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This trip really began ten years ago when I started to collect Copenhagen china. A 
favourite piece in my collection was a pale grey and blue mermaid, and she wanted to 
visit her sister - the famous bronze mermaid sitting on the rocks in Copenhagen 
harbour. 
A more practical reason for our trip around Denmark in our 16 feet Wayfarer dinghy 
called "Wanderer" was to greet the Wayfarer owners in their own waters. A great 
sailing enthusiast hearing that Wanderer had sailed to Iceland and Norway, and 
seeing the film of one of these trips, determined to import this dinghy to his own 
waters. Not only did he buy a Wayfarer, winning with it the Viking Trophy for the best 
cruise - "Happy the Wayfarer", in 1967 - but his enthusiasm was infectious. Now 
there are 200 Wayfarers in Denmark. This has been the quickest growth of any one 
boat in Denmark in one year. To congratulate such achievement and to back this 
wonderful drive to "Buy British", we shipped Wanderer as cargo from Harwich to 
Esbjerg on August 2, 1968, planning to sail around Denmark to Copenhagen, meet 
our sister boats, and then sail onto various other islands, ending at Bornholm where 
we had more boat interested friends. 
The "England" handled our dinghy beautifully.  The cost was low and the crossing 
pleasant and we landed at Esbjerg 18 hours after leaving England, ready to pack the 
dinghy. She was lowered into the water, and under hot sun we packed our heavy 
weather clothing in polythene bags, filled our water containers, and stacked 
rucksacks of tinned food into odd corners. Three hours later, we sailed out of harbour, 
into the estuary and out to sea. Sailing down the path of the setting sun at 18.00 
hours, the sea was quiet and oily, and the sky radiant with a silent panorama of 
golden and purple clouds.  What a sunset. 
So we sailed in light headwinds 12 miles along the coast northwards.  The beach was 
fringed with white sand dunes, At 00.30 hours the wind died completely, and we 
beached, putting the tent over the dinghy, blowing up lilos and practically purred our 
way to sleep in contentment. Sunday morning 09.30 a.m., having breakfasted on  
tinned shrimps and oranges, we tacked our way along the coast in N. E. winds, force 
2. The white beaches were full of families enjoying the hot sun, but we were alone at 
sea. In fact we did not expect company on this side of Denmark, for in an onshore 
wind, this long shore had little shelter, and was a place to be deeply respected. The 
charts marked plentiful wrecks to remind us of the three sand banks out to sea.   
Tacking around the headland and over the bar at Hornreef, we shipped a lot of water. 
The seas were short and steep, and Wanderer, heavy with equipment, did not lift too 
happily. After only ten miles gained, we decided to beach 
at 15.30.  The seas were building up and there was a heavy swell running. Under jib 
we planed down a carefully chosen wave and pulled Wanderer above high water, 
protected behind a sand ridge. Feeling just like the sailors in "Riddle of the Sands", 
we cooked supper on our petrol stove. How good it tasted, as we enjoyed the empty 
beach, the glorious red sunset and the heaving oily sea. The silence could be felt as a 
physical presence. 
Next morning we longed for the prevailing S. W. winds to make themselves evident, 
but again, we had N.E. force 2. Close hauled, we sailed hourly watches all day.  Our 
normal sea sailing clothes, quilted and oiled wool layers, were still unpacked.  In fact, 
the intense heat forced us to discard even normal sailing clothes, and we sailed in 
underclothes, taking turns to lay out on the thwarts, dozing and sunbathing. 
We put into Hyide Sande that evening as the wind died with 20 Miles made good.  
This was a delightful little harbour town. We enjoyed watching the local boats unload 
their cargoes, and explored the houses and shops. The simple white church had been 
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built in 1956. Inside, the whitewashed walls were not darkened by stained-glass 
windows. The wooden pews, altar and pulpit were beautiful to look at and touch. Had 
Sunday been close we would have delayed to join a service here.  The only colourful 
object in the whole building was a beautifully curved and painted model of a local 
boat, hung from the ceiling before the altar. 
The following day, again we had light headwinds. Close-handed out of harbour, we 
held our noses as we sailed down wind of a fish-meal factory (we had had tinned red 
salmon for breakfast only a short time before). The wind freshened, and for the first 
time on this cruise we enjoyed sailing at four knots.  Sitting in indecent clothing, 
scorched and peaceful, we had a special lunch, to encourage the wind-tinned lobster 
tails and mangoes. At 19.00 we close-hauled into Limfjord, having made good a 
distance of 42 miles in ten hours.  We found a quiet backwater outside the big-boat 
harbour and anchored.  Walking into Thyboron we enjoyed hot sweet tea (I wondered 
if other women when sailing drool over tea, as I always do).  That night sleep was 
glorious.  Our sleeping bags and day tent were as cosy as any Hilton-styled hotel. 
Our original intention of sailing around Skagon and so into the Kattegat were now 
changed due to the continued light head-winds slowing our progress northwards, so 
we decided to sail through the Fjord, saving time and distance, and we hoped, 
enabling us to meet our Wayfarer friends within the week, as they had planned their 
first cruising meeting on the island of Ven, where we should meet them. 
However, the wind did not listen to our plans, and so with NE winds force 3-4, we 
beat across the tideless fjord. 80 miles of sheltered water showed to good advantage in 
this weather- green belts of trees, and golden harvest fields fringed the blue water. At 
19,00 hours we anchored in what can only be called an idyllic spot.  This fjord could 
be described as a gigantic Norfolk Broads. The countryside of East Anglia and 
western Denmark are very similar, and to sail in such huge areas, sheltered and 
tideless and comparatively uncrowded, should make many English yachtsmen, used 
to crowded harbours and strong tides, rush to plan a cruise here. 
This particular evening we anchored in a mirrored spot called Ording.  The slow red 
sunset, making fiery the cornfields and snug houses, clustered beside the water- was 
replaced by a cool, full moon, We landed, and walked along the quiet village for a 
mile or two, returning to Wanderer to put the tent up and cook supper, watched by the 
open-faced moon as it lit up the turquoise water, fringed by dark fir trees. We had 
tacked 23 miles up the fjord- lovely cruising grounds, but oh for a strong westerly to 
let us run and cover the distance. We fell asleep wondering if we should ever reach 
Ven. 
Putting our faces out of the tent the following morning, we found unbroken reflections, 
and no wind. Our usual routine of packing tent, lilos, sleeping bags, and replacing aft 
seats, and converting the sleeping quarters into sailing quarters again, was easy, as 
the equipment continued to stay dry.  We began to row, and later to sail lethargically 
in force 1 winds. At noon, we anchored off Nykobing.  Almost too hot, we crowded 
into the town, and joyfully wallowed in fruit and fresh bread (and an English ensign, 
as we had lost our original one).  Returning to Wanderer late afternoon, we set sail 
with no wind.  Funnily enough, nice as it is to land and explore new places, it is 
always with a sense of freedom and relief to clamber back into one's boat and return 
to look at open water. 
Continuing to beat, we stopped at Livo, a romantic little island set in the fjord, at 
19.30 hours. To land at such deserted places makes one's own normal world of traffic, 
telephones, queues and noise, seem unreal and very undesirable. With clouds of 
gnats as our only companions, we hurried to rig the tent in the dying glow of yet 
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another fantastic sunset, before long bitten on our sunburnt bodies. It took us an hour 
to get on course the following morning, as we ghosted along the coast of the island. 
We sailed in light headwinds towards Logstor- lowering the mast and rowing beneath 
the bridge without bothering to wait to see if it would open for us.  Having sailed ten 
miles at a walking pace, the wind suddenly increased to a pleasant force 4 westerly. 
How cheerful we became, to relax the sheets, and cover the distance with less effort. 
Keeping well within the buoyed channel, well-marked by brushes tied to posts, 
pointing upwards and downwards, to indicate port and starboard, we sailed along, 
tidying the boat, reorganising charts and planning future trips. 
As suddenly as the wind sprang up, it died at 16.30 hours. Determined to keep up to 
schedule, we rowed in the hot haze.  Suddenly a tug crept upon us. Knowing that 
commercial craft have little time for amateur yachtsmen, we steered out of the 
channel.  Suddenly, with Ven in mind, I stood up, reached for some decent clothing, 
and hitch-hiked vigorously.  To our embarrassment, the cargo barge "Sahara" slowed 
down to give us a tow.  Sitting behind the tiller, we set about updating our "log". The 
skipper and mate gave us many a curious stare, but kindly towed us 15 miles to 
Aalborg. 
We were shown a vacant berth in the Aalborg Yacht Club basin, and we washed down 
our decks and unclipped the jib for the first time on the cruise, as all the boats around 
us were so beautifully looked after. That evening, the club was a hive of industry as 
owners swabbed teak decks, brushed matting, and just stood looking at boats and the 
water. Hot showers, good food, and friendly help were all offered by this excellent 
club. We would like to have lingered to explore the city close by. What a pity we had 
so little time. 
As usual, we listened on our DF receiving set for the forecast. Great excitement 
resulted. N.W. winds, force 4-5 were given. A run at last. We stowed the gear and 
prepared to sail to Hals, the last town in the Limfjord. 
Running beneath two bridges with the jib, lowering the mast at the last moment, we 
reached and ran, and having no chart of this section, followed another boat, as the red 
and black buoyage system seemed unlike our own. Photographing each other's boat, 
throwing each other chocolate and fruit, we had a fast sail of 15 miles in company. 
Four large green buoys just, outside Aalborg seemed to complicate the channel and at 
Hals, we learned that a car had fallen out of a ferry that day- apparently, a large 
expensive car. 
Berthing in the harbour at 16.40 hours, we explored Hals, a pretty village, full of 
beamed houses and quaint roads and a beautifully-kept churchyard and park.  
Returning after a nice meal in the local hotel, we were horrified to find Wanderer's 
warps and spring had been untied, leaving the dinghy dangerously hanging by a 
single warp, to allow a motor launch to moor.  Having been told to use this berth by 
the harbour master, we were furious at such unseamanlike treatment of a boat and 
thankful to see that no damage had been done. Packing at 05.00 hours, Sunday, 
August 11, we sailed out of harbour knowing that we had 44 miles to cover, preferably 
in daylight.  The forecast was N.W, but we sailed in S.W. winds force 4.  For the first 
time on the cruise we donned oilskins. There were several very large ships using the 
channel, and in the steely dawn, they looked even larger, and so we sailed just 
outside the deep-water channel. The seas were lumpy and steering was difficult and 
heavy work. At 09.00 hours we saw the first lightship and sailed down to it to check 
compass bearings for the course to Anholt. An hour later we passed close enough to 
the ship to shout, asking if they had any mail they needed posting. The crew hung 
over the rails, and looking down, invited us aboard. Wanderer was carefully tied 
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alongside and we climbed aboard, not knowing that the ship's cook had been told to 
look after Wanderer for us. The skipper changed into a spotless white shirt to 
welcome us and, feeling seasick in the bigger boat's motion, we sat down to enjoy 
fresh bread rolls (a Sunday treat) tea and coffee. We had a wonderful hour talking to 
our six hosts. Having drunk six cups of tea, one of the crew commented (in Danish) 
that I should not drink another cup, whilst I had to explain, amid my blushes, my 
remark (in English) of "finding a bush at sea!" 
Friendly waves from the men followed us as we sailed away from the Aalborg Bught 
lightship at 11.00 hours, taking with us fresh bread rolls and smoked dabs, we had 
enjoyed our welcome and look around their beautifully maintained light ship.  We 
continued hourly watches, and had a fast sail. Reaching, in S.W winds force 3-4, the 
seas were flatter and steering became easier. 
After two more watches, we reefed and finally took down the genoa.  Still the wind 
increased, and sailing at six knots with big quartering seas the tiller needed fast and 
accurate control. Eventually a, across the sea, the lighthouse on Anholt was seen.  It 
is always a wonderful moment to pick up one's landfall. As the wind dropped the 
mainsail reefs were taken out and the jib pulled up. Feeling horribly sea-sick in the 
rolling seas, I laid down, falling fast asleep. Half an hour later, I awoke and 
scrambled up in fright to feel, the dinghy running off the wind as a squall hit us. 
Rolling out reefs, and replacing them in the squalls, the island gradually grew larger. 
Black squalls raced over the sky and the weather suddenly deteriorated as we spotted 
the harbour entrance with relief. A few moments later we sailed gently into a sheltered 
harbour, between long lines of beautifully-moored German-owned yachts. 
A pot of hot coffee and two cups were handed down to us from a neighbouring german 
boat, as we mopped out the wet dinghy before rigging the tent. We were touched by 
such kindness, and enjoyed it as we listened to the wind tearing at the riggings of the 
larger boats. A gale was about to break. After a wet, fast long sail, how good it was to 
be safe in harbour. 
A moment of unspoken appreciation and security was felt by us both, and since it was 
only 18.00 hours we walked into the village, two miles from the harbour, on the other 
side of Anholt, to see if there was a church service. 
The service began at 19.30 hours and as we sat in the small whitewashed church, lit 
by flickering candles, sharing the Lutheran service with the fishermen and the village 
folk, a great weariness stole over me. We had been up at 04.00 hours and the fir trees 
outside, bent before the force of the gale, lulled me to sleep. I dozed and woke many 
times during the service and screwed my eyes open to see the candlelit scene with 
pleasure and a peace known to me only when we cruise.    Walking home to Wanderer 
in the dark, smelling the wild roses and listening to the noisy grass hoppers, I 
reflected that if one had to be stormbound, Anholt was the perfect place to be. At 
midnight, from a deep sleep, we awakened to hear violent storms of rain and wind 
outside. Later, we were told that Denmark had had six weeks unbroken sun and the 
best summer for ten years, but that now this had broken and winter was approaching. 
We slept late on the Monday morning, and I had breakfast in bed. From our sleeping 
bags we cooked the smoked dabs in butter and ate them with the fresh bread. What a 
superb meal. We had a lazy day, gossiping in the cruising spirit amongst the dozen 
boats in the harbour, and were told that Anholt was a famous island, popular, 
especially with German cruising boats, and that a month earlier no less than 100 
boats had been moored in the harbour. 
A forecast of headwinds force 6 delayed us yet another day, but we sailed right round 
the island at mid-day in hot sun, wishing that we had gone. The promised high winds 
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came that night and the following morning we were promised S/SE force 6-7, and so 
not wishing to delay further, we put Wanderer on the ferry to Grenaa and had a rough 
crossing. Cosily berthed in Grenaa harbour, a kindly German listened to the German 
forecasts for us, since the Scandinavian ones were so depressing, A note pushed into 
our tent at midnight read, "Beware, winds not good for you.  Gales.  Stay in harbour." 
However, anxious to continue, we left the harbour at 08.00 hours and in S.E, winds 5-
6 we had a fast sail to Hjaelm, 13 miles down the coast. We landed to get the noon 
forecast, since the present weather prevented us attempting a direct crossing to the 
island on which Copenhagen is situated. The forecast again gave us strong headwinds. 
We were depressed, only 15 miles of open water, and we had been waiting to cross it 
nearly a week.  We spent a hot day exploring this tiny island, inhabited only by the 
lighthouse keeper and his family. 
Early the following morning we set sail for Griben, the tip of Sealand, in S.W winds 
force 4-5. After two hours sailing we sighted the lightship and saw large boats in the 
channel, and estimated that in another five miles we should be sheltered by the land. 
Almost as soon as we had said this, a squall blotted out the lightship, the winds began 
to head us, and after close-hauling in rapidly worsening conditions, it became obvious 
that we could beat all day and never reach shelter. Already, we had been swept 
several miles back from the lightship, we had little alternative but to run back to 
Hjaelm. The sky became black with line squalls, and the seas short and steep and 
very unpleasant, Reefing down, and donning life jackets as well as lifelines, we tore 
back in the general direction that we had come. We lowered the jib, and the winds 
became 6 gusting 7. 
In great relief we picked out the dim outline of the island and got a compass bearing 
before the next squall obliterated it.  To my intense shame, I must record my real 
terror. The seas were very tricky, several broke and washed over us, but the curling 
ones were luffed.  I knew the next thing would be to take down the main, and replace 
the jib with the genoa. I held Frank's lifeline and prayed for more courage; the seas 
looked enormous and our dinghy so tiny, and I recalled that two weeks previously in a 
capsize in the Solent, I had discovered my difficulty in swimming, due to a car crash 
months ago. The seas grew worse, I had seen nothing like this whilst sailing in Outer 
Hebrides, Orkneys or Shetland, and I remembered being told that boats could sail 
from Iceland and long distances north, only to be wrecked in the shallow waters of the 
Kattegat. Suddenly the rain came, cold and stinging, and it beat down the 
extraordinary seas to a sullen grey, smooth carpet. What a welcome it was. We rushed 
closer to the island, into the shelter of its lee and beached there before noon. 
The lighthouse keeper and his wife were amazingly kind to us. They gave a warm bed 
to sleep in, hot tea, and later that night dinner shared with the family - crackling roast 
pork, How much we always appreciate those gestures of kindness and hospitality 
which one meets when cruising, and how often we wish to be able to return such 
wonderful moments of kindnesses. This particular evening it did much to dispel our 
depression at having sailed to within five miles of our goal only to be turned back. 
We booked Wanderer on the ferry from Grenaa to Hundested, sailing back to Grenaa 
to catch the ferry, intensely irritated to find the winds S.W. 2-3 which was what we 
had needed to make our crossing on the previous attempt. We arrived at Hundested at 
14.30 hours, wheeled Wanderer off the ferry on a fish trolley to search for a slipway 
intending to sail along the coast without delay, in a last attempt, in spite of continuing 
head winds, to get to Ven.  We were stopped. Speechless with surprise, we were 
introduced to a dinghy trailer, car and driver, and carefully-made plans to take us 
across the island by road, enabling us still to be in time to join the Wayfarer regatta 
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that evening on Ven. What organisation. Apparently the Danish Wayfarer organiser 
had spent the last few days telephoning lighthouse keepers to contact us, and in each 
case, we had just set sail. Cruising is much more difficult to organise than racing. 
After a pleasant drive, Wanderer was hastily pushed back into the water at 18.30 
hours and rigged at great speed. We could just see Ven across a squally five miles 
from Rungsted, and the harbour on Ven was pointed out to us. We had a fast reach 
across the water, and approached the island in the twilight at 19.35 hours. We waved 
excitedly to a cluster of people on the harbour wall, thinking they were the Wayfarer 
owners, and we discussed the meeting, the campfire and other plans.  However, as we 
sailed into harbour, it became evident that there were no Wayfarers there. Out we 
sailed, in the fast-approaching darkness, and peered along the beaches either side of 
the harbour. Dejected we returned to harbour and berthed. There was a heavy swell 
and the weather was near to gales again.  Quite forgetting that the island was Swedish, 
I tried to get information from the harbour master by means of a Danish tourist. 
Nobody seemed to have heard of Wayfarers and this appeared to be the only harbour. 
We curled up in a wet steaming tent and slept, badly due to the heavy swell. We 
decided that the Danish sailors had sensibly cancelled the cruise due to poor weather 
forecasts, and that we were the only Wayfarer on Ven. 
The next morning we struggled out of the tent to meet gale-force winds and cold rains. 
We began to suspect that we were to be storm-bound on yet another island, and set off 
in oilskins to explore. Five miles later, we found another harbour on the far side of the 
island, and tucked away in the sheltered corner were nine spotless GRP Wayfarers. 
About the same time, a party of the Danes had walked across to our harbour and 
found a grubby scruffy Wayfarer. With much pleasure we all met up and despite 
torrential rain we had a wonderful meeting, and were told of the camp fire and first 
meeting held the previous evening. 
At 14.00 hours, the weather seemed to improve, and we decided to sail for home.  
Rushing back across the island and packing in haste, we tore out of harbour with no 
jib and deep-reefed main. On the horizon we counted nine little white new sails and 
guessed them to be the Danish Wayfarers. Some had wives and children with them, 
and we all had a wet, exciting sail.  We entered the harbour at Skodseorg to meet once 
more.  Some Wayfarers were trailed home, others sailed on. 
Two days later, we sailed from Skodseorg to Copenhagen to show Wanderer the little 
bronze mermaid.  There were squalls and heavy rain as we sailed past her- she and 
her water washed rocky base were beautiful.  I threw her a wild rose, which had been 
picked in Anholt and had smelt sweetly in our tent cabin each night, despite having 
been trodden on, and pushed about in the wet and crowded dinghy,  The next day, as 
we walked to the mermaid to sit there for a few hours to day dream and look - I saw 
the rose still in her lap and so in an odd way, I felt that the cruise had had a meaning. 
For three days we enjoyed staying with our Danish Wayfarer hosts, visiting various 
places in Copenhagen, listening to a concert in Tivoli, and sampling memorable fishy 
dishes, and we had a wonderful time. 
There was just time to sail to Bornholm, the last objective of our three-week cruise. A 
favourable forecast S.W. 3-4 put us in high hopes of reaching this island described as 
"an island apart" and "quite the most fascinating island after St. Kilda, anywhere in 
the world." We had sailed to St. Kilda in 1965, and were very intrigued to find 
another in kind.  We left Dragon on a pleasant reach, but before we had sailed two 
watches, we were becalmed. With only two more holiday days we stubbornly sailed 
along the Swedish coast, roasting in N.E. force 1-2 winds, wishing so much to cover 
the ground.  Finally, becalmed, with, no more holiday left; we decided that we must 
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return to Dragon.  Within an hour, the wind became force 1-2 headwinds once more.  
By phone we informed our hosts that we would return on the following day, probably 
by rowing.  He offered to collect us by trailer. 
We awakened on our last morning to open our tent to see our friend, smiling as always 
with a flask of tea tucked beneath his arm. So we drank tea in our sleeping bags and 
listened to the lazy curl of breaking waves on the shore, and were utterly loath to park 
Wanderer and leave such a glorious beach.  
 
We flew to England and Wanderer returned as ship's cargo two weeks later. We long 
to return. There are so many islands to see yet,and we like the Danish way of life and 
people tremendously. That an International Wayfarer regatta between the Danish and 
English sailors should be organised has been discussed on both sides of the North 
Sea. Wanderer and I, so well looked after by our skipper, were privileged and happy 
to have been the first English Wayfarer to explore Danish waters. Many more will 
follow us. 
 


