
UK to Northern France with Catalypse II 

 - 1 - 

W. 217 'CATALYPSE II' 
account of trip to France, August 14th-23rd, 1974. 

P. M. J. CROOK. Eton, Jan 1975. 
 

 
 
 
 
 

 

Wayfarer 
Cruising 
Library 

 

Log number 3 



UK to Northern France with Catalypse II 

 - 2 - 



UK to Northern France with Catalypse II 

 - 3 - 

Catalypse II is a wooden Wayfarer, built some fourteen years ago by Moore's of 
Wroxham. When I acquired her, she had spent almost all her life at the Upper Thanes 
Sailing Club and I was a little worried whether she would be able to stand up to the 
stresses and strains of sea sailing. However, her previous owner assured me that she was 
"a good sea boat" and that he had enjoyed some vigorous sailing in her off the Devon 
coast, the previous summer. 
So at the beginning of August, I towed Catalypse down to Eastbourne, hoping for gentle 
sailing under the summer sun. This was not to be. The weather remained resolutely cool 
and cloudy, the winds were unpredictable, but usually strong. My first outing nearly 
ended in disaster when I broke a rudder blade in heavy seas, some three miles off 
Eastbourne; but I improvised with an oar and made a successful landfall at Langney 
Point. 
The episode was a warning. I spent the first week of my holidays strengthening the boat, 
replacing screws, checking fittings; and at last I was satisfied that Catalypse could take 
most of the strains likely to be imposed by the kind of cruising I envisaged. Meanwhile, I 
talked optimistically to 'Tick', my brother and prospective crew, of the joys and economic 
advantages of sailing along the coast of Northern France - a dream I had been 
entertaining since I bought the boat. We studied charts and began to worry about super-
tankers, channel fogs and radar reflectors. I spent a small fortune on safety equipment. 
At last a date was fixed. Needless to say, a deep depression made departure quite 
impossible; but the outlook seemed a little happier on the night of August 13th, and so 
we transferred our equipment to the sail shed of Eastbourne Sailing Club. It was an 
impressive pile: some 1501b of sleeping bags, clothes, tools, cooking gear, food etc. I 
weighed it all in an effort to keep things as light as possible and argued with Tick against 
the necessity of taking two pairs of pyjamas and a pillow. 
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14th Aug 1974  (Wednesday). 
Next morning, the short-term weather forecast seemed fairly cheerful; although there 
were the usual prospects of strings of depressions approaching in the Atlantic. Those 
didn't deter us; and we rose and breakfasted early. The sun was shining as we rolled 
Catalypse down the shingle to the high-water mark, and a gentle force 2-3 breeze was 
blowing from the South. Ideal conditions, it seemed, as we waved farewell to camera-
clicking well-wishers and sailed away towards the South-East. It was 9. 20 in the 
morning: the tide was just beginning to fall, but the tidal stream was still in our favour. 
The sun did not last. Within an hour, cirrocumulus had spread from the South; but the 
wind increased to force 3/4, speeding us along on a broad reach. Within two hours, we 
had' passed the end of Hastings Pier, reflecting that a train journey would hardly have 
been swifter. 
At 1300 hrs we sighted Dungeness Power Station, dead ahead: we were now travelling 
steadily across Rye Bay, having passed the cliffs of Fairlight. We had been trailing two 
mackerel spinners since Eastbourne; but our patience was not rewarded until lunchtime. 
We reeled in a fearsome-looking beast with a long, beak-like jaw. It was difficult to kill 
too, -as it thrashed around in the bottom of the boat, splashing blood over the crew. 
Finally Tick succeeded in stunning it with a well-aimed blow of the ship's hammer. It 
was not worth the trouble.: the fish turned out to be quite inedible, when we tackled it 
later that night.                                    
The tidal stream had changed by the time we reached Dungeness and we had some 
difficulty in rounding the point. We sat, wallowing in a heavy swell, watching the coastal 
shipping overtaking us, and measuring our progress against the land. However, the wind 
increased to force 5 and veered considerably, so we were able to hoist the spinnaker and 
make rapid progress towards Folkestone. We were within a mile of the harbour, when the 
wind dropped, quite suddenly, and our progress was reduced to zero. It was extremely 
frustrating, after the exhilarating sailing of the afternoon. A lone sailor in a Mirror passed 
us, tacking back to Hythe. We exchanged gloomy greetings. Finally, we dropped the 
mainsail and rowed into the harbour, after some discussion. We enlisted the aid of some 
holidaymakers, and pushed the boat up a grubby little beach in the corner of the port, on 
pneumatic rollers. 
The first night was quite comfortable. There is just about room for two to sleep on the 
bottom-boards of a Wayfarer; and I have made a converted tent which fits snugly over the 
boat, supported by the raised boom which rests in a crutch at the stern. Sails provide the 
final insulating (and waterproofing) layer. We lit the oil-lamp, warmed ourselves over the 
primus and cooked a magnificent meal of soup, packet curry and chips washed down by 
several cans of beer. Thus fortified, we turned in early; and were asleep by 10 o'clock. 
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15th August 1974  (Thursday), 
Being unused to sleeping on the hard bottom boards of a small dinghy, we did not find it 
difficult to wake early next morning. We tuned into the 6. 30 Shipping Forecast: winds 
South-West, force 5, perhaps increasing: 6 or 7 later. Adequate conditions for a rapid 
Channel Crossing, we decided, and obtained Customs Clearance. 
"It is a proper boat you're going in?" the Customs Officer' asked. 
"Yes, why?"                             
"Well, it's the silly season now; and folk get it into their heads to cross the Channel in all 
sorts of nonsense - bath-tubs and what-not." 
We breakfasted in a quay-side cafe. Rigging the boat and packing away our belongings 
took time: I soon became more experienced at crawling forward to stow light, bulky items 
in the front buoyancy compartment. Thus we did not sail out of Folkestone harbour, 
under jib alone, until 8. 30. We left in sunshine. A force 4 wind was blowing steadily 
from SSW. 
I had decided that it would be best to set a course for the Varne Light-Ship, in order to 
obtain a proper fix, half-way across the Channel. So our course was 150 degrees, which 
took us on a fine reach: we arrived at the Varne at 10. 20 hrs. By this time, the wind had 
freshened somewhat, as forecast, and the water near the lightship was fairly choppy. 
We were now out of sight of land, and well into the main shipping lane: we both kept an 
anxious look-out for tankers. These approached with unexpected speed. On two 
occasions, we had to put about to let them pass, and I am not sure that we were ever 
spotted from the bridge of these monsters. I do have a folding radar reflector, but it is a 
bulky object and if properly hoisted would have got in the way of the sails. 
The sky was now somewhat overcast; but visibility was good, and at 10. 50 we were able 
to make out an indistinct grey line on the horizon ahead of us - undoubtedly the French 
coast. We ate an early lunch: soggy, salty date-cake which had suffered from rolling 
about in the bilges, and apples and fruit-cake.The most testing moment for Catalypse 
came when I passed rather too close astern of a fast-moving cargo ship. We found 
ourselves perched on top of a high wave, but didn't remain long in that unstable position. 
The next moment we crashed into the trough beyond. Fortunately, the rigging held. 
From the Varne, I steered as close-hauled as possible, hoping that this course would take 
us past Cap Gris-Nez, towards Boulogne. Unfortunately, the wind backed somewhat, and 
our actual landfall was off Cap Blanc Nez: nearer Calais than Boulogne. So when we 
reached the buoy marking the sandbanks off Wissant, we began to tack along the coast. A 
strong tidal stream was flowing round Cap Gris-Nez and it was some time before the point 
passed abeam of us. We tacked some four miles from land, but approached nearer to the 
coast once we had rounded the point and were out of the rough water near the headland. 
Sailing later that afternoon was delightful. The wind dropped to a gentle force 2, a 
brilliant sun came out, and the effect of light on the French coast North of Boulogne 
made it look more like the Mediterranean than the gloomy English Channel. The air was 
astonishingly clear. Both Tick und I were surprised at the change in atmosphere brought 
about by only a few hours sailing. j 
The 15th of August is a national holiday in France; and the beaches were crowded with 
swimmers. All along the coast, groups of dinghies were racing. We watched the drifting 
matches with a justified feeling of superiority, now that we had used our own dinghy as a 
serious means of transport and not merely as a pleasure craft. The wind decreased to a 
flat; calm, just as it had done the evening before. We sailed into the outer harbour at 
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Boulogne at 1800 hours, and prepared to row up the long channel to the Yacht Basin. 
Fortunately, we had not rowed very far, when we were hailed by a friendly Dutchman in 
an impressive yacht, who threw us a rope. We found a space against the Yacht Pontoons, 
tucked away in a corner, next to a huge motor cruiser. When we had hosed away some of 
the salt, and rigged the tent, we went for a brief walk around the port, but we were much 
too tired to sample Boulogne's night-life. A stroll as far as a cafe, to telephone our arrival 
to England, was all we could manage. 
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16th August 1974  (Friday) 
At 6. 30 in the morning, the Shipping Forecast announced "Wind Force 2-3, variable, 
becoming Northerly". We lingered in our sleeping-bags, waiting for the morning sun to 
dispel the dampness of the night. 
While we were drying out, we were visited by a Customs Officer who seemed strangely 
uninterested in our craft. It appears that boats as small as ours are not restricted like 
larger vessels: they are subject to no regulations. However the French themselves would 
not be allowed to leave French waters in a dinghy like Catalyst without a special permit. 
Waiting for the tide to turn, we walked into town to send postcards and drink beer. As we 
sat at a cafe table on the pavement, we kept a careful eye on the weather, watching for 
the possible approach of a new depression; but the sky remained clear. We watch groups 
of English holiday-makers who had struggled over on the ferry, that morning, and pitied 
them for being restricted by time-tables and immigration queues.                                              
It was soon mid-day: time to move on. There was very little wind in the yacht pool, so 
Tick was set to row, while I stood steering. A little further down the channel, we were 
obliged to stop while an out-going Channel Ferry manoeuvred into the stream: we sat 
alongside a trawler and watched the port debris floating out on the tide: old bottles, dead 
fish, bloated rats and other indescribable filth. 
A little breeze sprang up, and when the harbour control lights changed, we were able to 
hoist the sails and tack slowly towards the sea, helped by the flow of the tide. There was a 
further delay while another Ferry came into port. We tacked and gybed in the «avant-
port», while an impatient Frenchman decided to ignore the Traffic Lights and was 
soundly cursed by the Harbour Master, as he squeezed past the incoming Ferry. 
Out at sea, there was precious little wind. However, in the sunshine that hardly mattered. 
We set our course along the coast on a broad reach, propelled by a light breeze which 
decreased during the afternoon. Our progress past Cap. d'Alprech seemed slow, and it 
was a long time before the outer harbour walls of Boulogne disappeared over the horizon. 
We fished as we sailed along and at four o'clock our efforts were rewarded. We cooked a 
large mackerel over the Primus and brewed up some tea. Then I attempted to mend the 
binoculars, which had been dropped in the bilges the previous day. Thus we whiled 
awaythe afternoon, watching the coast slip by, its cliffs giving way to sand-dunes as we 
approached Le Touquet Plage. 
By now, it was 1900 hours: time to think of a place to stop for the night. The tide was 
rising, and we did not relish the thought of rolling Catalypse, in her present laden state, 
over a quarter of a mile of beach sand. However there are no suitable ports on that stretch 
of coast; and we realised that the only solution was to sail for as long as possible before 
landing, in order to give the tide time to rise somewhat.  
Just before sun-set, we chose our spot: a sandy beach in front of Nerlimont-Plage. At that 
time, there were still plenty of holiday-makers playing on the sand, who would help us, I 
was sure. Furthermore, we could see several sailing-dinghies above the high-tide mark. 
Coming ashore was not without excitement. At the last moment, I noticed a number of 
vicious iron spikes protruding from the water: probably the remains of Rommel's anti-
invasion' defences. We sailed as slowly as possible, keeping a careful watch. Fortunately, 
we grounded on soft sand. 
After we had rolled the boat a few yards, the holiday-makers became aware of our plight; 
and helped us push the dinghy over the sand. It was harder than we had anticipated, - 
because the sand was not flat, but intersected by large channels running parallel to the 
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coast, up which the tide flowed swiftly as it flooded over the beach. However we 
eventually reached the high-water mark and parked the boat between two thorn-hedges 
which were part of an anti-erosion scheme. 
While we erected the tent and prepared for darkness, we chatted to three boys who had 
helped move Catalypse and who were curious to hear more about our trip. At first they 
were sceptical about the truth of our account and suspected that I was a Frenchman 
posing as English; such are the disadvantages of being bilingual. Tick, with his slighter 
knowledge of the language, finally convinced then. 
The wind was freshening as we walked along the sea-wall towards the village: a gloomy 
collection of beach-huts and jerry-built flats, already showing signs of disrepair. 
Merlimont-Plage is just like a hundred other Channel resorts - hastily built, flourishing 
for a few months in the Summer and abandoned completely in winter. Tick and I drank a 
glass or two of beer in a squalid cafe, then returned to the boat. By the time we returned, 
the tide was almost 
up to the high-water mark. The wind was still freshening and the surf was impressive. 
We did not sleep soundly for very long. During the night, the wind increased still more, 
and at about 2 o'clock, we were wakened by a violent force 8 squall, accompanied by 
torrential rain, which lasted about half an hour. Although we had bedded the boat down, 
bows into the wind, this helped little under those conditions. Besides, the wind was now 
blowing from the South-West, and although I was fairly snug on my side of the centre-
board case, Tick, on the windward side, was drenched by the time we realised what was 
going on. I tried to make things a little more water-tight, but the converted tent was 
decidedly permeable under such extreme conditions. Finally, we rolled ourselves in the 
mainsail, and lay listening to the wind, which gradually moderated. Then we lit the 
Primus and managed to warm the 'cabin' air to a more acceptable temperature. 
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17th August 1974  (Saturday) 
Things did not seem so unpleasant when the sun came out. I strolled down to the sea, 
which was now a good half-mile away, but could see no traces of the iron spikes which 
had given us such a shock the night before. I tried to memorise the position of the sand-
banks, which I feared might make leaving the beach rather difficult in an off-shore wind. 
Then I returned to Catalypse, where Tick was laying out clothing and bedding on the 
thorn-bushes.. We noticed that a little further along the coast, several dinghies had been 
blown over in the night. 
There was clearly little point in exhausting ourselves rolling Catalypse down to the sea: 
we would wait until High Water when, in any case, the tidal stream towards Dieppe 
would be favourable. Besides, we wanted to do some shopping and had been joined by 
our young helpers of the previous night, who were willing to show us more of the dubious 
delights of Merlimont-Plage. 
While we were walking into town, they told us of the dangers of the coast: in particular of 
the rapid incoming tide over the flat sandy beaches. After what we bad seen the night 
before, 1 could well believe that the coast might be dangerous to non-swimmers; but I 
was less certain of the boys' assertion that a little down the coast, the sea came in "with 
the speed of a galloping horse". A picturesque cliche, I thought, but unlikely. 
The shipping forecast had promised "Winds force 2-3, veering from SW to NW later". 
Ideal conditions for a South-Westerly journey or so it seemed. However, when we set off, 
at 11 o'clock, the windwas blowing a steady force 5, directly on shore, and there was a 
considerable amount of surf: so much so, that bathing was prohibited. 
The boys were evidently apprehensive, but I was convinced that once we had found 
deeper water, the waves would not present much of a problem. So we launched, not 
without difficulty, into the wind and waves. Tick manned the centre-board, putting it 
down as much as we dared, and we hopped over one sand-bank after another, touching 
the bottom from time to time. At last we were half a mile from the shore and could put the 
centre-board right down, without danger of grounding. We heaved a sigh of relief and 
began to sail properly. 
It was extremely hard going. We were close-hauled on a starboard tack, with large waves 
breaking over the windward side every few moments: we were quickly drenched in spray. 
Although the sun was out, its warming powers were very limited: besides, sitting out; as 
we were, we were mostly in the shadow of the mainsail at that 
time of day. We contemplated turning back; but I thought that the prospect of another 
day or two in sordid Merlimont, was even 
more gloomy than battling against the waves: in any case, I was convinced that 
conditions would improve as we reached deeper water. Despite the choppy seas over the 
innumerable sand-banks which extend five or six miles off this section of the coast, we 
were making good progress along the shore. 
So we cruised uncomfortably along, about three miles out. At that distance, it, was 
difficult to follow our position on the Chart; but there were enough prominent landmarks 
on the coast: lighthouses, a water-tower, hills and a large hospital, for us to obtain a fix 
from time to time. 
Our biggest concern was the Somme Bay. From what I had read about this area, I knew 
that conditions in the Bay could be  extremely unpleasant for a small boat, and I could 
see from the chart that the Bay dried out to a distance of some five miles from the high 
water mark. This meant, effectively, that if one's navigation was faulty, it would be 
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perfectly possible, in the rather hazy visibility of that day, to go aground while still out of 
sight of land. Our young friends' "galloping horses'' simile began to make better sense. 
So we steered a course which, I estimated, should take us well outside the Bay. 
Unfortunately, I did not allow enough for the strong effect of lee-way in those choppy 
conditions, where our forward progress was considerably impeded by crashing waves. 
We9 
both kept a careful look-out for anything which might allow us to take a proper fix, and 
we were suddenly horrified to see the Somme Bay landfall buoy on our starboard bow, 
somewhat out to sea of us. Furthermore, the tide was falling fast at that time; and we 
fancied we saw breaking water dead ahead. The sand-banks were beginning to appear! 
I tacked at once, making for the open sea. It now seemed as if we were sailing in very 
shallow water indeed: the sea was a yellowish, sandy colour. In fact, I later worked out 
from the chart that there was absolutely no possibility of grounding in that position at that 
time; but it was still a worrying moment. It took some time to clear the buoy, but we 
eventually left it and made out towards the open sea again. Conditions were still 
exceptionally rough, but we felt very much more safe in those deeper waters. 
Soon the chalk cliffs around Treport began to appear. The water became calmer at last, 
as we left the influence of the Somme Bay, and we immediately made better progress in 
the flatter sea. It was then that we became conscious of the large amount of water 
slopping around below the bottom boards: it seemed that the self-bailers could no longer 
cope. We shut the bailers and removed a floorboard in order to bail the boat completely; 
but a few moments later, the water seemed to re-appear. We became worried that a seam 
might have opened, and removed all the bottom boards in turn, looking for the leak. 
Eventually we persuaded ourselves that the surplus water had merely come over the 
sides, from the occasional splashing wave. We could relax and plan ahead. 
We knew that we should not be able to get into Treport until well after dark, because of 
the bar at the entrance. Neither of us particularly wanted to sail up the Somme to Saint-
Valery, particularly at Spring Tides and without an engine. So we decided that it would 
be best to sail on gently towards Dieppe: there seemed a good chance of arriving there 
before it was absolutely dark. 
At this point, we were joined by a 420 dinghy, which seemed to want a race. I was 
delighted to see that despite our heavy load we were able both to point higher and move 
faster than that boat did, with its crew of three. They eventually bore away towards 
Treport while we continued towards the cliffs. 
By now the tidal stream had changed and I estimated that at that time of year, the highest 
springs, the stream would probablybe some two to three knots against us. So I hoped to 
avoid the worst effects of the current by tacking closely along the coast, under the cliffs. 
Besides, the coastline was interesting, with little villages tucked in hanging valleys, and 
tiny beaches in the occasional inlets, and there was always the possibility that we might 
land, should we find a suitable beach. 
However, tacking so close to the shore was not as effective as I had hoped. We made 
some progress until 19. 00 hours, when the wind dropped still more and the current 
seemed to increase so that we made no progress at all. For the first time, I began to regret 
that we had not brought an outboard motor, particularly when I saw a larger sailing boat, 
further out to sea, make towards Dieppe, engine running and sails flapping. We tacked 
on, straining our eyes to catch a glimpse of our destination, and guessing at where the 
town might be. We thought once more of landing; but the coast under the cliffs was rocky 
and hazardous: it would have been quite impossible to roll the boat over the shore. 
Besides, there were few people about to help us. 
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So we prepared for night sailing. We ate first, then put on the warmest clothes we had. 
We got out the torches, prepared the lantern, and I did some final chartwork. The sun set, 
the air chilled at once, and the lights of Treport behind us, and Dieppe ahead, began to 
come out. 
At first, we made no progress at all: indeed, at one moment, we actually moved back a 
little way, as we could tell from the lights of villages, tucked away in the cliffs. But at 
about 22:20 the tide turned and the wind began to blow again, so we began to make 
better progress.  
There was no moon and the coastline was completely invisible. However, I had worked 
out a suitable compass sector which would keep us out of danger on our approach, and 
we were able to lineup two lights on shore which corresponded to the edge of the 'safe' 
sector. The lights of Dieppe were extremely confusing. I could see and identify the lights 
on the end of the harbour breakwaters; but immediately behind them were thousands of 
other, dazzling lights of various colours which we couldn't identify at first. As we drew 
nearer we made out the sound of music, and realised that a funfair was taking place on 
Dieppe sea-front. Shortly after midnight, the noise stopped drifting over the water, and 
the lights were turned off. By now, a gentle force 2 breeze was blowing steadily off the 
land, and we were moving steadily towards the port. I was able to identify the various 
buoys outside Dieppe Harbour. At last we arrived at the entrance, and prepared to tack 
into the port, against the outflowing tide. 
It was 1:30 in the morning. At that time, the breakwater seemed deserted; but as we 
approached the end of the Eastern breakwater, a solitary fisherman, or perhaps a coast-
guard, flashed his torch at us to warn us of the danger. At this time, the tidal stream was 
was flowing strongly across the entrance, and a fast current was coming out of the 
harbour channel, so it was not easy to sail up the channel against the wind. 
On the first two tacks, we made very little ground. We passed the East Pier, but had to 
tack almost immediately, for fear of running aground on the shingle beach: on Port tack, 
we were swept out towards the entrance again, and arrived only ten yards inside the limit 
of the West Pier before having to tack again. We fared slightly better on our next two 
tacks, arriving another fifteen yards upstream. The biggest hazard was the side-ways 
current, for the breakwaters were not solid, but simply a wooden pile and cross-piece 
structure, through which the tide rushed strongly: we were worried at the prospect of 
being held against the down-current breakwater by the fast-flowing water which gurgled 
menacingly each time we tacked on arriving at the West breakwater. 
Fortunately, there was just enough wind for us to make a little more ground on each pair 
of tacks. After twenty tacks or more, we reached the point where the wooden breakwaters 
gave way to solid walls on either side of the channel: sailing was easier here as there was 
no cross-flow to contend with, just a steady stream from the inner harbour. I gained as 
much speed as possible as we crossed the channel each time, then crept up under the 
boat's momentum in the relatively still waters on either side. ' 
"Just like racing on the Thames." I said. But Tick was too busy with the torch to make 
much conversation. 
It took about half an hour to reach the main harbour, the «Avant Port», where a cross-
channel Ferry was moored. We were thankful that it had not left Port while we were 
creeping up the channel! We tied up on the Yacht Club pontoons, at the end of a long 
line of boats. We were not to stay there long: as we were deploying the tent, cursing our 
own tired clumsiness, another yacht came in and asked us to move, pointing out that we 
were in the owner's permanent berth. So we paddled angrily to a quieter place. We were 
asleep soon after 3:00 am, exhausted by a long and nerve-wracking day. 



UK to Northern France with Catalypse II 

 - 12 - 

18th August 1974  (Sunday)                                         
The people of Dieppe seemed to enjoy lying in on Sunday morning and we were not 
disturbed before 9 o'clock. I crawled out of my sleeping-bag and threw back the flap of 
the tent. It was a chilly, overcast day, but at least no rain was falling. While we were 
cooking breakfast, the harbour master arrived and pointed out the berth in the inner 
harbour that we were to occupy for the next day or two, for Tick and I had decided to do 
some sight-seeing on land before making up our minds whether to carry on Westwards or 
to return to England. At noon, we were towed through the lock-gates into the inner 
harbour. 
In fact, the weather decided the length of our stay for us. Although the sky remained 
clear for the next two days, there was too much wind to make venturing out of harbour a 
very attractive prospect, particularly after the violent waves we had experienced in the 
Somme Bay. One Frenchman, with a very much more solid boat than our own, ventured 
out to fish; but he returned within an hour, shaking his head and talking darkly of <ce 
sale temps>. 
Nor was the Shipping Forecast very encouraging. 
We didn't really mind. There is plenty to see in Dieppe, a town often neglected by 
English tourists who drive off the car ferry anxious to put as many miles as possible 
between themselves and England. We visited the museum with its fascinating ivory 
carvings and unnerving shipwreck scenes, and the decrepit churches, in a scandalous 
state of disrepair. We spent a day walking in the countryside nearby which is delightful. 
In the evenings, we went to the fair, spent no money at all, and enjoyed ourselves 
tremendously.                                                                   .                              
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21st August 1974  (Wednesday) 
On the evening of the 20th, the weather forecast seemed more favourable. "Wind ENE, 
force 3-4, becoming variable 2-3 later". We had already moved out of the inner harbour, 
ready to leave, and we tied up once more on the yacht club pontoons. 
We got up early on the 21st and walked to the end of the jetty to assure ourselves that 
there really wasn't too much wind: the inner harbour is deceptively sheltered. Conditions 
seemed excellent: there was too little wind, if anything, and the sun was bright. So we set 
off, clearing the breakwater ends at 8:00. I set a course direct for Boulogne, hoping to 
avoid the Somme Bay.At first, sailing was calm and easy. Visibility was quite good, and 
we remained within sight of land for an hour or so. Occasionally, we came upon 
fishermen, in small boats anchored over the reefs: we towed a mackerel spinner ourselves 
but caught nothing that day. 
Two hours or so later, the wind began to freshen considerably, and I changed the genoa 
for the small jib, bouncing and sliding around on the foredeck while Tick steered. I have 
done this many times, but it is never much fun in rough seas; and the waves were 
beginning to build up now. 
It was then that we saw a little three-master, beating to windward and apparently on very 
much the same course as ourselves. We accompanied her for a time, but she could not 
sail as close to the wind as us and we lost contact with her. 
It was now just after mid-day, and I estimated that land ought to be visible ahead, 
particularly in those conditions of good visibility. Sure enough, a dark line did appear on 
the horizon, but in the absence of any identifiable landmarks, it was impossible to obtain 
a proper fix. So we decided to push onwards towards the coast, in the hope of finding our 
exact position. This turned out to be a mistake, as we became embayed in the Somme 
Bay once again. Once again, we had to tack out to sea when we saw the landfall buoy, on 
our port bow this time, and once again, the seas were extremely lumpy and unpleasant 
over the shallows. Indeed, it was considerably rougher than on the 'downward' journey 
and our progress was much reduced. I estimated the wind strength at force 5-6, but we 
later met an Englishman who had measured the wind at that time & place and found it to 
be force 6, with force 7 gusts for long periods. 
North of the Bay of the Somme, I hoped to steer a course between the main banks and the 
land; but conditions were equally rough everywhere, with occasional very bad patches. In 
order to avoid the effect of the waves, we should have had to have tacked ten miles or 
more out to sea; but we reconciled ourselves to pressing on, being fairly certain that the 
wind would drop towards evening. Only the trawlers seemed to be unhampered by the 
heavy waves as they worked the sandbanks: an English cargo ship, which sailed out; of 
the Somme as we cleared the entrance, seemed to be having much more difficulty. 
At about 17:30, we were joined by a British motor yacht, flying the blue ensign. It drew 
astern of us, and at first we thought that it was shadowing us because its owner feared we 
might run into difficulties. We soon realised that, the cruiser was finding even harder to 
battle against the waves than we were; for being a heavier boat, it was continually tossed 
into the air by the waves so, that we could see its underside, while we bobbed over the 
tops of the waves without much difficulty. After an hour or so, conditions became much 
better and the cruiser drew ahead. 
We had been battling through the strong tidal race, unmarked on the chart, which runs 
off the Authie River. It is an area avoided by local yachtsman in such conditions. As we 
passed Pointe du Haut Bane, the wind dropped, the waves decreased; but we realised 
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that we should not make Boulogne for at least another six hours. It seemed sensible to 
land near to our berth of a week before: we knew that it was possible to roll the boat up 
the beach, and looked forward to a decent night's sleep. So we chose, a suitable spot and 
aimed for the shore: a sandy beach in front of another shabby sea-side town known as 
Berck-Plage. The tide was dropping, and we had plenty of time to muster assistance. We 
were helped by a charming family who themselves sailed and lent a diminutive boat 
trailer on which we rolled Catalypse over the sand, stopping in front of their beach-hut. 
We had arrived early: there was still an hour before sun-set, and we were able to dry out 
our belongings before night-fall. Our helpers offered us their beach-hut for the night, but 
we preferred to sleep in Catalypse. 
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22nd August 1974  (Thursday) 
There was plenty of time to explore Berck-Plage, next morning, as High Water was not 
until 14:50. Knowing that we would probably be crossing the Channel the next day, I 
wanted to check the fittings, and I did several Maintenance jobs on Catalypse that 
morning. 
The weather forecast promised "variable winds, force 2-3". In fact, the actual wind 
strength was force 3, from the North—East: it decreased to a flat calm at around 1800 
hrs. We left at 14. 20, and after tacking but to sea, took a close-hauled course along the 
coast. 
After the hard sailing of the day before, it was a delightful trip back to Boulogne. We 
were helped by a two to three knot current and made excellent time. Visibility was good, 
and we caught glimpses of quite interesting country which we had not seen on the 
downward trip. We sailed into Boulogne shortly after 18: 00 hours and tied up in 
virtually the same berth that we had occupied a week before. 
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23rd August 1974  (Friday)      
There was no wind at all when we woke; but we rowed out to sea as soon as we had eaten 
a hasty breakfast, as we wanted to avoid the coastal fog patches which had held up other 
sailors the morning before and which were again forecast. By 7:30 we were outside the 
harbour, propelled on a run by a gentle force one which soon picked up to force 3, 
veering to the South-West. 
There were few other boats about at that time of the morning, but we passed a boat-load 
of early fishermen at the Boulogne entry buoy, which gave us an accurate fix. To the 
North-West, Cap Gris-Nez was clearly visible. 
I steered a course which, I estimated, should take us to the South-West of the Colbart 
'Ridge'. In fact, we had to put in an extra tack or two in order to leave the Colbart buoy to 
Starboard: the outgoing tidal stream was not flowing as swiftly as I thought. It was just 
10:30 when we passed the Colbart buoy, and Low Water, so conditions were quite 
choppy over the shallow mid-channel ridge and we were pleased to get away from that 
area. 
From the Colbart, we could see the blocky mass of Dungeness Power Station on the 
horizon, and I was able to set a better course. The wind backed and freshened to force 4. 
There seemed to be little shipping about: none of the huge oil tankers we had seen on the 
outward trip. The shipping lanes are far wider in this part of the Channel than they are 
between Folkestone end Cap Gris-Nez, giving more room for maneuvering. We saw only a 
few coasters in the East bound channel, but there was much more shipping in the 
Westward lane, and one coaster did make an evident alteration in course to pass astern of 
us. 
Dungeness Power Station seemed to take a long time to come abeam, By 1300 hours, we 
were well into Rye Bay, however, and the water was characteristically rough: very like 
the Somme Bay, in fact, with shoals and sand-banks. The wind continued to back and 
freshen and it was then that we noticed one of the biggest haloes I have ever seen, round 
the sun. It looked ominous. I decided to change the Genoa for the small jib but did not 
reef the main-sail for the time being.                                     
The two o'clock Shipping Forecast announced "Winds force 3 to 4, increasing 5 to 6". 
Certainly, it was blowing a full force 5 in Rye Bay and our progress was considerably 
impeded by the waves. There was very little other shipping about; just a few fishing boats 
on the horizon, and one yacht running before the wind.A quick calculation made it clear 
that we would not arrive at Eastbourne before night-fall. However, as we had passed Rye, 
which we could have entered at that stage of the tide, it seemed more sensible to try to 
press on round Fairlight and put in at Hastings, landing at High Water at 1600 hours. 
Thus we continued, hoping that the wind would not increase still further, and longing to 
get out of the shallow water of the Bay. 
Unfortunately, we were battling not only against the wind and waves, but also against a 2 
to 3 knot tidal stream; and by the time we reached a point a mile or so off the 
Easternmost cliffs of Fairlight, our progress over the ground had been cut to nil. After an 
hour or so, conscious of the fact that the tide would shortly start to fall, but that the tidal 
stream would continue against us for several hours more, we decided to put in at Pett, 
which is slightly sheltered by the headland. 
We planed in towards the shore on a broad reach, travelling at frightening speed in the 
force 6 gusts, and to our horror saw that lancing was going to be more difficult than 
anticipated, because of rows of stakes, parallel to the coast, which had been driven into 
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the beach below the High-Water mark, in an effort to retain the shingle. We debated, 
argued and strained our eyes. Tempting though it was to land, I had no intention of 
ramming a stake through the hull of Catalypse, having come safely so far. 
However, we noticed that there were boats lined up on the beach, and that a group of 
swimmers seemed to be splashing about quite unconcernedly, in the surf nearby; so we 
concluded that a gap must have been left in the sea defences at this point. Lowering the 
mainsail, we crept forward on jib alone, as slowly as I dared, keeping a careful lookout 
for waves astern. 
Immediately the bows touched the shingle, we leaped out: Tick into six inches or so. But 
I was not so fortunate: the beach shelved steeply, and I went in over my head. We pulled 
the boat up a few feet, with a tremendous struggle, and were joined by a group of 
fishermen who helped us drag Catalypse above the High Water line. 
At this point, our voyage was interrupted. We both felt that, having arrived back in 
England, the trip had largely been completed; and we both felt an urgent need for a bath 
and decent food. Furthermore, Tick was anxious to return to Eastbourne as soon as 
possible, and we both feared that the weather might have broken and that we would be 
detained in Pett for an indefinite period. So we reached a compromise. We towed the 
boat back to Eastbourne, over land, that same evening, after phoning for a trailer, and 
made another trip from Eastbourne to Rye and back, a week later, taking Ticks girl-
friend, 'Za', as a third crew member. 
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 29 August 1974  Thursday 
The outward trip was pleasant but uneventful. We were heavily laden, of course, with one 
extra person and more luggage; but sailing conditions were quite easy. The wind was 
blowing from the East when we left, but we tacked quite swiftly along the coast, putting 
in to Hastings for tea in order to give the tide longer to rise over the bar at the entrance to 
Rye Harbour. 
When we arrived at the harbour entrance, the sand-bar was still showing on the Eastern 
side of the channel, but the water was deep enough close to the Western jetty for us to 
scrape over the bar, with the centre-board up. There was very little wind inland, and we 
relied almost entirely on the inflowing tide to propel us up the channel. We continued 
toward the town of Rye itself, leaving the Rother and making our way, by oars and 
current, to the Strand, in the oldest and most picturesque part of Rye. We moored 
alongside a couple of old fishing-boats and, when the tide fell again, spent a quiet night 
in a mud-berth. 
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30th August 1974  (Friday) 
Leaving Rye next morning proved to be rather harder than the inward trip. The water did 
not flood the Strand until shortly before noon, and we waited for High water, hoping that 
we would be able to use the out-going current to our advantage, as we had done the 
previous evening. Unfortunately, a strong head-wind impeded our progress under oars, 
and the channel was far too narrow to think of tacking. 
After much experiment and not a little swearing, as we drifted into the mud-banks, first 
on one side and then on the other, we discovered the best way of making progress. Tick 
and I took an oar each, while Za steered as best she could. After half an hourof hard 
rowing, creeping forward whenever the wind eased, we reached the main channel of the 
River Rother and were able to tack towards the sea. The wind was gusty inland, but 
strong - a good force 4 - and we progressed well, tacking every eight seconds or so. The 
crew was kept active. 
Our difficulties had delayed us considerably, and it was 13:30 before we reached the bar 
at the harbour entrance. It was a worrying exit: the signals indicated that it was no longer 
possible to cross, but we could see that there was more water than the previous evening, 
although the waves were breaking strongly. We tacked across the entrance, keeping as 
close to the Western pier as possible, with the centre-board half up, and heaved a sigh of 
relief when we cleared the end of the piers. 
Although the waves were getting up in Rye Bay, conditions at this stage were 
considerably easier than they had been a week before. At first, we sailed on a broad 
reach, on Port tack, planing along merrily; but the wind veered unexpectedly, and we had 
to tack round Fairlight point;. 
The cloud formations were spectacular but worrying as we passed Hastings Pier. It was 
quite clear that we were in for some violent squalls. The wind increased to force 6; but 
during the long squalls, rose to force 7. We had to ease both mainsail and jib from time to 
time and moved quite swiftly along under a minimum amount of effective sail. 
Pevensey Bay is an area to avoid in such conditions. We kept well out to sea, but rough 
water extended a mile or more out to sea; and on the one occasion were ventured rather 
too close to land, we were drenched by two powerful waves which broke over the bows. 
By the time we reached Langnay Point, the tidal stream was flowing against us. However, 
the Eastbourne Sailing Club was in sight; and we were cheered by seeing another sailor 
in a gaff-rigged boat, evidently enjoying the breezy conditions. 
We landed at 6:30, in comparative calm. It was the last day's sailing of the season. A day 
or two later, the gales which caused such havoc to shipping, began in earnest. We had 
been fortunate in our choice of dates, during a summer of difficult sailing.  
 
Had we set off a fortnight or so after our actual starting date, we might have had to face 
the prospect of wintering in France! 


