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Passing eight years old, Eleanda was in need of a standing rigging check and other significant 
routine maintenance, all of which was carried out at HYS on the Hamble River. She ended up out of 
the water for much of the summer with the mast removed, as on inspection the 18mm steel rod 
rigging showed fatigue cracks. Caution dictated it should all be replaced, a no small task.

So in September 2015, the work complete, I was ready for an autumn cruise to France. Heleen was 
in Austria cycling. But she had contracted Ocado to deliver a vast array of goodies to our house in 
London early  on the morning of departure. In her place, I was to be joined by our long time sailing 
and skiing friend from Zurich, Urs Biasi, and, at the last moment, my  daughter, Miranda, well 
experienced with three Atlantic crossing in her log, plus James, Eleanda’s now very experienced 
crew since 2011. Another sailing friend Tom Caplin joined us for the first  night, but sadly had to cry 
off the cruise on doctor’s orders.

On Thursday 17th September we were to sail to Cowes and spend the night in the Haven of the 
Royal Yacht Squadron, where we were all to join the City Livery  Yacht Club for their dinner in the 
Castle, neatly coinciding with the Southampton Boat Show.. With Cowes low tide at 20.06, Peter, 
the Squadron head boatman, wanted us in the haven as early as possible. There is plenty  of water on 
the berth, but the turning area can be very  shallow. We were then delayed by poor Urs landing at 
Heathrow almost three hours late after the tractor towing his plane away from the gate, at Zurich, 
decided to do so before they had retracted the air bridge which caught the wing tip! He arrived on 
the next flight but his taxi driver, who spoke little English, couldn’t find Hamble! 

Eventually we cast off at 15.55 to motor down the Hamble River on the ebb tide. Outside we found 
a 15 knot south easterly and, with the main only, motor-sailed to Cowes. Miranda warned that the 
new Cowes barrier under construction had increased the current off the Haven. However I found it 
easy to manoeuvre into the entrance and reversed onto the outer pontoon, so avoiding the shallows. 

We were all moored up at 16.55, after 6.2 miles. 
Tom Caplin was there to meet us. Later, spotting 
Clive Martin, former CLYC Admiral, strolling 
past, we invited him on board for a yarn and 
some reminiscing.

At 19.00 or so we joined the CLYC for a very 
happy and jolly evening. The Members’ Dining 
Room was packed with, I think, 34 members 
and guests on two tables. Miranda was not the 
sole representative of the younger set, so also 
felt  very  much at home. After a most sumptuous 
and well lubricated dinner, ably  chosen by the 
Secretary, Margaret Campbell, we resisted the 
temptation to stay  for a stirrup cup and slipped 
quietly back to Eleanda, tired, relaxed and 
looking forward to ten days of holiday cruising.

On Friday  after a proper Castle breakfast, we 
said our goodbyes to the CLYC and walked with 
Tom to his Ferry. We bought the last fresh 
supplies we needed and cast off at 12.00. We 

Moored in the Haven of
the Royal yacht Squadron



were heading for Weymouth, 47 miles away, rather than straight to Guernsey, more than 90 miles, 
and the tide to the Needles was adverse. There was not a breath of wind. We motored the 10 miles 
to Hurst Castle turning to Starboard over the Trap, leaving the Shingles Bank to the East. We 
crossed Christchurch Bay heading for St Alban’s Head, meeting a light westerly on the nose.

Sailing majestically towards us was Tenacious, the square rigged Schooner built by  the Jubilee 
Sailing Trust. Another sailing friend, Bruce Mauleverer, had been the Trust’s Chairman for several 
years. She was heading south east, with all her fore-mast sails set and some on the main mast. She 
passed within 200m of us, a glorious sight and we snapped away. I radioed the Captain to 
compliment him and we had a brief friendly chat.

We motored on to Weymouth and found a space on the long pontoon laid on the east  side of the 
outer harbour. We went straight in starboard side to the pontoon and were all moored and shut  down 
by 17.30, after 5 ½ hours under engine, 46.8 miles. Although I had not asked for assistance, a 
friendly assistant harbour master, who was also a part time lifeboat crewman, met us and, in 
passing, advised us to try the Red Lion, a ten minute walk away, in the town to the west of the 
harbour, for a drink and a pre-dinner snack. His advice was well taken. An hour later we were 
nibbling at a sea food platter of great originality  before returning for Miranda’s first dinner on 
board.

The next  morning was likewise becalmed. The Barometer had risen 12mb in the previous 24 hours 
to 1,023.5 and the sun was shining. Now we were heading for Guernsey and needed to time the 
south going tide between Guernsey and Herm exactly, which would begin at 16.00. It was 72 miles, 
under 9 hours motoring at something over 8 knots, so we left at 9.15. From leaving Portland Bill we 
would have four hours of a strong east going tide. So I adjusted our course, 1830, by 50 to west, to 
1880. We soon had 10 knots of wind, but at  a true wind angle of 1400 port, it was not much use at 
our speed.



At 12.30 we entered the Traffic Separation Zone, and altered course to cross at 900. Monitoring ship 
movements on the AIS makes crossing the channel so much easier than before this wonderful safety 
system. For every ship, you know the Closest Point of Approach and whether you need to alter 
course. We didn’t and slipped through the east and west bound lanes without  any  worry, despite 
some ships travelling at +20 knots and others relatively crawling at under 10. 

By 15.00 we were leaving the Zones, with just 25 miles to go, straight to the Roustel Beacon. 
Gradually the tide moved from westerly to southerly and our SOG increased. We were off St Peter 
Port at 17.45. We headed for Havelet Bay, just south of the Harbour entrance, were we anchored in 
9m, 90 minutes after low tide with a tidal range of 5.6m. I put  out 50m of chain. The anchorage was 
flat calm with no swell. It would be a peaceful night.

To his utter shock, I phoned a life-long friend and one time neighbour, John Schute, whose house 
looked down on Eleanda at anchor. We had not  met for 10 years. Miranda likewise phoned a friend 
from the London Business School. 30 minutes later we all met  at the Guernsey Yacht Club on 
Castle Pier, next to our anchorage, for a nostalgic reunion. We invited both of them back to dinner, 
as a Literary Festival had packed out all the restaurants. Sadly John declined a safe passage to 
Eleanda in our 3.6m dinghy, so we had to dine without him! But the rest of us wiled away a happy 
evening.

With a rising Barometer, a comfortable US Grib 7 day forecast but still no wind, I was hoping to go 
through the Raz and the Chennel du Four and on to South Brittany. There would be no hanging 
about on Sunday 20th. We would motor, if necessary, the 99 miles to L’Aber-Wrach, call it 12 hours. 
Otherwise we would not get back to the Hamble as planned for the 26th. We left at 06.00 in the dark, 
with just a glimmer of the dawn in the east. We were to motor all the way  in a flat glassy  sea. An 
hour after leaving we caught a photo of a glorious sunrise. From St Martin’s Point, the south east  tip 

Lunch crossing the Channel



of Guernsey, it  is 91.5 miles straight to the west cardinal mark, Lizen-Ven-Ouest. From there it is 
just 3.3 miles to the entrance of the Passage de la Malouine, an exciting 170m wide northern 
entrance to the L’Aber estuary. To take the normal western approach would add an extra three miles. 
We were two hours after low tide and still all the rocks were clearly visible. This passage should be 
undertaken in good daylight visibility, in relatively  calm weather and hopefully with good 
electronic navigation. But the channel is well marked. We slipped through and into the wide estuary, 
tuning south east towards the little port of L’Aber-Wrach. We anchored at 17.50 (18.50 French 
summer time) a mile out from the harbour, where the buoyed channel is quite wide and has a 
shallower patch. We were in 10-12m and put out 60m of chain due to the rising tide. We had 
covered 98 miles in 11 hours 50 minutes, for an average SOG of 8.3 knots.

This is one of the most beautiful and peaceful anchorages you can imagine. It is also safe and calm 
in most weather. It is a paradise for sea birds, with few signs of human habitation. On either side of 
the buoyed channel it will dry at low springs, so do not wander outside! We sat in the cockpit 
enjoying a well-earned chilled bottle of wine, before heading for the shore, while it  was still just 
light. L’Aber-Wrach used to have a great restaurant, Le Brenig. Sadly it closed several years ago. 
What remains is a bar-restaurant with basic, genuine local cooking by the wife of the friendly 
Patron. No name that I can recall, but from the marina, walk west for a couple of hundred metres 
and it’s on your left. He was excellent value at I think €170 for four including two bottles of his 
better wines. So in a happy frame of mind we returned to Eleanda and a peaceful night.

It was overcast on Monday. I had plotted to sail to Camaret, 34 miles away, in the south west corner 
of the Rade de Brest, so well sheltered from the west. But the forecast for Tuesday  and Wednesday 
was now strong westerlies. If we then went on south and east to Audienne and Concarneau, I feared 
we might not get back. There is no point  in banging head on into a 25 or 30 knot wind. With a 
sinking feeling I told the crew I thought we should return to the east, heading for Roscoff for 

About to anchor in the estuary 
of the river L’Aber



tonight. We could then go all the way to St Vaast and Honfleur. To my relief there was no 
disappointment, just relief! So after a last minute plot change and new tide calculations we raised 
the anchor at 10.18 French time and motored back through the Passage de la Malouine.

Once in the open sea we found 15 knots of wind from 2100. We unfurled the main on a near run 
with the boom out to starboard. After two miles we had cleared the shallows, jibed and eventually 
settled on our course, 750, for 22 miles to north of Ile de Batz. We were now on a broad reach, 1400 
off the wind, steady at 15-18 knots. We unfurled the genoa and at  11.00 cut the engine. For the first 
time since leaving Cowes, after 30 engine hours and 225 miles, we were at last  sailing. What a joy! 
The wind increased slightly, closer to 20 knots. But by 12.30 it was drizzling and the barometer was 
falling.

There is a narrow tortuous passage between Ile de Batz and the mainland north of Roscoff. But on a 
falling tide I did not want  to try  this short cut. Passing north of the island and its many  out-lying 
rocks, we gradually turned south passed the island. At 14.25 we started the engine and furled. We 
were cleared to enter the harbour and the marina, and at 14.30 we were moored starboard side to the 
northernmost pontoon with a wide easy approach. We had covered 31.4 miles. 

We relaxed over a late lunch on board, before 
walking into the old town, full of fine old 
buildings including a typical Brittany church 
with a fine campanile and an 18th Century 
merchant’s house, now the hotel du Ville, 
decorated with strings of onions! We looked 
for tarte aux poire or any other fruit  tart. But 
we discovered that Brittany only  does 
marzipan cakes, unlike Normandy. After a 
drink in one of the many bar-brasseries, we 
strolled back to Eleanda. With the help of the 
Guide Michelin we booked a restaurant, 
L’Ecume des Jours, where later we had a 
really excellent dinner, at a more normal cost 
of about €80 per head. You must book, 
+33298612283. It was packed.

The Hotel de Ville, Roscoff

On Tuesday the US Grib forecast was for a 25 knot westerly, some rain. We were to continue east, 
which would make for comfortable sailing. We would sail to Guernsey, pick up fuel and continue 
on to anchor in a bay  I knew, on the north east side of Sark, La Grève de la Ville, a total of about 80 
miles. Such was the plan. We left at 07.00 in the dark. At 07.20, once clear of all the rocks we 
settled onto our course of 560 unfurled the sails and cut the engine. We had 20 knots of wind at 
1400, a broad reach. But by 08.00 we were over canvassed, with the wind now at 30-35 knots. 



We furled about a third of the genoa. But the wind continued to increase. Furling any of the main 
when on a broad reach in +30 knots is not easy. But it was essential. We were heeled over so lots of 
weather helm, going too fast, around 11 knots, and we might break something! First we have to furl 
most of the genoa and then gently turn some 300 into the wind, so spilling wind and relieving the 
pressure on the main. Only then could we furl down to the top spreader, about 50% of the sail area. 
Back on course we unfurl about 50% of the genoa. She is much happier and under control, less heel 
and still 10 knots. Around 12.00 a squall overtakes us. In heavy  rain the wind increases to close to 
50 knots gusting 55. The sea was enormous, with a swell of at least  4m, but no breaking waves. I 
have never before seen the spume whipped off the water and blown horizontally  through the air. We 
were never really  concerned for Eleanda. But let’s say we all felt some degree of stress. An hour 
later we were over the worst. The squall had passed. There were glimpses of sun through the clouds, 
the wind was down to a still gale force 35 knots, and  the wave height was much less.

At 14.45 (French time) we rounded St Martin’s Point, furled the genoa and sailed north up the east 
coast of Guernsey  towards St Peter Port. Harbour control gave us consent  to enter and proceed to 
the fuel pontoon. We furled the main, started the engine and motored in. The wind was still 20 knots 
in the harbour, now from the north west. I turned starboard side to, facing east, and let the wind 
blow us onto the pontoon. We were moored up at 15.05. I took on 1,100 litres at all of 66p  per litre! 
We abandoned all thought of continuing to Sark. The Grève de la Ville anchorage, although 
sheltered from the west, was going to be rock and roll. So a marinero in a rib led us to a pontoon in 
the outer harbour, with water, no electricity, but connected to the harbour side. It  was tough getting 
along-side as the wind was blowing us off. We were finally safely moored at 14.55 BST. We had 
come 73.7 miles in 8 hours and 5 minutes, an average speed of 9.1 knots, rather faster than we are 
used to! We had barely snacked underway. So once again a late lunch was much enjoyed and 
thoroughly  deserved. Other than relief at having successfully managed the crossing, my overall 
sense was one of appreciating the huge strength and stability of Eleanda. It’s only  the crew that we 
need to worry about. We were too tired to want a restaurant. After some shopping and a stroll it was 
another most pleasant dinner on board. 



The next morning the gale was over and the wind had dropped to just a few knots. The timing had 
proved perfect and the tides will work. We will lock into St Vaast tonight, Wednesday 23rd, high tide 
17.03 French time and about 68 miles, and on to Honfleur tomorrow. If high tide had been around 
midday it  would not have worked. We slipped our mooring at 09.00 and motored out, passing south 
of Jethro and then turning north east leaving Sark to starboard. We had 10-12 knots wind from the 
north west and motor sailed to Cap de La Hague, on the Cherbourg peninsular. As we turned east 

we were on a near run, so furled the genoa. But 30 
minutes later the wind had veered sufficiently with a 
TWA of 1500 at 16 knots for us to unfurl and cut the 
engine. We managed only 6.6 knots through the 
water, but the flood tide gave us a COG of 8.8 knots. 

There are numerous shallows off the Pointe de 
Barfleur and its lighthouse, but we gradually  turned 
into the wind as we rounded the point, heading south 
along the coast, passing Barfleur and on to St Vaast. 
The chart looks horrific as the last half mile dries at 
springs. But today there is 2.5m over LAT at  low 
water. At 17.40 French time, we furl and motor. At 
the entrance there is 3.6m of water and we are 
moored to pontoon B at 18.10, after 68.8 miles. 
With the lock gate open, we have to walk all the 
way round the harbour, about 15 minutes. The 
restaurant we chose, La Chasse Marée, in Place du 
Général de Gaulle, has one crossed fork in the 
Michelin and Heleen and I know it of old. 

St Peter Port, Guernsey

St Vaast



Madame cooks and the elderly  Patron is front of house. We arrive early and sit outside for a glass of 
Muscadet. Sitting down at our table we reminisce with the Patron for a bit, before enjoying a simple 
but excellent  good value dinner. We would return. After dinner, the lock gate has closed and we can 
walk across it to Eleanda. The wind has died, it is a quiet and peaceful night.

The Thursday morning high tide is at 07.49. The harbour has silted somewhat. Where we should 
have about 3.5m we have barely 3m at 8.15. Eleanda draws 2.5m. James hurriedly  rushes off to pay 
the harbour dues, but has to fill out a lengthy form. He returns several minutes later. The depth is 
now 2.9m! At 08.30 I reverse out of the berth and the depth increases to about 3.4m – relief. On the 
way out the depth is never less than 3.2m but it is certainly tight for Eleanda.

Once clear of the two cardinal marks we settle onto our course for the Seine estuary. The wind is 
now 15 knots, TWA 1260 starboard. We unfurl all and cut the engine. In a flat calm sea we are 
making more than 8.5 knots and by 10.30 the wind has increased to 25 knots and we furl a third of 
the genoa, perfect. At around 12.45 a squall comes through and catches us. For 15 minutes the wind 
increases to 30 knots and veers 300. We need to furl the genoa and attach the jibe preventer. But we 
still manage 7.5 – 8.0 knots. At 15.00 we pass between the red and green boys No 6 at the start  of 
the dredged channel to the Seine river itself. It is about  250m wide. We furl the main and proceed 
under engine against the ebb tide. We have 6.7 miles to the Honfleur Lock and you enter on the 
hour and leave Honfleur on the half hour. Our SOG is barely 7 knots, but we think we will just 
make the 16.00 Lock, which we do. Bow thrusters are not so good against the concrete sides of the 
Lock as the wash seems to bounce around. It  was surprisingly difficult to manoeuvre alongside. 
Eleanda is tied to three bollards which rise up with the water level, much better than throwing down 
mooring lines. Ten minutes or so later the upper gates open and we motor the 500m to the Quai du 
Jardin Public, which looked very  full, until a small motor boat pulls out leaving just enough room 
for Eleanda. We are moored up  by 16.20 having covered 60.0 miles. It is a newish pontoon with 
electricity and water, and behind a security  gate, a great improvement since my last visit in 2008. 

Restaurant La Chasse Marée



We are just  a couple of minutes’ walk from the Vieux Port, very fashionable but Eleanda would be 
too big to fit.

Honfleur is an extraordinary mix of tourist tat, rip-off bars round the Vieux Port and grand art 
galleries selling the most appalling art, set against a beautiful old Normandy  town, a wonderful 
fishermen’s church, lovely old buildings and a sprinkling of excellent restaurants. Having paid our 
harbour dues of €58, Miranda guided us to Les Caves de Calvados, where a knowledgeable lady 
with a remarkable stock of the finest 25 year old Calvados sold me six bottles and Miranda one, to 

take home. It should last me five to ten 
years! We found a bar, just away from 
the Vieux Port and wiled away an hour 
before returning to Eleanda. Later we 
dined in great style at Restaurant Entre 
Terre et Mer, 28 Place Hamelin, 
opposite the church, must book. It was 
the outstanding restaurant of the cruise 
and the most expensive at €100 per 
head, but well worth it. Despite being 
warned that the Jardin Public suffers 
from rowdy drunks late into the night, 
none disturbed us and we passed a 
peaceful night.

Le Vieux Port, Honfleur

Leaving the lock from Honfleur



On Friday 25th we had to start our journey  home. We were to re-cross La Baie de Seine and anchor 
off Barfleur, just north of St Vaast  on the Cherbourg peninsular, 60 miles, and then cross the 
Channel to the Solent on Saturday, 81 miles. To continue our gourmet habits, Miranda went 
shopping early and came back with local prawns, sea food mousses, smoked salmon on artichokes, 
local cheeses and an apricot tarte, quite some lunch and dinner. Somewhat late, we left our mooring 
at 11.15 and entered the 11.30 Lock. There was no wind as we motored down the Seine channel and 
out into the estuary. We had the tide with us until 16.00, in a flat calm sea. But for the last three 
hours the flood tide was brutal. At 18.52 after 60.1 miles we anchored in 7m with 45m chain, in a 
small flat calm pool, surrounded by a horseshoe of rocks, just north of the drying port of Barfleur. I 
had found it  in 2008, while again waiting to cross the Channel. At high tide there would be a depth 
of 11.4m. Urs and James took the dingy  to the town, which had been largely flattened in the last 
war, while Honfleur and St Vaast  were large untouched. Later we could enjoy all Miranda’s 
delicacies plus breast of chicken for dinner.

Our last day, Saturday, was fine with 10 knot easterly at  the anchorage. Once again our departure 
time was dictated by  the flood tide from the Needles starting at 16.00 UK time. We were off the 
anchorage at 08.50 French time. Once past the channel buoys, we turned onto our course of 3470 for 
the Needles. There was just enough wind from the east to unfurl and cut the engine at 09.07. At 
09.30 once clear of the Pointe de Barfleur, we added 50 to the course to 3520 to adjust for the 
easterly flowing tidal current. The wind was now about 13 knots with a TWA of 1150, a perfect 
broad reach making 8.6 knots. 

The day was warm, sunny, with high clouds. But the wind was dying. At 13.15 as we were crossing 
the east going traffic lane, we started the engine and motor sailed at  8 knots, watching the AIS for 
suitable gaps in the near continuous stream of ships. And so it was until we reached the Needles at 
16.50. Engine on, engine off, furl, unfurl, the wind was barely  enough and usually needed some 

Sailing north along the French coast close to La Pointe de Barfleur



engine. The shipping lanes kept us on close watch. But with the AIS plots on the cockpit  screens, it 
is usually  easy to find a gap and slip in front of or behind a ship  in the never ending line. With a 
couple of course alterations we were through.

Reaching the Needles at 16.50 UK time, motor sailing with the main alone and with the flood tide 
accelerating us in, it was just two hours to HYS Hamble. All the world was out and plenty of racing 
boats to be avoided. I just find the Solent too crowded after a cruise where we saw few other sailing 
boats. As we neared our berth, the tide was starting to slacken and we could gently reverse onto our 
pontoon, to shut down at 18.50, after 11 hours and 80.4 miles, an average speed of 7.3 knots. Later 
we all walked to the River Rat Restaurant in Hamble for a most enjoyable end to our cruise.

In 10 days we had 
covered a total of 594 
miles, mostly  in ideal 
sailing weather or just 
motoring in calm seas. 
We will not forget the 73 
mile sail from Roscoff to 
St Peter Port. Even if the 
R a y m a r i n e w i n d 
instrument is optimistic, 
the sea state, height of 
the waves, the flying 
spume and the behaviour 
of Eleanda all told us 
that we had been in 
ser ious s torm force 
winds. Yes, we were on a 
broad reach and well 
reefed down. But once 
again it  proved to me 
t h a t E l e a n d a i s 
unbelievably strong, far 
more so than the crew! 
Otherwise the harbours 
and anchorages added to 
a great cruise. Brittany 
and Normandy  have so 
much to offer.

Back at Port Hamble


