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A Cruise of Contrasts 
1969 

 
 Calypso lay poised on top of the steep shingle beach at Deal. A couple of hard shoves and she 
was slithering down under her own weight into the breakers. We both jumped on board, then rowed off 
and hoisted sail as planned, heading across the Straits of Dover on the first leg of the route to Norway. 
 
 The North Sea coast presented no problems beyond heavy shipping and shifting sandbanks, and 
stories I'd heard of the Baltic were so conflicting that I had no fixed ideas about it. What I hadn't forgotten 
was that an Australian I'd met in Marseilles last year had said, "Well, when I was sailing in the Baltic two 
years ago, I don't ever remember wearing much more than swimming trunks." This he said as we sat in 
Calypso wearing thick sweaters while the rain pelted on the tent—so called Mediterranean weather. The 
Baltic sounded a better idea. 
 
 So we were off, Calypso carrying more than her own weight of equipment and provisions 
including seven courtesy flags, numerous dictionaries and phrase books thirty four charts rolled up in 
plastic tubes in the bows, and the stern locker half full of dehydrated food—mostly Vesta meals which we 
lived on last year as well. 
 
The English coastline gradually receded in traditional weather; Fey overcast skies and drizzle. Soon we 
were in the shipping lanes, and we were unfortunately becalmed for four hours in the middle of 
continuous lines of dual carriageway shipping—perhaps an extract from our log would capture the mood 
of things: 
 
 1700. Still flat calm—infuriating—heavy shipping—Iying goosewinged, slatting around eating 
oatmeal biscuits and blasting "R" "The way is off my ship. You may feel your way past me". Most shipping 
responded. B.H.T. on watch, P.R.C. clearing up, etc., then went to sleep for half an hour or so under 
spray cover—very comfortable. 
 
 B.H.T. incidentally refers to Barry Hunt Taylor—like myself an Undergraduate at Pembroke 
College, Cambridge. Barry crewed on Calypso last year and I was relieved to find that he hadn't been put 
off sailing for life. Barry had to start work on 7 July with B.P. in Hamburg which is enroute for Oslo, so the 
cruise offered him rather an interesting way of travelling to his job. 
 
 By evening the sun was breaking through and soon the skies cleared. Wind and morale picked 
up simultaneously, and we decided to head for the French coast to pick up the offshore night breeze as it 
looked like being a starry night. 
 
 However by the time we picked up the lights of Dunquerque, conditions were so perfect that we 
abandoned our plan of visiting all seven countries en route, and decided to sail along the coast to a 
suitable port in Holland. The wind had gone round to the sou'west and freshened enough to lift Calypso 
onto the plane on the steeper waves. The sky was remarkably clear, the red moon setting in the west, the 
Milky Way in a semicircle over the mast, and a lively phosphorescent wake. What more could we want ? I 
spent the last of my watch steering on the Morning Star. 
 
 We changed watch again at that most miserable time of day, just after dawn, and as Barry 
struggled to get under the thwart into his berth on the floorboards he admitted that he is really too big for 
Calypso, but he is also irrepressible: "Call this a holiday? Well, I dunno, I always does something like this 
in me two weeks off." Looking back to last year, rowing Calypso through heavy breakers at dawn in 
Alderney Race it seems that he always does. 
 
 We put the Belgian courtesy flag up at 0910 and took it down again, after a lunch of freshly 
caught mackerel, at 1400, having run along the coast in bright sunshine, mostly with the spinnaker up. 
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The Belgian coast wasn't very inspiring—consisting of low sand dunes and vast blocks of flats along the 
seafront. 
 
 The wind headed us later and we had to beat up the Dutch coast which was rather demoralising 
as a fleet of racing keelboats was also beating up the coast, and overtaking us. We decided to go to 
Breskens so when we bore away we were able to overhaul most of the yachts that had passed us. 
 
 Our arrival in Holland was spectacular, as I leapt for the quay but unfortunately didn't quite make 
it and fell in. My jeans were brand new, so my underpants were pale blue for the rest of the trip. 
 
 In Breskens we met David Guthrie who seemed to be a very quiet, modest chap with a superb 
cruising yacht called Widgee. We went on board for a beer, and after several beers we realised he was a 
very experienced lone ocean voyager, who knows all the people in the game—Hiscock, the Smeetons, 
Humphrey Barton etc. 
 
 The next day it was blowing hard, and at 1400 there was a very violent thunderstorm. Our 
nylon/PVC tent dealt with almost all of the rain very well. I took a photograph of the rain—the built in 
meter indicating an exposure ten stops darker than normal daylight. 
 
 The Dutch were rather horrified at our plans to sail up the North Sea coast of Holland—or 
outside" as they call it, and strongly recommended that we go ''inside'' through the inland waterways 
which they said are much more beautiful and less hazardous. David Guthrie gave us an old chart of the 
Ijsselmeer and we decided to compromise. 
 
 So in the afternoon we reached across the Wester Scheldt in steady drizzle to Vlissingen where 
our log describes a near-accident: 
 
 1900. Through lock with a trawler. He towed us out—unintentionally as we had unshipped our 
rudder—B.H.T. frantically trying to steer with an oar—P.R.C. fending off as we crashed into the side of 
the lock. Fortunately no damage. Cast off and continued gracefully under sail. 
 
 So much for the safety of the "inside" route—Calypso had nearly been stove in and I'd nearly lost 
two fingers in a fairlead !An hour later 1 was walking along the edge of the tree lined canal towing 
Calypso to Middleburg on a calm sunlit evening. The swing bridge operators pack up at sunset, so we 
lowered the mast in Middleburg and sculled through this beautiful cathedral city. 
 
 Barry cooked a faultless Vesta Beef Risotto, then towed Calypso to Veere where we spent the 
night. At one stage, he was followed by an aggressive herd of cows. I offered to blast our foghorn but he 
said. 'For heaven's sake don't: they might mistake it for the mating call of a bull!" I decided not to 
aggravate the situation. 
 
 That night there was another thunder_storm and three thunderclaps landed very close to us. The 
next morning we were off and into the lock to the Veeremeer, sharing it with a vast barge and another 
smaller ship—it was the biggest lock I'd ever seen. The Veeremeer has only been an inland lake for a 
couple of years. The Dutch are working on this area on a staggering scale— all part of the twenty five 
year Delta Plan. One can look at a map and see that this piece of water has been blocked off from the 
sea, or that piece has been filled in to make two islands one, but it is hard to get any idea of the enormity 
of it until one has seen the dredgers and barges moving the sand around. Charts can be out of date 
within a couple of days, as every time another estuary is blocked off, it completely changes the sandbank 
pattern. 
 
 Another lock brought us to the tidal Oster Scheldt, where we had fun navigating as the only chart 
we had covering it was 10 miles to the inch. The wind was fresh and we were planing hard so we avoided 
anything which looked like a sandbank. 
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 l had plotted a weather' map from the British coastal station reports, and as the situation looked 
rather ominous, we decided to cancel the passage to Ijmuiden and put in to Zierikzee. As soon as we 
arrived, we were hailed by a Dutchman— Mr de Voss, who offered us the use of his yacht. He had read 
of Calypso's cruise to Marseilles last year in Yachting World, and was extremely helpful and hospitable. 
So we tied up alongside and moved in, and cooked and ate in comfort. Not that Calypso is an 
uncomfortable boat to live in—it just takes longer to do things. 
 
 We went off into town and found a small bar full of a rowdy crowd of the local young blood all 
singing around a Juke Box —apparently to celebrate passing some exams. We joined them and moved 
off to another quieter bar, talking in English and German over glasses of Pilsener and Brandy. There was 
one chap called Jopie who looked a double of Mick Jagger and started talking about a girl he knew in 
England. He kept saying "She war a vairnice gal, with the long blond hair, vairnice gal." Then Barry 
started asking a few questions. She turned out to be living in London, and her name was Caroline. 
"Caroline what ?" "Caroline Dellar" "I know her". Their descriptions of her and her family fitted completely, 
and it turned out that l had met her once as well. We celebrated with more brandies and Pilseners then 
asked Jopie on board Calypso for another drink, but I don't think he expected our vessel to be quite the 
shape and size it is, as he kept repeating "I cannot believe it—such a liddle ship all the way from England, 
and to trink visky—oh I cannot believe it. 
 
 The next day we left for Ijmuiden, reefed down in a westerly force 5. We were beating down the 
Ooster Scheldt with inadequate charts, and with the prospect of it freshening on a rather exposed lee 
shore, we decided to turn back. The run back to Zierikzee was very exciting as we were planing fast and 
overcanvassed, so we twice had the exhilarating experience of overtaking a wave—planing "uphill", 
ploughing through the crest and surfing down its front face. 
 
 The next day—June 26—we were able to leave. having had a lot of advice on the best way of 
getting safely out of the Ooster Scheldt. We beat out in the sunshine and as the wind was light we chose 
the Krabbengat which is the shortest but trickiest channel. The wind died and we ended up rowing, but 
the swell was big enough to show us where the sandbanks were as the channel is not marked. Soon we 
could just sec the top of the lighthouse above the high sand dunes. 
 
  1500 Westerschouen Lighthouse bearing 145° m.Breake rs and white water almost right round 
the horizon. 
 1530. B.H.T. came on watch—viz P.R.C. now rows. Hot sun. Westerschouen 190. Verklikker 150 
Heading straight for the gap—breakers each side. 
 
 Calm conditions continued and we spent hours near a wave observation post, which had been 
built in a very suitable place as there was a very confused chop mostly from the northwest. Our trump 
card didn't help us: 1730. P.R.C. hoisted spinnaker in effort to get away from the blasted wave 
observation post. Speed about 1/2 knot—tide about 1/2 knot the other way. 
 
 Our luck soon changed, as some wind came up ,from the south and it clouded over at sunset 
which was very convenient as it promised us a warm night. We passed Goeree light vessel at dusk There 
was heavy shipping picking up the lightship en route for Europort, and we had to use our signalling torch 
and foghorn a lot. By midnight the wind had freshened further and we had the sea to ourselves. It was 
superb sailing, and I stood up by the mast for a few minutes just to absorb the beauty of it all. Calypso 
was planing most of the time, Barry helming; her very skilfully, and it was such a warm night that we 
weren't wearing oilskins. The phosphorescence was every where in the fan of spray each side, in a deep 
jet coming off the rudder and on the crests of the steep little North Sea waves. There is little to equal the 
sheer pleasure of planing in a dinghy on a night like this. 
 
 By dawn it was rather different as Barry was dripping wet, thanks to a wave that had broken in 
over the quarter, drenching his trousers and neatly filling his boots as well as half the boat. I had slept 
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blissfully through it all in our waterproof sleeping bag This is made by Easden Manufacturing Ltd. and as 
far as I know is the only waterproof one on the market—it certainly makes a tremendous difference to 
one's comfort on a long passage 
 
 I  made a cup of coffee for Barry before he kipped down, and I was left with the problem of finding 
Ijmuiden in the poor visibility. The sun broke through for a few minutes, and a rainbow in the drizzle did a 
lot to uplift my morale. I sighted the industrial skyline of Ijmuiden at 0530, and an hour later we were well 
inside the harbour. We must have averaged seven knots all night since Goeree, and I felt very pleased 
with myself having picked up the entrance tout seul, so I woke Barry, expecting  a bit of praise, as we 
were well ahead of schedule. He sat up expecting to see open sea, not the steelworks of Ijmuiden, and 
said " Very good, Pete, but are you sure it's the right place?" (Ijmuiden is the only harbour in 60 miles of 
coastline.) 
 
 Unfortunately this sort of sailing is rather hard on the steering, and we noticed that we had had 
our annual steering breakage. Our rudder gets more reinforced every winter, but the sea seems to find a 
weak link somewhere new every year, and I've now come to terms with this by fitting rowlock sockets on 
the transom. 
 
 So at 0700 on a cold rainy morning, Barry was steering Calypso with an oar through the murk 
and smog of Ijmuiden, into the locks and thence the Nordzee Canal, while I did a temporary repair to the 
rudder. 
 
 If the weather was foul, the wind was fair and we reached Amsterdam three hours later. I slept 
through most of it, and whenever I sat up ("coming on deck" is much easier in a dinghy), the surroundings 
were always grey skies and drizzle, grey chimneys and strings of barges plying up and down the canal. 
On the outskirts of Amsterdam we were quite surprised to see a small, rather dilapidated ship with an 
enormous mast and " Radio Caroline" painted on her sides. Soon the cold front came through and we 
were rowing around Amsterdam in search of a suitable mooring in half a gale. "This is what I really like 
doing in my vacs.," said Barry, forcing a grin. Barry is a powerful oarsman, but the wind was often blowing 
us backwards. The water was very choppy because of the remarkably high concentration of barges, tugs, 
liners, ferries etc. all kicking up a wash and moving fast, presumably to try to keep steerage way in the 
strong gusty wind. 
 
 Eventually we found a tolerable mooring and met a motor sailer full of Englishmen who filled us 
up with tea and meat .pies. One of them—Norman Crofton-Sleigh—offered us the use of his other yacht 
Peaceful Star for which we were very grateful. 
 
 We spent the best part of three days in Amsterdam. It is rather nice to be able to wander around 
looking like any old European hitch-hiker, but knowing that one has come by a rather more interesting 
route. 
 
 I did a more thorough repair the rudder, then went off to buy an anorak. As one is invariably short 
o: money when travelling abroad, I was determined to get the best possible buy, so spent five and a half 
hours buying it. For the rest of our time in Holland, I think I could look at a Dutchman and quote a fairly 
accurate price for his anorak. 
 
 One evening we took the mast out of Calypso and rowed around the canals right into the heart of 
the city. It was very pleasant and another way to enjoy this beautiful city, except that we got lost :n the 
dark and found that where we hoped to get out the locks were closed and locked. We eventually 
extricated ourselves from the maze, and after a lot of rowing found an escape back to our moorings. 
 
 At 1415 on the 29 June we left through more locks, safely under a bridge listed as lower than our 
masthead, then beating up the Ijsselmeer to the delightful little harbour of Hoorn. There were two bars in 
Hoorn, one where literally everyone was staggering around in an advanced state of inebriation, and the 
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other was almost deserted, with a Juke Box that looked as though it came from the last century—made 
chiefly from marble and brass. 
 
 We were sorry to leave Hoorn with its quaint old houses, " Van Gogh " type lifting bridges, 
windmills and thick wooded shores all completely untouched by tourism. We broad reached in the 
afternoon then had a hard. wet thrash to windward across the Ijsselmeer through the night. The rudder 
broke again at midnight. My repair had obviously been inadequate and this time the damage was more 
extensive; screws and bolts twisted, a crack in the rudder head and three of the four stainless steel pintle 
fittings damaged Steering with an oar was no problem and good for the biceps anyway, so we continued 
for our original destination of Terschelling. When we arrived at the locks at Kornwerdersand at 0200 the 
lockmaster told us Terschelling harbour had been closed and Oost Vlieland was the best one to aim for. 
Going through the locks at first light was rather an eerie experience as everything was operating 
automatically with just a gentle purr and not a soul in sight. The lock was enormous and we had it all to 
ourselves. 
 
 Calypso was now in the Waddensee at low water. Our plans to take a short cut across 
sandbanks were quickly altered when seagulls were seen walking around ahead, so we had to beat 
round then into the channel which was marked by numerous buoys and sticks all with identifying features. 
such as bits of string and rag—even a black bra on one of them. 
 
 As the tide rose, we were able to cheat the foul stream and cut across the sandbanks, sailing in a 
foot of water most of the time. In these conditions. an oar was just the job for steering. Vlieland, like the 
other Friesian islands, is nothing more than large sand dune, and when it emerged from the poor visibility, 
we set about fixing our position on its lighthouse with compass and sextant to assess the tidal stream as 
we had no tidal data for these waters. 
 
 The wind freshened as we approached the island, and I had great fun getting Calypso onto the 
plane again but it was too much like hard work with The oar. We arrived at the harbour after another fast, 
tiring passage. 
 
 I found an ironmonger in the village who did an excellent job on our rudder fittings, repairing and 
reinforcing all of them for a small fee. I repaired The damaged woodwork with fibreglass, and the next 
morning we were off again sailing in company with a young Dutch couple who were cruising in the 
Waddensee in an open keelboat called Olat. They escorted us safely through the notorious Noordgat, 
then turned back with a wave and a blast on the horn. 
 
 It was glorious sailing weather. Calypso was planing on the short steep seas, but the sun was hot 
enough to let us strip to the waist. We passed the last patch of shallows at 1555, taking one breaker 
unexpectedly aboard, then we were properly out at sea again. Once again we overtook a wave on the 
plane, landing with a splash in the trough the other side. 
 
 We were out of sight of land now, and it was overcast. We had enjoyed our trip through the 
canals, the Ijsselmeer and Waddensee, but there is something very appealing about the open sea, even 
though the North Sea cannot produce the deep blue Atlantic swell that we bad last year. We now had to 
get down to some serious navigation and settle into a four on, four off routine. In view of the poor visibility 
we decided to head offshore to bouyhop down the middle of the shipping lanes, rather than risk being 
near sandbanks and shallows. 
 
 Psychological amnesia has obliterated most of this passage. We keep a navigational and 
meteorological record in all weathers, which is written with a China graph pencil on white patches on the 
deck. This is used as a skeleton for our logbook which is written up in fair weather or in port. We sailed 
along the shipping lanes through the night and the rest of the next day. Most. of the time there were grey 
skies and drizzle, and very heavy shipping emerging from and disappearing into the mist which limited 
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visibility to a mile. The westbound shipping was passing a cable north of us, and the eastbound a cable 
south. It was rather like walking down the white line on a busy main road. 
 
 A typical four hour watch would begin with the knowledge that there was another buoy about five 
miles away dead ahead. The next hour would be spent staring ahead into the murk. Then a shape slightly 
darker than the horizon would appear. When one next opened one's eyes it would still be there; so it must 
be something, and if it was between the two lines of shipping, it was definitely the buoy. The helmsman 
would sail close to check the name and light note the time of passing it, then steer with his foot for a 
while, wipe the rain from the chart and plot the next course. 
 
 This process would be repeated about three or four times, then the helmsman would kick the 
other chap's feet and tell him it was really quite pleasant sitting up on deck. Then a cup of coffee, a run 
down on the situation, and one would be in the warmth of that waterproof sleeping bag, with nothing lo 
look at but The grey sky, the occasional grey wave and a rather grey unshaven-looking character rubbing 
his eyes and gazing ahead for the next buoy. Then the throb of a ship's engine: " Have you seen that 
one? ' " Yes, it's about half a mile away. Everything's under control. I should get some sleep." 
 
 By early next afternoon, the wind headed us and we decided to put into the German island of 
Wangeroog which lay somewhere to The south of us. 
 
 Soon land appeared, and Barry started unstowing the North Sea Pilot and other navigational 
gear, while I pored over the chart at the helm. As always this made the approach seem much more 
fearsome than it actually was, full of sandbanks tide-rips and so on, all apparently unbuoyed. 
 
 An hour later, we were sailing against a five knot tide, with the heavy northerly swell breaking 
astern of us. Then we rowed round The back of the island, and jumped overboard in a frantic attempt to 
tow Calypso to the island before The tide dropped us on The mudflats. But we didn't quite make it 
Calypso grounded when we were still about two hundred yards from the island, and soon she was Iying 
on a vast expanse of muddy sand extending about twelve miles to the mainland to the south. So ended 
our third passage of over twenty-four hours. Another 130 miles of fast, wet sailing. 
 
 I waded ashore to cash some travellers' cheques while Barry slept on the nearest sand dune. 
"What a way to arrive in Germany." he commented, He wouldn't be leaving Germany for over two 
months. 
 
 Then we both went ashore to the village for the usual beer and postcard sending sessions. My 
father was paying me five shillings for every postcard I sent, on condition that I didn't send more than one 
per port! 
 
 On the way back to Calypso. I got hopelessly lost and had to home on her where Barry was busy 
signalling with torch and foghorn. We were tired and demoralised, but the tides were such that we had to 
leave at 3 a.m. Three hours' sleep would have to do. 
 
 When I woke for the 0202 forecast the tide was roaring in at walking pace. Two hours later we 
were sailing through a violent but harmless tidal race in the approach, but the sun was up and soon we 
were sailing wearing shorts and enjoying a fresh following breeze and excellent visibility. Needless to say, 
morale rose rapidly. In a dinghy, one is so exposed to the weather that one's mood is very dependent on 
it. 
 
 The approach to the Elbe was tricky as the spring ebb tide was running hard against by now quite 
large seas, and these were confused further by very heavy shipping. 1 was concentrating on avoiding 
shipping and gybing while Calypso planed goosewinged. In the middle of all this Barry was managing to 
cook scrambled eggs—he is an excellent cook and accomplished this without even burning them on the 
pan. 
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 We ran for another five hours up the Elbe estuary, partly under spinnaker to Brunsbuttelkoog, 
where we locked into the Kiel Canal. 
 
 Yachts without motors are not allowed on the canal, so when I went up to the lockmaster to pay 
my dues, I was quite apprehensive. The lockmaster said, "Ah, I see you have no motor, but I presume 
you have a tow with ze other yacht on ze lock," to which I replied "jawohl", then went down the ladder. 
hoisted sail and we roared off in the fresh breeze. hotly pursued by a rather official looking launch. Five 
minutes later they had caught up with us, so we hoisted the ensign, smiled and waved, and they smiled 
and waved back and passed us by. 
 
 It was a perfect wind for sailing along the canal and we made excellent progress. It is also 
forbidden for pleasure craft to use the canal at night, but as we had not found a suitable mooring by dark 
we had no option but to row along, nervously keeping to the bank as the large vessels swept by—
probably ignorant of our existence. 
 
 0100. Found tolerable mooring. Trouble with antisocial fishermen—passage of 22 hours—Tent 
up, both v. tired and decided to push on at 0630—what a life! 
 
 The rest of the canal had high banks and trees along it, and the wind was very tricky, sometimes 
funnelling viciously down the canal, then gusting across it, and we were broad reaching or goosewinged 
most of the time. The wind at masthead level was sometimes as much as ninety degrees different from 
that at water level 
 
 It was another overcast day and we were glad to reach the end of the canal, where we shared 
the lock with nine vessels of various sizes. An hour later and we were tied up at the British Kiel Yacht 
Club, and were overwhelmed by the hospitality of Major Shadbolt—the C.O of the Royal Engineer unit 
there. He and his wife took us into their own home had our clothes washed and we had the luxury of a hot 
bath and a real bed again. They were holding a curry party that evening and that curry was appreciated 
as much as anything I've ever eaten. It was delicious and apparently inexhaustible. Barry and I both 
claimed to have eaten more curry than everyone else put together There was an inexhaustible supply of 
beer, too, and Major Shadbolt challenged me to drink his cellar dry of beer—but then he had a very large 
cellar! 
 
 The next day Barry went off to start work in Hamburg, and the day after, 7 July Tom Moore 
arrived by boat train from England. Tom was a volunteer crew whom I'd met before we left England. He 
owns a Fireball which he races regularly, and has done a fair amount of offshore cruising. He seemed 
very keen, with a thoroughly professional approach to the whole business of dinghy cruising. 
 
 While we were staying with the Shadbolts we met David Houghton (the meteorologist famed for 
his exploits at Acapulco). He was also staying with the Shadbolts while reconnoitring the Kieler Bucht in 
preparation for the 1972 Olympics. His visit coincided with the arrival of a depression with winds forecast 
at Force 9/10 for the area. So he was duly interrogated and asked why his sort of thing should happen in 
summer. I was fascinated to hear that it was of a similar type to the 1956 Channel Storm—the very rare 
case of explosive deepening of a wave low. I was very pleased to hear that he wanted to buy a Wayfarer, 
but he claimed that the publicity the class gets from these long cruises has increased the second-hand 
prices. 
 
 On our last day in Kiel the Shadbolts treated us all to a meal and drink at the Lowenbrau. 
 
 The next morning saw us doing last minute repairs, maintenance and provisioning. Then we were 
off at 1520, sailing fifty miles across to the Danish islands, mooring in a little harbour called Taars Vig at 
0100 the next morning. 
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 10 July brought a fresh norwesterly and we were beating out of Taars with seven rolls in the 
main. Soon we bore away heading for a spar buoy somewhere invisible ahead. Now we were on an 
exhilarating beam reach which I tried to describe in the logbook: 
 
 Very fast wet beam reach—some very exciting bursts of speed on the plane—too wet and violent 
to do any involved navigation—TWM doing it more by guesswork. Leaving a trail of foam 8-10 yards 
wide. Self bailer sucking well. Still overcast. 
 
 This was Calypso at her best and I hoped Tom was impressed with the speed and excitement of 
it, but he reckoned his Fireball could do twenty knots in these conditions if he could keep her upright! 
 
 Eventually we arrived at the island of Femo at dusk. I didn't think much of the leading lights as the 
high one had been built in the middle of a forest, and looked like anything from group occulting to quick 
flashing depending on how the trees swayed. 
 
 Soon the tent was up and we settled down for the night. The contrast between Calypso as a 
sailing boat and as a home never fails to surprise me. One moment the spray is flying and the off watch 
crew member is huddled under the cover and the next one is sitting on the same seat reading a novel by 
the light of the Gaz lamp with the sound of music and the smell of a meal being cooked. 
 
 The 0640 forecast talked about Force 7 for German Bight so we stayed put and wandered 
around the island with a young Dane called Jan and his girl friend. Neither of us spoke any Danish and 
Jan spoke no English but we all got on quite well. Jan had one of those typical Scandinavian yachts 
which Tom describes as "planks on edge". A long hull with narrow beam, deep keel, high aspect ratio and 
a minute cabin. 
 
 We went ashore again for a drink and while walking to the pub in steady drizzle we were given a 
lift by an English speaking couple who had just bought a pub hoping to publicise this very charming island 
for tourism. They were both journalists from Copenhagen and asked us to contact them when we got 
there. 
 
 The next morning we left, still in a nor'westerly air stream which was being sustained by a very 
intense anticyclone (1037mb) centred off Ushant. There was a very pronounced halo around the sun 
which I stupidly ignored as it later disappeared the forecast was good and it was a lovely day. Whether it 
had anything to do with what happened twelve hours later I don't know. 
 
 Like most yachtsmen I hate being overtaken, and if any yacht looks like overhauling us we pull as 
many tricks out of our sleeve as possible. However when cruising one never does anything unnecessary 
so in the Storstrom channel we developed a technique of finding out whether a yacht astern was catching 
up. This was simply done by taking a vertical sextant angle on his masthead every few minutes. I mention 
this because I wonder whether any ocean racing fanatics use. 
 
 We passed under the Storstrom Bridge which used to be the longest bridge in the world then the 
Unvsund Bridge and into the narrow channels north of Mon marked by sticks and brushes. The scenery 
was beautiful- colourful undulating hills and rocky little islands but we were not able to enjoy it for long as 
the wind freshened and we had to reef down. 
 
 At 14.35 a gust caught us and the rudder broke for the third time. This time a reinforced stainless 
steel gudgeon just snapped in two. Steering with the oar was no problem, so we decided to continue for 
our original destination—Copenhagen. by now sixty miles away. 
 
 When I came on watch at 15.50, the wind freed so we unreefed and had a tremendous sail—
sometimes planing on beam reach. There was hot sunshine and I was wearing shorts, but it was 
shocking hard work on the helm. Incidentally, I think that any dinghy sailor who has trouble with weather 
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or lee helm should take his boat out in a fresh breeze steering with an oar, to see how dramatically 
adjustment of sheets, sail area, centreboard, kicking strap and trim affect the helm. 
 
 When he arrived at the next headland, we found that Calypso had averaged nearly seven knots. I 
wonder if this is a speed record for steering with an oar in modern times! I don't know whether the 
Kon-Tiki exceeded it but I'm sure the old Viking ships must have done. 
 
 After this the wind headed us, and it was a long beat to Copenhagen steadily reefing down as the 
wind rose. The trouble with steering with the oar was that the helmsman needed two hands for it, so the 
crew had to do everything else. An adjustment of sheets and centreboard was continuously necessary to 
minimise weather helm, there was no chance to get any sleep. 
 
 I did a radio fix as it got dark, then huddled under the spray cover to copy up the relevant 
information from the Pilot on to a waterproof pad. 
 
  I came on watch again just before midnight.  I took over the oar, there was a loud blast and we 
looked astern to see a large tanker heading straight for us a hundred yards away. He had suddenly 
altered course and must have just seen our navigation light in time. Both our foghorn and our signalling 
torch had packed up so we flashed our hand torches and bore away sharply. It certainly taught us what a 
moment's inattention can cause. 
 
 The shipping was now quite heavy and as the wind freshened further we had to let the sails flog 
until there was a safe gap so we could heave to and reef down again. Soon we had nine rolls in the main 
which reduces it to about a third of its full area. Fifteen minutes later we were again overpowered—having 
to let the sheets fly. By now the wind was roaring in the rigging and Calypso was slamming into some 
steep seas—it was impossible to side them. 
 
 Copenhagen was now to the west of us, but our chart was far too small scale to be any use and 
the Pilot was not much help. It was rather a hair-raising approach, with hydrofoils crossing our bows 
(apparently at 50 knots), numerous unidentifiable lights and unlit buoys. My nerves were nearly shattered 
when Tom suddenly yelled "Unlit ship dead ahead”. But it was a false alarm. 
 
 Tom had been in Copenhagen four years ago on the Sir Winston Churchill, and he navigated 
Calypso safely to the yacht harbour partly by guesswork and partly from memory. 
 
 We tied up alongside a sort of open whaleboat full of young Germans who invited us aboard for a 
drink, which tasted like neat alcohol. Tom went back to Calypso and slept soundly in his oilskins for nine 
hours, but I stayed on board talking in a mixture of English and German till dawn when one of the girls 
took me off to see the famous Mermaid statue. 
 
 We stayed in Copenhagen for two days while I got the rudder repaired. The man who did it 
brazed the two halves of the fitting together and it got us all the way to Oslo. 
 
 Grete Nielson, the journalist we'd met in Femo, said she wanted to write a story about us for the 
Danish newspaper Aktuelt so she came down with a photographer and interviewed us just before we left. 
 
 We decided to sail direct to Goteborg so as to have more time in the islands further north. We 
spent all day beating up the Sound in a light northerly and hot sunshine. Then after sunset I went through 
the normal routine of preparing for a night's sailing: cooking a Vesta (Beef Risotto) on our home made 
gimballed oven; crawling into the bow locker to unstow the big sleeping bag; unstowing extra clothing 
from the stern locker: assembling the compass light; hoisting the navigation light up on the burgee 
halyard. checking and replacing batteries or bulbs on our pocket torches and the powerful signalling 
lamp; and as the shipping was heavy, we decided to erect The radar reflector-a complicated operation 
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involving five ropes and the spinnaker pole, but once it's up it's out of the way of everything and doing a 
good job. We could see shipping altering course for us a couple of miles away. 
 
 It was a calm night with light, fickle breezes. I came off watch at 0100. and Tom woke me for the 
0202 forecast. The next I knew, my feet were being kicked and shaken around and Tom was saying " 
Come on, wake up. it's five o'clock." " What happens at five o'clock?" " You know damn well what 
happens at five o'clock! I came on at one." " Oh!" More kicking and shaking brought me back to 
consciousness. " It's five past five. It’s your watch.'' " Oh, sorry." I sat up and .survey the scene around 
me. The sea was flat calm and full of jellyfish. There was fog and a ship was disappearing into it on our 
port quarter. There was a fog signal somewhere to starboard. " I think we're about a mile southwest of 
Kullen." "Thanks, Tom ! I should get your head down." 
 
 We must have passed within a few hundred yards of Kullen but I never saw it, which was a pity 
as it is apparently an impressive headland. There were several ships sounding their foghorns. One dead 
ahead of us seemed to be getting slowly closer, and I was answering her blasts with our foghorn. She 
seemed to take ages to get any closer, and I woke Tom to help look for her. Then we could hear her 
engine room telegraph. The first we saw was the top of her bows. She was a big liner, doing, about one 
knot. When she saw us, the engine started up and the bows had slid out of sight by the time the stern 
was in view. Neither of us had realised how thick the fog was—we were expecting to see Something near 
the horizon, not halfway up in the sky above us. 
 
 The next ship must have done a complete semicircle around us, judging by the blasts from her 
horn. I heard the bow Wave before I saw it pass abeam of us-another liner. The value of the radar 
reflector was very well demonstrated-but I felt a bit guilty as the ships must have been as worried about 
us as we were about them. The fog had lifted by mid morning but the shipping still altered course for us 
much earlier than usual. The only one that didn't was very rusty Russian trawler covered with radio masts 
and full of grimy looking Soviets. 
 
 Visibility was still poor so I did a radio fix on Kattegat South, Kullen and Anholt North light vessel, 
and by lunchtime we were well out of the shipping lanes, reaching in hot sunshine at 3-9 knots on a 
course of 340°. 
 
 We have two ways of measuring our speed-one by dropping a float on a hundred feet of line and 
noting the time it takes to run out, and the other is a Sims Speed Indicator. This is a pitot tube held over 
the side. It is ideal for us but it needs a lot of practice before it can be used accurately at sea. Conditions 
were idyllic by early afternoon. 
 
 1345. P.R.C. on watch-course keeping easy as off watch crew member immediately complains if 
sails cast a different shadow on him. 
 1530. Speed 2.2 kt. Course 340. Sky clear. Few harmless cirrus around. Very hot-can't ever 
recall weather so hot at sea-shorts only and then still sweating. Poor visibility 1-2 miles still. Shipping 
seen about every two hours. Bliss as so hot and pleasant. Don't feel any need to hurry. Tom kipped. 
 
 Right now it seemed as if the Australian had been right about the hot weather in the Baltic. But it 
didn't last long. In the afternoon the visibility suddenly improved and about twenty miles of Swedish 
coastline were visible twelve miles to the east. The wind freshened during the evening and the sky 
clouded over. By the end of the day, Calypso was reefed down and planing on a broad reach. 
 
 In the evening I pulled in the mackerel line which was unrewarding as usual, so cooked up a 
curry. The North Sea had been just right for curries, but the Vestas we ate in the Baltic became steadily 
saltier as we went further north. 
 
 The rest of the passage was fairly rough and wet, but we were both used to our system whereby 
the on watch crew member does all the sail trimming and navigation so that the off watch member can 
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get enough sleep. This is something we have only developed this year-giving sleep maximum rather than 
minimum priority and it makes a tremendous difference to the ease with which one can do a long 
passage. 
 
 2215 Picked up Fladden light-approx. four miles to west of our course. Navigation wrong 
somewhere. Inability to steer proper course? (We later discovered that the compass was damaged, so 
replaced it with the spare one on board.) 
 2230 Gybed onto port to reach Fladden Light through middle of fishing fleet. Course 300. 
 2320 Level with Fladden Light vessel. Passed within ten yards of it to check name. Course 300. 
6-7 knots. 
 2345 Hove to to check position and take caffeine tablets. Gybed back to 350 goosewinged. 
 0100 Wind S by E 5. Some fairly heavy seas-careful steering necessary. First hint of dawn. 
 0145 T.W.M. came on watch with sore head-having sat up too fast-hitting cooker eyelet. 
 0255 Level with Tistlana Light. Slightly too close in danger of 
rocks. 
 0305 Gybed.  Course 315. Wind moderating slightly. Speed 5-6 knots-goosewinged. 
 0320 Daylight. Level with Vanguards Grund black buoy. 
 0330 Hove to to fix position and eat so P.R.C. could sleep on. 
 0340 Off again and gybed. Course 
 0420 Level with Trubaduren lighthouse. Average of over seven knots in last half hour. Seas 
dropping. Wind force 4. Course 040. 
 0440 Followed large German liner up Channel. P. R.C. awake and navigating. Narrow channel 
but well marked. 
 0540 Tied up at Yacht Club after passage of 42 hours. Tidied up boat, then soup. 
 0730 Ashore-long and fruitless task of finding bath or shower-Where do all the Swedish 
yachtsmen wash ?  
 1100 Back to boat feeling tired, hungry and dirty. 
 
 We were galebound in Goteborg for three days, along with various other cruising yachtsmen. We 
spent the time exchanging yarns, wandering around town, reading novels and doing the host of odd 
maintenance and repair jobs that accumulate during a cruise. Gear on a cruising dinghy is subjected to 
arduous conditions-salt, sun, getting trodden on and tangled up in ropes, so it is essential to carry an 
extensive spares and repair kit. One of the beauties of a dinghy is its very simplicity-no winches, motors, 
lighting systems, etc. to go wrong, but nevertheless, on looking through our logbook at the end of the 
cruise, I found that that we had had to make repairs to more than twenty separate items of gear. There 
was one job beyond our own facilities-making up and fitting a new burner for the oven as the old one was 
badly corroded. For this, a Mr. Johannson allowed us to use his metal workshop completely free of 
charge-a very generous gesture. 
 
 One night, I had great fun cooking a five-pan meal: beef curry, rice, creamed potatoes and sliced 
runner beans, served with crispy noodles, raisins, chutney, sweet and sour sauce, followed by cafe au 
noir and whisky as a nightcap. I hope those who think we live uncomfortably on Calypso can be 
reassured! 
 
 Finally on 20 July we left, and sailed to an uninhabited island called Ussholmen. Navigation in 
these waters is more demanding because of the number of rocks around, but most of the area is 
adequately marked. We sailed well offshore clear of the maze of islands. It was thrilling sailing-reefed in a 
fresh westerly and bright sunshine. The water was clear and reflected the deep blue sky and we could 
feel the Atlantic coming through the Skaggerak. Our chosen anchorage in a deep cove on the lee side of 
the island exceeded the expectations we had had from the chart. The island was about 400 yards long 
and completely deserted with not a cairn or tree or animal anywhere-just bare rock boulders, some grass 
and moss, seagulls and the sound of the sea to keep us company. This was really what we had come to 
Sweden for. 
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 It was in these surroundings that we listened to the first moon landing on the radio and it was 
easy to visualise the sense of desolation the astronauts must have had around them. 
 
 In retrospect, I think the next passage was the hardest Calypso has ever done. After breakfast, I 
helped Tom get the tent down and stowed away then scrambled over to the windward side of the island 
to look at the weather. When I returned, Tom was busy washing up. “What does it look like ?" " Visibility is 
down to a couple of miles and the wind is freshening. We'll need a reef or two. Is there much left to do?" 
“No. I've repaired the lilo and the bow locker is stowed away. I've been looking at the charts. Do you think 
We should set off ?" " We'll be safe enough as long as We keep well offshore. Anyway, I'd like to show 
you what this boat is like in a sea. There's quite a swell outside." 
 
 Tom was having another look at the chart." It's not the best place for the rudder to break again. 
There's rocks all over the place and precious few navigational aids." The chart always makes it seem 
worse than it is. Anyway, I'd like to go. What do you reckon?"" O.K., Pete, let's go. I'll finish up this lot, and 
we could be off in half an hour. There's only the stern locker and a few Tuppers to stow away." 
 
 Soon we rowed out of our sheltered little cove, hoisted the main in the lee of the island, and put 
four rolls in. The reefing claw was clipped on, kicking strap tightened down, the hatches and rigging 
checked, and we were off. Soon the spray was flying and Tom in his red oilskins and Mae West was busy 
checking over the chart, which was now regularly sluiced with salt water. Beating out through a narrow 
gap between the rocks, a heavy breaker came on board, and we reefed again shortly afterwards. 
 
 It was one of those rare days of winds up to force 6 and fog occurring simultaneously and we 
were sailing outside the main archipelago picking up the westernmost islands which were about eight 
miles apart. Visibility was such that we had to steer a course accurate to five degrees-something I had 
always maintained is impossible in heavy seas in a dinghy. so it was a good test of teamwork between 
navigator and helmsman. 
 
 We rounded Paternoster and at 1505 I asked Tom a to take a bearing on the lighthouse before it 
disappeared in the poor visibility. It was the last landmark for the next ten miles, so I wanted a good fix as 
we were off a rock strewn lee shore. I thought he was going to ask, "Is it really necessary?"-but no. We 
both try to treat the helmsman's request as orders. He was soon busy unstowing the sextant in its 
Tupperware under the foredeck and wedging himself in the driest place in Calypso-on the windward side 
floorboards by the centreboard case. It was virtually impossible as the seas were too high and anyway 
the lighthouse soon disappeared in the mist. Every now and then Tom would duck and protect the 
instrument as I shouted "Watch it" when a crest broke in. It was rather a comic sight so I asked, " Could 
you unstow the camera Tupper-I must get a photo?" To which he replied, "You know, Pete, you really are 
a glutton for punishment." But I got the photograph all the same. 
 
 The wind was steadily freshening and an hour later we were planing most of the time. Grey skies, 
and large grey seas, but it was exciting sailing: 
 
 1615 Seas on the beam-much larger and some breaking heavily. Difficult steering as some need 
luffing, others bearing away to take astern-usually last minute decision-heavy strain on rudder. 
Centreboard nearly up to allow her to slip sideways if hit beam on. Course must be within 10° to pick up 
island ahead-too far west and we miss it, too far east and we are on submerged rocks. 
 
 By 1630 Tom's DR estimate put us within expected visibility of the island but there was no sign of 
it. I was beginning to think that I could have steered a course inaccurate to at least twenty degrees. I was 
looking around for breakers but could see nothing except grey, heaving seas-breaking but definitely deep 
water waves. There should have been a fog signal on the island, but we could hear nothing except the 
sound of the sea and the moan of the wind in the rigging. We re both staring ahead, and suddenly saw a 
large ketch under reduced sail about a quarter of a mile away on our port bow. Visibility was far worse 
than expected. His course was five degrees greater than ours. Either he was wrong or we were. 
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 Soon we saw breakers close on the starboard. The ketch was dangerously whole island emerged 
from the fog. The ketch had crossed our bows by now. There were more breakers to starboard. The 
ketch was dangerously close to them and trying to beat out. 
 
 Now we could hear the fog signal-Tyfon and very loud. The ketch dropped its main and ran off 
downwind. The wind was still gradually rising, and visibility apparently deteriorating, but there was a 
group of islands twelve miles ahead where the chart promised us shelter. 
 
 1715 Hove to-put three more rolls in mainsail-wind WSW 5-6. Planing hard on beam reach with 
seven rolls in mainsail. Calypso taking seas very well rolling if steep ones not luffed, but not dangerously. 
Some seas sweeping in over quarter. Elvstrom bailer doing a grand job. 
 
 Tom came on watch at 1730, steering a course of 345, allowing seven degrees for leeway. He 
quickly picked up the feel of Calypso in these seas, and at 1757 feathered her along while I huddled 
under the spray cover for the forecast. 
 
 Tom's helmsmanship was proven when Bonden Island emerged at exactly the time and place 
expected. I took a rough fix as we passed it, then we set a course for the next one-Trillingarno. 
 
 We passed to windward of Trillingarno as well, watching the breakers shooting up the cliffs a 
cable to starboard. As Tom was not in possession of the chart, he seemed rather worried staring ahead 
intensely when not lining up on a steep wave astern. “There’s another island dead ahead and I think 
there's another one fine on the port bow-yes, there is- definitely. I can see the breakers.” “That’s right, 
Tom. there should be. It's all tying up,” I reassured him. " We should be able to see a couple more in two 
or three minutes. We've got to take the gap between the two that are furthest to the right-it's fifteen 
fathoms deep but the other gaps are very shallow. We've got to get the right one as we won't be able to 
beat out in these seas. How's she handling?" " O.K., but I think they're getting bigger. ""Probably 
shallower. The gap should be bearing about five degrees magnetic now."" Yes, there might be something 
there. " "I think that's the one. The fog is a good thing in a way, as if we could see all those islands at 
once it would be even more confusing. Quick, bear away." A large wave was rearing up on the beam, but 
Tom got our stern into it in time." Sorry, I didn't see that one. They're all coming from different directions "" 
Bouncing off the cliffs. I'd better assemble the oars in case anything goes wrong. The entrance looks 
pretty narrow. There will be one hell of a sea in it." 
 
 Five minutes later we were safely through the gap and found ourselves in calm water surrounded 
by about six islands. We tied up on the lee side of an island called Tan. 
 
 We walked over to the windward side to admire the sea and collect driftwood. Then I got a fire 
going while Tom cooked a beef curry. 
 
 Tom had proved to be a really first rate crew, and for most of the cruise we had been splitting 
responsibilities equally, and I had complete confidence in his ability to handle the boat and navigate when 
I was asleep off watch. Tom claims to have been sailing since before he was born, so he was a very 
competent sort of chap. He is also another of these remarkable people, like Barry, who never seems to 
lose his temper. 
 
 Much as we liked these remote islands offshore, we decided to sail to a town to restock with 
provisions. So we sailed to a delightful town called Hunny-bostrand on the mainland. Another fast wet 
passage and we were reefed again. Visibility was better, but the seas were if anything worse. High and 
confused-it looked like a tide race, but I was later told it was a clapotis effect of the cliffs. There was one 
wave which Tom described as sweeping over the bows in a vertical wall up to the second jib hank; i.e., 
about three feet above the foredeck. I got my fair share of it under the spray cover. Tom was steering in 
the worst of it and described it in the log: 
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 Calypso planing on very confused sea-one or two nasty breakers that needed handling with 
respect. Both very anxious-PRC because of tricky navigation and TWM trying to steer appropriate 
course-v.  difficult in these seas.  
 
 There were a lot of unmarked rocks and shallows some way offshore, but position fixing was not 
so accurate as one could only take hand bearings from the top of a wave. Again, accurate course 
keeping Was essential. 
 
 Eventually we dropped the reefed main and ran in through the islands under genoa alone. 
Hunnybostrand looked rather as 1 imagine an Alaska frontier town to look-set in magnificent 
surroundings-steep high rocks on a rather barren coastline and the houses all made of wood, with big 
eaves and gay colours. 
 
 We arrived just before the shops closed, so I rushed off to get more provisions and camping Gaz. 
I returned to find Tom busy answering questions from an attentive crowd that had formed around 
Calypso. This sort of thing became a regular feature of visiting ports. It is nice to have one's boat and its 
rather unusual equipment admired, but when one's every move is watched for hours, one looks forward 
to the peace and quiet of a deserted anchorage again. 
 
 We discovered that one of the stringers under the floorboards had cracked-allowing the plywood 
bottom to move. This must have happened while Calypso was pounding and planing through those 
confused seas earlier on. So we spent most of the next day repairing this and a number of other things 
that had had too much rough treatment. 
 
 We left in the evening, and for the next four days sailed "inside" along the narrow channels 
between the islands farther east, sailing during the daytime and anchoring off uninhabited islands at 
night. Through the Swedish islands then across the border and out to the open sea, for the last time 
before sailing into the Oslo Fjord. Most of the time, the weather was as depressing as you can get: light 
headwinds or calm, poor visibility, and almost incessant rain varying from the gentlest drizzle to a deluge 
under a thunderstorm. But there were two consolations-the scenery was very beautiful, and navigation 
much easier than expected as the channels are anything up to seven hundred feet deep and most of the 
dangerous rocks are marked. You merely have to keep a check on which island is which. 
 
 We had been surprised at the lack of yachts at sea, and now we knew why: they all cruised in 
these inshore channels, and from the number it seemed that every Swede must own either a yacht or one 
of these varnished, clinker motor boats with blue covers and slow revving engines. There were very few 
foreign yachts, and no English yachts anywhere on this coast. It is a wonderful cruising ground, with 
countless anchorages, numerous deserted islands, easy navigation, and negligible tides. What more 
could we want? 
 
 There was a bit of drama one night as the wind backed and freshened, and the anchor holding 
our stern off dragged. The bows were still tied to the island and I was woken by the boat banging against 
the rocks. I woke Tom, who tidied up inside while I pulled in the anchor and tried to fend off. I went ashore 
to cast off the bow line. then shoved off and Tom started rowing. Unfortunately, things happened rather 
quickly and an oar was lost overboard. It was a dark night, blowing half a gale and raining, and we were 
drifting towards a lee shore (probably rocks and about a mile away. Calypso was making fast progress 
backwards under bare pole and tent while I tried to cast the anchor on its full length of 120 feet of warp, 
but the bottom was either too deep or bad holding ground, and it never gripped on each of four attempts. 
The fifth time I cast would have to be the last as we were almost on the lee shore and Tom was busy 
stripping down to bathing trunks inside the tent not knowing quite what to expect. What happened was 
that the anchor gripped when we were about twenty yards from the rocks! But we kept an anchor watch 
until the wind died down at dawn. 
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 We found the oar washed up on the shore near us, more to Tom's relief than mine as he had 
been very apologetic about it. In fact it was as much my fault in expecting him to be able to row with the 
tent up-and therefore unable to see the blades. Those who would like to learn this art and haven't been 
film extras on the quinqueremes in Ben Hur should contact Peter Jesson who became an expert at it on 
our cruise to the Mediterranean last year. 
 
 The skies cleared when we got into Norwegian waters, and we sailed on through the night in the 
lightest of light breezes, looking for wind with wet fingers and pipe smoke. We had a glorious sunset 
which stayed in the north all night and gradually turned into a sunrise. It was a very cold morning and I 
woke up shivering inside all the clothing I had, including an arctic suit and the big waterproof sleeping 
bag. We went to Larkollen at 0615, and later looked up Bjorn and Marie-Christine Egers whom I had met 
in Kiel. We spent a hot sunny day in Larkollen, taking a daughter, Nina, and another girl out for a sail, 
sunbathing, swimming and collecting oysters. Calypso dried out inside for the first time for a week, and it 
made living on board her quite pleasant again.  
 
 In fact, we were enjoying life so much that it seemed a pity Oslo was so close and the cruise 
nearly over. In fact it took us three more days to sail and row up the Oslo fjord, and we had a repeat of 
the weather conditions of the previous few days: light winds and calm, grey skies and drizzle. 
 
 During this time we perfected the team work necessary for the various chores. At the start of the 
voyage it used to take about two hours to get going in the morning from the time we got up, as so much 
had to be stowed and unstowed-rather like a game of solitaire. But by now we had to cut this to fifteen 
minutes. We had also speeded up the process of converting Calypso from a sailing dinghy to a cabin with 
cooker, radio, gaz light, lilos and so on all in use. For instance, the tent could be unstowed and up in two 
and a half minutes. 
 
 The first day we saw a yacht becalmed near us, so rowed over to offer them a tow. The owner 
was a chap called Tore Ringvold, the yacht a racing International One Design, and he had had his 
outboard motor stolen He came on board Calypso and helped row while I steered his yacht behind. After 
an hour, some wind sprang up and we parted (sadly his l.O.D. was faster than Calypso in these 
conditions), but we met up with him again in Oslo. 
 
 The next day saw us rowing and sailing farther up the Oslo Fjord in grey skies and drizzle. A 
German yacht motored up astern of us, but seeing that we were sailing at a couple of knots in a southerly 
force I he cut his motor and started sailing. We then had great fun racing up the fjord. He hoisted his 
spinnaker first, but when we hoisted ours he got to windward of us and blanketed us very well with a sail 
area about four times the size of ours. We told him we would overtake him in five minutes, so bore away, 
then hardened up under his stern and ended up in a luffing match. After five minutes, he said: "Tell me, 
are all English sailing boats as slow as yours ?" but after another ten minutes we had great pleasure in 
asking him if all German yachts were as slow as his. Then we put the genoa up as well to catch the wind 
between foredeck and spinnaker and as we drew away, we waved a rope and asked if he'd like a tow. 
 
 We eventually reached Oslo on the afternoon of 29 July. We celebrated in the evening by sitting 
down to our first proper meal since leaving Kiel. Tom insisted on paying on the grounds that I had 
provided the boat for the cruise. Unfortunately, Tom was sick in the night-probably it was the change from 
our normal basic diet of Vestas, bread cheese and eggs. 
 
 Tom left on July 31, hitch-hiking into the Arctic and to the Nordkapp to see the midnight sun, then 
south through Finland, Sweden and Denmark to catch the ferry from Esbjerg. I hoped to follow his route, 
but first I had to find some work in Oslo. I had contacted Tore Kingvold, and he had been incredibly 
helpful in every possible way, and through him I met a number of interesting people-one contact leading 
to another. Tore's way of finding me a job was to contact Norway's biggest national newspaper 
Aftenposten-to write an article about the trip and mention that I was looking for work in Oslo. The 
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journalist turned out to be a very attractive young Norwegian blonde unfortunately accompanied by a 
rather aggressive photographer who snapped about twenty photos of us in ten seconds or so. 
 
 I got some work down in the docks and some gardening, and when unemployed, I would sit in 
Calypso in the sun writing up the account of the trip. The weather during the next three weeks was 
phenomenal-virtually cloudless with the temperature in the eighties and nineties. For days Oslo was the 
hottest capital in Europe-even though it's quite a long way further north than the Orkneys! Calypso turned 
into a sort of convertible flat, with the tent rolled back in the daytime-she is a remarkably comfortable boat 
to live in when you are used to it. I once held a sort of all night party on her-five of us including two 
Norwegian girls, an Irishman and a Dutchman. They do say you can use the Wayfarer for almost anything 
! 
 
 Then on 11 August I set off hitchhiking over three thousand miles into the Arctic, but that is 
another story in itself, It was a wonderful experience: travelling on dirt roads through countless snow 
capped mountains, past fjords where one could fish or swim (or a few minutes), sleeping under the 
heavens at night; to Hammerfest-the world's northernmost town, where it was light all night, then through 
desolate Arctic terrain, picking up a reindeer skin for £2, and south through the pines and lakes of 
Sweden back home to Calypso in Oslo. The fjords in the Arctic were far more beautiful than expected-the 
further north one goes the better it is. It would be very beautiful, if harsh cruising ground for a yacht with a 
good engine. One night I slept on the rocks at the Saltstraumen where the tides run at 16 knots the 
strongest in the world. 
 
 Back home to Calypso in Oslo where Vestas, Coffee, air beds and so on seemed the height of 
luxury after ten days mostly on bread and milk. The good weather came to an end, but the locals said it 
had been the best summer for two hundred years. 
 
 I spent three more weeks in Oslo- doing manual work at the docks much of the time-earning 
enough to keep myself and Calypso in reasonable condition and get us both home. I had some lovely 
days sailing on the Oslo Fjord with a Norwegian girl called Kari Minde, but the summer soon came to an 
end and it was time to go home. By this time I was sleeping inside two sleeping bags with all of my Arctic 
clothing on and beginning to think of what it must be like to have a hot bath and sleep in a real bed again. 
 
 Calypso and I returned on a small cargo vessel called by a strange coincidence Kari K. We were 
back in U K twelve weeks after leaving the Kent coast on that grey drizzly midsummer day. The cruise 
had not been a rather miserable sort of masochism most people imagine it, but for me the best summer 
holiday I’ ve ever had. Unlike previous cruises, most of the passages were not done in an atmosphere of 
apprehension, partly because of tolerable weather, and the fact that the North Sea and Baltic coasts were 
easier than what we've experienced on previous cruises. But above all, Calypso is a two-man cruising 
Wayfarer, and the other members of the crew contribute more to the success of a cruise than anything 
else. Barry and Tom were very different, but they had this in common: they were very competent and 
reliable; and they were tolerant by nature. a very important factor when two people are enclosed in a 
space eight feet by five for such a long time. And Calypso had proved herself again-in a variety of 
conditions: sliding down the shingle at Deal. planing hour after hour in the North Sea, through locks, lakes 
and canals, the smog of Ijmuiden, into the heart of Amsterdam, into Copenhagen on a hair-raising night, 
and up the Swedish islands once in those rare conditions of fog and heavy weather; a sailing dinghy for 
twelve hundred miles and a home for eighty days. 
 
Meeting with Chichester January 15th 1970. 
Lecture at Royal Southern Jan 24th 1970 
WCOA Class Cruising Secretary/on Executive Committee. 
Atlantic plans/Rob Collister 


