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‘Tender To George’, 

Wayfarer 3516. 

For some years I have been taking my family to the south coast of France 
for our summer vacations.  Over the years we have followed many different 
routes and have seen most of the country, although we always end up at Le 
Lavandou, a most charming little town with a port, at the eastern end of a 
beautiful bay. 

Over the years we developed an interest in boats and were always envious 
of those fortunate enough to have them.  One year we hired a small sailing 
dinghy for a few hours and sailed tip and down the bay.  For my wife and I it 
was a great pleasure, but our young daughter, she was about six at the time, 
was not at all impressed, in fact quite the opposite, and we decided against a 
repetition. 

However, our interest grew and during our holiday in 1973 we determined 
to acquire a boat before the next visit.  On our way south we had spent a 
few days camping beside the Lac de Serre-Poncon, a beautiful man-made 
lake in the French Alps.  It is several miles long and has tremendous 
boating appeal.  The prospect of sailing upon it was more than we could 
bear. 

The remainder of 1973 was spent seeking advice from sailing enthusiasts as 
to which boat an inexperienced but adventurous family should acquire.  The 
boat most frequently mentioned was 'Wayfarer'.  A visit to the Earls Court 
Boat Show early this year convinced us that it was ideal for our needs, 
although we were somewhat shocked at the price of a new one, which 
seemed rather a lot to invest in a first boat and we commenced looking for a 
good second-hand model. 

This proved more difficult than we had imagined.  We found that very few 
were advertised and all of these seemed to sell on, if not before, publication.  
After a few frustrating months I requested help from the Secretary of the 
Wayfarer Owners Association. He referred me to the Treasurer, Brian 
Tatter-shall, who lived nearby, 

Brian and his charming wife Catherine kindly entertained us    at their home 
one evening and gave us some very useful information about the Wayfarer.  
Brian also offered to advise us if he should hear of one being for sale.  
Although we had heard many encouraging facts about the Wayfarer, we had 
not before met a Wayfarer owner and if we had had any doubts about the 
boat, Catherine and Brian soon dispelled them. 
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More time passed without any luck and we considered buying a new 
boat. Then in early June of this year we heard from Brian that a good 
second-hand Wayfarer was for sale in the Lake District. On Saturday 29 
June we made the long journey North from our home at Kew, Surrey. We 
went straight to see the boat and bought it without hesitation. It was an 
almost new composite model, lavishly equipped, on a new unused trailer. 
We were very pleased with our acquisition and returned with it to Kew 
the following day. After some considerable discussion, the Wayfarer was 
renamed 'Tender To George'. 
Our first opportunity to sail came two weeks later, on Saturday 13 July, 
and having heard from Brian Tattershall of a good slipway at Warsash on 
the Hamble River, we set off, full of excitement and trepidation. We had 
during the previous year talked boats a great deal and our daughter, 
now aged ten, had warmed to the idea somewhat. However, we 
determined to have a quiet uneventful sail, an easy initiation, for our 
sakes as much as hers. 
 
Brian Tattershall, in his kind and thoughtful way, had arranged for Tony 
Goddard, a member of Warsash Sailing Club, and the owner of Wayfarer 
3117, to meet us. It was as well that he had, for I doubt whether we 
would ever have rigged the boat without  Tony's tolerant assistance, for 
which we were very grateful. 
It was early afternoon before we set off. There was a light westerly wind 
we sailed down the river into Southampton Water. All was going well and 
the crew were not complaining excessively when we reached the open 
water of the Solent. Cowes looked no distance away and we set course 
for the Island. We nearly came unstuck and certainly ruined our plans for 
an uneventful first sail. 
When we were about half way across, the wind suddenly increased 
considerably. The sea became quite rough and every wave sent heavy 
spray over the crew, from whom I received some very dirty looks. Still, 
even in our inexperienced hands, the Wayfarer handled well and after an 
unforgettable and hair-raising sail, we arrived safely in Cowes, where we 
prudently decided to stay for the night. 
The following day we had a most enjoyable and uneventful sail back to 
Warsash. We returned to Kew later that day well satisfied with our  first 
experience of the Wayfarer. 
It was certainly all that we had been told. 
We then realised that there would be no other opportunities to sail  
before  our holiday in France started on Sunday 18 August and we 
commenced our holiday plans. 
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It was during this time that the idea kindled of sailing the boat in both 
directions across the English Channel. I am not sure what first started 
it. Perhaps it was the shock of learning how much it would cost to take 
it across on the ferry. In any case I warmed to the idea and decided to 
do it if conditions and courage allowed, leaving the final decision to be 
made on the day. 
My wife would have been delighted to make the trip with me, but that 
was impossible as someone had to take the car across on the ferry. It 
was obviously out of the question for our daughter to accompany me. 
I realised that if it was to be done, it would have to be me alone. 
During those few weeks I gave myself a crash course in navigation, by 
twice reading C. G. Watkins most useful book 'Coastwise Navigation’ 
and discussing it with an experienced amateur sailor. I read and took 
heed of the advice contained in those innumerable booklets issued by 
the appropriate government department and other bodies. I bought a 
radar reflector, flares, a Suunto compass for the boat and a small 
French hand compass which could hang on a cord around my neck and 
be easily found when wanted. The Suunto was screwed into the 
middle of the thwart where it could be clearly seen from any likely 
helm position. 
Saturday 17 August was spent packing and making last minute checks 
of equipment. On Sunday 18 August we rose early and left home at 
7am for the drive to Dover, arriving there at 9: 30am. It was a cloudy 
and overcast day with a moderate easterly wind. I found a good slip 
opposite the Cinque Ports Sailing Club and used the telephone in the 
clubhouse to contact the Coastguard. The forecast was a force four 
reducing to force two and I decided to make the crossing, giving the 
coastguard all the necessary information. I was also informed that an 
unusually fast current of five knots was flowing up the channel. 
 
It took ages to report my departure to the authorities and equally long 
to rig and launch the Wayfarer. The trailer was partially dismantled 
and placed on the car's roof-rack. I was pleased to find that there was 
no over-lap at either end. 
At 12: 30pm I set out. It took me some time to find the harbour 
control launch and even longer to obtain permission to leave harbour. 
Eventually the launch came alongside and informed me I could leave. 
I immediately headed for the western exit. It was almost exactly 1pm. 
 
As I slipped past the harbour outer wall, out of the shelter of the 
harbour, I was immediately overawed by the state of the sea. It was 
rising, falling and swirling in the most frightening manner and I 
seriously considered turning back, but decided against this, only 
because I assumed that my crew would by this time have left to board 
the ferry. I learnt later that this was a false assumption. My wife, 
having noticed the heavy sea, had decided to wait some time, in case 
I returned. 
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I headed out  to sea close hauled. I did not immediately concern myself 
with the correct course, contenting myself with getting clear of the 
harbour and mastering the heavy sea before considering that matter. The 
waves were about six feet in height, but were not breaking, and apart 
from making me feel very much like a cork, presented no problem after a 
time. I was somewhat concerned at the outset that I was carrying too 
much sail. I had set out with full main and standard jib, but the forecast 
proved good, as the wind, and henceforth the sea, eased later on. 

 
Once well clear of the harbour I applied myself to the course. The compass 
bearing shown on the chart for a direct route  from Dover to Calais is 120. 
I had previously decided to allow 10 degrees for the flood tide and I then 
decided to allow a further 5 degrees for drift. I therefore settled the boat 
on a course of 135 degrees, which was in any case as close to the wind as 
I could get. After about an hour I took a bearing on Dover with the hand 
compass and found, much to my horror, that I was a long way to the east 
of my route. 

 
I spent the next hour correcting my course until I was able to obtain a 
bearing of 300 degrees on Dover. I realised that I would have to allow 
more for the fast tide and after some trial and error, settled on a bearing 
of 145 degrees, which I maintained almost throughout the remainder of 
the trip. 

 
Visibility was not particularly good and at about 3pm I finally lost sight of 
Dover. By this time the wind and the waves had decreased and I was 
progressing satisfactorily. I kept a look out for the car ferries, hoping to 
see my crew, but those travelling in my direction passed some miles down 
channel from me. This gave me some concern as I interpreted this as 
indicating that I was too far east, but after consideration I decided against 
any further course corrections. The tide was due to change long before my 
expected arrival at Calais and I realised that this would put me back on 
course. 

 
I had heard that the English Channel was a very busy place, but I was 
quite surprised at the amount of traffic. At no time during the crossing was 
there an occasion when another boat was not in sight, although I did not 
see another boat under sail at any time. 

 
There were only two occasions when I was troubled by the close proximity 
of other craft. On the first occasion I found myself on a collision course 
with an enormous heavily laden tanker heading up the channel. Its bow 
wave alone looked sufficient to cause me difficulty and I was about to do a 
complete about-turn when I noticed the tanker changing course to port. At 
first it seemed to be coming straight toward me, but as it continued to 
turn it took a course to my stern. Even so, I had a few nasty moments 
coping with it's wash. 

 
The second incident occurred when I was well past the halfway mark. I 
had noticed a car ferry heading down channel some miles ahead of me, 
which I guessed might have come from Ostend. 
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When it was almost directly ahead of me, it turned 90 degrees to 
starboard and settled on a course heading directly for me. It got closer 
and closer and I began to suspect that I had not been sighted. At what 
seemed to be the last minute, it turned slightly to starboard and slipped 
by. on my port side, less than fifty yards away, which seemed rather 
close for  two vessels to pass in the middle of the  English Channel. At 
the time I cursed them, but afterward amused myself speculating on the 
remarks which must have passed amongst the crew and passengers who 
peered down and waved to me. At about 4pm I sighted land. Low hills 
appeared in the distance away to starboard. I studied the chart and 
decided that they must be those along the coast from Calais toward Cap 
Gris-Nez. A bearing with the hand compass enabled me to establish a 
rough position. 

 
At about 5pm I first sighted Calais, recognising the tall building at and 
near the harbour. I was pleased to find that it was almost directly ahead. 
From then on I ignored the compass. The wind by this time had swung a 
little to the north. It had also eased and I considered changing the jib for 
the genoa, but decided that the time saved in increased speed would be 
more than lost in the time it would take me to make the change single-
handed. 

 
The next hour was the longest of them all. It seemed an eternity before 
I reached Calais. I was also beginning to feel very hungry. To avoid 
sickness I had eaten very little before leaving home that morning and I 
had only consumed one boiled egg on the crossing. It should have been 
two, but I had lost one overboard when endeavouring to remove the 
shell with one hand. 
I could not see them, but my crew were at this time waiting on the 
western wall of the harbour entrance, scanning the horizon with 
binoculars. I believe they were very relieved when they eventually 
recognised the Wayfarer. They had had a very uneventful crossing, 
arriving about an hour ahead of me. 

 
At exactly 6pm I slipped between the high harbour walls of Calais. I 
dropped the mainsail and manoeuvred slowly forward toward the beach 
just inside on the right. I dropped the jib and scrambled ashore with the 
painter. Within minutes the crew arrived with the car. The trailer was 
lifted down and rebuilt. With the kind assistance of some Frenchmen, the 
Wayfarer was lifted out of the water and onto the trailer. Stowing the 
rigging and the usual official formalities took some time, but at 8pm we 
were driving away from Calais, toward the little mining town of Auchel, 
near Arras, where we were to spend our first night with friends. 

 
Our Auchel friends always treat our arrival as an excuse for celebrations 
and this occasion was no exception. We ate and drank heartily until quite 
late. Needless to say, I slept well 
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The next two days were spent driving. The first day took us as far as 
Macon where we pitched our tent in the Municipal Camping site just to 
the north of the town centre. The second day took us through Lyons, 
where we enjoyed a lunch with friends, before turning off toward the 
mountains. We passed through Grenoble and continued on to Lac de 
Serre-Poncon, arriving after dark and in torrential rain. 
We camped on the south side of the lake in the Municipal Camping site 
just west of Savines. The site runs down to the lakeside and we put up 
the tent only a few yards from the water's edge. launching the 
Wayfarer the following day proved very easy. Many of the roads which 
crossed the valley before it became flooded still exist. They just 
disappear into the lake and afford excellent slips. 

 
We spent most of the next five days sailing on the lake. The weather 
was unreliable and the wind capricious, but the conditions were 
otherwise excellent and it enabled us for the first time to get into a 
routine with 'Tender To George' and to familiarise ourselves completely 
with its rigging and handling. We also managed to induce our daughter 
to jump into the water from the boat when we were in the middle of 
the lake, to discover the effect of her swimming aid. She was 
pleasantly surprised at the amount of buoyancy and was a much 
happier member of the crew from then on. 

 
The lake itself is very beautiful, being surrounded by high mountains. It 
is becoming a centre for aquatic sports and a few sailing schools 
already exist there. It is a common sight to see a flotilla of minute 
single-sailed dinghies, each manned by an equally minute child, 
rushing up  and down the lake. 

 
We then packed once again and headed south for Le Lavandou and the 
Mediterranean. Our route took us over some high passes, including Col 
d'Allos, which is about 7000 feet above sea level. Even without the 
boat and trailer, the car was heavily laden, and it took a whole hour in 
first gear to reach the top. The road was narrow and winding, with 
occasional sheer drops at the roadside. At the top we stopped for a 
rest, for ourselves as much as the car. 
We were amused by the peculiar looks we received from the natives on 
seeing a boat so high in the mountains. 

 
We also passed through Castellane, where we had camped on previous 
occasions. It has a white painted church high on a mountain edge 
overlooking the town. We had climbed to it before, on more than one 
occasion, but decided against it this time, being eager to reach the sea. 

 
It was early evening when we eventually came out of the mountains 
near Cannes. We then turned right and headed west along  the coast 
road to Le Lavandou, arriving there at about 9pm. We drove directly to 
Camping St. Pons, where we have spent so many happy holidays. I 
made a quick re-introduction with Monsieur Le Patron and we then set 
about making camp, knowing that we would be there for some time. 
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The following day I set out to find a berth for the boat. We did not want 
the bother of launching and rigging each day and were prepared to pay 
for a mooring in the harbour. The port at Le Lavandou was crowded, so I 
went to the new harbour of Port de Bormes, at the other end of the bay, 
where I found plenty of vacant moorings available at a reasonable fee. I 
went through the usual formalities with the Capitan de Port, but had 
some difficulty making him understand that there were no 'ship's 
papers'. 

 
The mooring proved well worth the fee. The port is very modern with 
every possible facility, parking space on the quayside, fresh water 
supply to each berth, etc., in fact everything that could be required. The 
moorings are also very sheltered and we were sure that the boat would 
be safe there, even in the worst mistral. 

 
The next day we launched and carefully rigged the Wayfarer, before 
having a short sail along the coast toward St. Tropez. We then returned 
to port where 'Tender To George' was to be moored. When towing it 
through the mountains it had seemed enormous, but it now looked very 
insignificant lying between proper sea-going vessels. 

 
We agreed to sail alternate days. I would have happily sailed every day, 
but I smelt mutiny in the crew and acceded to their request to spend 
some time frying on the beach, their favourite pastime. 

 
We spent five days sailing and on most of those we headed out to sea to 
visit, the Iles d'Hyeres, which are situated about five miles off the coast. 
These islands include Porquerolle, Port-Cros and Levant, all of which are 
very beautiful. For years we had viewed them enviously from a distance. 

 
It was to Ile de Port-Cros that we usually headed. The whole island is a 
National Park, almost uninhabited and abounding in wild bird life. There 
is a small harbour at each end, Port-Cros to the west and Port Man to 
the east, both overlooked by a small fort. It is a most romantic place. 

 
The coastline of the island is a mass of coves and bays where one can 
be completely alone and when we first beached and stepped ashore we 
had the feeling that no one had ever been there before. We discovered 
that the customary dress is as little as one cares to wear and enjoyed 
the rare pleasure of unencumbered swimming in the perfectly clear and 
warm waters. We spent some time exploring the island on foot, climbing 
to the forts, from where there were wonderful views of the coastline and 
islands. 
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Needless to say we were very sad when it was time to leave. We have 
enjoyed many holidays on the Cote d'Azur, but never before had we 
been so reluctant to leave. 

 
On Thursday 5 September we left Le Lavandou and drove north to 
Lyons, where we stayed overnight with friends, who entertained us 
royally. 

 
On Friday 6 September we rose early in preparation for the long drive 
north to Auchel, where we were to spend another night. The 6 
September is our daughter's birthday. She has spent all of them, except 
the first, in France, usually driving all day on our return journey. This 
was to be no exception. We produced the small parcels that had 
remained undiscovered amongst the equipment, wished her many happy 
returns and as a reward for her forbearance, promoted her from 
'ordinary seaman' to 'able seaman'. 

 
The weather that day was atrocious. High winds and heavy rain made 
progress slow and it was 7pm before we arrived at our destination. After 
Paris we had listened to BBC Radio 2. We heard that the weather was 
worsening and my hopes of a return crossing looked dismal. 

 
On Saturday 7 September we set out for Calais, arriving there at 12 
noon. We heard on the radio of the loss of Mr. Edward Heath's boat 
'Morning Cloud' and I finally abandoned my plan for the return. 

 
At Calais we had a four hour wait on the quayside before we obtained a 
place on the ferry. There is usually no difficulty in getting a ferry at this 
time of the year, but because of the weather conditions, the hovercraft 
had been cancelled and the ferries delayed, causing a backlog of 
passengers. We were no sooner onboard than we were informed that 
because of Force 11 winds the ferry would not sail before 7pm. 

 
Whilst waiting on the quayside we had realised that the wind was 
unusually strong. On several occasions the Wayfarer and trailer almost 
lifted off the ground and I spent most of that time sitting on the 
windward side of it to keep it down. 

 
At 7pm the ferry left for Dover. The sea was an absolute turmoil. I did 
not envy the job of the Captain. The boat was packed to capacity and 
many found the boat's movement too much. We were fortunate enough 
to find a table in the restaurant where we enjoyed a good meal, 
although how it was prepared and brought to us I do not know. 

Although rough the crossing appeared straight forward and we docked 
on time at Dover. After the usual time-wasting and annoying formalities 
with customs, we set off for home, arriving just before midnight, to find 
a meal waiting for us, which was appreciated. Unpacking was left until 
morning. 
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And so our first holiday with 'Tender to George' had come to an end. It 
had been a great experience for us all and we look forward to our next 
trip over the channel and down to the Mediterranean.  


