
Commodore’s 
Thoughts

  
  The summer was a 

very sad time for the HOA when we 
learnt of the deaths of both Nicky and 
Michael Joyce. Michael had been the 
cornerstone of the association for many 
years, most recently as our President 
and will always be remembered for his 
great wit.  A tribute to both Michael and 
Nicky is published later in the newsletter.

This 2011 sailing season has been one of 
very mixed conditions with the weather 
never quite knowing what it was going to 
throw at us next!  This perhaps explains 
to some extent why our rallies, whilst 
successful, lacked the usual numbers of 
waterborne participants.  Both the West 
Country and East Coast events suffered 
particularly poor turnouts but those 
making the effort benefited from the 
usual Hillyard camaraderie.  A particular 
well done to Piers and his crew on 

Trooper for being the only ones to get 
to Newton Ferrers by sea and sorry we 
were not there to meet you and our 
previous much loved 9 tonner.  We are 
currently considering the best options 
to try and stimulate better supported 
gatherings next year, also bearing in 
mind the Olympics.  As always, many 
thanks to David Hubbard and Ted Evans 
for arranging these meets. 

The South coast events, at Lymington 
and Hythe, tend to benefit from the 
larger number of Hillyards within easy 
sailing range. Thanks go to Tony Swain 
and Douglas Coulson for their assistance 
in making these two rallies successful.

This year saw a range of boats coming 
from Poole in the East to Shoreham in 
the West. The Weather at both events 
epitomised the summer offering and 
there were challenging trips home after 
both events.  
(Continued on page 2)
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Guy Smith broke all records returning 
from Lymington to Shoreham on his new 
13 ton Sanchia (which is looking in great 
shape), whilst Billy Blue on her first visit 
to an HOA event benefited from a strong 
push from Hythe to Shoreham.  Robin 
Birch and his 6 tonner Hanser where not 
so fortunate as they battled a F6 back 
to Poole in a 12 hour trip! As for Ianthe 
she had fun going up to her berth at 
Mill Rythe in Chichester in over 30kts of 
wind but an easy trip in comparison to 
the others!  

Our summer cruising is covered 
elsewhere, but suffice to say we didn’t 
get away as early as planned as I was 
still finishing works on Ianthe in late 
June!  Our passages  were quite timid 
compared to some and you will enjoy 
reading about not one but two Hillyards 
who made it through the Crinan Canal!  
This winter’s work plan is, I hope, more 
sensible as I try to finish all the bits that 
I never quite managed in the summer.

We continue to have a steady flow 
of new members, with the majority 
coming through the links on the web 
site or through personal efforts of 
existing members when boats change 
ownership. Not unexpectedly in the 
current economic climate there are 
a number of boats offered for sale 
through the web site, so there are plenty 
of opportunities to introduce new 
people to Hillyard Yachts. The “Yahoo 
Group” has also been very active and I 
encourage people to sign up for this (no 
charge) as it is a great way of keeping 
up to date with what people are up to.

We continue to publish this twice 
yearly “hard copy” newsletter, and our 
thanks to Tracey for giving us such a 
professional publication.

Our next event is at the Naval Club in 
January, so please join us if you can, 
particularly as we are hoping to have 
the AGM before the meeting and 
have a room available for this. The 
invitation is on the web site. Otherwise 
please contact me directly if you don’t 
have access to this. My email address 
is stevtiffin@blueyonder.co.uk  and 
please also feel free to contact me on 
any other matters or feedback on the 
future of the Association.

All the best to all of you undertaking 
winter works and here is to a good 
sailing season in 2012 and meeting up 
with friends new and old! 

Steve Tiffin (with thanks to Liz for all 
her help with the admin and newsletter 
content)

Commodore’s Thoughts
(continued)

Lymington and Hythe Rallies
 

For our first rally of the season on the 
evening of May 21st we enjoyed an 
excellent meal at Lymington Town Sailing 
Club attended by Steve 
and Liz Tiffin, arriving 
by car, as did Doug 
Cousldon,  Jane, Malcolm 
and Jeminah Henstridge 
– Blows.  We were also 
delighted to welcome 
Pamela Keen, who still 
lives locally. Thanks to 
Tony Swain for arranging 
the venue and mooring 
who came with Suzanne,  
together with their 
guests, David and Sally.

Arriving by sea, Dave and 
Carol Stickland were 
there on Tashana as 
were Poole Hillyards 
Robin Birch and crew 
Nick on Hanser, and 
Michael Walden on Trimley Maid, with 
crew Mike Auckland.  Steve Gillion on 
Hapara was unfortunately not able to 
make it at the last minute.  We were 
however all able to admire Guy Smith’s 
newly acquired 12 tonner with doghouse 
Sanchia, (believed to have been built in 
1967 and originally berthed in the west 
country before cruising in Spain).  Guy 
left early to sail back to his home berth in 
Shoreham making it in 7 hours (surfing at 
times!)

We were also delighted to welcome new 
member Dr Frank Hardiman, on Moma Lily 
-  she was the first Moonfleet 36 designed 
by Laurent Giles and  built by Hillyards in 
1988 and was exhibited at the London Boat 
Show.  Since owning 

her Frank has embarked on an extensive 
refurbishment  and currently berths her 
at Port Solent. We were fascinated to go 
aboard and see her modern layout whilst 
retaining a number of distinctive Hillyard 
features. 

Our Hythe rally was 
held the first week of 
September and thanks 
to Doug (Hannah) for 
arranging the berths 
at the marina for 
Ianthe,Tashana, and the 
next day  Hanser and Billy 
Blue. 

During the day we 
were pleased to meet 
Mandy and Chris Symes-
Davidson (together 
with their young crew 
Katie and Phoebe)  who 

had come across from 
Somerset to meet fellow 
Hillyard owners having 
recently purchased 
Truffle an 11 ton bilge 

keeler built in 1969, which they are now 
restoring. Truffle had previously been 
kept on the south coast, in Jersey during 
the 1980’s and most recently in the west 
country.

 After drinks on board in the last of the 
sun we enjoyed an excellent evening 
meal at the local restaurant La Vista and 
the pontoon party then resumed for a bit 
longer after that! 

The next day dawned wet and windy 
which made for an interesting return trip 
for Hanser -  Robin motored for 12 hours 
to return to Poole, against the tide most of 
the time and the wind on the nose all the 

way . As the Sunday 
morning progressed 

Moma Lily & Trimley Maid, Dan Bran 
Pontoon Lymington

Hythe Marina, Billy Blue & Ianthe – drinks on board!          
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the wind increased and was fairly constant 
~25 knots through the afternoon/early 
evening. The Solent was relatively calm 
but the large quartering seas built up 
across the North Channel.  Robin was 
buzzed by the Mudeford RNLI rib who 
appoached Hanser and then shot off to 
the SW. ([he looked up their blog and they 
had a shout for a boat off Old Harry with 
engine failure). For a moment he thought 
they were out to give him a hand given 
the buffeting the Hanser was getting!  
Christchurch Ledge was no more fun 
and with the bad weather having slowed 
Hanser down Robin missed the second 
high Poole and had a tough time getting 
in past the Chain Ferry against the ebb. 
Anyway he arrived safely, nothing broken 
boat or otherwise, and a testament to the 
sea worthiness of his 6 tonner!
 
Billy Blue was returning eastwards but 
having looked at the forecasts etc on 
Sunday Tony Fortnam and his crew 
decided to get back to Newhaven asap , 
and made it by  21.30 – about 13 hours 
after waving farewell to us. The weather 
was miserable as far as Horse Sand Fort, 
but improved and once through the Looe 
Channel became positively clear and 
sunny. By then the wind was a good Force 
6 and off the quarter, so the rest of the 
ride was bumpy but presented no problem 
as they were not against the wind. 

Thanks to all who attended these events 
– particularly Tashana and Hanser who 
made both  - and we look forward to 
meeting more members new and old next 

Subscriptions and 2012 Handbook

You will all be aware from recent newsletters that both the Treasurer and I have 
been working hard at encouraging all members to pay their annual subscriptions.  
We have had a degree of success but there are still a significant number of 
“members” who are not up to date.  Regrettably we cannot justify the costs of 
continuing to print and mail out both the Newsletter and Handbook to people 
who are not contributing to the funds.  It is also not fair that paid up members are 
in effect subsidising those who have not paid.

The Handbook is having to be totally reset to pick up changes to personal details 
and remove out of date memberships.  We have therefore decided that there is 
one final attempt to get those who want to continue in the HOA to be paid up 
members.  We will only send the next Newsletter and new Handbook to members 
who have paid their subscriptions for the y/e 31 March 2012. 

The time of standing orders vary so please can you ensure that we have received 
your payment for the year 2011/2012 by 31 March 2012.  If you already pay by 
standing order then thank you.  If not then please consider doing so or let the 
Treasurer have your cheque by 31 March 2012.

 A red spot in the top right hand corner of your newsletter indicates those 
members who need to take action.  If you are not sure of your status please 
contact either the Treasurer or Commodore. Thank you to everyone who acts on 
this so we can ensure the continuing success of the HOA in its present format and 
be in a position to invest in the future delivery to meet the needs of current and 
new members.  Again we would please ask that anyone who has not let us have a 
current email address does so and then it can be included in the new handbook.

Steve Tiffin

Lymington Town Sailing Club  

WHERE ARE THEY NOW?
Current HOA members would be interested to know the whereabouts of Hillyards 
they previously owned and have very fond memories of. If you have any clues or 
sightings please pass these on. 

JENZARA   a message from former owner Christopher Cooke
I’m very pleased to see that life for Hillyarder’s carries on as usual with the great ideas 
for improvements being followed by months of work which continually throw up 
new challenges. However it is all worth it once she slips back in the water and the first 
trip to a new port draws admiring glances from all those who appreciate true yachts.
 
I sailed a 12 tonner Jenzara, for ten years in the 1980’s. After some cross channel 
sailing to Brittany we decided to undertake a longer trip so came to Littlehampton 
where we lived on board in the yard preparing her for a long voyage. That 
included fitting a calorifier, a bilge pump that ran off the engine, changing the iron 
ballast for lead as well as the efforts on the toe rails you so well describe. In those 
days we sailed using a sextant and after one particularly bad period of weather 
in the Bay of Biscay we were very pleased when a French Frigate came up to 
us to check if we needed any help. Jenzara had kept us safe during the force 9 
winds and we didn’t lack food so the only help we needed was with our position!
 
Unfortunately realities of life took over and the need to earn a living and have a 
career meant having to part with Jenzara. It would certainly be nice to know where 
she is now.  If you have any information please email me at cookecj@gmail.com

Ed note: Jenzara was built in 1970 and appears to be unusual in not 
having her name changed although this may have occurred since Chris 
sold her. Her first owner cruised to Spain and Brittany. Her owner 
after Chris is believed to have taken her through the French canals.
 
BUFF
Pamela Keen would like to know the whereabouts of Buff, the 4 tonner which 
they owned after Toccatina and Kalena Kay.  Built in 1959 and originally 
named Zeegul Robert and Pamela sailed her in the late 1980’s until the early 
1990’s when she was sold to her new owner in Penarth, South Glamorgan.

Free to a good home 
A professionally made memory foam 
mattress topper for an aft berth in a 9 
tonner which has been converted to a 
double by means of an infill – if you would 
like it you must be willing to collect from 
Gosport.
Carol and Dave Stickland,   (Tashana)
Please contact  by email at:
david_stickland@talk21.com
Or telephone 02392 345342 / 07836 282561



Page 4

Well it’s me – back again and to tell you the truth I have been 
quite stressed since we last communicated!  I thought that the 
latter part of my make over would be a doddle and I would soon 
be out and about in all my finery, enjoying glorious summer 
weather.  How wrong could I be!

I first realised that all was not well when a lot of my winter mates 
started leaving the dusty shed and I was still stuck in the same 
corner where I had spent all winter.  It is difficult to keep track 
of time when you are locked inside but I realised that summer 
had come when my lovely smooth shiny topsides started to open 
out as the temperature rose. The other sign that the timescales 
had slipped was from my master who seemed to be spending 
every daylight hour tending to me, I suspect to Liz’s displeasure!  
It seems he was putting on endless coats of paint (of the very 
smelly variety) on my decks and that was before he even got 

started on varnishing my new woodwork. I had been hoping 
for at least 6 coats on my new toe rails but I think he skimped 
on this!  No doubt his excuse will be that he had to fit over 200 
hundred wooden plugs in all the screw holes he had made, but I 
think that is a pretty lame excuse. I had visits from both Tashana 

and Hannah’s crew and they 
seemed  impressed with 
what was happening to me, 
but a little pessimistic about 
my plans for the summer!

I had originally hoped to be 
at the Lymington Rally at 
the end of May but I was 
still stuck in the shed and 
“sir” had the cheek to go off 
there by car without me!  I 
hope he felt guilty that he 
had let me down and that 
he enjoyed explaining to all 
my shipmates why I wasn’t 
there.

It wasn’t until 3 weeks later 
that I saw daylight, and even 
then I was only “partially 

dressed” as I still had no trims around my cabin sides (still 
haven’t!). The plan was that he would fit these when I was in the 
water, but I suspected that he would be to keen to be off and that 
would fall be the wayside (I was right!).  As if that wasn’t enough I 
was still full of tools and half my insides were still off in his garage!  
I did have lots of new white paint inside and some of this in places 
I didn’t know had even existed   I don’t know how Liz managed to 

get in to some of the gaps!  I knew we were nearing crunch time 
as Liz suddenly started coming down to me every day and doing 
that “Virgo” thing and clearing everything up – whether my lord 
and master wanted her to or not!

Suddenly as if by magic the main and aft cabin were cleared (a 
lot of it into the fore cabin), sails were bent on  and I thought 
I was ready to go! It was then that my master realised that my 
lovely gleaming new windlass and my old galvanised anchor 
chain didn’t fit each other ! He found that I had two types of 
chain on board and he sent the wrong one to be matched.  I 

thought this would delay us but he decided to deal with that after 
a shakedown cruise to the West Country.  The weather during 
this was not exactly summerlike but I could tell sir was pleased 
when after nearly a week of driving rain I was dry as a bone under 
my new decks  - unlike my crew who got soaked every time they 
ventured outside, not to mention when sitting under the cockpit 
cover which  seemed to leak like a sieve!  

I am not allowed to recount tales from this or my main summer 
cruise as Liz wants to do that herself. I can tell you that I did meet 
a lot of my old friends when we were away including Tashana, 
Vivona, Hannah, Hanser, and Crusader of Arun.  I also made a 
new friend in Billy Blue.  I can also let you in on another little 
secret – Liz has persuaded my master to continue my internal 
facelift with hot and cold running water.  All I can say is she must 
be a bit of an optimist since he hasn’t finished this year’s jobs!!  
Anyway I am not sure what this means for me other than I have 
been told that I will have an electric water pump and a calorifier 
– whatever that is.  Additionally I think they have given up with 
my Baby Blake – something to do with the coast of spares – so I 
might even have more tales to tell in the future.  All the best for 
the winter and let’s hope it’s not as bleak as last year as it’s cold 
in that shed! 
Yours Ianthe

TALES FROM IANTHE – THE NEXT CHAPTER

Nov 12th -  aft deck -  still a lot of fittings to take off

April 17th –  the new decks

June 5th, foredeck with new anchor winch

Feb 8th – foredeck - minus the hatch
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From many months of searching, in June 23rd 2010 we headed 
off to Turkey. 

Many of you may remember back in the spring 2010 issue we 
wrote a piece on trying to find a Hillyard for our family, well Lady 
Bear was located in a beautiful spot called Orhaniye bay south of 
Turkey.

She was a boat that had all that  we wanted, (within our budget 
anyway).
Dave, being a boat builder, spent a whole day and more giving her 
a good look over. She supposedly had a recent survey, so apart 
from a few things we were happy. 

Our search was over, but to make a long story short, not 
everything was straightforward. We had complications of buying 
a boat out of Europe and then the money transfer going wrong 
which delayed our moving onto the boat. There were several 
problems with the paper work and the boat documents, which 
delayed them from being sent back to us. That meant we couldn’t 
leave Turkey without them so we were stuck.

We managed to move onto the boat 8th July.  Spending our first 
few night in that great location tucked away in a quiet corner 
of the bay with just a hand full of small yachts.  Surrounded by 
rolling green hillside and the distant rocky dry mountains that 
turned pink in the setting sun.

As we had to wait in Turkey for our documents to arrive, we 
decided to sail down to Fethiye where the boat had paid up 
mooring at the marina until September. 
Our first sail and trip in our new boat, I was a little nervous at first 
but it didn’t take us long to get hands on helping Dave steer the 
boat. Our first anchoring was at Simi Greece, arriving late; the sun 
was setting as we approached the island, and then an early start 
to Marmaris. We left Simi with out even getting off the boat.  I 
thought to myself its was the first time I have been anywhere that 
I didn’t actually set foot in. 

The next night we anchored at a lively touristy town, Marmaris. In 
the evening with the boys asleep we sat on deck and drank wine 
looking out at the city lights across the bay while music thumped 
away in the distance bars, clubs and booze cruises.  Then on to the 
quiet undisturbed turtle beach, a long golden sandy beach where 
the turtles nested and are protected, peaceful after Marmaris, 
quite and away from anywhere and anyone, but then we were 
swarmed not by tourist but by wasps and poor Lorenzo got stung 
on his hand while trying to eat his dinner in the cockpit, so we 
didn’t stay long there. On to Fethiye!

We spent a long three weeks waiting in Fethiye marine in the 
heat eating many ice creams and chucking water over each other 
to keep cool. Every morning we would have a visitor to the boat, 
a large old turtle who we would hear munching on the clams that 
clung on to the side of the pontoon, by the boat.

It was very exciting to finally get the paper work and get ready 
for the long trip through the Greek islands back to Italy.  Our 
first port of call was Simi again this time we spent a few days, a 
beautiful little harbour one of my favourite places. We anchored 
just outside the harbour. Where we would have breakfast at the 
many little cafes on the quay after our morning swim.

Lorenzo, my blind son, took to the boat so much better than we 

thought. He has a tendency to be a little unstable on his feet but 
on the boat he amazed us by climbing on and off the boat with 
ease. He loved all the rocking, and the boys would play fight and 
roll about in the back cabin as we sailed. 

Our journey took us through the Cyclades of Greece stopping at 
many small different islands, Tilos, Nysiro, Kos, Kalymnos, Levitha, 
Amorgos, and Naxos. We didn’t stay long at any of them as now 
after waiting too long in Turkey we felt we had to make up some 
miles quick to get back home. Sailing up to nine hours non-stop 
against the prevailing winds and the turbulent disturbed seas. 

I left Dave at Naxos and took the ferry back to Italy, as by now we 
had been away from home 10 weeks. Dave let the wind take him 
all the way south to Crete where my brother Chris joined him. 
They took a further 4 weeks to get home after fighting against 
the rough weather, and Med seas, surviving 5 gales, and a few 
thunderstorms. Arriving in our homeport, Porto San Giorgio on 
the 14th September.

But like I have read somewhere the Hillyard may starve you but it 
won’t drown you!

It makes it all worthwhile when we look back at the highlights 
of the trip anchored up at pretty little island cove drinking wine 
while watching the sunset. 

If you would like to learn more about our adventures, then you 
maybe interested to read the full story with photos on our new 
Lady Bear Blog.  Discover if Artie managed to catch his fish!  And 
what did Dave have to dive in the water to save? How we relieve 
the anchor from an old shipwreck! The horror and the delights, 
places of heaven and hell!!  And a lot more!

Please feel free to join us at http://hillyardladybear.blogspot.
com/. We would love to hear from you.   Also we are offering a 
two-night stay on our boat with a days sailing. Please feel free to 
contact us on Italy 0039 3338430990, UK 07923403144 or email 
hillyardladybear@yahoo.co.uk 

Amanda and Dave Fulton

Editors note:  Lady Bear is a 12 tonner built in 1956, originally 
named Jawilma

LADY BEAR - FROM SEARCH TO SUNSET

Hillyard Flag, tie, caps: Steve Tiffin

The HOA has an account with Ocean World where our logo is 
saved.   From time to time they do have offers such as a set 
number of embroidered polo shirts for a discounted price if 
ordered as a minimum of 6, which could be done if there is 
sufficient interest.

For any other items  required such as caps, jackets, etc. please 
go to http://www.oceanworld.co.uk/hillyardowners/

Book: David Hillyard Story by John Balchin: Out of print

SLOP CHEST
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In late 2010 I was contacted by an old friend whose son, daughter in 
law and two friends were keen to have a crack at the 3 Peaks Yacht 
Race. Their only problem was that they did not have a boat. After a lot 
of thought, a bit of arm twisting and taking into account that Hillyard’s 
are not built for racing, I thought what the hell, it could be a bit of 
a laugh. I may have thought twice if I had realised what the cost of 
preparing Fio for “scrutineering” would be. 

Unfortunately due to various commitments we struggled to get much 
sea time in for the crew prior to the race (one weekend ).  

My summer mooring is in Dale Bay, Milford Haven and on Monday 
20th June a friend and I went down there, boarded, and got ready 
for an early start on Tuesday 21st. We slipped our mooring at 07.00 
hrs. to take the tide through Jack and Ramsey sounds and made good 
passage to New Quay, where we picked up a mooring for the night. 
Another early start on Wednesday gave us a fair tide up to Barmouth 
where, after a bit of a contretemps with a wayward buoy, we were 
allocated a slot on one of the two mooring trots laid for the race. The 
Thursday was taken up with registration and scrutineering and finding 
the best watering holes Barmouth has to offer. The crew and land 
based team arrived on Friday, sorted out the shoreside formalities 
and got gear stowed aboard. Excellent hospitality was enjoyed at 
the Yacht Club on Friday evening, including a very good meal, before 
turning in for the night.

The forecast was not very encouraging, promising gale force winds 
and heavy sea conditions for the start and it was starting to blow as we 
were settling down for the night. After a disturbed night I was woken 
up at the crack of dawn by a loud banging of something impacting 
against the boat. I rushed on deck to find that although the two lines 
of trots had been about 30 to 40 metres apart, the wind and tide had 
been strong enough to bring them together and the two lines of boats 
were bouncing off each other. Mayhem ensued for some time while 
fenders were being rapidly deployed and lines adjusted to minimise 
damage.

After the Saturday morning briefing and lunch, it was time to get on 
board and get ready for the 16.00 hrs. start. The weather showed no 
sign of improving and 25 boats heading out over the bar together 
was to say the very least, an interesting experience. The first leg is 
Barmouth to Caernarfon with an option of passage through Bardsey 
Sound or to the West of Bardsey Island depending on the tide. Sods 
law of course dictated that both wind and tide were against us and 
making forward progress was somewhere between difficult and 
impossible. Our difficulties were compounded by the fact that after a 
couple of hours I was suffering quite badly with “ mal de mer “, which 
does happen occasionally, and the rest of the crew were also suffering 
by varying degrees. After battling to windward for about six hours we 

had made enough Westing to clear Bardsey Island in about another 3 
hours, but given the general condition of the crew I offered the option 
of either soldiering on, or start the engine and make a run for Pwllheli.  
The decision I am pleased to say was to head for Pwllheli which we 
made in about a further 3 hours.

On Sunday morning we awoke to a pleasant breeze and a cloudless 
sky. A decision was then required as to whether to go back to the 
position at which we had started the engine and rejoin the race, or 
forego our position in the race but continue on the course and the 
crew could do the running and cycling. As the main reason for the 
crew taking part was to take on the 3 peaks the decision was the latter 
option. 

A motor sailing passage was then made to windward along the South 
of the Llyn peninsula through Bardsey Sound. On turning East along the 
North of the peninsula, to head for Caernarfon, we at last had a good 
following breeze which gave us a very pleasant sail with two headsails 
set. The Caernarfon bar was navigated without incident, unlike two of 
the other competing boats that grounded causing sufficient damage 
to put them out of the race. After tying up alongside the jetty the 4 
crew disembarked for the run up Snowdon and back. All 4 returned 
safe and sound in the early hours and turned in for a few hours rest 
before the next leg to Whitehaven.

An early start was needed (05.00 hrs ) for the passage through the 
Menai Strait to make the Swellies at slack water. Apart from the tricky 
navigation through the Swellies, this was a fairly straightforward 
passage, with light wind and good weather. With Puffin Island astern 
on a heading for Whitehaven within an hour the weather started 
deteriorating. The wind was strengthening, on the nose, and the Irish 
Sea started to show how unpleasant it could be. We then had a 12 hour 
slog, motor sailing in pretty nasty conditions, to make Whitehaven in 
time to get straight into the marina. The thought of pottering about 
for 4 hours, waiting for the tide, was not something to contemplate. 
Luckily my sea legs had returned and I was able to rustle up some hot 
food on the way, but unfortunately the crew were suffering again. We 
made Whitehaven in time, around 24.00 hrs and were soon tucked up 
in the marina.

The next morning, Tuesday, the crew did not feel fit enough to tackle 
Scafell and wanted to leave it until Wednesday. They were also inclined 
to forego the sailing bit, in light of what they had been through, and 
after Scafell were considering driving up to take on Ben Nevis. I had 
a relief crew from New Quay arriving on Saturday to help out on the 
return journey from Fort William so I needed to get on the move 
North early on Wednesday morning. After a nice lunch in a smart 
restaurant near the marina we said our goodbyes and I prepared for 
an early start again to catch the first lock with enough water in the 
outer harbour.

I was used to single handing Fio so we made it out through the lock 
without incident at about 05.30 hrs and set a course for the 
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Too close for comfort

Crinan Canal
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Mull of Galloway. Unfortunately what wind there 
was, was on the nose so motor sailing was the only 
option. The wind filled in a bit more during the day 
and by the time I rounded the Mull to head North 
for Portpatrick there was enough to have a pleasant 
sail up to the entrance. The entrance to Portpatrick 
is a bit tight, but OK in reasonable conditions. The 
harbour is not to be recommended to those who 
suffer from vertigo, at low tide it is a long climb up 
the ladders to get ashore.

I knew I was going to struggle to make Fort William by 
Saturday so I phoned the return crew and we decided 
to meet up in Troon, which would be better for me 
and easy for them to get to from Glasgow. I decided 
to take it easy and go for Stranraer on Thursday then 
on to Troon on Friday. 
After a good night’s sleep and a not so early start we headed North 
again with good weather and a fair wind for the fairly short passage 
to Stranraer. A good waypoint was needed to find the entrance, but I 
was helped by a ferry steaming up and showing me the way in. It is a 
good two hours run down Loch Ryan around the spit to anchor in The 
Wig, but once there it is a quiet and secure anchorage. 

Friday dawned with a blue sky and a good following breeze to take me 
up to Troon past Ailsa Craig with two headsails fixed. By late afternoon 
we were tucked up in the marina, sitting in the sunshine, enjoying 
a nice glass of red. It was my first visit to Troon marina and I was 
impressed. The staff were very efficient and friendly and the facilities 
excellent.

Next day was taken up with a visit to Tesco’s to get victualed up for 
the new crew, engine and general boat checks, booking a table for 
dinner and a walk to the station to meet the 3 new crew off the train. 
I had sailed with the guys before and, apart from reservations about 
potential liver damage, was looking forward to a pleasant couple of 
weeks cruising.  

After the guys got there gear stowed aboard and had a drop of grog 
we strolled down to the pub for dinner and to do a bit of planning. The 
provisional plan was to head up to Ardrishaig then through the Crinan 
Canal and up to Tobermory. After that we would decide which route 
to take to start heading South.

The wind wasn’t kind on the Sunday so it was a motor sail up to 
Ardrishaig then the passage through the Canal on Monday. This was 
new territory to me so I thoroughly enjoyed the experience of going 
through the Canal. The scenery was exceptional and the weather 
very kind to us. Alan and Mike who were doing all the lock operation 
probably could have done with it being a bit cooler, but for George 
and I it was fine.

Tobermory was just like the picture postcards promised or possibly 
better. Marina facilities are excellent especially the underfloor heating 
in the shower block. We managed to get booked in at the Café Fish for 
a meal which is a must if you are ever in Tobermory. The best seafood 
I have had in a long time.  

After Tobermory we made for Oban on a real Scottish day. The sky was 
about 2 metres high, as black as the ace of spades and precipitation 
varied from mist to torrential rain. I was pleased to be aboard Fiordiligy 
with its’ sturdy dog house and canopy to keep us dry and warm. We 
went into Kerrera Marina across the sound from Oban then took the 
free water taxi over to the town. Having stretched the exchequer the 
previous evening in Café Fish, we settled for fish and chips in Oban. It 
didn’t quite compare with the oysters and scallops.

When planning the trip I had spent some time pouring over the 
Scottish Pilot and I thought Cuan Sound and Loch Melfort looked 
interesting, Cuan sound being very narrow with a sharp dog leg and 
about 6 or 7 knots of tide. They did not disappoint, the Sound was an 
interesting challenge and Loch Melfort was beautiful and peaceful. 
The management and staff at the boatyard pontoons are very helpful.

From there it was down to Gigha Island to the West of the Mull of 

Kintyre and then to Port Ellen on Islay. We did the 
obligatory tour of the Laphroig distillery and of course 
availed ourselves of a ”wee dram”.

That concluded the Scottish part of the trip and from 
there we headed down the East of Ireland calling at 
Glenarm, Bangor, Ardglass, Howth, Arklow, Rosslaire 
then back across to Milford Haven. We hit Bangor in 
the marching season which was very musical. The 
weather was turning a bit iffy when we got down 
to Howth, but we made a run for Arklow and were 
weather bound there for 3 days. It was not a bad time 
to get stuck there as there were lots of things going 
on, including a pig race in the main street.

All things considered a good trip. About 5 weeks of 
sailing and quite a bit of it in places I had not sailed 
before. I had often been told how good the sailing 
around the West of Scotland was and I can see the 

attraction. The scenery is stunning and there are many 
good safe havens. We even escaped the midges.

Getting involved with the 3 Peaks Race was a great experience, but it 
is an extreme test of endurance and the sailing is in some of the most 
challenging seas around the UK. It also helps if you have a boat which 
points to windward a bit better than our beloved Hillyards.

A leisurely sail downwind

A Motley Crew
Team Leaders Blog

Summary of the race: We set off in severe weather conditions on the Saturday 
afternoon. We were being affected most by the strong winds and tide which is why 
after several hours battling against it all and with most of the crew including the 
captain being quite ill we took shelter in Pwllheli. We continued the next morning 
in much better conditions and sailed to Caernarfon for the first run stage. We were 
of course quite a way behind by now, so whether or not we could get back into the 
race depended on how kind the weather was. It was dead calm when we set off 
through Menai, but it slowly turned into very strong head winds with rough seas 
again, so in order to get to Whitehaven and our next land stage in any reasonable 
time we used the engine. We had already used the engine to get out of trouble 
on the first night, and to get back around the headland before Caernarfon, so 
were technically out of the race at this stage - a decision which had not been 
made lightly.  Appreciating all that had gone into this from everyone of us and 
our supporters and sponsors, we had to be realistic and put our safety first, and 
in hindsight it was certainly the correct thing to do. Three very experienced crews 
had to retire form the race on that first night, one with a torn mainsail, the other 
2 having run aground on the Caernarfon bar and had to be pulled to safety by the 
coastguard, which bought home just what we had been dealing with. Relentless 
20ft waves and force 8 winds certainly take their toll!

Captain Ed decided to carry on from Whitehaven using engine / sail to head up to 
Scotland whilst Pam, Rob and Rich wanted to get something more out of the race 
so decided to do the Whitehaven run leg, and then head of to Fort William by car 
to complete the final peak. The weather for the land stages was perfect now with 
light winds and clear blue skies which held for the rest of the week, making the 
600 mile round trip just to climb Ben Nevis worthwhile in every respect.

By the end of Friday we had done all 3 peaks, and what was more amazing was 
that we had clear blue skies from the top of each one. Our fitness training had 
obviously worked, as we did Ben Nevis up and down in just about 3 hours, which 
is not bad going.

All in all a crazy, bittersweet week with every range of emotion and every range of 
success and failure. We were informed by the Belgian crew on Friday night in the 
pub that they had seen a list of the 20 most extreme races in the world recently, 
and the 3PYR was number 2 on the list. I think I believe them!
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Sequoiah, my newly acquired, shapely mistress

On July 31, Sequioah locked out of the Caledonian Canal at Clachnaharry and 
mooched the last mile or so of a 640nm voyage to a snug berth at Inverness marina 
... her new albeit temporary home until a more suitable arrangement could be found. 
Just a few weeks earlier she had been a resident on the Dart, mistress to Allen Clarke 
who had attended to her needs over the prior five years.
I had flown down from Aberdeen with good friend Gordon McIntosh on June 16 to 
seal a deal that would result in it being my turn for Sequoiah to help herself to my 
bank account, something she has already proven adept at.
We stepped aboard, in my case with trepidation. Allen was 
there together with Peter Gregson of Wooden Ships. Having 
already surrendered a slab of money, this was about satisfying 
oneself that what the sale manifest broadly matched what I 
found aboard, then sign on the dotted line.
Gordon, to my delight and surprise, produced a bottle of fine 
malt and we toasted Sequoiah’s future. Bloody hell, what 
had I done! Some 26 years had passed since I had last owned 
a serious boat, and that was a 40ft fishing vessel that I had 
worked out of Tighnabruaich, Argyll. She was the last of three 
broadly similar Scottish-built vessels with which I had earned 
my living for 12 years, 
The decision to step ashore by selling Green Pastures had not 
been lightly taken. I was changing my life ... big time.
But it had been even longer ... more than 40 years ... since I first 
set foot on the 9-ton Hillyard, Tarlair, in Conwy, North Wales 
as a teenager. This pre-war build was a fantastic old lady ... a 
mother hen to a bunch of kids who were mad on sailing, and 
yet she could lift her skirts and fairly shift when she had a mind 
to on cruises to the West Country, to France and several times 
to my beloved Scottish West Coast over a number of years.
Even after buying my first serious boat in my early 20s, the 
35ft Lancashire nobby (otherwise known as a Morecambe 
Bay prawner) Venture, I continued to have the occasional 
adventure in Tarlair for some years.
And it is Tarlair, plus other Conwy based Hillyards of those times, like the 12-ton pre-
war Lady Rita and post-war Khariessa and Pelindaba, that ever so subtly pushed me 
towards Sequoiah decades later.
By around 2007 I had become sick of mooning at classic yachts and the dwindling 
fleet of tough wooden fishing vessels that were once so numerous in Scottish waters. 
Besides, there were two boys to challenge and I had somehow managed to secure 
permission from The Management to indulge myself. As a girl, Kate had experienced 
a Hillyard or two on the South Coast, so wasn’t quite a virgin in that regard.
The hunt started in 2007 and might have concluded as early as summer 2008 with a 
plastic boat ... the very late build Halberdier Desmoiselle, which I would have bought 
had the bottom not dropped out of the stock market and demolished my portfolio.
2009 came and went; I kept mooching around boatie websites, making the occasional 
enquiry ... Peter Gregson must have decided I was a time waster even though I said 
I would take my time. Ditto for 2010, but always I hung back; wouldn’t commit. 
But then a certain birthday jolted me into action. It was a case of get weaving; stop 
procrastinating.
And so as 2011 cranked into gear and the weeks ticked by I upped the ante, got 
serious, went to see a modest number of further possible candidates. In May, on a 
trip back from Houston, I decided to divert to Plymouth. PG would pick me up and 
cart me around. I had narrowed the field down to two targets ... a 38ft Buchanan yawl 
named Quinag and Sequoiah.
I’ll warrant that quite a few classic yacht afficionados would consider me to be cracked, 
given the decision taken. Back to Tarlair ... one of my abiding memories of that boat 
is her sturdy build, simple layout and deep centre cockpit; a 
ideal family formula. 
I visited Quinag at Mashfords and loved what I saw; 
then off to Dartmouth and a very expensive B&B. 
Following morning PG picked me up and headed 
for Sequoiah. There she was, solid, sturdy and 
surprisingly rakish with her strong sheer, powerful 
bows and nearly tucked canoe stern.
I stepped aboard, a little unprepossessing around 
the decks and superstructure. Definitely some 
sprucing required. Interior was much the same 
and in need of a lift. Under the floor a Ford-based 
engine ... yes, OK, I had extensive experience of 
2700-Series Dorset direct injection engines and 
felt reasonably secure that Sequoiah’s machinery 
would be OK.
Then I sat in the cockpit for a think. It enveloped 
me. This was the deepest cockpit had ever 
experienced and Sequoiah’s windscreen added to 

the terrific sense of security. Her traditional “country cottage” accommodation was 
at once so familiar.
And it was this, coupled with her iroko on oak build and decent lines that really sold 
Sequoiah to me. Quinag, at that time not even on the open market, with her long, 
shallow cockpit, etc lost out, even though she had solid teak flush decks. 
An offer followed and was accepted after a minor adjustment. 
In the event, it was three days before the restless weather allowed us to escape from 
Dartmouth on June 19. Which way; westabout or head east then north?. I really was 
a toss-up and I had taken the precaution of being charted both ways. 

We pointed west; weather was uncomfortable, I was rusty, 
Gordon was modestly experienced. The decision was taken 
not to hang about. We would motor-sail west, turn the 
corner and then point north.
In the event Gordon and I only got as far as Newlyn, but 
detouring via Salcombe to purge the fuel system of water. 
About two hours out of this favourite fishing port of mine, 
I mean Newlyn, we experienced near total power failure ... 
radar and GPS out as well. The alternator had packed in ... it 
was scrap. I knew what to do; go find an electrical engineer 
that the fishermen trusted. That was Kevin Green of Marine 
Electrical Services. He was quick to diagnose and fix the 
problem; but warned that various modifications over the 
years had resulted in a lunatic cat’s cradle of wiring, plus the 
main power cut-out was in the engine compartment. 
My years in the fishing industry reminded me that there 
was only one answer, get Kevin to tear the whole lot out 
and start again.
The weather was lousy ... persistent SWlies with too much 
Force 6 in them and I wasn’t taking any chances, We were 
stuck for at least a week and work commitments drove 

Gordon and myself back north ... by train.
I returned a week later, but with a different crew ... a 
nephew who had only dinghy sailing under his belt but 
an experienced hill-walker and fast learner. Kevin had 
waved his magic wand; Sequioah’s starting and charging 

electrics had been transformed.
In a nutshell, Sequoiah departed Newlyn at 0940 on July 3 on a good forecast. We 
pulled into Holyhead at 22.30 on July 4 ... after a fast 215-nm passage when the boat 
regularly achieved 8-plus knots under genoa and with the engine trundling at around 
1,600rpm.
The following day dawned brisk ... SE’lies up to F6/7, so we decided stay put, at least 
until teatime by which time the wind was likely to moderate and veer. It did, we took 
on fuel and left Holyhead at 20.20 bound for Peel with five rolls in the main and a 
couple or three in the genoa. Sequoiah went like a train; we were off Chicken Rock at 
the bottom end of the Isle of Man around 01.30 on July 6. We were tucked up behind 
the breakwater at Peel by 0500 and at 10.50 we were on our way again, bound for 
the Clyde.
Again Sequoiah tore along fine style and turned the Corsewall corner into the firth 
at 18.10 with the log showing 7.8kts. I had hoped to get into Girvan so nephew John 
could get a train back to London; also so I could get a serious oil leak sorted out. But 
it was low water and that ruled out Girvan. We ended up at Troon around 0200 (July 
7) on what had evolved into a dirty night and I parked Sequoiah in the fish dock ... 
another old stomping ground ... eschewing the marina.
We surfaced around 07.30, John headed for his train and Sequoiah and I jogged on 
up to the Ardrishaig, locking into the Crinan Canal late afternoon, having stopped at 
Tarbert for a chippie. I was on home ground. It was great to be back.
Sequoiah sat at Ardrishaig for a week before I took her through to Crinan on my own 
... something I had done often enough in the past with fishing boats. A further week 

was to elapse before, with the family aboard for the last 
120 miles, we determined slugged our way up the Firth 

of Lorne/Loch Linnhe against a stiff Noreaster 
to Corpach and then up the Caledonian Canal 
in two stages to Inverness where Sequoiah 
became a temporary resident. 
The plan is to overwinter in Banff (but possibly 
also either Peterhead of Whitehills), less than 
an hour’s drive from home, and to really go to 
town on Sequoiah. This includes restoring the 
coachroof to an oiled/varnished appearance, 
giving the hull a navy blue livery and quite 
possibly re-engining even though the Ford has 
run only 3,000 hours in its entire life.
Thankfully the family have taken to Sequoiah 
and I have too. With luck I’ll get her spending 
habits under control by next spring, though 
mistresses do rather have a way with one’s 
wallet!
Jay Cresswell, September 2011

SEQUOIAH’S FIRST VOYAGE, SUMMER 2011

Crinan Canal

Loch Lochy
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TASHANA’S SUMMER ADVENTURE
16 June
Left Haslar 05.30. Weather not as forecast – very windy and seas rough and confused, so 
motor sailed.  We knew before we left that Tashana was taking water!  Arrived Brighton 
14.30, cut up by a fishing boat entering the marina, which was scary enough without that!  
Good weather for Father’s Day when our daughters were participating in the London to 
Brighton Cycle Race for the British Heart Foundation.  Then boat bound in Brighton – high 
winds, freezing rain – not good.

26 June
Finally leaving in fog for Fecamp (before the next Atlantic low came in!) at 04.30 hoping that 
the forecast sun would burn the fog off – no chance…at least not until we’d gone through the 
shipping lanes! Seeing the blips pass within a mile of us on the radar, and hearing a foghorn 
very close by…was very, very eerie to say the least!!

27 June
We arrived in Fecamp to bright 
hot sun and although we had an 
almighty thunder and lightning 
storm, we had three lovely days 
there, but reluctantly moved on as 
we we’d lost days in Brighton.

30 June
Left Fecamp at 11.00 for Honfleur 
and had good sail, tacking back and 
forth – but not really making much 
headway, so – motor on again 
into a very choppy sea and then it 
started raining – no fun – and we 
were having to pump the bilge very 
frequently!  Nasty time crossing Le 
Havre entrance and into the Seine 
estuary, racing against time for the 
last lock into Honfleur, dodging 
fishing boats and freighters! 
However, although having missed 
an opening by 15 minutes and then 
having to jill around for 45, still having 
to miss large boats and coping with 
the ferocious cross tide, we went 
through the lock (and thereby 
hangs another tale…), missing the 
last road bridge into the Basin, but spending a quiet night on the waiting pontoon. Spent a 
wonderful six days of glorious sun, food, company and relaxation.

6 July
Timed our departure for free flow through the lock!!! But, ever suckers for punishment, we 
sailed for Ouisterham, and another lock! Unfortunately, another horrible passage – wind on 
the nose, so motored again. Stayed overnight on the waiting pontoon.

7 July 
We were jinxed – the small boat lock was out of action, so had to go into the large ship 
lock…however, the marina staff were on hand – and saw us into an alongside berth. 
Weather mixed, again with a tremendous thunder and lightning storm.  However, we were 
determined to try out our new folding bikes and one day rode the 30km round trip along 
the canal into Caen – a great day, but unfortunately greatly spoiled by both of us somehow 
picking up a sickness bug, which Dave shook off, but laid Carol so low she had to see a doctor. 
Fortunately, she recovered enough to be able to leave for St Vaast where we had arranged 
to stay with friends.

12 July
The forecast was for 3 – 4’s; cloudy with rain by evening…we should have turned back!!!! 
The rain started heavily by lunchtime with huge rolling seas coming at us broadside! Very sick 
making!!!  By evening, the rain stopped and sun came out! We’d made such a fast passage 
that we were far too early for the lock, so anchored (very rolly of course) but finally gained 
safe haven inside St Vaast harbour – we love St Vaast! As Tashana was by now very poorly 
with too much water inside her, we asked to have her lifted out and seen to, but alas, the 
boat builders were far too busy!! Not to worry, Cherbourg next stop!  We celebrated Bastille 
Day with a wonderful firework display and then reluctantly left our sick girl for a few days 
while we stayed with our friends who live near Barfleur, where Dave celebrated his 67th 
birthday very well!

22 July
Left at 13.30 – motor sailing, but after turning the “corner” had a lovely sail into Cherbourg.  
Next day found a wonderful boat builder, who had worked on Nim’s boat.  Tashana was 
lifted out and that same evening our poor old girl’s garboards were recaulked and she was 
back in the water before she knew what was happening! We were able to exercise our 
folding bikes again and, much relieved with Tashana feeling better now, we had a happy time 
cycling and relaxing.

27 July
Left at 06.00 for Guernsey – no wind, eerily glassy sea…another motor sail!   Next day, Nim 
on Crusader of Arun sailed in! So lovely to see him and spent two evenings with him before 
he left.  We also met up with Val & Maurice Husband on Aideesea and also spent a great 
couple of evenings with them too.  We had a wonderful week in Guernsey, spending one 
very hot day on Herm.

1 August
Left at 13.15 and motor sailed (again) to Jersey, where we queued for an hour to get into the 
marina!  The fact that it was the first day of the French holidays, where every Frenchman who 

owns a boat HAS to set sail on the 1st August, seemingly making Jersey his first port of call, 
did not cross our minds!!! However, we were all duly packed in like sardines for the night…
and in the morning, all jostled, pulled and pushed, till the marina emptied of Frenchmen, 
and the rest of us could settle down again.  By prior arrangement, we duly met up with Steve 
& Liz Tiffin on the beautifully and skilfully refurbished Ianthe, with whom we were sailing in 
company for Paimpol.

3 August
Left Jersey 08.15 with a fair wind…which unfortunately died, so motored yet again, arriving 
St Malo 18.30 and tied up on the visitors’ berths, but with the understanding that we must 
move into the inner harbour first thing in the morning as they were expecting a Rally.

4 August
Woke to torrential rain, but move we did, waiting, it seemed, a very long time for the 
lock to open.  When we finally got inside – full!! However, Dave very skilfully managed to 
manoeuvre into the only space left in the rafted out craft, to raft alongside a racing yacht with 
no cleats (clearly why no-one else had rafted against her!) and Ianthe then came alongside 
us.  We then realised why St Malo was so full and a Rally coming for the weekend – there 
was a Festival! and a lot of wooden boats making merry before setting sail for the next one 
in Paimpol!  

6 August
Woke to pouring rain, but left St Malo 10.15 for first lock, along with many others…including 
an enormous container ship! But the lock keepers squeezed us all in very cleverly, along with 
beautiful classic wooden boats, and we arrived at St Quay-Portrieux early evening, with the 
intention of leaving early morning in order to meet up with Lyn & Keith Tullett on Vivona in 
Treguier, however…….strong wind forecast, so stayed put.  And although it was windy, there 
was no rain and sun was shining, so went for long walks and explored the coast and relaxed, 
so good to be able to be able to spend quality time with Steve & Liz.

10 August
Left for Paimpol 11.30 – no wind…!  Our berth was allocated – all very organised.  Lots of 
beautiful boats in already.

11 August
Rode our bikes to Lezardrieux in the morning, had lunch and returned to boat in readiness for 
the spectacle to come – seeing all the other boats arrive, especially the big ones! An amazing 
sight, and an amazing weekend, lots of socialising, lots of noise, sights and sounds – and tiring 
- but well worth it.

15 August
At the first lock opening we left Paimpol, with lots of jostling and shouting from the French 
boats! together with Ianthe and Vivona, who sailed for Guernsey, while we sailed back to 
Jersey as our daughter and two granddaughters were flying over to spend 5 days with us 
there. Needless to say, we had a wonderful time, mostly surfing the beaches!

22 August
Left Jersey for Guernsey and rafted next to 
Adventura - owned by Richard Hopper, who 
previously owned Bugler.  Weather unsettled, 
so stayed for longer than we’d intended and 
instead had a great time with Phil, Richard and 
son, Joseph, who we’d met at last year’s Hythe 
Meet. 

25 August
Left for Alderney in the afternoon, windy and 
choppy seas, and of course, a rolly anchorage in 
Braye Harbour, but we love Alderney, and although it 
was windy, it was sunny, and we were able to take our 
beloved bikes ashore and cycle round the island, sit on 
the beach, and, as it was the Island’s Festival weekend, 
go to a Beer Fest & Hog Roast, and catch a free bus to 
the Fair and then walk back over the island in time to 
catch the evening sun on the beach.

29 August
Left to cross the channel at 06.00…and had the best sail 
of our holiday, hardly any motoring, catching a most 
beautiful sunset as we came through the Needles 
channel into Yarmouth.  We had a lovely time, using 
our bikes to explore each day, and Steve & Liz arrived 
on the 31st.

2 September
We set off early on a glassy sea to motor round to 
Newtown Creek, where we rafted together on a buoy 
and had lunch, enjoying the peace and tranquillity of this magical place, before casting off to 
complete our passage to Hythe.  Very light airs, but Ianthe had a surprise for us!  Suddenly 
she sprouted a balloon from her forestay! and we have photos to prove it!!  Unfortunately, 
Tashana, too, had a surprise for us – when Dave tried to stop the engine – the handle came 
away in his hand…the cable had snapped!  However, once we were safely moored up, 
Sea Start came to the rescue!  Doug and Robin on Hanse were there to greet us, and Tony 
Fortnam and crew on Billy Blue arrived the next day, and in the evening we had a great meal 
in the Italian restaurant at the marina.

4 September
Sadly, the last day of our holiday, which happened to be nasty weather – heavy rain and bad 
viz, which did eventually clear and we moored up back in our berth in Haslar.

An unforgettable three months with our lovely girl Tashana
Carol & Dave Stickland                         
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We had always planned to have our summer trip in two parts - this 
turned into three but more of that later!

Part 1 - July 3rd
Our 2011 sailing season got off to a very late start due to the major 
work being carried out on Ianthe last winter, which would have 
defeated many people but not Steve!  Having 
missed going to the Lymington Rally by boat by a 
large margin we had set ourselves the target of 
leaving our berth the first weekend of July.  To 
me even this late date this seemed an impossible 
feat - the day before and even the morning we 
left Ianthe looked like the marine equivalent 
of one of those makeover programs were it all 
comes together in the last hour or so.   We have 
never left on a trip with so much un stowed 
equipment etc - thank goodness for the large 
new double bunk in the aft cabin - everything we 
hadn’t put in its proper place got stowed there 
and it was several days before we could use it 
for sleeping in!  We moored overnight on an 
outside buoy at Yarmouth, getting slightly more 
shipshape. We left at first light for Dartmouth, 
having abandoned plans to meet friends in 
Weymouth as the weather was on the turn and 
we were too tired and disorganised for heavy 
weather sailing and had to be near Plymouth the 
following weekend. 
We had a great sail to Dartmouth, thankfully 
uneventful and then spent the rest of the 
week in Darthaven Marina, which we like 
very much,  waiting for it to stop raining and 
blowing so hard to allow us to move further west.  We met the 
former owner of Sequoiah who came to say hello and we admired 
his latest and very sleek yacht with her new teak decks.  I acquired 
a very large crab from a fisherman unloading on the quay -  thanks 
to the publican of the King’s Head for allowing 
me to store it in his walk in fridge overnight but 
that still left Steve the challenge of cooking it the 
next day as it would not fit in the pan! 
We had booked to stay on the Sunday night at 
Burgh Island,  the stunning Art Deco Hotel near 
Bigbury on Sea, which is reached by sea tractor 
when the tide is in -  otherwise accessed by a 
sandy causeway.   Having decided to try and get 
closer to the hotel than Dartmouth (not a good 
move in retrospect) we finally left early on the 
Saturday morning to sail to Salcombe.  It was 
windy off Start Point and not surprisingly we 
were in lumpy seas.  Steve was down below 
and I turned to look at the yacht sailing behind 
us and suddenly realised there was something 
very wrong with her profile against the sun!  My 
exclamation quickly got Steve into the cockpit 
and seeing she had been dismasted at 
deck level, as we were the nearest yacht 
we called the coastguard and went to 
stand by. We were able to speak to the 
crew of the yacht, Aeolus of Exe who had 
matters quite quickly under control and managed to cut away all 
the mast, rigging and mainsail and then start the engine.  They 
were able to motor back to Dartmouth with another local yacht 
accompanying them so we were free to go on our way.
However by the time we reached Salcombe the tide was running 
and together with the cross wind we had an eventful mooring!  
As I keep telling Steve we couldn’t do this again if we tried but 

the upshot was that I got the boat hook stuck in the metal ring 
of the mooring buoy and by the time the skipper had assisted in 
releasing it Ianthe was over the buoy which zipped underneath 
the hull and stopped the engine!  Steve was immediately worried 
thinking the metal ring must have caught the propeller - he had 
every right to be as it turned out, even though we didn’t take any 

water through the stern gland and the engine 
started again immediately.  This time the harbour 
master helped us moor up - shame he hadn’t 
been around a few minutes earlier. We saw 
another yacht get their boat hook stuck in the 
ring but they sensibly were using a snap shackle 
mooring device. We used to have one of those, 
we do now, but didn’t then!  Anyway it was very 
uncomfortable on the buoy and we were leaving 
the boat the next night so moved up into The 
Bag. Steve couldn’t see anything wrong with the 
prop despite blowing up the dinghy and peering 
into the depths, except that there appeared 
to be more vibration on his new engine so he 
decided it must checked out after we’d had our 
luxurious night at the Hotel.  We reached that 
by water taxi and ordinary taxi, met up with our 
friends at Burgh Island and made the most of the 
rest of the next day and night.  Monday saw us 
returning to Salcombe amid the crowds as Prince 
Charles was visiting.

We left Salcombe in sun and light winds, 
motoring gently and decided to turn west 
as Steve thought it would be easier to get 
the prop shaft checked out in Plymouth. We 
moored up at Queen Anne’s Battery marina 

and they looked after us very well.  An engineer came on board 
first thing the next morning and put the underwater camera down. 
There was nothing to see externally but having established that 
the prop shaft was out of true by a couple of millimetres, enough 

to cause the engine vibration, we were lifted 
out later that day (having been hit whilst on the 
waiting pontoon by a Westerly Pageant which 
decided to motor straight into our bow but she 
came of worst thanks to Steve having decided 
this season to hang our anchor over the bow!) 
The skipper was then kept busy taking off the 
sails off he had put on the previous week. We 
were fortunate both QAB and the engineers 
were not too busy and having booked into a 
local B & B (a far cry from our accommodation 
a couple of nights previously ) by the time we 
got back to the boat the next day the prop shaft 
and prop had been removed and were on their 
way to Newton Abbott. We made the best of 
our enforced stay in Plymouth, saw relatives and 
went on the Plymouth Wheel which afforded us 
wonderful views of the Sound. 

However it transpired the prop shaft could 
not be straightened as it was bent on the 
taper and as that meant we were going to 
have to wait for a new one to be made up, 
we booked the train back to Hayling Island 

and returned to London for a couple of days to catch up on urgent 
matters, given our revised timetable.

Part 2.  July 18th.  
We made the train journey in reverse arriving back in Plymouth 
in the pouring rain but at least we had a new prop shaft fitted by 
now. After a night on Ianthe in the boat yard (not the most scenic 
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Tashana & Ianthe in St Quay Portrieux

QAB, Plymouth – the unplanned part of the voyage!
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mooring we have had!), we were up early for her launch at 7.30am 
the next day. All was well with the new prop shaft and despite 
being ready to leave very quickly thereafter, the weather by this 
time had, as you might guess, become unsettled again.  We spent 
another night in the marina before we departed at first light to go 
east, having by now run out of time to go further west and our 
intended destination of Falmouth.
We stopped at Torquay and had a quiet night in the Town Dock 
with yet another early start, we then had another uneventful 
passage to spend a night on the new walk ashore berths in 
Yarmouth.  These seem to be very popular but present something 
of a challenge with the cross tide and boats 
much more manoeuvrable than us were 
requiring assistance - however the harbour 
staff are very helpful.  We had a pleasant 
sail back to our home berth in Chichester 
Harbour in time for our son’s graduation.  
Steve was relieved once again he could 
have full confidence in Ianthe’s engine 
installation, if not my technique in picking 
up mooring buoys. However as I keep 
pointing out no harm was done except for 
a big dent in his wallet!

Part 3 July 30th
Slightly more organised this time, we 
retraced our steps to Yarmouth and spent 
another night outside in order to catch the 
early tide to Cherbourg. We had a quick passage and some 12 
hours later moored up in the Marina in hot sunshine -  this was 
feeling more like my idea of summer cruising!
The next morning after coffee with Nim Campbell (Crusader of 
Arun) we departed for Jersey in bright sunshine and were feeling 
very relaxed as we motored down the French coast. However as is 
always the case conditions can change very quickly and two hours 
later we were in thick fog and barely able to see the bow. The 
increasing wind and disturbed conditions off Cap de la Hague did 
not help and even with the radar on we still had yachts suddenly 
appearing out of the fog very close to us. Fortunately once 
through the race the vis lifted and we had an easy approach into St 
Helier, although once in the outer harbour chaos descended with 
numerous boats trying to get into the marina and it took us over 
an hour to moor up. We were followed in by Tashana and it was 
great to catch up with Dave and Carol. 
The skipper’s birthday the next day bought scorching weather and 
a pleasant sail the following day in company with Tashana to St 
Malo. Our only hiccup was a very interesting mooring in a strong 
cross tide in the Port des Sablons. Over the years Steve has got 
the measure of Ianthe’s manoeuvrability but there are just some 
conditions where you end up not where you intended and with 
an audience as well!  At least we had no scratches on the new toe 
rails!
Of course the fine weather couldn’t last. Heavy rain overnight 
and all the next morning saw us donning 
wet weather gear in order to move into the 
Vauban Marina.  Despite a long wait in the 
lock and squally conditions we eventually 
moored up along side Tashana, having 
realised it was much easier to let them go 
in first!  We had a good couple of days in 
St Malo, soaked up the atmosphere ready 
for our next passage in company to St Quay 
Portrieux.  Again although staying longer 
her than originally intended we had several 
pleasant days here and made the most of 
the coastal walks and local markets.

Paimpol Festival 12th to 14th 
August
Together with Tashana, we arrived 
on the Wednesday giving us plenty 

of time to moor up in the inner basin, settle in and watch the 
majority of the other participating yachts (including Vivona,)  a 
variety of working boats, and a couple of tall ships all arrive the 
following day. We were pleasantly surprised to find our neighbours 
were the Jersey classic yacht we had been moored next to two 
years ago and the first night enjoyed fresh mackerel caught that 
day by their skipper. The eve of the festival saw all crews being 
entertained in the Salle, not least by the Frenchman who’s party 
trick was to collect all the empty plastic wine glasses and make a 
stack about 200 tall until of course the inevitable occurred!
For the festival the streets around the inner basin are fenced off 

from the rest of the town, still leaving 
numerous restaurants and other facilities 
within the site.  Each day started with all 
boat horns being sounded at 10am which 
opened the site to the public.  Thereafter 
the music commenced - everything from 
sea shanties, drums, brass bands and 
singers and did not end ‘til first light on a 
couple of nights - which did transpire to 
be a bit of a bind when trying to sleep!   
Friday was quieter and allowed us to 
sample the excellent bands and groups as 
they moved round the site as well as those 
playing on the static stages.  This year the 
weather was mixed, but this seemed to 
be no bar to the crowds who arrived each 
day to sample the Breton atmosphere, 

numerous food stalls, bars and a variety of entertainment. We 
enjoyed the spells of sunshine and the sails hoisted and flapping in 
the gentle breeze made for a photographer’s dream. 
All three Hillyards being moored on the same pontoon made 
it easy to enter into the spirit of the festival and each day saw 
different friends and other crews socialising on one yacht or 
another. The only downside was that this time the site was not 
cleared of the public, even in the early hours of the morning  
and so there appeared to be quite a few who decided to stay 
not just resulting in the inevitable noise but  more annoying for 
the participating yachts, in various incidents on the pontoons. 
We hadn’t bargained for Glastonbury on Sea!  On the upside the 
festival was well organised and the facilities for the visiting yachts 
were good, despite our number.
It was a magically departure in the early morning sunshine on 
Monday, once we had left the melee of the basin and lock, with 
Ianthe following out Tashana  and Vivona. Due to a last minute 
change of plan we sailed in company with the latter to Guernsey 
and spent a pleasant night on the outer moorings with Keith and 
Lynne.  They left before first light as they had a long and it turned 
rough passage to Plymouth. We were up early to move into the 
inner marina for a night.  (Amused by the ever helpful Yachtsman’s 
Guide to Guernsey – “Drinking Water  -  this is available on the 
pontoons but only for the purposes of washing down boats…..?) The 
following day we made the most of a good sail north to Cherbourg, 

only losing our exhaust outlet cover in the 
Alderney Race. We didn’t fancy crossing 
the channel in strong north easterlies so 
we delayed a day and after some debate 
decided to go for the channel crossing the 
next day, despite mixed forecasts.  We made 
good time and had an excellent sail through 
the Needles Channel.  Just before the light 
went we managed to pick up one of the last 
buoys - yes outside Yarmouth again!  The 
next day there was not enough wind to sail 
so we returned to our berth in the sunshine 
after a successful and social cruise and the 

mostly enjoyable experience of flying 
the Hillyard flag at Paimpol!
Liz Tiffin

Paimpol Festival in full swing! Lynne, Carol, Keith, Liz, 
Steve and Dave

I’ll show you mine if you show me yours!  Your Treasurer 
Keith & Commodore Steve discuss who knows what with 

such old  Salts! 
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             REMEMBERING MICHAEL JOYCE

Michael Joyce was born in Strood, Kent in 1922. The family; 
Father, Sidney, an Engineer, Mother Vera , older sister Doreen, 
‘Deen’ & younger brother Anthony, moved to Bedford 
in1927, then Little Aston, Staffordshire in 1929 on to Sutton 
Coldfield, Warwickshire in 1936. Michael gained a scholarship 
to Bishop Vesey’s Grammar School, leaving in 939, he was 
Apprenticed to Bellis & Morcom an engineering company in 
Birmingham. A family move to Huddersfield Yorkshire resulted 
in Michael finishing his Apprenticeship there with Hopkinsons 
Ltd.  Michael’s Dad gave him an Austin ‘Chummy ‘ baby car, 
cost £4.10 shillings to enable him to 
get to work. This being the start of 
WW2, Engineering was a reserved 
occupation giving exemption from call 
up into the armed services. In 1943 
young Michael Joyce volunteered 
for the army and joined the newly 
formed Royal Electrical & Mechanical 
Engineers, REME. He gained a 
Commission and began a courtship 
with Veronica (Nicky) Lansley. No 
doubt the Austin Chummy came in 
handy despite petrol being rationed. 
The couple were wed in 1944 and so 
began a marriage of 66 years.  Almost 
immediately Michael was posted to 
the Far East, for the next three years, 
serving in India & Burma, until the Japanese surrender, and 
finally Hong Kong, ending the war with the rank of Major. For 
a time he was CO of a TA unit at Folkstone. He also instructed 
Gravesend Sea Cadets. Half a century later his Indian Army 
Unit invited Michael to India where he was royally welcomed 
and entertained by their successors in arms.
Resuming married life together, Michael & Nicky had one child, 
a daughter  Susannah, who tragically died at 21 years of age. 
Nicky was a linguist and later in her life became Secretary of 
the International Professional Business Women’s Association 
and travelled widely in the course of her work.
They took up residence at Stowcroft, Chislehurst Kent, with 
Michael teaming up with an Old Boy from his Grammar 
School, publishing ‘Techinview” an Engineering digest moving 
on to develop a successful Advertising and Public Relations 
business; Michael Joyce (PR) Ltd in the City of London. One 
of his juniors,  Nick Hewer  later partnered Alan Sugar -  Lord 
Sugar, as he became, was a PR client of Michael’s firm. In his 
leisure time Michael showed an adventurous trait.  Learning 
to fly, he won an aircraft in a raffle, and the couple flew to 
France for weekends and holidays where they had bought a 
Vineyard in the Garonne Lot district. This inspired Michael to 
form another Company, Southern Air Charter based at Biggin 
Hill to enable businessmen to attend meetings throughout the 
UK and near Continent.
Around this time, in the early 60’s Michael took up Offshore 
Cruising under Sail, owning a number of Hillyard yachts, putting 
his navigational skills to good use.  In 1977 Michael acquired 
Toccatina ex Alcestis, a 9 tonner built in 1962 and previously 
owned by Pamela and Robert Keen, keeping her at Newhaven. 
Tragically on 11th August of that year, Michael, Nicky and a 
friend were on her when her BMC petrol engine caught fire 
and they were lucky to escape as she burned to the waterline.  
They were rescued by helicopter off Lymington but not put off, 
the following month, Michael attended a meeting at the Royal 
Lymington Yacht Cub organised by Hillyard owners, Robert 

and Pamela Keen. It was there and then the Hillyard Owners 
Association was formed with Michael becoming its first 
Commodore. He served in this role, producing newsletters, 
enrolling Hillyarders, charming everyone with his humour and 
sharing his infectious enthusiasm for our sea kindly yachts. 
He published an annual Members Handbook, keeping the 
accounts, organising dinners and rallies in London, Cowes 
and elsewhere for the next 21 years. These were memorable 
for being very convivial ‘dress up’ occasions. The gentlemen 
members in Blazers & Club ties and the ladies “as fashion and 
good taste dictate”. The venues were rather grand - the Royal 
London YC on The Esplanade in Cowes, all polished brass & 
Race Trophies, and at London Boat Show time in January, at the 

Naval Club in Mayfair. The Association 
presented Michael with an inscribed 
silver salver as a mark of appreciation 
for his efforts. 
In June 1988 Michael acquired Lina 
Arni, ex Chicago, an 11 tonner built in 
1972.  He attended the Brest Festival 
in 1992, but following  a very difficult 
return passage he was persuaded 
to quit cruising and he sold her the 
following year. He was then 69 years 
of age. In January 1992, Michael 
purchased the 2.5 ton Koala, built in 
1936, which was restored in South 
Wales and brought back to the 
Medway to potter in. 

As a nostalgic reminder of their 
courtship in the 30’s Nicky bought Michael a 1928 Austin 
Chummy named “Forgetmenot” in which they would attend 
rallies of the Baby Austin Owners Club. In retirement the two 
enjoyed many cruises and were especially attracted to the 
Blue Funnel Line to African destinations. Even these produced 
some heavy weather sailing and Nicky cracked a couple of ribs 
in a storm force 10 in the Bay of Biscay when she was thrown 
across a corridor onto a handrail.
In 1998 Michael was looking for help and a successor to 
progress the HOA. He took me under his wing and I was proud 
to continue and try to follow his example of leadership for the 
Association he loved and nurtured.
Nearing retirement, he bought The Mission House at 
`Gravesend, a former bible school founded by General Gordon 
of Khartoum on the River Thames opposite Tilbury Forts 
from where he watched the Thames barge races from the 
start line. Later moving to an apartment at Mayfield House in 
Sussex where he and Nicky were very content. This idyll was 
cut short when the owners sold the property after which the 
couple moved to Sunrise Living in Sidcup where they were 
comfortable up to their last days, Michael sadly suffering with 
Parkinsons. This did not prevent him bravely attending our 
Dinner at the Naval Club in January 2011 nor enjoying a glass 
of Champagne and remaining his usual cheery self.
I am grateful to Anthony Joyce for a copy of notes spoken at 
Michael’s Cremation Service which sadly few Hillyarders were 
able to attend. For five years his carer was Claire Ferguson 
Webber to whom we are indebted for anecdotes included 
in this appreciation and obituary of our late much loved 
President . Michael died at Sunrise Home Sidcup on 2nd July 
2010 and Nicky 17 days earlier on the 14th of June, having 
each experienced 85 years of very full lives.
We of the HOA will always treasure their memory. Michael’s 
invariable parting to myself, and I am sure others was “God 
Bless.”
Michael Walden, Vice President Hillyard Owners Association


