
New Commodore’s Thoughts
By Steve Tiffin  

This is my first opportunity since taking over as 
Commodore at the AGM at Lymington last May to 
communicate with all our members.  Firstly I would 
like to say how proud I am to become only the third 
commodore of the HOA and I hope to be able to 
contribute to the continued success achieved by both 
Michael Joyce and Michael Walden.  It is only when 
taking over a role one gets to fully understand exactly 
what is involved and all that has gone on “behind the 
scenes” in the past.  It is particularly evident to me of 
the great dedication of Michael Walden in furthering 
the aims of the association over the last few years and 
his longstanding contribution was acknowledged at the 
AGM.  Also thanks go to Vincent Van Walt, as outgoing 

secretary, for helping to steer us in to the “electronic” 
age.  With our new committee structure we are now 
well placed to further exploit new technology for the 
benefit of our members.
Roles of the committee are gradually being refined and 
this will continue to evolve over time.  It is important 
that we take on board fresh ideas and that everybody 
has the opportunity to contribute to the association.  
When I became Commodore it was on the basis that 
I undertook it for a limited period of time and then 
set in place a framework so that other members with 
a different perspective could move in and experience 
the role in the future.  This again is work in progress.  
From my experience to date I think it is vital that the 
Commodore gets to meet members from all parts of 
the country and this aspect of the role has also been 
extremely enjoyable.
(Continued on page 2)
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With Liz, I have had a 
busy first six months 
and have been able 
to attend all four 
Rallies – albeit only 
2 on our 13 tonner 
Ianthe.  We have 

had the opportunity 
to meet members we had not come 
across before and have enjoyed a warm 
welcome and considerable fellowship 
wherever we have gone.  Particular 
thanks to Keith and Lynn Tullett (Vivona) 
for hosting us at the West Country 
Rally at Fowey in June and to Ted and 
Diane Evans (Ragged Robin III) for 
hosting us at the East Coast meet at 
Ipswich in August.  It was also great to 
meet up with fellow Hillyarders on our 
summer cruise to the West Country 
and particular thanks to David Hubbard 
for his hospitality.  Also last but by no 
means least many thanks to Tony Swain 
and Douglas Coulson for organising 
the successful Lymington and Hythe 
Rallies.  The latter was done at fairly 
short notice and without Doug would 
not have been possible.  Rallies planned 
further in advance are publicised by way 
of flyers sent out with the newsletters 
but if any additional events are decided 
upon these can be found on the Hillyard 
Owners Association website http://www.
hillyardyachts.com/ under the Events 
section and also under News.
Also on the website you will find the 
Yahoo group which I would encourage 
you all to sign up as members - http://
groups.yahoo.com/group/hillyards/
We are also looking at using email to 
communicate more frequently with our 
members.
The other activity that goes unseen is 
the requests from new owners to join 
the association.  I have been amazed by 
the variety of emails and letters I have 
received from all parts of the world.  
The one thing we all have in common 
is a love of wooden boats.  There are 
some articles from new members in this 
edition that highlight this.
I thought it would be helpful at this stage 
if I outlined some of the areas that I will 
be looking at with the committee over 
the next few months in order to continue 
to fulfil the aims and objects of the 
association.
Any association can only flourish with the 
support of its members.  It is therefore 
vital that we continue to find ways of 
encouraging new members to join us 

and more importantly to stay with us. We 
also need to ensure that all our data is 
current.
At the moment I do not know exactly how 
many “real” members we actually have.  
The reason for this is that members 
historically paid their subscriptions 
through a mixture of cheques, standing 
orders and advance payments.  Over 
time I believe that members have lost 
track of what subs they have paid and 
we are currently faced with a number 
of people who, despite reminders, are 
not up to date with their payments.  
Historically we have continued to send 
newsletters and handbooks to these 
“members” but clearly, on cost grounds, 
and in fairness to all members this 
cannot continue.  The intention is that 
w.e.f. the next spring newsletter “postal” 
distributions will only be made to paid up 
members.  Keith Tullet the Treasurer is 
giving details of your current status with 
this newsletter but if you are still unsure 
if you are up to date please contact 
either Keith, or myself.
Please can everybody also check their 
entries in the handbook and let me 
know by email of any changes that need 
to be made.  I am already aware that a 
number of email addresses are incorrect 
(including my own and the correct one 
is - stevtiffin@blueyonder.co.uk ) and it 
would be helpful if these were current 
as this is becoming an increasingly 
important method of communication for 
us.  Additionally it appears that where 
people keep their boats also needs 
updating.
One of our biggest costs as an 
association is for postage and in 
particular the annual distribution of 
our handbook.  As our turnover of 
membership is not high we will look 
at options for the frequency of this 
handbook and also at the viability of 
offering advertising space to help offset 
our costs. The yard I am berthed at has 
already requested this opportunity! Any 
other suggested advertisers would be 
welcome!
Communication is two way and I hope 
members will also give feedback on my 
views so I can ensure that we meet as 
many people’s needs as possible. Our 
next event is at the Naval Club in London 
for Dinner on 7th January 2011 and I 
hope to meet as many of you as possible 
on that evening.
I hope you have all had a successful 
2010 sailing season and, no doubt like 
me; you are now pondering the inevitable 
winter works.  Later on you can read the 
next stage of my 3 year plans for Ianthe 
which commenced last winter when I 
installed her new engine and electrics.

Commodore’s 
Thoughts

(continued)

Message from Michael Walden
Vice President 
Dear Hillyarders

At the HOA  AGM at Lymington on 
23rd of May, following my retirement 
and the election of Steve Tiffin as your 
Commodore and his Committee, I was 
invited  to become Vice President of the 
Association. This honour I am proud to 
accept.                      

Fortunately, the duties of such a title are 
unspecified which leaves me plenty of 
scope. Much like the anchored yacht with 
all the chain out of the locker.

Casting my mind back to the AGM and 
Dinner that evening, Gillian and I were 
very touched by the presentation of 
inscribed decanter, rare malt whiskey 
and Port, also the kind remarks spoken 
by those present, and comments written 
in Trimley Maid’s Guest Log; to become 
for me a reminder of a happy occasion. 
It is indeed very gratifying to have some 
recognition for one’s efforts for such 
a cause as that which the Association 
represents for owners of Hillyard  yachts.

I will  always be grateful for the 
tremendous support which I enjoyed 
from Members who made their  
contribution in so many ways to the HOA 
throughout the decade of my office, 
without which a Commodore can achieve  
very little . 

My expectation and high hope for the 
future is that Steve and Committee in 
their turn and by their enterprise will 
retain and enrol many more Members 
to the Association. I am sure they know 
this will require all their enthusiasm 
and enterprise and I wish them every 
success. I will, of course always be 
ready to offer advice, and, and indeed 
hope to be consulted when it is felt my 
experience would be helpful.  

Over the 27 years since my ‘affair’ began 
with Trimley Maid, I have hugely enjoyed 
and valued the fellowship of other 
besotted owners and this has sustained 
me throughout. After all; enthusiasm is 
infectious  and we are so proud to sail 
our yachts under the  banner flag of the 
Hillyard Owners Association.

Dates for the Diary 2011

Please check regularly on the website for 
forthcoming events and firm dates.

7th January 2011 - Dinner the Naval Club 
London (application with this newsletter)

Provisional:

21 May 2011   - Western Solent Rally

Early June   - West Country Meet

3 September 2011- Mid Solent BBQ & Rally

August/September- East Coast Meet
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Hythe Meet 2010
By Doug Coulson

The weekend of 11th/12th 
September was chosen for the 
Hillyard meet at Hythe Marina 
Village, on Southampton Water.

As per the tradition for the 
Southampton Boat Show period, the 
weather was typically all over the 
place, with some blustery conditions, 
although we were blessed with 
mostly dry weather, and the Sun did 
make a few appearances too!

Five boats made it to Hythe. My own 
boat (Hannah, 9 ton) is permanently 
berthed at Hythe, so we had 6 
Hillyards in all.

Steve and Liz Tiffin on Ianthe (13 
ton) were the first to arrive, on 
the Thursday. This worked out 
particularly handy with regard to 
the berthing arrangements, as 
Ianthe, being the biggest of the 
boats expected, was allocated a 
spot alongside the main pontoon 
walkway, and the plan was to then 
‘fill the gaps’ alongside and around 
her with three smaller boats, so 
no subsequent boat shuffling was 
required!

Yours truly was treated to a lovely 

meal aboard Ianthe that evening.

Robin Birch arrived on Friday, from 
Poole, on the immaculate Hanser 
(6 ton), and a short while later, 
another 6 
tonner, Bugler 
(an aft cockpit 
version) 
also arrived 
from Poole, 
with Richard 
Hopper and 
number one 
son Oliver. 
More of 
Bugler’s crew 

were to later arrive by road, in the 
form of Richard’s partner, Phil, and 
youngest son Joseph. Later that 
afternoon Ken and Margaret Pausey 
arrived, on the always gleaming 
Maid of Shannon (11ton).  Maid of 
Shannon is a regular visitor to Hythe 
Marina, and she made her way to 
her favourite spot in ‘C’ Basin.

Saturday saw the arrival of Piers and 
Sue Snell on on their much cruised 
David G Hillyard (8 ton). David G’s 
arrival completed the small group of 
Hillyards assembled in the marina. 

Some crews took advantage of 
Hythe’s handy location to the 
Southampton Boat Show, by 
jumping aboard the nearby Hythe 
ferry, which took them the short ride 
across to Southampton, almost to 
the ‘doorstep’ of the show.

John Balchin (author of the excellent 
book ‘The David Hillyard Story’) lives 
on the marina, and he made a brief 
visit to the assembled boats.  

Later on the Saturday drinks and 
snacks were enjoyed by all on 
Ianthe. David and Carol Stickland 
(Tashana, 9 ton) arrived by road, to 
join the group. By this time the stiff 
breeze had moderated, and the Sun 
made an appearance. 

The party then made the short walk 
to the on site Italian Restaurant (La 
Vista) where 14 of us sat down to 
an excellent meal, and an enjoyable 
evening.

Next morning we were again graced 
with a bit of 
sunshine, 
and before 
the group 
dispersed, the 
usual ‘hopping 
on and off’ 
each other’s 
boats took 
place.I was 
particularly 

pleased to have been able to have 
had the opportunity to go aboard 
the two 6 tonners present (having 
once owned one myself, for several 
years), and to sample the hospitality 
of owners Robin (Hanser) and 
Richard and family (Bugler). 

It was great to see some new 
faces (and boats) in addition to the 
‘regulars’ at the rally, and I very 
much hope we will continue to see 
numbers grow at future events!

Obituary

Michael Edmund John Radford

13th July 1941 – 2nd October 2010

It is with sadness that we have 
learnt of the death of Mike Radford 
after a short illness.  

Mike, with Santa Lucia II, was a 
long standing member and regular 
attendee of Rally events in the 
Solent. Mike acquired his love of 
sailing from his Grandfather and 
owned a number of boats before 
finding his ultimate dream with 
Santa Lucia II. After a career in the 
Metropolitan Police, he spent much 
of his retirement on his Hillyard and 
also supporting various Masonic 
Lodges. It is the wish of his family 
that his ashes are scattered at 
sea and the HOA are helping to 
facilitate this.
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Rudder Tube Electrolysis on 
6 Tonner Petmar
By Alan Campbell   

Electrolysis breaking down the deadwood 
around the galvanised steel rudder shaft 
tube of Hillyards is a well known and 
somewhat exasperating problem of these 
generally sound and well designed boats 
and one easily missed, or even impossible 
to spot if confined to the area immediately 
surrounding the tube. The restoration of 
the 1955 centre cockpit six tonner Petmar 
had already thrown up the usual broken 
ribs and minor areas of rot in her hull 
planking and a suspect area of soft wood, 
apparently in the top 1 centimetre of wood, 
immediately below the port side garboard 
strake in line with the rudder tube, turned 
out to be an area of completely degraded 
timber when the section of garboard was 
removed for replacement.
   

The wood was so soft through its whole 
thickness, yellow and disintegrated wood 
fibres a wet pulp where English elm had 
once been, that you could have scooped 
it out with a spoon. The whole section had 
to be removed, the deadwood cut back 
well into sound wood and a new section 
precisely scarfed in, bonded with epoxy 
resin for strength. Trouble was, the rudder 
tube ran straight down through the middle 
of it: removing this was not really a good 
option.
   After some thought, it seemed best to 
make the repair section in two halves, 
fitting each of these in so that they clasped 
the tube as the original hole bored through 
the deadwood had done when Petmar 
was built. The problem with this was that 
each part would have to be cut to a rather 
complicated shape and at the same time be 
an accurate fit, be of such a shape that it 
could be installed without removing pieces 
of rib or further planking.
   Elm is almost unobtainable today. It was 
used originally simply because it used to 
be readily available in suitable thickness 
and width for yacht keels and deadwoods, 
rather than any particular advantage over 
oak. However, providing it is kept immersed 
and not hauled out, dried and re immersed 
all the time it lasts as well as oak. So we 
were lucky in turning up a big slab of elm 
of a suitable thickness for this job.
   Easy to cut and chisel, a piece of the size 
and exact thickness required was cut on the 
workshop saw bench. The next thing was 
to cut an accurate pattern of the shape of 
the missing section of Petmar’s deadwood. 
Patterns were cut from 5mm ply, adjusted 

to a precise fit with plane and chisel, 
one for each side. Our piece of elm was 
sliced exactly in half and the first pattern 
laid on it, its shape carefully drawn out in 
pencil. The deadwood had been cut in a 
series of straight, angled cuts that could be 
duplicated on the circular saw, and the new 
section, looking like some outsize jigsaw 
puzzle piece, was offered up; wriggled into 
place, thankfully found to be a precise fit. 
Pushed up against the rudder tube, the 
tube’s path was marked and a semi circular 
groove cut with a freshly sharpened chisel, 
the whole piece carefully adjusted until it 
would slip exactly into place as precisely 
one half of the new deadwood section. 
The same was then done with the other 
half, adjusting the rudder tube’s groove to 
leave a gap for an insulating barrier and 
seal of Sikaflex. The reasoning was that if 
the tube could be insulated electrically, as 
far as possible, from the surrounding wood 
then electrolytic degradation of the wood 
ought not to be a problem in future. Holes 
were drilled through from the outside to 
the groove for injecting Sikaflex into the 
fitted assembly. 
   All being prepared, a pot of epoxy resin 
was mixed, pieces readied, both surfaces of 
all joining faces coated and the starboard 
piece of our jigsaw eased into its place – just 
as a friend of the owner turned up wanting 
advice on catching a MOUSE. Ignoring her 
earnest entreaties, mindful of the limited 
setting time of the epoxy, the first piece 
was settled into its place and with fingers 
and everything crossable firmly crossed, 
the second half was jiggled in to unite with 
it, firmly ignoring the increasingly heart 
rending entreaties of the dormouse owner, 
sweating with the tension of knowing that 
if anything at all was too tight, too loose 
or in place too slow, all that painstaking 
work would have been wasted. But the 
second half slipped home, G clamps were 
swiftly tightened, the work checked to see 
that every joint had tightened exactly into 
place and a look cast at the still chattering 
dormouse victim that ought to have 
withered her on the spot. 
   Two days of warm weather later, the 
resin cured and hard, Sikaflex was injected 
through each hole until it extruded out 
under the top and bottom of the rudder 
tube hole, its steel sealing plates then 
screwed in place with many sighs of relief. 
The mastic injection holes had been drilled 
to come out in the grooves cut for the new 
garboard strake sections, so these holes 
were sealed off from the outside once the 
new planking was in place. 
   Happy to relate, all proved watertight 
when Petmar was relaunched and I offer 
this as one way of repairing this Hillyard 
problem without demolishing half the stern 
to do so!   

 

“ALL’S WELL ON TRIMLEY MAID”
By Michael Walden

From Lymington, my onward passage in 
the Solent was to Buckler’s Hard. Explored 
the River by dinghy. One diverting episode 
was having crew, guitarist Mike Auckland, 
introduce me (wearing Shark attack hat) as 
“ Le Compte de Beaulieu” to partying French 
visitors from Clermont Ferrand via Cherbourg 
charter yachts. This set the tone for Mike’s 
guitar repertoire which had the ‘Frogs’ 
dancing madly along the pontoon. On such 
absurdity and good  humour  does entente 
cordiale take flight. Visits to the Elephant 
Boatyard on the River Hamble & Folly Inn, 
River Medina Isle of Wight, completed our 
tour before returning to Poole.

Subsequent trip Westward with crew Chris 
Seymour, involved re-union in Weymouth 
with uber hospitable Matt, trans-Atlantic 

crew in 1988. Then visit to Portland  
Olympian developments, thence “round 
the Bill” to West Bay Bridport. My first visit 
since construction of sea wall western arm. 
Frankly, the new harbour facility is really only 
suitable for small slip launched and retrieved 
sport boats and the like, the old port being 
full of fishing boats and thus still merits 
Tom Cunliffe’s description.  “for the brave 
and adventurous”. Which is, of course, the 
attraction. Bridport town is a delight.

Later entered the River Exe, but discouraged 
by “neapy” tides, (Trimley Maid draws 5’6), 
did not venture to Topsham. The old man is 
getting cautious!

Teignmouth beckoned, but not for long. A 
strong South Easter blew up making the 
narrow entrance a dangerous lea shore, so 
we boisterously fore reached across  the 20 
odd miles to characterful  Brixham to go 

alongside  the Harbour Master’s pontoon and 
there stayed for three days, enjoying Yacht 
Club, Fishermans Mission, pubs and chippy, 
with round ticket  bus to Paignton, Totnes. 
River boat  to Dartmouth, and steam train 
back to Paignton. Transferring for return bus  
to Trimley Maid in Brixham. A great day out. 
Highly recommended.

Pleasant passage back to Poole. So ended  
relaxing 10 days  mini cruise. 

My final foray for 2010  was to Yarmouth 
with my nephew Simon Cottle and his friend. 
Farmer Simon had not cruised with me for 20 
years when we then sailed to the Morbihan.  
In Yarmouth, I found the pontoons a big 
improvement on the old piles. The River 
Solent YC is very welcoming to Hillyarders.

A plan afoot to construct a marina is 
opposed by the locals, who say that this will 

replace berths for visiting yachtsmen like 
us who provide  trade for the town. Unlike 
static ‘stink pots’ seldom rotated, therefore 
affording less access for yachts. A cause to 
be supported. 

By way of a change, Gillian & I embarked 
on a 2 week riverboat cruise, Amsterdam 
to Budapest in September. Barges, tourists 
& freight, cross Europe from the North Sea 
to the Black Sea negotiating 68  locks while 
traversing  Rhine, canal & Danube rivers .  A 
very interesting experience also a pleasant 
and  novel way to travel.

Trimley Maid is now snug under winter cover 
afloat at Poole Yacht Club

I am currently on crutches due to foot 
surgery, but mobility improving daily. 
Looking forward to Naval Club 
Dinner  Jan 7 th. See you there. 

The Launch of Puffin

Arrival on a trailer

Carefully into the water

Steady as she goes

She floats!
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East Coast Rally 
Royal Harwich Yacht Club 

Saturday 28th August 
By Ted & Diana Evans

The TV weather forecasters promised a fine bank holiday 
weekend, and the synoptic chart showed a High pushing in 
on cue. The forecast for Thames was north-westerly 4-5 so 
Ragged Robin was over the Deben Bar on a lovely Saturday 
morning making the Royal Harwich Yacht Club after a lively 
tack up the Orwell. Margo and Didycoy followed suit from 
the Walton Backwaters. Lucy Maud was already there having 
made passage with her six crew (“the Orwell Mafia”) from 
her mooring all of a mile or two down river. Lucy Maud, 
normally immaculate, nevertheless carried a blemish on 
her stem only rectified when Ragged Robin arrived. The 
latter, reputed to carry every item of equipment imaginable 
- on her deck - duly handed her mop to the Lucy Maud 
crew member delegated to remove the blemish (“please 
clean me” written by a grandchild in engine soot) just in 
time for the Commodoreal arrival. 

The small fleet was duly inspected by Commodore Steve 
Tiffin accompanied by Liz, both having arrived by road to 
be joined later by Simon Hyde who had been unable to find 
crew to bring his newly restored Soothsayer round from 
Woodbridge. 

Fifteen Hillyarders sat down to dinner in the Ashbury 
Room, with Steve and Liz centre table, the Orwell Mafia 
resplendent in matching blazers ( see Figure). Apologies 
were conveyed from Michael Walden, David Stickland, 

Vincent Van Walt and many East coasters, including the 
Apps, who, when contacted by mobile phone were in the 
process of negotiating one of the Spanish Rias! 

Margo’s extensive restoration of the past year, involving 
the removal of her bilge plates and extensive repair to 
ribs and planking, earned her the Trimley Maid Trophy. 
The Commodore rose to the occasion by outlining the 
changes voted in the AGM in Lymington and his openness 

to suggestions from the membership. 
He looked forward to the Association 
continuing its task of encouraging new 
owners with restoration and maintenance 
and in encouraging non-members and 
lapsed-members (two of whom had been 
deliberately seated next to him) to join. 

By the next day, threatening clouds arrived 
and the forecast had changed to “7 - 9 
later”, so the Hillyards made tracks to get 
away, Margo and Didycoy back to Walton 
and Ragged Robin down river to weather 
out the gale on a buoy in Buttermans 
Bay below Pin Mill. Lucy Maud’s six crew 
safely conducted her down-wind the two 
miles to her mooring.

“ALL’S WELL ON TRIMLEY MAID”
By Michael Walden

From Lymington, my onward passage in 
the Solent was to Buckler’s Hard. Explored 
the River by dinghy. One diverting episode 
was having crew, guitarist Mike Auckland, 
introduce me (wearing Shark attack hat) as 
“ Le Compte de Beaulieu” to partying French 
visitors from Clermont Ferrand via Cherbourg 
charter yachts. This set the tone for Mike’s 
guitar repertoire which had the ‘Frogs’ 
dancing madly along the pontoon. On such 
absurdity and good  humour  does entente 
cordiale take flight. Visits to the Elephant 
Boatyard on the River Hamble & Folly Inn, 
River Medina Isle of Wight, completed our 
tour before returning to Poole.

Subsequent trip Westward with crew Chris 
Seymour, involved re-union in Weymouth 
with uber hospitable Matt, trans-Atlantic 

crew in 1988. Then visit to Portland  
Olympian developments, thence “round 
the Bill” to West Bay Bridport. My first visit 
since construction of sea wall western arm. 
Frankly, the new harbour facility is really only 
suitable for small slip launched and retrieved 
sport boats and the like, the old port being 
full of fishing boats and thus still merits 
Tom Cunliffe’s description.  “for the brave 
and adventurous”. Which is, of course, the 
attraction. Bridport town is a delight.

Later entered the River Exe, but discouraged 
by “neapy” tides, (Trimley Maid draws 5’6), 
did not venture to Topsham. The old man is 
getting cautious!

Teignmouth beckoned, but not for long. A 
strong South Easter blew up making the 
narrow entrance a dangerous lea shore, so 
we boisterously fore reached across  the 20 
odd miles to characterful  Brixham to go 

alongside  the Harbour Master’s pontoon and 
there stayed for three days, enjoying Yacht 
Club, Fishermans Mission, pubs and chippy, 
with round ticket  bus to Paignton, Totnes. 
River boat  to Dartmouth, and steam train 
back to Paignton. Transferring for return bus  
to Trimley Maid in Brixham. A great day out. 
Highly recommended.

Pleasant passage back to Poole. So ended  
relaxing 10 days  mini cruise. 

My final foray for 2010  was to Yarmouth 
with my nephew Simon Cottle and his friend. 
Farmer Simon had not cruised with me for 20 
years when we then sailed to the Morbihan.  
In Yarmouth, I found the pontoons a big 
improvement on the old piles. The River 
Solent YC is very welcoming to Hillyarders.

A plan afoot to construct a marina is 
opposed by the locals, who say that this will 

replace berths for visiting yachtsmen like 
us who provide  trade for the town. Unlike 
static ‘stink pots’ seldom rotated, therefore 
affording less access for yachts. A cause to 
be supported. 

By way of a change, Gillian & I embarked 
on a 2 week riverboat cruise, Amsterdam 
to Budapest in September. Barges, tourists 
& freight, cross Europe from the North Sea 
to the Black Sea negotiating 68  locks while 
traversing  Rhine, canal & Danube rivers .  A 
very interesting experience also a pleasant 
and  novel way to travel.

Trimley Maid is now snug under winter cover 
afloat at Poole Yacht Club

I am currently on crutches due to foot 
surgery, but mobility improving daily. 
Looking forward to Naval Club 
Dinner  Jan 7 th. See you there. 
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Having last ‘done the Round the Island’ 
some 30 years ago crewing for my 
father on his beloved 1940, Uffa Fox 
designed yawl Mary Lunn; it was my 
first as skipper of my own boat Bugler. 
Bugler is a 1953 built, aft cockpit 6 Ton 
Hillyard, which I bought as a sad and 
forlorn ‘project’ in 2005 her previous 
owner having been unable to maintain 
her owing to ill health. Now restored to 
her original beauty she is moored on B 
pontoon at Poole Yacht Club. With three 
generations (Grandpa, me, my partner 
Phil and my 12 year old son Joseph), 
we set off from Poole Yacht Club at 
0600 to have the benefit of the tides. 
Having motored down the harbour and 
through East Looe channel into Poole 
Bay in perfect weather we raised the 
sails and had a glorious sail through to 
North Head where the wind dropped 
and we motored through Hurst and 
into the Solent. 
Approaching Yarmouth we passed Fort 
Victoria, an unremarkable landmark 
by any measure but the scene of one 
of my earliest boating memories. My 
father had bought his first cruiser, an 
18 foot Foxcub, named Tricia after my 
mother, from a firm in Ventnor, IOW, 
(coincidently the Foxcub was also 
designed by Uffa Fox, but somewhat 
less pretty than Mary Lunn). We were 
to launch Tricia from a trailer on the 
beach at Fort Victoria, but for whatever 
reason; and I’m going back 40 years 
now, we arrived the day before the boat 
and were offered a disused caravan 
to sleep in for the night (I swear it’s 
still there!) So me, dad and my school 
teacher at the time; don’t ask, spent 
the night listening to the distinctive 
clang of Sconce Buoy, ringing with 
particular vigour with the passing of 
each Thoresen car ferry. These same 
ferries we had cursed in the night were 
however to be our saviour the following 
day when their wash proved to be the 
only means of launching the boat.
Nevertheless after recounting this tale 
to Joseph who clearly wondered how I 
had avoided being taken into care, we 
carried on up to Cowes radioing Marina 
control; along with every other man 
and his dog seeking a berth. Sheppard 
Marina directed us to J pontoon for 
rafting up. We couldn’t believe our 
luck to see several boat lengths of 
empty pontoon. The Harbour Master’s 
launch approached and we relayed our 
instructions to berth which was met by 
a blank look, “who told you?” and a 
request to stand by in that order. Did it 
seem too good to be true? After a brief 
wait the launch returned and indeed 
directed us to the berth and we tied 

up smartly, however we came back 
down to earth as it quickly dawned 
on us that the pontoon was lacking a 
connection to the shore but the free 
taxi service departed from the end of 
the pontoon. The very cheerful dues 
collector arrived and did some complex 
mental conversion of feet to metres 
which computed to ‘call it a tenner’ and 
we were sorted for the night.
A quick walk around the metropolis of 
Cowes and a pub lunch and all settled 
for a brief siesta back aboard before 
venturing ashore to watch England v 
Algeria in the qualifying round. Bored 
by half time we ventured into town 
for dinner at a very pleasant fish 
restaurant, Murray’s in the high street 
from where we had a view of the match 
being shown in the open fronted bar 
across the road! 
All turned in early in anticipation for a 
0500 rise for a 0620 start. Fortunately 
all the boats rafted outboard of us 
had earlier starts so again we seemed 
to have been blessed. Joseph had 
ensured that the (Classic racing Yacht) 
class flags were in place and our 
‘sail’ number displayed on guardrail 
mounted number sheets (Thanks Mum 
[and Rod]) and we were enjoying our 
kick-start cup of tea when I pointed 
out a pretty boat coming down the 
river and realised that she was Mary 
Lunn so summoned dad from the cabin 
to see her for the first time since he 
reluctantly sold her some 20 years ago. 
We were so delighted to have seen her 
and yes, she did look as good as we 
remembered.
Having calmed down from the 
excitement and returned ourselves 
to the point in hand we turned our 
attention to casting off and making 
our way into the stream with the 
procession of other boats making their 
way to the start. For those of our crew 
never having experienced the mêlée 
of a RIR the panorama of boats filling 
the visible horizon across the Solent 
was especially impressive. Those of 
us trying to marvel at the spectacle, 
avoid collision, hoist sails and plan 
a start were finding the call on our 
multi-tasking skills a challenge which is 
perhaps why the start planning fell off 
the to-do list. 
Having crossed the line Bugler’s main 
and working jib rather belied our newly 
acquired classic racing yacht status as 
a stream of multi coloured spinnakers 
sailed past us on the downwind run 
to The Needles, but a lovely leg none 
the less. Rounding the first mark, no 
chance of missing it, the wind freshened 
noticeably and continued freshening 

Round the Island 2010
By Richard Hopper 

richard@richardhopper.co.uk

“Against stupidity even the 
Gods fight in Vain.....”
By Vincent van Walt
I can’t remember who said this but it 
certainly applies to me. The stupidity part 
I mean.
I’ve always prided myself that Lady Ailsa’s 
electrics are good. A powerful 100Ah 
alternator feeds a starter battery and a 
bank of 2 domestic batteries through a low 
voltage drop splitting diode. 
The system is monitored through an 
Adverc battery monitor (Picture will be 
supplied) and the batteries are kept topped 
up when the boat is not in use by a 54W 
solar panel. 
Through my sailing time I’ve always needed 
to replace the domestic batteries each 4 
years and last time I decided to buy some 
very decent Rolls heavy duty batteries with 
double the life span. 
For 3 years everything went well until this 
November. When I checked the voltage 
after an absence from the boat for a month 
the monitor read a voltage of 10.2. Now to 
those who understand these things this did 
not bode well. Without thinking I cruised 
in the harbour for a few hours and yet 
as soon as I switched off the engine the 
voltage dropped back; this time to 10.0 V 
After a flash of inspiration I checked the 
batteries water level and sure enough the 
cells were virtually dry. But no bother (it 
still didn’t click) I added deionised water 
and repeated the motoring exercise all to 
no avail.
Having no further options I ordered 
replacement batteries of the same type at 
vast expense. Two days later they arrived 
and I installed them but on reconnection 
noticed that the lead which connects both 
batteries was loose in the crimp and the 
contact was only therefore through a few 
loose strands. I asked my friendly Kiwi 
who has an electrical store at Gosport to 
remake the lead and re-installed.
A week later I was back on board a boat 
which stank of diesel and sure enough the 
bilges were full of the stuff. Upon removal 
of the batteries I had apparently stepped 
on the fuel inlet pipe which was weeping 
at the rate of one drop per second. Over a 
week that amounted to 20 gallons.
For those that wish to learn a lesson at 
my expense: Check that crimps are solid, 
check battery water regularly and above all 
make sure fuel inlet hoses are protected so 
they can’t be trodden on.

Due to work commitments Lady Ailsa is for 
sale. Details can be found at: 
http://www.hillyardyachts.com/.
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as we reached across to St Catherine’s. 
By the time we were heading down to 
Bembridge the wind was a very good 
5-6. With hindsight we were probably a 
bit over pressed at times and a reef in 
the main would have probably delivered 
a more comfortable ride without loss of 
speed. Having managed to get a rope 
tangled on the foredeck Joseph spent a 
manful 10 minutes hanging on for dear 
life whilst disentangling it and being 
regularly drenched for his efforts. Bugler 
is however very well mannered in the 
way she addresses a sea and shakes 
the wave well clear as she pitches her 
nose in. 
Other than the obvious land mass, the 
only mark of the course is Bembridge 
Ledge Buoy and whilst we were well 
clear of that and standing out to clear 
Ryde sands we did appear to be well on 
the way to Bugler’s Littlehampton birth 
place, by which time it was becoming 
a little lonely although we could see 
a mass of boats not too far ahead. 
Tacking up the final leg was, it has to 
be said, hard work but certainly more 
rewarding than frustrating drifts I have 
experienced in the past. Why does that 
leg always take so long – it hasn’t got 
any shorter over the years?
As we approached Cowes the most 
complex part of the race became 
apparent – working out where the 
finishing line was. After some 10 hours 
sailing we didn’t want to miss the line 
and fail to finish. The racing instructions 
clearly directed us to note our finish 
time and the sail number of the boat 
immediately ahead and behind us. 
Unfortunately, not being blessed with 
bionic eyesight, neither was visible by 
some distance. Anyway we charged 
across the line tired but pleased with 
our efforts and delighted with the way 
Bugler had risen to the challenge and 
carried us around. 
Having started the engine and stowed 
the sails in a somewhat frenetic fashion 
in a very lumpy sea at the mouth of 
the Medina we motored into the calm 
of the river and began the search for a 
berth. In the meantime Phil reported in 
our finishing time but couldn’t lodge it 
because we were unable to provide the 
boat sail numbers immediately before 
and after us. She was actually told by 
the race office that it was ‘basic racing’ 
that we needed that information but the 
race official would see what she would 
do. Although our racing is certainly basic 
this seemed a bit much! Fortunately 
we managed to secure a berth at East 
Cowes Marina, sixth boat out on a 
raft but thankful for a rest. Last time I 
was moored at East Cowes Marina the 
showers were a portacabin but now the 
marina berths seemed to stretch as far 
as the eye could see. The shower block 
was palatial in comparison although 
the queues didn’t seem any shorter! 

The source of the development funding 
became apparent when I approached 
the marina office, the chap in his cosy 
office entered Bugler’s details into his 
computer which did some complex 
electronic conversion of feet to metres 
which computed to ‘call it 40 quid’. Four 
times the previous night and the only 
discernable difference was a printed 
receipt instead of a carbonated copy – 
progress!!!! 
Not to be disheartened by the rapid 
lightening of my wallet, we decided 
a beer was in order and on the 
recommendation of someone we didn’t 
know from Adam that we had met 
walking down the pontoon we ventured 
into the marina pub, which seemed a 
much more attractive proposition than 
traipsing into Cowes. We had also 
established on the way to the pub that 
we could report in our finishing time at 
a tent on the marina where a far more 
helpful and friendly lady accepted our 
declaration with a sense of humour about 
our number spotting problem – it goes 
a long way! Joseph’s primary objective 
was met – we had our own tankard the 
same as Grandpa’s collection!
A lovely meal a couple of beers and 
escalation of the various feats during 
the day was a great end to the day. 
Joseph however had one last task to 
perform; announcing that he was off 
to look for Mary Lunn, returning to 
excitedly announce that he had found 
her to the delight of my father.  We all 
followed him along the pontoons and 
there she was in all her glory. Dad left a 
note aboard for the new owner, who has 
subsequently made contact. A relaxing 
whiskey back aboard before turning in 
rounded off a perfect day.
Another early start waking at 0430 for 
the return leg to Poole. Arriving back at 
PYC at lunch time exhausted but with 
that sense of achievement and shared 
experience that is perhaps peculiar to 
messing around in boats. We are no 
ocean greyhound but our elapsed time 
of a shade less than 11 hours wasn’t 
too shabby, and we played our part for 
the Hillyard fleet of three. Only a three 
hour drive back to Essex to go!
My only regret was that because of 
A level commitments, my eldest son 
Oliver who had been the motivator 
behind our entry and having paid the 
entrance fee for my Christmas present 
couldn’t have been with us. That 
not withstanding we had a fantastic 
weekend with a 70 year old providing 
the benefit of his experience, never 
expecting to do the race again (and 
swearing blind this was definitely the 
last time), Phil conquering her fear of 
seasickness, with some support from 
Stugeron, Joseph being a great crew 
and having a fantastic experience and 
me - just very grateful for the blessing 
of a great family and boat to sail with.  

Mediterranean Hillyards
By Dave and Carol Stickland

At the end of March Carol and I spent a 
week on Malta followed by a week cruising 
the Mediterranean – not in Tashana I 
hasten to add but in an enormous cruise 
ship.  I first spotted her from the traditional 
dghajsa (local water taxi) and asked to go 
and circle her so that we could take some 
photographs.  She was in a sorry state; the 
Mediterranean sun had done her no favours, 
her gaff was broken and her running rigging 
was all over the place, but presumably 
someone was paying for her mooring.  Her 
name was clearly written Laranda registered 
at Littlehampton. 

I wonder does anyone recognise her?

By contrast a few days later found us in 
Palme de Mallorca looking at a very clean 12 
tonner named Valero (Spanish for sail). We 
spoke to the live aboard owner S Bartlett who 
although not a member of the Association 
seemed well aware of other Hillyards around 
the Mediterranean.

Note the canvas work to the side of the 
companion way.
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TALES FROM IANTHE
I am going to tell you all about my year as 
my Master and Commander, Steve, is too 
busy doing that Commodore thingy.
As you may recall he was very kind and 
put a new Nanni engine in me last winter.  
Come April I was desperate to try it out, 
but as usual he got a bit behind and 
changing my electrics took longer than he 
thought and he made a real mess inside 
of me!
I am in a new berth at Hayling Yacht 
Co.  This is an interesting experience 
for me after a decade on the Hamble 
River as I now dry out every low tide in 
a nice cosy mud berth.  Sir likes it as he 
can walk ashore - and come back for the 
bits he has left behind, his memory not 
being as good as it was.  (He has now 
found out about the joys of seagulls and 
blackberries in September but I think he 
needs the exercise with the mop and he 
shouldn’t get above his station!)   My 
launch was straight forward and my new 
means of propulsion started first time and 
was so quiet I hardly noticed.  Alan, the 
engine man, tried me in reverse and I shot 
forward and nearly landed up the slipway.  
Oh dear, all is not well!  Another frantic 
hour on the slip – whilst the yard guys had 
lunch - and I felt better once my gear box 
controls had been connected the right way 
round.  The trip around to the berth was 
stressful as I didn’t know if my new bits 
would continue to work and I just hoped 
I would stop and not hit the pontoon!  As 
I was being manoeuvred nasty piercing 
alarm came on and Dale, the engineer, 
was frantically opening me up to see what 
was wrong.  A false alarm and just some 
coolant needed!
My first proper outing was down to 
Lymington the next day for the Hillyard 
Rally.  As usual the wind was on my 
bow and we had to motor sail to make 
progress.  This was a novel experience 
for me as there was no thunderous sound 
from my new machinery and best of all 
no plank breaking vibrations either.  Even 
better they tested all my lights and new 
instruments and for the first time in years 
they all worked – or they said they did, so 
a certain person could have a celebratory 
beer!
Moored up on the Dan Bran pontoon I met 
a few of my old friends including Vivona 
who was built in the yard with me – hadn’t 
seen her since Paimpol last year.  I think 
my crew had a good time there judging 
by the late night noise and the empty 
bottles.  Whilst I had anticipated just a 
long weekend I was pleased to find that 
as the weather was balmy we were going 
to stay out and enjoy it.  I took them to 
one of my old haunts, Bembridge.  The 
entrance these days is much clearer than 
when I first went in 35 years ago, with 
much less chance of scraping my bottom 
on that nasty gravel.  After a gentle night 
again there was no wind so I showed 
my new pace and sped them back into 

Chichester harbour – just as the light was 
starting to go, so I had a beautiful sunset 
to end my first trip.
I was hoping for more attention now 
they are both retired – how wrong could 
I have been. Apparently they have been 
refurbishing a flat for Liz’s mum and Dad 
to move in to and surprise  surprise (just 
like the work on me) it was taking Steve 
longer than thought to finish it!
Anyway they managed to ensure I clocked 
up sufficient engine hours for an oil change 
before we got away for my planned longer 
break to the West Country - I was looking 
forward to this particularly the far western 
parts I hadn’t ventured to in over 20 
years.

We left on a Sunday afternoon for a 
supposed quiet trip to Yarmouth.  F5/6 on 
the bow is never a quiet point of sailing for 
me!  At least I had a comfortable night on 
the buoy outside and the nice man only 
charged them for a short stay.  First light, 
and with the tide under me, we set off for 
Dartmouth.  We shot out of the Solent 
and it seemed no time before we were at 
Portland.  A nice sail into Lyme Bay and by 
early evening we were snugly tied up in 
Darthaven.  I like that side of the river as 
there are no tourists dropping chip papers 
on me or sea gulls with their offerings 
either.  It was a bit of a blur for me after 
leaving there as we went off to the Yealm, 
Plymouth, Fowey, Falmouth and then to 
the Helford River.  They wanted to visit as 
they had both studied charts of the area 
for their yachtmaster exams 30 years ago 
and had never managed to get there.  It 
was as attractive as I remember and they 
still have those nice green “soft” visitor 
buoys that don’t scratch my hull and cause 
Steve more winter work.  They went off in 
the dinghy to Frenchman’s Creek, whilst I 
soaked up the rays (few and far between 
in the West Country this year.)  I was just 
snoozing when I spied David G Hillyard 
having a quick peek at me before moving 
past.  As she has bilge plates perhaps she 
was going to take the ground up River?  
Steve and Liz were soon back and having 

a heated debate about an un-named sister 
ship they had just seen.  Liz was sure it 
was her father’s former 9 tonner Trooper 
which proved to be correct.  Steve was 
particularly boring reciting the intricate 
detail of all the work Ray and he had done 
on her decks and made me quite jealous 
when I looked at my own that are now 
blistered, paint flaked and rust streaked.
Now time to head back east and no surprise 
that the wind was now in that direction!  It 
was however ideal to pop in to St Mawes 
where they found me a nice buoy opposite 
the Idle Rocks Hotel.  It was all quiet until 
the ferryman hailed the crew to tell them 
that the “Hillyard Events Co-ordinator” 
was trying to call them up from the quay.  
They quickly disappeared ashore to return 
sometime later all spruced up thanks to 
David Hubbard’s hospitality. I would have 
liked to have met his charge Dawn II but 
there was not enough water for me to visit 
when we left.  I pulled out all the stops on 
the way home as they were keen to get 
back for more “family business” that sadly 
didn’t include me.
Anyway I had a few more Solent outings 
including the Hythe Rally where I met 
Hannah, Maid of Shannon also Bugler and 
Hanser who I can’t recall seeing before 
with David G tied up alongside me.  I was 
however very embarrassed as my decks 
look even worse now and I think I have 
persuaded Steve to do something about 
them this winter.  I need to be re-sheaved, 
but I realise that the iroko toe rail that is 
ok will all have to come off as well and be 
replaced, and even I know that it will take 
him longer than he thinks!  Then there is 
what to put on top of them!  I quite fancy 
real teak decks but every time I get him 
thinking in that direction pound signs come 
up in his eyes.  The answer is quite clearly 
for him to spend less on other things and 
more on me!  Surprisingly I seem to have 
found an ally in Liz who quite likes the 
idea.  They have also seen a restoration 
project on the HOA website showing a 12 
tonner in Norway being redecked in teak 
- amazing what a makeover can achieve 
and we girls like to keep our looks!
I am due out of the water mid October 
and by the time you hear more from me 
next year the decisions will be made and 
hopefully I will be well on the way to 
having my face lift completed - wish me 
luck!
Yours Ianthe
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Well, weren’t we lucky with the weather?  (Well, lucky until 
August 22nd!)  The crew of the David G Hillyard (Piers and 
Sue Snell, plus James for some of the time, when he wasn’t 
sailing dinghys at the RSSA “Nationals”) have to report that 
DGH has treated them to a truly marvellous Summer.  Just a 
bit disappointed not to see a few more Hillyarders “out and 
about”...

These days we are Fareham-based, the financial pips in 
Chichester having started to squeeze just a bit too hard for 
us... so that is where we set off from.  To Poole (inspirational, 
peaceful crossing of 
Christchurch Bay with the 
cruising chute flying like a 
dream.)  To Weymouth... 
Having intended to anchor 
in Portland Harbour -- 
don’t try this at home, it 
is not a good place with 
even modest Westerlies.  
We had a quick look 
and came straight out 
again!  Round Portland 
Bill to lovely, old-fashioned 
seaside holiday town Lyme 
Regis, to dry out along 
the quay wall overnight, 
having spectacularly failed 
to find any convincing 
fossils on the beach.  And 
so, the long, dull crossing 
to the Dart, just because 
we didn’t fancy the Torbay 
stretch.  A few days “time 
out” visiting family up 
the Dart at Totnes, where you can lie alongside the Steam 
Packet Inn and not pay a penny, either in mooring fees, or in 
harbour dues.  The Dart is not as a rule a cheap place to be! 
No more is Salcombe, our next anchorage... way too many 
outboard engines buzzing about!  

But at least you feel at this point that you are genuinely 
in the West Country, and the harbours get much closer 
together.  You can get fed up of “long hops” that consume 
so much of the day that you don’t have time to enjoy the 
places you visit.  River Yealm next, which has the reputation 
of having been spoiled by overcrowded moorings -- but it’s a 
very pretty spot all the same. And then Polperro, impossibly 
quaint, and impossibly small; there’s really just room for one 
visiting boat to dry out along the pilings under the “Heritage 
Museum of Smuggling and Fishing” -- but we have never 
been turned away.  Thence to the more mainstream Fowey 
and Helford rivers, (the latter being the only time our paths 
crossed with fellow-Hillyarders, the Tiffins on Ianthe in this 
case,) and from there to Penzance, having made a brief 
visit to St Michael’s Mount to wait for enough tide to get us 
into the inner harbour at Penzance.  Where we stocked our 
water-tank up to the brim, and filled every drinking-water 

bottle we could lay our hands on, because from there, the 
next destination was...

Scilly!  What can we say?  The place is just heavenly, a different 
world, totally idyllic.  Tresco “Abbey Gardens” unforgettable.  
We spent a week there, occasionally island-hopping; safe, if 
slightly rolly, anchorages in Old Grimsby Sound and between 
St Agnes and Gugh, running up the beach to overnight at St 
Martins, but the rest of the time in the drying anchorage at 
Green Bay, which really is the perfect place to base yourself; 
superb shelter.

Time for more “long hop” passage-making!  To L’Aber Wrac’h, 
to Camaret, to Audierne -- all places amply worth a visit; but 
far enough apart to limit the time available to enjoy them.  
Shorter hops thereafter meant we had more time to enjoy 
Loctudy (very touristy, but with some lovely beach-walking 
on the Ile Tudy side,) the River Aven (including a bicycle 
jaunt up to Pont Aven,) the similarly touristy delights of the 

medieval walled city at 
Concarneau... and then, 
all too soon, it was time 
to start wending our way 
home.

From Concarneau, Le 
Guilvinec makes a brilliant 
passage port heading 
back towards the Raz de 
Sein.  It’s a huge fishing 
port, with just a few 
spaces at the far end for 
visiting yachts, but very 
friendly all the same.  
From there, we had 
planned to take two days 
to get back to Camaret, 
because you really DON’T 
mess around with the 
timing through the Raz de 
Sein... but it so happened 
that we got the timing just 
right, without even trying, 

to return to the Rade de Brest.  From Camaret, then, time 
for some longer passages... back through the Four to L’Aber 
Wrac’h, from there to Ile de Batz, where we did have time 
for some lovely beach walking, and returned to our favourite 
Creperie.  From Batz to Ile de Brehat, where we tried a new 
(to us) anchorage at “La Corderie”; superbly sheltered, but 
the bad news is that unless you limit your shore visit to near 
HW, there are just acres of mud to negotiate -- oh, how 
we suffered!  From Brehat, then, to Jersey, which is where 
the weather finally came unstuck.  Oh dear.  Spent a full 
seven nights there, though we did console ourselves with a 
lovely visit to the Durrell Zoo.  Six-week old baby porcupine 
-- unforgettable!  Alas, Sue had to get back to work, leaving 
Piers alone on DGH and needing to get her back to Fareham 
somehow.  When the weather window arrived, Piers had 
a promise from a friend to crew back to England, but the 
offer evaporated at the last minute, so it turned out to be 
a singlehanded effort.  Ugh!  Not really recommended on a 
boat of this size; entirely manageable in gentle weather, but 
really quite boring, and really quite hard work!  From Jersey 
to rolly Braye Harbour (Alderney) for an entirely sleep-free 
night, thence to Cherbourg for a proper rest, and then an 
eighteen-hour passage back to home base.  Phew!

Cruising Adventures Aboard DGH

By Piers & Sue Snell
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We had not visited Belgium seriously 
for over 30 years, and the prospect of 
exploring mast- up routes to Bruges 
and Ghent as well as Antwerp sounded 
enticing. 
As usual for us, the 
“summer” did not coincide 
with our cruising dates 
and was well over before 
we could start in the 
middle of July. Even then, 
the start had be aborted 
four days because of 
gales. Eventually, on 
evening of 17th July we 
had a forecast of south-
westerly 5 - 6 becoming 
3 - 4 for Thames, ideal 
for our passage across 
to Zeebrugge from the 
Walton Backwaters. 
Next morning, an 0315 
start saw us enjoy a 
beautiful sun-rise under 
full sail near the North 
East Gunfleet. Entering 
the shipping lanes, the 
wind piped up and we 
hove-to to put in a reef, 
shaken out approaching 
the Thornton Bank. By 
2130 local time, we 
entered Zeebrugge after 
an 85 M passage. On 
the way in, we saw a 6-T 
Hillyard - Whyoming -  looking in a very 
sorry state on the shore boatyard. 
The next day, we locked through the 
smaller Vissersluis - now operating - in 
front of two large barges. After 5 M of 
tree-lined canal we reached the outskirts 
of Bruges and the new pontoons of the 
very new Brugse Yacht Club. Fortunately, 
a club member was working on his boat 
and he gave us the code to the showers. 
The club is a 35 minute brisk walk to the 
historic centre of Bruges. Although the 
club is very modern and friendly, during 
the week it is relatively unattended. Even 
armed with the shower code, the lighting 
switches were inaccessible unless the 
bar was open! 
Bruges captivated us for the next day: 
the Begijnhof, the Belfort (366 steps), 
the Hanseatic Quarter, Place de Bourg. 
What marred the town, however, was 
a gigantic pop concert, including the 
famous Markt, with stage and noisy 
“music” and precluding access in the 
evening to the square. We could even 
hear the “music” when we reached the 

boat. Unfortunately, this was drowned 
out by a private party which had booked 
the club - the first booking of the year. 
Their outdoor “music” went on to past 
0100...

Next day was a national holiday, but 
the larger Van Dammmersluis lock 
and the two bridges along the canal 
were operating. We were able to visit 
the Maritime seafront Museum and 
submarine in the old Fish Sheds of 
Zeebrugge. 
Next morning saw us reaching up the 
Scheldt to Terneuzen and straight into 
the lock for the Ghent canal. This is 
much more industrial and longer than 
the Bruges canal. The nearest mooring 
(mast up) to Ghent is the Royal YC Ghent 
at Langerbrugge about 15 minutes from 
the Ghent centre by the number 55 bus 
coming from Zelgate. 
This we took next morning to visit the 
excellent Fine Art Museum. The pinnacle 
of the town centre architecture - the 
Graslei- was hideously spoilt by Ghent’s 
pop festival with its ghastly entertainment 
booths lining both sides of the canal. We 
did not spend any longer than a day. 
Back up the canal under genoa, through 
the lock and into the East Harbour of the 

Terneuzen marina complex for the least 
expensive mooring of the trip (€9), but 
a very warm welcome from the harbour 
master. 
A six-hour motor sail up the Scheldt next 
day saw us entering the Royersluis and 
after a short wait, the Siberia and Londen 
bridges into the Villemdok of Antwerp, 
met and berthed by the harbour master 
in his launch. Though expensive, the 
facilities were excellent, including a 
washing machine. 
Next day was Monday, and inevitably 
the museums were shut. However, 
the cathedral was not, and housed an 
excellent free exhibition of painted 
altarpieces by Rubens, Jordaens et 
al in addition to the three permanent 
and magnificent Rubens altar triptychs. 
St Paul’s Church was Likewise worth 
visiting; St Jacobs, not. 
Next day the museums were open and 
these were visited: the Art Museum, the 
Rockox House Museum, the Ruben house 
and the Meyer Van der Burgh museum: 
most accepting “pensionists” gratis. If 
we had stayed the following day - the 
last Wednesday of the month - it would 
have been a free museums day. 
We left Antwerp at the first lock out 
the following day with the 0630 bridge 
opening and an 0700 lockout, engine-
sailing down the Scheldt by 0730.  
However, by now, we were both getting 
very tired of the industrialisation of the 
Belgian waterways in contrast to the 
Dutch. One of the questions down the 
Scheldt was: where was the border for 

Ragged Robin’s “summer” cruise 2010: 

in search of Flemish Art and Architecture 

Ted and Diana Evans

 
 

Pop concert in full "swing" in Bruges Market

Ragged Robin alongside the free 

staging on the Veersemeer.
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changing courtesy flags? We needn’t have 
consulted the charts - put up the Dutch 
courtesy flag when the Belgian oil refineries 
finish. So we peeled off at Handsweert as 
we lost the ebb and negotiated the canal 
into the Oosterschelde and the locks 
into the Volkerak as far as Dintelmonde. 
There we had an excellent meal in in new 
Marina restaurant, charmingly served by 
enthusiastic staff. An excellent overnight 
stay. 
Back through the Volkerak and 
Oosterschelde into the Veersemeer, 
mooring on one of the many convenient 
and peaceful island staging moorings 
(Schelphoek Plaat) for the night (free). 
Then into Veere for shopping and 
Middelburg (Binnenhaven) for the night 
where we encountered the first red 
ensigns on the trip. 
With a reef in the main, a short sail took 
us across from Vlissingen into Breskens 
to be met by pouring rain while touring 
the shops. 
Next day we were able to shake out 
the reef and enjoy a good sail until 
headed by the wind past Zeebrugge 
and Blankenburg into Ostend and the 
Mercator Dock where we were ja  mmed 
between towering mega cruisers. 
The next day was of course Monday! So 
the museums were shut. However, the 
James Ensor Huus and the Mercator tall 
ship offered suitable diversions. Tuesday 
gave us just time to visit the art museum 
with its excellent exhibition of Ensor 
works before locking out and enjoying a 
fine reach to Nieuwport Royal YC. 
Here the weather deteriorated and a 
familiar disparity between the Met Office 
(W/NW 4 - 5 becoming 6-7) and the local 
forecast posted by the harbour master 
(SSW - WSW 4) began. A trial sail to the 
harbour entrance recording 30 knots on 
the nose settled the uncertainty! 
The next morning saw the usual collection 
of forecasts from the Met Office, Meteo, 
Internet etc until a consistent WNW 3 
- 4 was obtained. 1 reef in, out of the 
harbour and: F4 - on the nose! Into 
Dunkirk East and the YCMN Marina. 
The next morning we had time to visit 

the excellent Musee de Portuaire with its 
very vivid account of Operation Dynamo. 
Later in the afternoon, we took the tide 
down channel to Gravelines entering at 
the earliest opportunity over the bar but 
to our relief, having three metres under 
the keel all the long way to the harbour. 
The gate into Bassin Vauban was already 
open (3.6 m over the sill). The Visitors 
Pontoon nearest the gate has the most 
water in the harbour but at low water we 
were immovable (but upright) in the soft 
mud. 
The following day allowed us to walk 
around this pleasant town and walk the 
old walls of the Bastion as well as having 
a good meal at the Marina Brasserie. 
Next day, as soon as the Bassin gates 
were (manually) opened and the bridge 
swung, we were out and, with a reef in, 
engine-sailed at first with the inevitable 
wind on the nose to the Dyck buoy and 
then across the shipping lanes to the East 
Goodwin. We changed our minds about 
Ramsgate (as it was Ramsgate week and 
we had had dire warnings about lack 
of pontoons) and headed instead for 
the East Swale via the inshore channels 
along the Kent coast, finally ghosting into 
a Harty Ferry for a magical evening as 
night fell. 
Next day, a phone call confirmed that 
the King’s Ferry Lift Bridge would open 
at 1045. By 1300 we had locked into 
Chatham Marina. This gave us the 
opportunity to visit the new exhibition in 
the newly opened Number One Smithery. 
This we found rather disappointing - 
unless you are into ship models - but the 
exhibition of Stanley Spencer paintings 
made up for it. 
The next day saw us back down the Medway 
to pick up a buoy in Queenborough - the 
only one occupied. Where ever we had 
been, locals complained of lack of visitors 
- something to do with the weather or 
the economy? 
An early start next day saw us up the 
Maplin Channel, through the Spitway and 
into the Walton Backwaters for a lovely 
sunset on anchor in the Walton Channel. 
This was the high point of the whole trip 
of 480 M. 

Why ever do we go away?

Tashana Update
By Dave & Carol Stickland

In the last edition I wrote of our post-
retirement expectations.  Well our season 
was much delayed.  When lift out time 
came – that time for just a couple of 
weeks out of the water for anti-fouling 
and the like – it was the alternate year 
for unstepping the mast.  The rigger said 
he was a bit reluctant to use my running 
rigging to ascend as it was a bit green.  

So we have all new white running rigging 
and the Steve Tiffin pattern lazy jacks also 
in dazzling white.  In limited sea trials they 
seem to work alright although we’ve not 
reefed yet.  Concurrently, I wanted a small 
amount of rot in the forward starboard 
coach roof attended to – you know just 
the tongue and groove boarding.  A young 
enthusiastic shipwright by the name of 
Ryan Kearley had been doing some work 
on Lady Ailsa for Vincent van Walt and 
came recommended, having worked at 
the Littlehampton yard in the past.  He 
identified extensive rot in the forward and 
starboard coamings as well as the coach 
roof.  The remedial work involved cutting 
away much timber and sourcing new, and 
because the forward coaming is structural, 
in that it supports the mast tabernacle, 
the mast could not be stepped until the 
work had moved on.  In the event the 
work took the best part of a month, but 
Ryan comes with my recommendation for 
skill, workmanship and good humour and 
at a reasonable price.

 

Hillyard  Flag, tie, caps: Steve Tiffen
Sweats, Polo shirts with HOA logo: Cowes
Book: David Hillyard 
Story by John Balchin: Out of print

Where is she now?
Illawarra. Capt N C Blomfield owned her 
for a number of years in Jersey during 
the fifties having bought her from Lt.Col.
Stevenson,of Gorey. She was built by 
Hillyards in 1929.
Details to Richard Blomfield 
rblomfield@btinternet.com

Slop Chest



In the last newsletter the Ridgeway’s had 
made it to Brest for the Festival – what a 
relief!
The Festival was amazing with over 2000 
wooden boats of every size, all dressed up in 
flags and bunting. We met many old friends 
and made many more new ones.
Every day at least 1,000 boats went out to 
sail in the bay, a really wonderful sight.  The 
weather was good and by the 5th day we felt 
almost human again. Heather really didn’t 
want to go home but work was calling so 
she left us on the 15th July and we decided 
to move down to Cameret to avoid the rush!  
We anchored in the bay and spent 10 lazy 
days tinkering with the engine and doing a 
little light varnishing. There were two other 
boats with engine and gearbox difficulties 
so we stayed together and travelled in 
company down to our next port of call 
Benodet. We motor sailed through driving 
rain and arrived soaked! I managed to get 
a rope round the prop as we moored up so 
there was much loud ‘crew training’ by my 
captain! But later we did enjoy a great night 
with a curry on board ‘China Girl’ and lots 
of music – Will on guitar, Ken on fiddle and 
John on washboard!
After three days it was time to move on – 
only 11 miles to Concarneu and the wind 
and tides were just right and we sailed all 
the way. The harbour master had put all the 
plastic boats in a bunch down one pontoon 
and we were given pride of place on a 
hammer head rafted out from a wonderful 
old gaffer Madcap, from Ireland.
We spend 2 days exploring the lovely old 
walled city before setting off for Laurient 
and the 10 day Celtic Festival. We set off 
well, motor sailing along behind Flying Pig 
and Freedom 2, but about two miles out 
the inevitable happened! It only took about 
seven minutes to get going again but just as 
we had put the tool box back in the locker 
the engine stopped again. We were now on 
our 8th fuel filter and with much technical 
language we got going again after about 
half an hour. Realising that our problems 
started at higher revs we kept down to 1300 
and plodded on after the rest of the flotilla. 
The rain started and we arrived in Laurient 
wet and miserable as usual!
The festival was brilliant although the sound 
of ‘what shall we do with a drunken sailor’ 
sung in English with a very thick French 
accent does pall at 2am when you’re trying 
to sleep!
The only other wooden boat was crewed 
by an American couple, Dutch and Brenda. 
We became good friends during the trip and 
when the festival was over we decided to 

go back together. Three days before our 
planned journey I met a young Caribbean 
boy in the supermarche. We got chatting as 
he had seen Winfrith in the harbour. Helping 
me back with the shopping he said he was 
a mechanic and would look at the engine 
for us.  I lent him 20 Euros and he said he 
would be back the next day. We didn’t really 
think he would but in fact he came back 
later that evening with a tale of woe about 
no where to sleep!  Having spent the night 
in the saloon next morning he asked John 
to start the engine.  He closed his eyes and 
listened for a while then told us what the 
problem was – two of the valves were not 
seated right and in a jiffy the rocker cover 
was off and the problem sorted!
After 8 filters, one pre-filter and a new lift 
pump, 6 different mechanics and a whole 
lot of stress, this young man mended the 
engine in half an hour with no swearing!
Next day we set off, following in the wake 
of Dutch and Brenda who had set off two 
days earlier. We anchored overnight at 
Benodet and next day set off at a spanking 
5.5 knots up to the Raz du Seine, we went 
through at 8.5 knots. It was a bit lumpy 
but exhilarating in lovely sunshine. The tide 
should have turned against us after the Raz 
but we continued at 6 knots all the way to 
Cameret.
We spent the next five days carousing with 
Dutch and Brenda on Illsham. Duncan 
was there from Dartmouth in his Hillyard 
also waiting for a weather window. Why, 
whenever we leave port does it rain? |Again 
we arrived soaked and miserable but we 
made 9 knots up the Chenal du Four – 
Winfrith’s personal best!
Morlaix, next stop.  We caught the tide about 
10 am and had a lovely sail. The sun shone, 
the waves were small and it didn’t rain!
The passage between Roscoff and the Island 
was a bit scary – only 30 metres wide and 
very shallow. I stopped looking at the depth 
gauge! We arrived early for the lock so 
fished for a while. Dutch caught 8 mackerel, 
our score was 0!
Up the river with the tide, following Illsham 
and into the lock. We were tied up by 10pm 
right in the heart of the old medieval town 
of Morlaix next to another Hillyard, the 13 
ton Santa Maria 3. We had a brilliant three 
weeks here, it was Illsham’s home port and 
Dutch and Brenda took us out sight seeing 
in their car.
The Guernsey Festival had been cancelled 
due to gales so we were in no rush to get 
going again. On the 12th September, John’s 
birthday, a grand party was held on Veronica, 
an old wooden fishing boat we had met 

before, owned by Clive and Jen, who live on 
the Isle of Wight.
The weather was calm enough and the lock 
opening was right for us to leave the next 
evening. Sailing through the night with a 
bright moon, no waves and just the right 
amount of breeze we realized just why we 
loved this sailing lark!
Arrived in St Peters Port in time for breakfast 
on Sunday morning – a week passed in a 
flash and suddenly it was time to set off 
again. After much agonising over the tides 
through the Alderney race we caught it just 
right and swept along at 10 knots (another 
record).  In Cherbourg harbour John let 
me steer while he did my usual ropes and 
jumping onto the pontoons job. All went well 
until the very end when I forgot reverse! Oh 
well the joy of a wooden boat is the ability to 
slap a bit of paint on to cover up mistakes!
A lovely week in Cherbourg waiting (again) 
for gales to blow over, then at last we were 
heading home. It felt strange after 4 months 
away but I was looking forward to seeing 
family and friends again and of course the 
ship’s cat – Sophie.
We set off mid-afternoon and had another 
lovely crossing arriving in sun drenched 
Brighton Marina at 09.30. All good things 
must end but we have plans for more 
cruising in the years to come!

FINAL PART OF WINFRITHS EPIC VOYAGE 
- The end of the voyage!
by Jan & John Ridgeway
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Obituary

Dennis Cullingford

Dennis Cullingford died in April 2010.

Dennis became the Director responsible 
for the yard at Littlehampton with his son 
Simon, after his uncle, David Hillyard's 
death in 1963. He was well known 
to many Members of the HOA and to 
visiting  owners. 

His design influence can be seen by 
the elegant 'cruiser bow' of yachts built 
after 1969, as distinct from the typically 
bluff bow appearance of the earlier 
production.  

A large congregation filled Walberton 
Parish Church, West Sussex for a 
Thanksgivng Service on the 29th 
April. This was attended by the HOA 
Commodore Michael and Gillian Walden  
also Members, Nim Campbell. 

Mike Radford and Frank Flint, plus 
Mark Taylor representing  employees 
of David Hillyard  Ltd. The sympathy of 
the Association is extended to Dennis's 
widow Miriam, Simon and the family.


