creek for us to be the only boat shoal-draughted enough to
reach it and it had an excellent marker – a white-painted rowing boat that we’d seen on previous
visits always moored in the same position just adjacent to it but outside our projected swinging
circle. Sure enough, we picked out the rowing boat in the beam of the lantern and rounded to just at
the spot we’d chosen. It was close to low water by now but we veered out enough scope of chain and
warp after our bower anchor to be sur e of holding at the next high water .

It was 0105 as we lit our riding light and we rigged our boat cover . The rain was still pelting down
and the lightning was still lighting up the landscape around us. Once the cover was rigged, it didn’t
take very long to pump the bilges out and dry the inside of the boat. W e had to seal the boat cover
around the mast with a piece of wetsuit neoprene to keep the streaming rain out. After that we just
rolled out the self-inflating mattress and got into our sleeping bags. There was no question of taking
transits to make sur e we wer en’t dragging our anchor - we couldn’t see anything anyway. W e just
had to veer out enough warp and trust to the anchor . As we lay in our sleeping bags we could see the
lightning flashes thr ough the boat cover . Thr ough the boat cover? W e had our eyes fast shut and we
could still see them through the boat cover and our eyelids. There was no getting to sleep amidst
the flashes, the thunder and the rain that beat like a drum on the boat.

But sleep we eventually did and awoke the next morning to find ourselves in a newly-washed world.
inshore of a group of yachts that we’d managed to thread our way between in the dark, to find our
right anchorage. It was time to sail to Mylor to recover the boat and go home. But what a sail to end
the voyage on - a real high point that had sharpened up our night pilotage skills. C&LS
1 Character Boats likes to call this version ‘The 14’6” Post Boat’ to distinguish it from Bill Bailiff’s  ‘origi-
nal’ direct copy of the Loch Broom Post Boat. DH

Mukti’ s Environmental Adventures      Keith Muscott
Voyage to promote a Low-Carbon Lifestyle

On 23 rd  July 2005, Mukti Mitchell, environmentalist, DCA member and designer of the Ex-
plorer with its novel lifting keel (see B185, p73) , was scheduled to set off in the prototype
Chance  from Clovelly, North Devon, on a tour of the South West to promote low carbon life-
styles. Powered by sail and oar alone in true DCA style, with no engine on board, Mukti’s plan
was to liaise with local media during his trip to draw attention to the carbon emissions created
by our lifestyle and how to reduce them. The South West tour was intended as a pilot for a
2,000-mile, 4-month, Round-Britain tour in 2006.

Unfortunately the tour’s arranged sponsor was unable to fulfil their sponsorship, news of which
came close to the launch. The tour was already on the front page of the North Devon Gazette  and in
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Sailing Today  magazine and the North Devon Journal , so a special promotional appeal was launched
to enable it to go ahead.

We wer e unsur e as to the outcome until very r ecently, so it was a r eal pleasur e to r eceive Mukti’s
email confirming the success of his trip.

After initially running into bad weather and being forced back to Clovelly to rest, Mukti continued
successfully ar ound the South W est Coast via Padstow, Newquay, St. Ives, Falmouth, Plymouth and
Exeter .

He had to take shelter thr ee times fr om bad weather , once at Dandy Hole in the T amar , voted
Cor nwall’s 3 rd best anchorage, wher e he shelter ed fr om a Gale For ce 8 on W ednesday 24 th  August.
He was becalmed several times, rowing up to six miles with the help of the tide. This forced him to
anchor in some of Cornwall’s prettiest secluded coves, with turquoise waters and many varieties of
fish. Rounding Land’s End went very smoothly on 10 th  August, but on the 17 th  he went too close to
Dodman Point, getting becalmed in the choppy overfalls, and having to row out of very uncomfortable
conditions. The worst conditions of the trip were encountered at Start Point, the day after the Gale
8, which had left big seas behind.

Mukti writes, “Some of the waves were 8 or 9 feet high, steep, and travelling very fast.  Luckily
Chance ’s First Mate Adam Rees from Tenby, a watersports instructor who has been involved with
developing the Explor er fr om the very beginning, was on boar d. We lost a navigation light overboar d,
but it floated and we managed to r etrieve it in the middle of the night. W e furled up the for esail
completely and travelled under a reduced mainsail only to slow down and prevent surfing down
some of the big waves. Sometimes a wave picked the boat up and there was a gaping hole in front,
but we never went down it. However , I never felt too worried for my life as the Explor er can capsize
and self-right without taking on much water .”

A lot of wildlife was seen around the Cornish Coast, including seals, dolphins and basking sharks.
Some beautiful and amazing vessels were spotted in the various ports, including one gentleman in
Falmouth who had sailed all the way from Sydney to take part in the Fastnet Race (a 4-day race from
8 th -12 th  August), and then set of f to sail home again, a four -month trip! The Explor er took part in the
Royal Fowey Regatta, competing for the Lloyds Bank Cup, despite not being very competitive as
Mukti was single-handed at that time, greatly slowing down sail manoeuvres. It was an exciting
race as there were two big collisions between yachts, and 17 out of 26 yachts in the race had to
retir e for various r easons! This did not include the Explor er, which completed successfully, and
attracted many delighted looks from other yachts, on account of its being so small.

Mishaps on boar d wer e fairly minor , including losing a chart, compass and navigation light over -
board, all of which were quickly retrieved, partly thanks to being able to reach the water from the
cockpit with one hand on the tiller .  On departur e fr om Exmouth towar ds T opsham with a very
strong tide, the flogging foresail sheets wrapped around a cleat on the pontoon, just after releasing
the mooring lines. The boat swung sideways and rammed into the pontoon, then leaned over steeply
as the side-on curr ent pushed her over .

Mukti writes, “Luckily I had made a safety provision of a knife on the end of a piece of string inside
the hatch, and I reached in, grabbed it and cut the rope, setting us free. It’s satisfying when you’ve
made a safety provision, forgotten all about it, and then when you need it, it works.”

There followed a pleasant evening’s row up the river Exe in the setting sun, arriving at the beauti-
ful historic town of Topsham at nightfall, the evening of a thoroughly enjoyed voyage. Ben Jones,
DCA, was among the many who welcomed him there, with an invitation to dinner! A warm welcome
was also received from sailing clubs and others along the way, and a great deal of interest shown in
the Explorer and low carbon lifestyles. 2,000 fliers on low-carbon living were given out to yacht
clubs, individuals, and councillors in the towns and cities visited. The tour was covered by the
newspapers of most of the regions visited, and by a series in Sailing Today  magazine.

The Explorer was towed back to North Devon by road – not so ‘Low Carbon’ – but, “20 litres of fuel in
5 weeks is actually a very low carbon dioxide output,” says Mukti. “The trick is not to look at a
particular item, but look at the use of fuel over a certain time period.”

For more information on low carbon lifestyles and the Explorer microyacht visit
www.mitchellyachts.co.uk or call 0845 345 5075. W e hope to print some of the photographs taken on
the tour in a future issue. KM
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To Fell Foot, A Bridge and A Capsize   David Spensley
Capsize & lessons learnt on Windermere, Saturday 21st May 2005

Margaret and I planned to sail our Wanderer Rhapsody in Blue  to Fell Foot 5 miles from Ferry
Nab, a beat all the way, wind speed about 16 miles per hour but gusting. The approach to Fell
Foot at the southern end of the lake is crowded with moored boats making finding the landing
stages a bit difficult, especially when one of the small ferries is hard astern as we approach. So
we sail to pass her bow giving the ferry passengers a surprise. During our lunch stop here we
notice a number of buoys, orange and yellow, where the lake flows out into a river. We watch as
a small motorboat lines up to use the buoys as channel markers. So, lunch finished, we beat
between the yellow and orange marks, the centreboard finding the bottom when tacking just
outside the channel. The river then opens up, taking a wide bend to the right then left; there is
a railway track on the right, reeds on the other. We pass some moored boats then a little bit
further along Newby bridge comes into view with a hotel on the right bank. Here an old notice
warns of a weir ahead.

In very little wind due to the tr ee cover, we tur n ar ound to head back but we ar e still heading for the
bridge only this time going astern: a current has us! Quick use is made of the oars and we are on
our way, back through the channel to the lake. Now it’s a long run making our way back to Ferry
Nab, the sun is shining and the wind seems to have dropped a little. With the main out to port, the
genoa to starboard, and Margaret sitting on the thwart in the middle and I on the starboard side
forward at the thwart. Suddenly the boat heels to starboard, and I try to get over to the other side, but
Mar garet is alongside me and we ar e both tipped into the water . I swim ar ound the ster n and grab
hold of the centreboard, pulling it all the way out (we were on a run and it was partly up). As I’m
climbing on to the board the boat quickly inverts and I find myself standing on the hull, Margaret is
by the side of the boat in the water . As I start to right it, the boat to my horr or comes r ound, so that
when I get the mast and main sail on the surface they are pointing to windward instead of my
intention to leeward. Inevitably as I right her the wind lifts the sail, I clamber in as she comes up
and make for the other side, but she capsizes again.  Once again I find myself on top of the hull.

Mar garet is still in the water I am thinking she must be getting cold. (W e ar e both wearing water -
proofs and buoyancy aids but not wet suits or dry suits, just a shirt, fleece and trousers under our
waterproofs. The water temperature is 13deg C). A motorboat arrives, we are asked if help is re-
quir ed, I say Y es please.  Mar garet swims and climbs on boar d the motorboat. It’s decided one of the
motorboat crew will change into his wet suit and come and help me to right the boat.

As he tries to stand on the hull he immediately falls off. He is in his bare feet and cannot get a grip
on the hull. When I right the boat this time she stays upright. I think the motorboat is alongside, or
came alongside shortly after righting. I am in the water but my helper climbs aboard and starts to
bail with the bucket. I’m starting to feel cold and try to climb in but I can’t without help. Once in the
boat I furl the genoa and take over the bailing to keep war m. Now out of the water , I feel war mer
because of the warm south wind. With most of the water out I sail on the reach with the bailers
down to get rid of mor e water .

Back on the run now with my new crew, and just under main and the motorboat following close
astern. After a short while I am asked if I would like a tow, as there’s still a long way to go, so I say
Yes please. W e are towed all the way back to Ferry Nab. The motorboat cr ew tell us how sad they ar e
because of 10mph speed limit and that they can’t water ski. I suggest an alterative venue, but they
like Windermere. They say they have decided to learn to sail.

Lessons Learnt

I now have a new mainsail with a flotation bag fixed; I don’t want to have an inversion capsize
again. (Masthead buoyancy is r ecommended by the WCOA. W ander ers, like most other sailing din-
ghies, may invert after capsize. Masthead buoyancy avoids this and aids righting significantly.) I’m
going to fit two U bolts either side with a 12mm r ope led aft and attached to the hull with V elcr o so
that they can be easily pulled off and used to right the boat.  Maybe I could form a loop with the rope
by reaching in and jamming it in the jib fairlead and using it as a step to get over the side of the
boat? A fellow W ander er sailor at W inder mer e suggested never sailing dead down wind but at an
angle, like some high performance racing dinghies do. I now make sure everything is tied in to the
boat. DS
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Worlds Apart     Bob Lomas
Observations on changing attitudes to safety

Growing up on the WW II military training grounds of southern England meant that any small
boy who was a boy at all had as his prized possessions a number of live .303 rounds, a hand
grenade or two, a two-inch mortar bomb, and perhaps a Piat anti-tank rocket. We knew how to
take them to pieces and how to extract the fuses, but that defeated the object. This all came in
very handy for those of us who later found ourselves caught up in various conflicts around the
world. When we were not playing with our bombs and explosives and letting off thunder-flashes
under tins to see how high they would go, we were racing our soap-box go-carts on pram wheels
down the hillsides at breakneck speeds, and not a helmet in sight. We would climb to the tops
of high trees, no ropes, no safety harnesses. Our first sailing boats we made from aeroplane
drop tanks, in which we sailed the tidal waters of the harbour, sometimes venturing out onto
the real sea. We were not good swimmers, but as for buoyancy aids, had we known about such
things we would have deemed them fit only for sissies. In those days men were men doing
men’s things, and we as boys looked up to them and did all we could to emulate them.

It was all part of an attitude, an attitude that had built an empire, and was gradually winning a war
against tyranny. The war was won but the empire was lost. An old order had passed on, a new
generation dawned, liberated from the social restrictions of the past as the stratified society gave
way to a general affluence. No more the social and military struggles of times past: “Grim imaged
war had smoothed his wrinkled front”. A soft and pampered generation was emerging. The way
ahead was freedom of choice, the only price be to be paid being no choice of freedom.

Utopia is a myth that no one would want in reality, yet to the chagrin of all there are those who
would impose upon us their perceptions of utopian aims, regardless of spiritual and monetary cost.
And so it is that our lives have become menaced by those who see no beauty in rugged simplicity, or
satisfaction of achievement in testing dangerous waters, or pitting ones wits against the unknown.
These people are the parasites of the day, leeching away the very essence of mankind, and so
destroying that which has sustained him from time immemorial, his spirit and resolve to chal-
lenge death. All must be clinical, all must be cushioned and padded, all must be in straight lines
and smooth. Happiness may not be simple, but it must be expensive.

And expensive it is, and not only monetarily. The heaviest cost is the loss of an organised social
structure. The old strata of society have been replaced by new and infinitely more frightening
divisions. The youth of today have no-one to look up to other than the previous crop of spoilt brat
thugs on the football field, who do not fight the people’s enemy but abuse and fight each other . It is
these pampered brats that today’s boys emulate, and like all youngsters they feel obliged to go one
step further; they will even kill. The old and vulnerable live in fear , no pr operty is safe, insurance is
becoming cost-prohibitive. Freedom, as past generations knew it, has evaporated; no-one feels free,
and the people demonstrate their fear and frustration in aggr ession towar ds each other . The futur e
does not bode well.

Such is today’s world, and although we do our best to escape it for a short while, we and our little
craft remain subject to it.

Young people have always been gr egarious, but even mor e so today, for they too live in fear , fear of
being the white sparrow their culture shuns, for it is driven by shameless profiteering; fashion and
mass production is the order of the day. Dinghy cruisers, therefore, are by and large of the older
generation, and as those of us of that age group drop off the end, the DCA will contract. It is therefore
both interesting and puzzling as to why the DCA seems so intent on hurrying its demise.

Over the past two or three years the DCA Bulletin has become concerned with safety almost to a
point of obsession. One cannot help but gain the impression that there are those in the DCA who,
given the power , would make the long list of r ecommended safety pr ecautions compulsory. I well
recall a member stamping his foot and resigning because other members did not go along with his
views on capsize practice. When I started sailing we scorned safety for three reasons. Firstly out of
ignorance, secondly because safety equipment was expensive and we did not have the money, and
thirdly because it was part of the thrill to run the risks. Stupid perhaps, but it was a stupidity that
built an empire and won two world wars.

Now we ar e old we ar e poor again, and as the economy slows down we will become even poor er.
Ther e ar e however many dif ferences between when we wer e poor befor e, and being poor now. W e
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are now expected to purchase a whole variety of safety equipment that was not previously readily
available. W e now have expensive insurance to think about: could we risk being taken to court for
hundr eds of thousands of pounds? W e live in an aggr essive and litigious society. Everyone expects
to be paid. Rough shingle slips are concreted over and poshed up, we are expected to pay for that.
The old gravel car park is tarmacked over and we are expected to pay for that also, not only to park
our car but the trailer as well. The fuel to get there and back is becoming increasingly expensive,
and this will not improve because it cannot. On top of all this the pages of the DCA Bulletin are
forever reminding us of the dangers of a capsize, even a Drascome Lugger was recently reported to
have capsized!

Well, once I was young and gung-ho, but I am now an old man. It is still my joy to sail my small boat,
but the constant warnings of the DCA Bulletin have at last sunk in, I have to concede that sailing
small boats is a very dangerous and expensive pastime, exposing me to risks beyond my control and
expenses I cannot sensibly afford. In the spirit of today’s DCA, I would strongly recommend that
anyone who is no longer strong and agile, and or does not have the funds to purchase up-to-date
flares, wet suits, dry suits, hand-held radios, GPS, recommended first aid kits, fashionable funny
hats etc, should follow my example, and hang up their oars. RL

Editorial comment : My memories of our dangerous games in World War II are not unlike Bob’s, but I
should not like the DCA to be associated without qualification with paragraphs 2 & 4 of his article. I have
considerable sympathy with his concluding paragraphs though not with his conclusion that we should
stop sailing . JA

Caribee     Mike Knott
Mike Knott’s highly modified Enterprise

A Miracle dinghy has been the mainstay of my dinghy sailing, and often I used to go on holiday
with it and a tent, but there was no way that I could find to sleep in it. A 13 ft. Voyager came
along, which had a cabin, and served me well for a short while. The two boats helped me to put
together a wish list (below), which was converted through numerous sketches into a proper
drawing and a model. About this time an Enterprise was for sale in the sailing club, and it had
a very similar hull shape to my drawings, providing the incentive to start building.

Requirements :
1) Full length berths.
2) Sitting headroom.
3) No centreboard in cabin.
4) Space for chemical loo.
5) Small, self-draining cockpit.
6) No side decks.
7) Inboard outboard, 360 deg steering.
8) No fouling of rudder , tiller , outboar d and main sheet.
9) Self-righting.
10) Keels to give hull clearance and steerage.
11) Launch and retrieve with dry feet and wheel bearings.
12) Built in buoyancy.
13) No gas in cabin, overboard drain.

Although the drawn hull shape was similar to the Enterprise, there were many differences of struc-
ture and also length, so the hull was chocked up on the launching trolley, progressively gutted, and
all the old varnish burnt off. Jury struts were put in place to reduce any change to the hull shape.
The transom was r einfor ced to take an outboar d motor , with a 10 degr ee offset. The ster n was
extended by 1ft 3in, to provide extra buoyancy, so that the outboard is now ‘inboard’. In this position
the outboard has 360 deg. steering, is clear of the rudder and tiller in both up and down positions, is
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closer to the centreline, and is clear of the mainsheet. A skeg was added, to provide extra direc-
tional stability, and also support the extension.

Enterprise Caribee
Length 13' 3" 15'
Beam 5’3" 5’9"
Draft 7"/3’2" 11"/3’6"
Weight 2301b 5701b
Ballast - 1701b. including 2x401b plates
Sail area 113 sq.ft 100 sq.ft

The centreboard has been replaced by twin lifting steel plates as ballast, faired to streamlined
sections. A frame near the pivot takes the extra loads. The plate cases are far enough apart to
provide a footwell when required, and space for the chemiloo (under the bridge deck). Also the plates

protrude below the hull when raised, so that there is some lateral area for sailing, and protection of
the hull from minor rocks. The plate cases are extended to the forward buoyancy bulkhead and to
the original transom, and two 6’6" bunks are level with the top.

A cabin has been added, with bulkhead and reinforcements to take the mast thrust and chain plate
loads. The mast and plates have been moved aft by 8 ins. to compensate for the hull extension. The
cabin top is additionally supported by 3 partial frames and 4 longitudinals. As the cabin has raised
the mast by 18 inches, a similar amount was removed from the foot of the mainsail, to minimise
incr ease of heeling moment. The cabin is full width, as it was found on the V oyager that to use the
side decks was to risk an early bath. This also allows the side and top to be progressively angled in
an attempt to reduce windage. There is a fore hatch for anchor work.

Buoyancy has been built in at the stem, and under the cockpit sole and lockers. There are a total of
8 compartments: 2 forward (760 lbs), 6 aft (440 lbs). I would have liked more of the aft buoyancy
higher , but the centr e of buoyancy is still 1’3" higher than the centr e of ballast (plates up). It should
be self-righting when flooded, but NO, I haven’t tried it. W ater starts entering the cockpit fr om about
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60 degrees. The boat self-rights from 90 degrees (the maximum checked), and the cockpit only
collects a few gallons of water , which soon drains out. No water should enter the cabin until about
120 degrees.

The modifications have used 6mm marine ply, epoxy and glass tape. Internal lower areas are epoxy
coated. All external new build is epoxy coated, with upper surfaces glass sheathed. In retrospect, it
would have been better to sheath all the outside during the build. (An aside about the ply: I wanted
1/4in, accepted 6mm, which turned out to be 5.5mm. This does not seem much reduction, but
gives 20-30% less strength and stiffness.)

When sailed against a passing Enterprise on Windermere, Caribee  was slower but not disgraced.
Considering the reduced sail area and extra weight, I was quite pleased with the performance.
Sailed single-handed there is very little wake from the transom, and the outboard is out of the
water . It is most suited to light winds and less than 20 degr ees heel, as the cockpit sides pr event
sitting out. There is slab reefing on the main and a roller furling jib, so I reef early and sail comfort-
ably. Sail controls (except halliards) are brought back to the cockpit. The boat is well balanced at all
points of sailing, provided that the heel is less than 15 degrees, when weather helm sets in. Direc-
tional stability is fair , although af fected by cr ew position. W ith a helm impeder ther e is enough time
to go forwar d for sandwiches, or to anchor . With the plates and rudder raised the boat can still be
sailed. Leeway is pronounced, and tacking uncertain, but is useful over sandbanks. The 360 degree
steering under power gives good manoeuvrability at pontoons and jetties.

Launching and recovery can be done single-handed, without immersing the wheel bearings, pro-
vided that there is a good slipway. Help is definitely required with a crosswind or uneven slope.

Cooking is on two Camping Gaz stoves in the locker , with overboar d drain. Ther e is a wir e grid to
stop the pans sliding. The worst part of the domestic arrangements is that stowage is forwards, and
the cooker is aft, but that is the price of not having gas in the cabin. Once food and utensils are
assembled, the cockpit is a convenient kitchen, and more so if the boom tent is rigged. The two
berths have 2-inch foam cushions, and the cabin sides are also padded. Sitting is comfortable, with
full headr oom and a footwell. The sleeping position is fair , but an extra few inches width would help.
A car battery, put in for ballast, now powers several cabin lights. Navigation lights next year?

The sketch shows a beamier version of Caribee, which addresses the problems of stability and
bunk width, hopefully without too much adverse effect on speed. Thoughts run to a lower sail plan,
or maybe a ketch. MK

See colour photo supplied by Mike on p47. Ed.

Mod’ s and Repairs to a Mirror Dinghy     David Sumner
Bow Transom and Stem Post

I accidentally ripped a hole in the bow when towing the boat up a slipway (Fig.1). In making the
repair , I decided to double the thickness of the bow transom by laminating a new sheet of ply over
the old one, and also to give the boat an oak stem post (Figs.2 & 3). At the same time, I took the
opportunity to laminate a double thickness floor in the centre area of the bow tank. The stem post
would give strength in a collision, making the boat fit to ‘shunt ice’. Although I would have preferred
a soft structure that would absorb shock, I could find no effective way of doing it. The Dutch Zeeschouw
boats sometimes have a praam  bow with a stem post, and it can look very pretty. The forestay now
attaches to the top of the stem post (Fig.4), creating a slightly better sheeting angle for the jib when
it is raised up with a tack strop for visibility.

New Pivoting Centre Board

Misfortune caused me to strike a whale carcass (or maybe an uncharted rock) off Kings Quay Creek
and it ripped out the dagger board case, causing me to be shipwrecked on the Island. I subsequently
decided to install a pivoting centreboard to avoid a repeat of this heart-stopping occurrence. The
board is a little longer and narrower than the original but retains the same area. The leading edge
is placed in the same position. The top edge of the board, when lowered, is level with the thwart,
giving maximum strength (Fig.5). The pivot uses a hard plastic bush to avoid crushing the sides of
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Fig.6

Fig.5

Fig.1

Fig.4

Fig.3

Fig.2

Dave Sumner’s Mirror repairs & modifications
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the case (Eric Coleman’s idea). The new board works very well, acting as both depth sounder and
landing brake, whilst the sailing performance is at least as good as with the old dagger board.

SECUMAR anti-capsize device

The photograph (Fig.6) shows the SECUMAR anti-capsize buoyancy cushion installed on the mast.
In the event of a capsize, the device blows up to 20 litres in the same way as an automatic lifejacket
and this, in theory, is ample to prevent inversion. The device can be raised and lowered by a hal-
liard. Although very expensive, it is reasonably compact and does seem to be a professional answer
to the problem of preventing inversion.

Foredeck Dam

Fig.4  shows a little dam or water barrier I have made for the foredeck. This will encourage water on
the foredeck from rain or spray to run into the ‘scuppers’ and hence out via the transom holes
rather than into the cockpit. I have not yet taken real solid water on the foredeck, even crossing
the wake of high speed ferries and the P&O liner Oceana , 77,000 tons. DS

Some Lesser-Known Boats  Martin Lowe
Caravelle, Meadow Bird 16 & Catbird 16 from the USA

During many years working and living in Australia, I became aware of a number of boat designs,
sourced from the USA, which might interest DCA members. Here are three examples. Plans are
often available at very reasonable prices; contact details are given.

Caravelle 14 (right)

The least controversial, and the most familiar to
British eyes, would be the Caravelle 14  dinghy.
Perfect for those who like the Mirror but would
like a little extra r oom. Built, like the Mirr or, fr om
plywood using the ‘stitch and glue’ method, she
has a hull weight of 140-180 lbs. According to Clark
Craft, who offer the plans, she is very stable, has
an excellent load-carrying capacity, decent per -
formance and is fast and easy to build. For those
keen to rupture themselves raising the mast, it
sports a Ber mudan rig rather than a gunter . My
2001 Clark Craft catalogue lists the plans at $75.
There are dozens of other plans in the catalogue,
sailing craft, power boats, dinghies, canoes, house
boats, etc. Clark Craft, 16 Aqua lane, Tonawanda,
NY 14150 USA. Tel.(716) 873-26740

Meadow Bird 16 (next page)

Appealing to those who would wish to build and
sail an artefact of beauty, is this little gem of a
trailerable pocket cruiser from Chesapeake Ma-
rine Design, not to be confused with Chesapeake
Light Craft. Comparable in weight (650lbs) with a
West Wight Potter , Meadow Bird  is r ound-bilged and measur es 16ft by 6ft beam by 1ft draft with the
board up. She has a generous sail area and a tabernacle-stepped mast. Construction is strip plank
on sawn frames. See ‘Messing About In Boats’ vol 22 no 15, 15.12.2004 for a photograph and an
account of a cruise in Meadow Bird .

Catbird 16 (not illustrated)

Also from Chesapeake Marine Design is the Catbird 16, strange to our eyes but familiar to Ameri-
cans. Designed as a cruising sharpie of trailerable size (16’x5’4”x1’board up, and weighing 350lbs)
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she is claimed to be ideal for ‘day-sailing, beach
cruising or camping aboard’ – just what we do. In
fact her flat-bottomed hull is the easiest type to
build, and offers an 8ft long flat floor to sleep on,
the first 6ft being covered by a nicely-proportioned
cuddy. The rig needs neither boom vangs nor
standing rigging and with no rig she can be
tacked tending no mor e than the tiller . This boat,
I think, deserves close scrutiny.

Study plans for both Meadow Bird 16 and Catbird
16 are listed at $5 each and full plans at $70
each in the catalogue from Chesapeake Marine
Design, 794 Creek View Road, Severna Park,
Maryland 21146 USA. Tel 1-800-376-3152. ML

(Meadowbird  and Catbird  details and illustrations
may be seen on www.cmdboats.com and the
Caravelle  is shown on www.clarkcraft.com , as are
Percy Blandford’s old designs, the Gremlin, the
Tarpon and the Hornblower (a 22ft Lysander), which
surprised me, as Clark Craft are an American com-
pany, of course. A novice’s experiences building
Caravelle are related – with pics – on http://
personal.zahav.net.il/PersonalSite/gl/glbarak/
boatbuilding.html   Prices seem to have remained
the same for all these designs. KM )

Salty Heaven      Keith Muscott
A ‘Classic’ New Openboat from Down Under

While we are looking at designs from distant shores, I think this one deserves some attention,
as you are not likely to come across it otherwise. (But see below.) It was featured in WoodenBoat
No.176 , 2004 , and I have not seen it anywhere else (there is no website featuring it), so my
thanks to George Pray of Honolulu who
was good enough to send me a copy of
the magazine when I confessed igno-
rance of the boat during an email con-
versation with him.

The WoodenBoat article was written by
John Little, Australian yachtsman and
writer , after he had built his own Salty
Heaven . John encountered the boat
purely by accident when he saw it be-
ing sailed by shipwright and designer
Mikey Floyd of New South W ales, in wa-
ters only five minutes away from his
home; it was love at first sight, the per -
fectly-proportioned hull with its English
work-boat heritage standing out from all
the samey GRP yachts with Bermudan
rigs ar ound her . I can understand the
attraction, as the photographs which ac-
company the article show a boat that ex-
udes a sense of drama as well as dis-
playing perfect proportions.

To me, its graceful lines are reminis-
cent of Alan Glanville’s yawl, or Roger
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Bar nes’ lugger , and the rig is similar to that used by Roy Downes on Surprise , but Salty Heaven is
definitely an individual, with a wineglass transom, straight stem, and hollow lines at the stern and
bow, which make it a double-ender underwater . She is 17 ft overall with a 5ft 9” beam. Construction
is glued lapstrake using marine plywood, classic Iain Oughtred style, and she is fitted out in Doug-
las Fir , with tough exotic Australian har dwoods jarrah and karri in ar eas subject to high wear and
abrasion. The keel is straight, but she has a centreboard. The mizzenmast is stepped slightly off-
centr e to keep it out of the compass of the tiller .  She carries standing lugs on two unstayed masts,
with three reef points in the main and two in the mizzen. As often happens with boats which are
inspired by craft from a bygone age, their modern builders have to embrace the idea of adding
ballast as readily as their forebears did: 110 lbs under the floorboards keens her performance to
windwar d (and, one suspects, adds stability). When her designer/builder sails her solo in heavy air ,
he throws in a 65 lb bag of sand, too, to show there’s no ill feeling. The first reef goes in when the
breeze reaches 15 knots, and when it reaches 25 to 30 knots there are three reefs in the main and
two in the mizzen. Under bar e poles in a near -gale the boat is appar ently very contr ollable down-
wind as the bigger mainmast leads her along by the nose, but I’d take his word for that.

Mikey Floyd’s world-view and attitude to boats and design remind me very much of Mukti Mitchell’s:
the designer lives a minimalist, alter native life-style on the far -north coast of New South W ales.
The first  Salty Heaven was built using hand tools only. He hand-stitched his own sails. The boat’s
equipment comprises belaying-pins, thumb cleats and cleverly-placed but simple knots and splices.
The sheet is made fast to the clew of the mainsail by a simple toggle and eye, which only takes
seconds to reeve after taking in a reef. And so on ...

Early in 2004 the five sheets of plans cost $300 Australian. If you want to find out more, Mikey
Floyd’s address is (or was) 61a, Hudson Parade, Clareville, NSW, Australia 2107. (I notice he has built
a bigger boat now and Salty Heaven  is for sale on the Australian website www.duckflatwoodenboats.com
at a considerable $12,500 dollars Australian; there are six pictures of the boat, which give a good impres-
sion of her.)  KM Now listed as SOLD DH
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Book Reviews

BRITAIN’S CANAL & RIVER CRAFT
  by E. Paget-Tomlinson

Describes and illustrates inland waterways craft Landmark 2005,160pp

I found just one surprising omission from this excellent and copiously illustrated information source,
which otherwise covers just about every river craft you can think of. There is nothing on those craft
that DCA members would know best - the Thames Barges! Actually they do include the River Lee’s

extreme Thames Barge variants (with incredibly low rigs), and
also the simplified versions built on the River Arun. (Two, as gun-
powder carriers, traded fr om Guildfor d to W oolwich Arsenal.) But
not the famous stem-rigged spritties often appearing in our Bul-
letin!* It could be that the author considered that the Thames
Barge had been amply documented elsewhere.

Do not dismiss canal boating as boringly pedestrian. In dinghy
cruising most of us hold on white-knuckled at just five knots.
Befor e the railways took over , horse-towed passenger -carrying
flyboats raced along canals, up on the plane, at up to thirteen
mph!

Incidentally, even narrow boats sometimes carried quite large
sails, with a pair of the narrow-beamed boats lashed abreast for
stability. (Another writer states that narrow boats were always
lashed abreast when on the tidal Thames.)

* Older members may recall the DCA’s Thames Barge weekend,
sailing from Malden on the Dawn , then in fine condition. A mem-
ber recently informed me that she sadly now lies neglected and

run-down. Len Wingfield

TO THE BAL TIC WITH BOB by Griff Rhys  Jones
An Epic Misadventure   Penguin,2005, 416pp

The cover of this book tries to persuade you that it is hilarious – as
you might expect from a popular comedian. However I didn’t manage
a laugh at any point – an occasional smile perhaps, but this is an
entertaining book which is worth a read.

It is, essentially, about the trials and tribulations of sailing an old
wooden boat around the Baltic with a variety of crew including the
laconic Bob of the title. In the process, Jones manages to offer a good
picture of the countries of the area. I particularly liked  the observa-
tions about the way the Scandinavians of differing nations view  each
other , along with some un-sugar ed observations about the r ealities
of owning a  ‘classic’ boat.

The boat eventually makes it to St Petersburg and back to Denmark
despite the crew’s efforts, and as the year closes the intrepid Mr Jones
just makes a safe harbour before the sea (but not the crew) freezes.

I found it a bit ironic that Jones manages to observe the relative
wealth of the people of the Baltic, while paying for crew to fly back and
forth, endless taxis , and restaurant meals. Not boating on a budget!
Tim Evans
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Sea Marks 3
Potter Heigham Bridge, River Thurne, Norfolk.
Well, not so much a sea mark, this one, as it is well inland; but I guess it is one which the majority
of us have at one time or another come within a few inches of. I have passed under , or should it be
through, the bridge in many types and sizes of sailing craft, from kayaks and dinghies to old gaffers.
Connie and I once spent a very happy lunch eating crab sandwiches sitting on the river bank near
the bridge watching the antics of the many brave and not-so-brave souls that “shot” the little bridge.
This being the problem, of course, it is a little  bridge, and on the approach for the first time it looks
like a hole in a wall. The old hand when approaching will be aware of the strength and direction of
wind, will take into account the number and position of the other vessels nearby, the speed and
direction of the current, etc, etc. Not so those who approach the ancient structure for the first time.
Sad to say, I drew pleasure from the antics of one gent in particular on a large varnished hire
cruiser who, although not at the wheel, appeared to be in “command”. He stood stiffly erect in the
centre cockpit behind the helmsman, pipe clenched in teeth with cravat and neat shirt, and on the

appr oach announced in a loud voice intended for all to hear , “Don’t panic Simon, we must be fir m
with these people. W e have the right of way.”

On hearing this I knew we were in for some entertainment. As the vessel drew close to the bridge
and the several craft that were coming and going in a more or less orderly fashion, the gent in
command started shouting out helpful or ders such as ‘Steady, steady, STEADY!’ and ‘W atch out,
WATCH OUT!’

 The shiny cruiser commenced a graceful sideways slide toward another cruiser coming out of the
hole under full throttle, with a couple of inches to spare on either side. The newcomer gave a series
of blasts on his horn which mercifully drowned the rough comments shouted by the cravat man at
his helmsman, the bridge, the rest of the traffic and his wife who had joined him with a cup of tea
to see the fun. After several forward and astern commands they finally lined up with the hole in the
wall and set forth at full thr ottle only to be yet again for ced to go har d aster n as a weather -beaten old
guy standing on the public ramp wiping his hands with an oily rag shouted, “ Hey cap’n, drop yur
windscreen afor yum gerum wrapped round yer ugly mug”.

I now have a confession to make. Many years ago when I was still young enough to smoke without
setting myself on fire and could still remember my children’s names, I took a party of friends down
to the Broads and taught them after a fashion how to sail. After a stern lecture on the correct
procedure for passing through Potter Heigham bridge we set off, lowering our masts as we approached
the bridge. I stood by in one of the old gaffers that we had hired and gave encouragement as they
filed past in line ahead, I joined on the tail end and entered the opening with our 4hp Stuart making
a pleasant echo within the cool gloom of the bridge, followed by a grinding noise as the wooden
scissors crutch supporting our mast clattered and groaned against the overhead stonework! I had
forgotten the very thing that I had told everybody else was of the utmost importance, to use the
small crutch especially provided for passing through the bridge and not the normal one which I had
used. I paid for my mistake that evening when my friends bought and forced me to smoke a cigar
the size of a shotgun in a waterside pub. Doug Heslop



50

Notes on Sea Marks 3
While searching the Net for a clue for a drawing to accompany Doug’s Sea Mark, I discov-
ered that Potter Heigham Bridge has a history:

“The mother of Lady Evelyn Montefiore-Carew, determined that her daughter should have Sir Godfrey
Haslitt of Bastwick, sought the help of a local witch in making a love potion, which she herself
administer ed to Sir Godfr ey during his attendance at a hunting party at Kings L ynn. The local witch
had refused any form of monetary payment for the potion, but had made Lady Evelyn’s mother swear
that, if the potion worked, then whatever payment the witch asked for would be given. To this Lady
Carew had foolishly agreed.

Sir Godrey duly proposed to Lady Evelyn and the wedding took place with a great deal of pomp and
ceremony in Norwich. However , at the r eception, as the clock struck midnight, the gates of the hall
burst open and there, framed in the doorway, stood a skeleton. Ignoring the screaming guests, the
skeleton rushed over to where the young bride stood clasped in her new husband’s arms and grabbed
her up in its bony limbs.

Still holding its victim, it then leapt into a waiting coach, which was drawn by four coal-black
horses. As Sir Godfrey and his astounded guests rallied themselves and raced out in pursuit, the
coach set off in the direction of Potter Heigham. Sir Godfrey’s last view of his virginal bride was her
young pale face pressed against the glass mouthing entreaties whilst the skeleton sat with its bony
arms wrapped around Lady Evelyn and her bridal gown.

Upon reaching the bridge at Potter Heigham, the coach collided with the wall. It then burst into
flames and tumbled into the River Thurne, its ill-fated passenger still inside.

This then was the payment that the witch had demanded for her potion.

Now it is said that on the anniversary of that fateful day anyone foolish enough to be in the vicinity
of Potter Heigham Bridge will hear the sound of horse’s hooves and the crunch of wheels on the
road. As the skin on their scalps tightens and rivers of ice course down their spines, a fiery coach
comes into view careering at great speed. It then hits the bridge and plunges into the water of the
river below before vanishing.”

No wonder, then, that skippers mess up their attempts to shoot the bridge: it must be bad enough trying to
negotiate so small an opening, without worrying about a coach-and-four coming down in flames on your
foredeck ...    KM

Shooting The Bridge

Doug pr ompts me to r emember a Br oads holiday with my kids, in a borr owed cruiser , r ecently beau-
tifully painted up by my friend to look like The Royal Y acht - glossy blue hull, white line and all that.
I was aware that a pilot had to be taken to get through Potter Bridge if you were in a hire cruiser but
not if you had your own boat or , like me, had borr owed someone else’s. However I stopped to ask for
a guiding hand at W oods Boatyar d even though we wer e ‘private’. This latter status made me quick
to spurn the grudging response of the pilots that they would “take us through termorrer if there was
no-one else waiting”. I took a bit of advice fr om the locals (“Give ‘er the gun, young feller , and keep
her in the middle, Y ou’ll be alright”) and decided to have a go at shooting this famous bridge myself,
upstream. I now know this is a good bit harder than doing it in the opposite direction as I proved a
couple of days later .

All went well at first. W e were lined up like old hands and barr eling thr ough the 5 knot curr ent dead
centre. Half way through, for some reason, I lost a bit of resolve and gained some self doubt and de-
gunned the throttle a fraction. Sure enough we swung into the brickwork and cleanly took off the
windscreen which swung over the side, and trailed there for all to see. On our emergence, some-
what grim-faced on the upstream side, my youngest danced around in the cockpit exclaiming,
“What shall I do with the bricks, Daddy?” Actually I maintain it was only a bit of brick dust but over
the years these tales get a bit embellished you know... As now, the adjacent pub garden was then
full of ghouls waiting for such a happening. That day they shouted something fairly choice too, as I
recall!

Didn’t hear no coach ‘n’ horses though. DH
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Something of a miscellany, this time:

Goethe, on Travel by Water:

“When one has water to deal with, it is no good saying, today I shall be in this place or that.”
 Johan W olfgang V on Goethe (Italian Jour ney, 13th September , 1786, evening.)

Copied by David Spenseley  while in the castle at Malcesine when on holiday at Lake Garda.

Arthur Ransome, on RT McMullen:

“In his writings, for the first time, yachting ceased to be a sort of social ceremony dependent largely
upon the presence of spectators, but an affair between man and nature, a series of trials in which
the prize to be attained is that a man shall stand well with himself. No winning guns or spectators’
smiles matter in the least. In these contests a man is his own judge, and, in secret at least, a strict
one.”

Chosen by Alan Glanville

Carruthers Gets to Know Dulcibella  and her Captain.

“Soon the anchor was up (a great rusty monster it was!), the sails set, and Davies was darting swiftly
to and fro between the tiller and jib-sheets, while the Dulcibella  bowed a lingering farewell to the
shore and headed for the open fiord. Erratic puffs from the high land behind made her progress
timorous at first, but soon the fairway was reached and a true breeze from Flensburg and the west
took her in its friendly grip. Steadily she rustled down the calm blue highway whose soft beauty was
the introduction to a passage in my life, short, but pregnant with moulding force, through stress and
strain, for me and others ...

Behind us, Flensburg was settling into haze. Ahead, the scene was shut in by the contours of hills,
some clear , some dr eamy and distant. Lastly, a single glimpse of water shining between the folds of
hill far away hinted at spaces of distant sea of which this was but a secluded inlet. Everywhere was
that peculiar charm engendered by the association of quiet pastoral country and a homely human
atmosphere with a branch of the great ocean that bathes all the shores of our globe.

There was another charm in the scene, due to the way in which I was viewing it – not as a pam-
pered passenger on a ‘fine steam yacht’, or even on ‘a powerful modern schooner’, as the yacht
agents advertise, but from the deck of a scrubby little craft of doubtful build and distressing plain-
ness, which yet had smelt her persistent way to this distant fiord through I knew not what of
dif ficulty and danger , with no appar ent motive in her single occupant, who talked as vaguely and
unconcernedly about his adventurous cruise as though it were all a protracted afternoon on South-
ampton W ater .

From ‘The Riddle of the Sands’ (written 102 years ago now) by Erskine Childers, chosen by Keith Muscott
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Commercial Ads
Aqua3R

The most compact laminated map available.

• Chartech International Ltd Patent stretch-film to ease folding.
• Dry and re-use facility.
• Anti-glare surface, ideal when reading under artificial light.
• A soft pencil will record information on Aqua3 R in all weather conditions. To remove, simply
wash with soap and water and wipe over with a soft cloth.

Titles Available Aqua3 R Prices                        Paper Prices

Ordnance Survey Maps:

Explorer OL 1:25 000 £12.99 £7.49
Explorer 1:25 000 £12.99 £7.49
Landranger 1:50 000 £11.99 £6.49
Travel Maps £11.99 £4.99
Discovery 1:50 000 £11.99 £5.65
Discoverer 1:50 000 £11.99 £5.30

Kompass Holiday Maps

Titles include Mallor ca & T enerife £12.99                                 from £5.50

A – Z Maps £9.99

IGN Maps of France

Covering the whole of France £11.99 to £12.99 £7.99
IGN Top 25 and Series Bleue are precise and detailed.

Scale 1:25 000

IGN TOP 100 SERIES £9.99 £5.99

Scale 1: 100 000

NEW at Aqua3 R

IGN REGIONAL MAPS

Scale 1: 250 000 or 1:280 000 £9.99 £4.99

IGN DEPARTMENTAL MAPS

Scale 1:125 000 or 1: 140 000 £9.99 £5.99
Flat/W all Maps £16.99 plus £4.50 post & packing

Have your own maps laminated – £7.00 for folded maps & £4.50 p&p for flat maps. ISBN listings
available on request. For more details contact us at tel:01433 621779   fax:01433 621808.
Email: info@aqua3.com web site: www.aqua3.com

20% DISCOUNT FOR DCA MEMBERS
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Members’ Ads
MEMBER’S SALES

For Sale. Shipmate Senior SMS 36 Molto,  16 ft GRP 2/3 berth Bermudan centreboard sloop. Built
1972, alloy mast/boom, main/jib/genoa/stor m jib, galvanised r oad trailer , etc. Pur chaser will r e-
quir e outboar d motor (c.4hp longshaft). L ying North W ales. £ 1500. Contact David Pickup (contact
details removed for web publication)

For Sale. 13' Sea Otter . Built by David Moss in Lancashir e. This is abeautiful lug-rigged yawl. Ther e
were only five built of this size. The boat is ready to go and every thing about it is in excellent
condition. She is lovely and really must be seen to be appreciated.Price £2500 ono. Tel. Guy (contact
details removed for web publication)

MEMBER’S REQUEST

For next season.  Is there anyone, fairly experienced, in the South, who would like to crew or helm
for day sails in an ar ea between Portland Harbour/W eymouth and say Chichester? Curlew  is an
adapted old Mayfly, never yet tipped up and much car ed for . I’ve got an outboar d too, if all else fails.
Sophie Annetts. (contact details removed for web publication)



HMS Victory

(celebrating Trafalgar 200)

by
David Summerville



1. The boat should carry sufficient crew - one stone (14 lbs) for each foot (20kg/metre) of waterline length

is suggested as a minimum.

2. The boat should be stable enough to allow the recommended weight of crew to sit on the gunwale

without dipping it under or the craft capsizing. A beamy hull is advised.

3. The boat should carry suf ficient positive buoyancy to support itself together with stor es and par -

tially immersed crew, plus a reserve of not less than 112 lbs  (50kg). This buoyancy should be so

disposed that it is possible for the crew to put the boat back into sailing condition after capsizing or

swamping. Testing oneself and one’s boat in sheltered conditions is strongly advised. It should be

stressed that capsizing is not an acceptable proposition in a seaway due to the long period of expo-

sure that may ensue and the possible loss of stores and equipment. In rough seas, recovery can

become impossible.  Consideration should be given to the problem of getting back into the boat. A

simple rope strop helps.

4. The vessel should have at least a foredeck.

5. Mast, rigging, fittings etc., must be strong enough to withstand capsizing forces. It is recommended

that if rigging is stainless, it be replaced at regular intervals as it can fatigue without warning. Ten years

is reasonable for a well used boat.

6. The mainsail should be capable of being reefed whilst at sea and the possession of a storm jib is

desirable on sloops.

7. The following equipment should be carried aboard:

a) Life jackets for each member of the crew and one spare if possible.

b) Waterpr oofs and plenty of war m clothing for each cr ew member .

c) An anchor (if of fisherman type 1 lb for each foot of overall length (1.5kg/metre) is a good guide.

Patent types, CQR or Danforth for example, can be two thirds of this). The anchor warp, length 30

metres upwards, should be of non-floating material and have 2-3 metres of chain between it and the

anchor . 8 mm is a good average warp size. The bitter (inner) end should be tied to a str ongpoint

inside the boat.

d) A str ong bucket and a bailer , with lanyar ds. A good bilge pump and/or another bailer may be

considered.

e) Two metal rowlocks secured to the vessel by lanyards, two oars and one spare rowlock. Paddles are

not considered a satisfactory substitute.

f) Drinking water more than sufficient for the cruise. At least three pints (1.5 litres) per person per

day. Also some emergency rations.

g) A reliable steering compass. If possible it should be kept in one position where it  should be

checked for deviation.

h) A fir e blanket and/or a fir e extinguisher , depending on equipment carried.

8. The following equipment, additional to the items above is advised where the cruise is more extended

than just day sailing:

a) Navigation equipment such as charts, pilot books, tidal atlas and a means of plotting a course; a

simple leadline marked in metres should also be considered.

b) Spare compass, need only be of pocket type.

c) Portable radio capable of receiving shipping weather forecasts.

d) Pyrotechnic distress signals. VHF radio should also be considered. All in waterproof packs.

e) First-aid kit and instructions.

f) A powerful light to conform to DTI collision regulations and at least one spare electric torch.

g) A loud hor n, bell, whistle or other means of giving audible war ning in thick weather .

h) Repair kit and spares parts to choice.

9. Before a trip, however short, let someone responsible know where you are going and by what time you

expect to return or phone in. It is recommended that you register the description of your boat with the

Coastguard on Form CG6, a free service.

DCA BOAT SAFETY RECOMMENDA TIONS


