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IT'S only 650 miles to Iceland; it's a dangerous land-
fall but it might be an interesting cruise.' 

John Buckingham and I had just sailed Wanderer across 
the North Sea from Scotland to Bergen, northward 
through the fjords to Aalesund, but instead of the normal 
pleasant fjord sailing the weather had been atrocious— 
undoubtedly the worst conditions we had yet experienced 
on any cruise. We had gained a great deal of experience 
and were now planning a cruise for 1963. 

The open water passage from N W Scotland to Iceland 
presents few problems and should take approximately ten 
days, so Wanderer was provisioned for eighteen. It 
appeared reasonable to expect at least two gales and 
as a Force 9 is not unusual in the N Atlantic, even in 
summer, the equipment included two oil-bags and two 
gallons of oil. 

A study of the Charts of the South Icelandic coast and 
a quick reference to the Pilot soon confirmed that this is 
probably the most dangerous coast in Europe for a small boat 
to make a landfill. The prevailing south-westerly winds 
turn the whole coast into a dangerous lee shore: the many 
glacial rivers flow into coastal marshes where there is no 
vegetation: the shelving sea bottom causes heavy seas 
and dangerous surf which render a landing impossible 
except in ideal conditions - on the whole of this coast 
there is only one safe harbour, on the Vestmann Islands, 
but these islands are only 13 miles offshore and this 
gives little sea room in an emergency. 

The safest course is to make a landfall off Portland 
and then to remain about 50 miles off the Icelandic coast 
until safely round the south-west corner of the island and to 
make a first landing at Reykjavik. Such an extended 
cruise can rapidly become a test of endurance if the 
weather is unsettled - and the N Atlantic has a well-earned 
reputation for bad weather, so choice of crew becomes of 
supreme importance. John Buckingham was unable to get 
away and I was very fortunate to find a volunteer crew 
in Russell Brockbank - a very good crew indeed. 

Monday, 29 July 
Kinlochbervie is the closest village to Cape Wrath 

and it was here we decided to launch our dinghy after the 
74-mile drive from Norfolk. There is deep sheltered 
water in the lochs, a sheltered harbour, friendly people 
and an excellent hotel. It would be pleasant to cruise 
here and get to know the local people and I was very 
sorry to leave this charming area - especially as i was 
suffering from cold feet and wondering if we were capable 
of safely completing the task we had set ourselves, 

The forecast was for southerly winds Force 5, increasing 
to 6 and then to 7 the following morning—almost the 
ideal weather to allow us to make a quick offing from the 
coast, for we had no wish to be drawn into the Pentland 
Firth—that most dangerous area of fierce tides, violent 
eddies and dangerous overfalls. 

The reporters and cameramen were obviously hoping for 
a suicide story and this caused some irritation amongst our 
friends, but the local fishermen were very helpful and accepted 
that we were competent seamen. Clear of the land 
Wanderer began to feel the full force of the wind, so rolling 
heavily in a big quartering sea and deep reefed we set 
course for Iceland, 650 miles away to the northwest. 

Within an hour we had shaken out our reefs and within 
another half hour had put them in again and soon sail was 
rolled down to the second batten as the wind increased 
to Force 6. The Minch specialises in producing short 
breaking seas and we were very tired from the constant 
motion, and with no stars, moon or clouds to steer by 
One always seems to start a cruise tired and irritable 
from fitting out and a ready prey for sea-sickness. 

Tuesday, 30 July 
Wanderer was still doing an estimated 5 knots in front 

of a heavy quartering sea when I came on watch. Russell 
had been sea-sick during most of his watch but he seemed 
quite cheerful about it; 'It's easy if you time the sickness 
to the roll of the dinghy'! We were unable to pick up the 
early-morning shipping forecast and so later in the day 1 
fitted new batteries to the radio but without success. I was 
surprised at this failure, for this Homer/Heron set has 
been completely reliable throughout four years' con-
tinuous use and has given no trouble whatsoever. The 
consequences of this breakdown could be very serious 
(When we returned home I discovered that corrosion on 
the base of a battery was causing a high resistance and 
loss of power—had we not been so tired we would have 
discovered the fault.) 

At 0700 we got out stove and rness tin to cook our first 
hot meal, but the wind immediately increased to Force 
7 and soon the seas were running 17ft and beginning to 
break  heavily.  We  were cold, tired and hungry and 

The Skipper laying off a course, with Wanderer hove-to
Wanderer's course from Kinlochbervie to Iceland
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 FRANK DYE'S saga of his 
Wayfarer's cruise to Iceland 

Wanderer, W48, is a Wayfarer class C B dinghy, 
15ft 10in oa, 6ft lin beam, 8in and 3ft 10in draught, 
141 sq ft sail area, weight 3701b. Three times she 
has sailed to Norway, two of these cruises being 
described in Y M for January and February 1961, 
and November and December of the same year 

Wanderer was taking a lot of water aboard, so the mast 
was lowered and we lay to the drogue for the next twelve 
hours. During this gale we heated one tin of soup but 
the motion was uncomfortable and we had difficulty in 
keeping even this small amount of food down. 

In the early evening Russell asked how far we were 
away from land and from my bed on the floorboards I 
sleepily told him 'about 50 miles', but I woke suddenly 
when he said; 'Well, we are drifting down on to a large 
island about 8 miles away.' On working out our estimated 
position, this island was identified as Sula Sgeir, an un-
inhabited and inaccessible rock, which we would have 
cleared by under 2 miles. I was being very loose with 
navigation and we needed this shock to make us realise 
that a sailor cannot afford to take risks with the sea. By 
this time the wind was southerly, Force 5, the seas were 
running 10ft high and no longer dangerous, so within half 
an hour we had hoisted sail and were planing on a broad 
reach. 

Later in the evening we hove-to to heat a meal but as 
we washed-up the wind again increased to Force 7 and 
we were forced to lower sails and mast and to lay to the 
drogue for the second time. Such rough weather at the 
beginning of a cruise gives no chance for the crew to 
settle down into routine. Consequently, we were becoming 
unnecessarily tired. 

Wednesday, 31 July 
By dawn the wind had died to S W, Force 2, so we 

removed our oilskins to dry our clothes in the wind. We 
were both wearing one-piece oilskins (mine were Flying 
Dutchman and Russell's were Whalley Bridge) and these 

are the answer for offshore dinghy cruising, but although 
they were keeping us entirely dry, condensation remains 
a problem particularly when the crew are sweating be-
cause of sea-sickness. 

With a large swell and no wind the boom was slashing 
from side to side, and after being struck on the head twice 
I tied the murderous thing down to the jib sheet fairlead —
this cure was effective for approximately 10 seconds 
until the fairlead pulled bodily out of the deck. For-
tunately the parts box provided longer screws and the 
damage was soon repaired, but as there was not a breath 
of wind I dropped the mainsail. 

At 1600 Russell hoisted the mainsail and when I came 
on watch one hour later Wanderer was doing 5 knots 
under full sail. There were heavy black thunder clouds 
all round the horizon and many squalls raced across the 
water but fortunately they passed clear and we continued 
planing steadily at 5 knots, reefed to the lower batten. 
Wind N N E, Force 5. 

In the evening the gulls put on a fascinating flying 
display, swooping down into the troughs and hovering 
over the crests and never more than 2in above the water. 
A skua gave the first exhibition - at least it looked as 1 
imagined a skua would took: a big bird with a large 
wing-span, pointed tail, black wing-tips;—and then a 
puffin did several circuits and landed alongside but he had 
some difficulty in getting off the water, several times just 
airborne and then stalling into the next crest in a smother 
of foam. The puffin is an unmistakable bird, plump with 
very fast wing-beats and always looks a clown. 

During the night the wind remained in the N N E. 
very squally and the helmsman was constantly shaking 

  



 

out reefs and then putting them in again. Dull, grey and 
overcast. Averaging 4 knots all night. 

Thursday, 1 August 
By 1000 the wind went into the north Force 4. 

Wanderer was close-hauled, the sun appeared for the first 
time in three days and this inspired us to cook breakfast. 
(Our galley has been much improved since last year, the 
oven temperature raised considerably and the fuel tank 
temperature lowered by modifying the air-vents. Two 
insulated mugs kept food hot far longer than do the 
ordinary plastic beakers. Afterwards I worked up the D R 
position allowing for a daily drift of 9 miles due to the 
Gulf Stream and marked it on the chart -we were 130 
miles from Scotland with another 500 miles to go, well 
below our expected average. This northerly wind would 
allow us to make a landing on ihe Vestmann Islands, but 
we must avoid being set down the coast by the strong 
tide setting round Portland. Conditions continued the 
same during the rest of the day with Wanderer making 
good, 3 1/2 knots. 

Friday, 2 August 
Russell said a trawler crossed our bows during the first 

watch but he had been unable to switch on the bow navi-
gation lights as the switch was faulty, but later we cleaned 
the contacts and greased them with a generous layer of 
butter. 

By 1000 it was flat calm, very warm with brilliant sun-
shine, and for the first time we took a series of sun sights. 
The Air Navigation Tables greatly simplify the mathe-
matics and in such calm conditions handling the sextant 
is easy. The morning and evening sun sights with the noon 
latitude gave'a cocked hat of 6 miles long by 3 miles wide 
so we assumed this position to be correct, although it was 
to a large extent dependent on the accuracy of our 
watches. 

We were now only 300 miles from Iceland. We had 
been at sea for five days and had settled into a definite 
routine and were in good physical condition and rapidly 
hardening up. In the early evening I picked up a radio 

Russell taking radio bearings 

beacon from the Faroes and it was a great relief to find 
that the radio was still working on the Navigation Band 
even though at much reduced power. At 2045 there was 
a breath of wind from the south-west and within 15 
minutes Wanderer was planing hard under full sail. 
North, of 60" the wind blows hard or not at all. 

Saturday, 3 August 
When I came on duty at 0130 Wanderer was planing 

on a broad reach at 6/7 knots. During my watch the 
wind steadily increased to a strong Force 5 and even 
though I had reefed twice we were still doing 6 knots. 
When we changed watch I warned Russell of the 
danger of a broach-to and turned in. 

Russell called me at 0400: he had reefed twice during 
his watch but the wind had continued to increase and 
Wanderer was overpowered, even though reefed to the 
third batten. The wind was Force 6. the seas were running 
level with the hounds (about 15ft but were not yet 
breaking dangerously, so we continued under the small, 
jib instead of the main. Gradually the wind increased to. 
Force 7 but fortunately heavy rain prevented the sea 
building up and breaking. Our new Whale bilge pump 
has a much greater capacity and is a big improvement tm 
the previous non-choke type, but the intake filter does 
occasionally need cleaning. 

By 1100 the seas were running level with the mast head 
(21ft) and waves were occasionally breaking heavily, 
hitting the side of the dinghy with a tremendous crash 
and surrounding us in a smother of foam, but with the 
centre-board half raised the dinghy was able to slip safely 
sideways. 

Half an hour later the seas were breaking very heavily 
indeed and even with centre-board almost fully up 
Wanderer was rolling heavily as each sea struck her I 
have gone forward of the mast to unshackle the jib many 
times but never in worse conditions: the waves were 
breaking down on the boat from 24ft. the varnished deck 
was very slippery with water flooding over the bows 
several inches deep: it was difficult to hold on and I was 
glad of my lifeline. Once the jib was off it was a simple 
matter to lower the mast into the crutch and tie down the 
storm cover. It always surprises me how comfortable a 
dinghy becomes its soon as she is lying to a drogue with 
mast lowered and cover tied down - it is much more 
comfortable than sailing and only the hiss of an approach-ing 
breaker and the crash as it strikes the hull, and the whine in the 
rigging make the crew aware that a gale is blowing. We 
stripped off our oilskins, turned in and slept for the next 
20 hours: twice during this time we cooked hot meals 
and then went back to sleep. 

Sunday, 4 August 
The gale was still blowing Force 8 from the south, sea 

still running about 28ft. but the whine of the wind was 
Getting on our nerves. I felt very cold and the floorboards 
felt very hard, so I heated soup and Russell had breakfast in 
bed for a change. According to the chart we were on the 
Outer Bailey Bank- no wonder the seas were so heavy. 
By 0830 the sea had died down and we were sailing again at 
3 1/2 knots deep reefed. Wind backing into the SE The 
morning and afternoon were sunny and warm and we were 
beginning to feel much happier, broad reaching and closing 
Iceland at 6 knots, but by midnight the wind had veered 
into the west and we were close hauled at 3 1/2 knots 

Monday, 5 August 
Close hauled and a cold miserable night. Thunder 

clouds everywhere and squalls kept whistling out of the 
pitch-black night. It was very hard tiring sailing wi th  
squalls coming out of the blackness with no warning and 
from all round the compass. During my watch I was con 
tinually reefing to meet a squall: sitting out until it passed. 
then shaking out the reefs and pumping out: then reefing 
again as Wanderer was overpowered by the next squall 
After two hours of this it seemed that whatever I did and 
wherever I pointed the dinghy there was always a squall 
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waiting in the darkness to pounce on the boat. I was very 
pleased when my watch ended and I was able to turn in. 

During the day the weather remained squally with the 
wind gradually settling into the west until even close 
hauled we could not lay our course and our speed dropped 
to 2 1/2 knots because of the short head sea. The noon 
latitude sight was difficult to get, but agreed with our D R 
position and we felt more cheerful with the Vestmann 
Islands only 120 miles away—only 1 1/2 days with a 
good beam wind. By evening we were close hauled into a 
Force 6 and short breaking sea, and making little progress 
so we decided that if the wind increased any further we 
would have to lie to a drogue overnight. 

Tuesday, 6 August 
Wind still westerly. Force 6, big head sea, cold and 

rough. Several line squalls drove across the area. With 
strong head wind and short seas we were doing little 
more than holding our own and several times we con-
sidered lying to a drogue until the weather eased. Our 
efficiency was deteriorating through lack of sleep and in-
sufficient food, so we decided to heat at least two hot 
meals each day and at 1000 we tried the new Horlicks 
concentrated meals., One packet makes a large meal for 
one person and we pronounced them "excellent". They 
did, however, make a large inroad into our fresh water 
supply (for this reason we decided to use them when 
coastal cruising when water was readily available). 

Russell managed to get a fix on the radio beacons at 
Harnafjordur and Vestmunnacyjar. the signals were very 
faint and our set was obviously working at reduced power, 
but it was a great relief to obtain a definite fix. 

Later the weather cleared and it became a beautiful 
warm sunny day with the wind dropping to Force 2. After 
an excellent lunch I turned in completely relaxed and so 
I felt terrible when Russell woke me half an hour later 
when the starboard rigging screw had broken. Fortun-
ately, we had fitted safety lashings to the shrouds as a 
result of losing our mast in 1961 because of a broken 
rigging screw (see YACHTING MONTHLY, November 1961). 
No further damage occurred, but it was fortunate that 
the rigging screw had not broken during the hard weather 
of the previous evening. Both rigging screws had been 
bent in the gale on the outer Bailey Bank, and we replaced 
them with terylene lashings. I was completely exhausted 
—it is always a mistake to completely relax at sea. Later we 
took advantage of the good weather to check our stores 
and this removed one of my worries, for we had sufficient 
water for a further ten days, food for six days and fuel 
for two weeks. 

1500 Land! The clouds lifted in the afternoon to show 
the tremendous glacier Eyjafjalla and the volcano Hekla 
above the horizon, although still over 100 miles away; 
soon afterwards Portland showed just on the bows and I 
woke Russell who said "Oh' and went back to sleep. The 
bearings   on    Portland.   Hekla   and 
Eyjafjalla did not agree with our D R 
position but on checking back 1 dis 
covered that I had made a mistake on 
the magnetic variation (the magnetic 
variation   varies  very   quickly   when 
approaching  Iceland   and  here  it is 
22°). Vestmannaeyjar. 100 miles away 
...only one day's sailing in good con 
ditions. 

Wednesday, 7 August 
Wanderer was going like an express 

train as I came on watch at 0100. 8 
knots under full sail on fine reach, 
bows lifted clear ot the water and a 
plume of spray trailing astern from the 
rudder. Russell was sitting right out 
and he said we had been travelling like 
this for two hours. It was difficult 

Lying: to a drogue in a Force 7 gale 

NOVEMBER  1963 

to steer in this dull grey overcast, but I adjusted the j ib 
so that it just filled when we were on course. Throughout 
my watch Wanderer was planing at 8 knots, rolling a 
little as she swept down into each trough and driving 
through the next crest in a smother of foam. There was 
a reef in the mainsail when I handed over two hours later. 
This was wonderful sailing- -the thing that one remembers 
long after the cold and discomfort are forgotten. 

By mid-morning the overcast had given way to brilliant 
sunshine: the wind had swung into the south-west, Force 
1. A further radio fix put us considerably to the east of 
Portland—obviously the Pilot is correct, there is a strong 
tide current into and along the coast to the east of Port-
land. From our fixes it would appear that this current 
had set us unexpectedly 25 miles to the eastward during 
the day. 

Several fishing boats were seen, but they were too far 
away to see us and it was not until late afternoon that we 
came alongside the Norwegian trawler Vestliner which 
was longlining for cod. Her skipper gave us a Decca 
position which agreed closely with our radio fix and a 
time check which showed our watches had gained con-
siderably. He was unable to give us a weather forecast 
but thought that there was a deep depression approaching 
the area. Normally we would have gone aboard, but as 
they were hauling their lines we would have been in the 
way so we sailed round the trawler watching. 

The wind remained light south-westerly and this was 
most frustrating, for with a decent wind we ought to be 
ashore on the morrow. We had now been at sea for nine 
days and our equipment was beginning to suffer. Russell's 
camera had seized up; the charts and navigation tables 
were becoming very damp and difficult to use; the dividers 
had stuck and, worst of all, Russell's pencil had split from 
top to bottom. As it bore the legend 'with the compliments 
of Eileen Ramsay', he had naturally assumed it was a sea-
going pencil and was badly shaken to find the glue was 
soluble. This was a great disappointment to him, 
especially after all the trouble he had taken to pinch it! 
We agreed that Eileen Ramsay was a superb photographer 
but that we must write to her as soon as possible about 
her pencils. 

Just before midnight the wind veered into the W N W. 
Beating into a head wind complicates the navigation so 
we decided to stand in towards Portland for 2 hours and 
then change tack as we changed each watch, as this would 
simplify the dead reckoning. This was an error, for at 
midnight we were carried into a tremendous tide race. 
Suddenly I heard the roar of breaking seas and then 
came the frightening sight of 18ft waves looming out of 
the darkness and breaking in all directions. Lumps of 
water seemed to rise straight out of the sea and sometimes 
Wanderer went up with them, but at the other times she 
would slide down into the trough and the water would 
collapse down on to her in a roaring smother of foam. 
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1 immediately tacked but the wind was light and it took 
a considerable time to work clear of this most dangerous 
area. Once clear, 1 pumped out all the water we had taken 
aboard and found that I was sweating. 1 did not wake 
Russell as there was little he could do to help and it was 
more frightening than dangerous. 

Thursday, 8 August 
The headwind increased to Force 6, but at dawn it 

suddenly died to Force 2 and we were wrapped in a thick 
clammy blanket of fog—so thick that I could not see 10ft 
beyond the bows: I asked Russell to pass me the fog horn 
just in case, but he was sound asleep so I took pity on 
him and did not wake him. We were well away from the 
shipping routes anyway. We had now been at sea for 
ten days and I was becoming a little concerned about 
Russell, as he was beginning to suffer from exhaustion. 1 
hoped he was not relying on getting ashore today for 
nothing is certain at sea, and such a disappointment would 
come as a severe shock. Russell look over at 0600 as the 
sun burned up the fog. 

At 0800 I woke to the sound of the wind whistling 
through the rigging and the crash of waves striking the 
hull only 2in away from my ear—it was obviously blowing 
up another gale. Wanderer was hove-to, Russell was 
slumped at the tiller looking longingly at the land on the 
horizon and obviously completely exhausted. He had 
reefed down continually during his watch and had worked 
himself to a standstill and now the knowledge that he 
had to ride out another gale so close to land had com-
pletely destroyed his morale. I sent him below, covered 
him up, reefed again and continued sailing in the hope 
that the gale would blow out; but this was a vain hope, 
for the wind continued to increase and within half an hour 
it was blowing Force 7 from the north-west. We were 
slowly being blown off-shore, so I took down the mast and 
laid to a drogue for the rest of the day, twice cooking 
hot meals for Russell and by evening he had completely 
recovered. (I went through the same experience of ex-
haustion and collapse in my first gale off Heligoland 
(YACHTING MONTHLY, January 1961) and it is a shattering 
experience. As a result, the sailor becomes a better seaman 
and he suddenly develops a wholesome respect for the 
sea. 

Bearings on the coast seemed to indicate that the Gulf 
Stream was setting us to the east at a considerable speed 
(probably more than 1 1/2 knots) so we were rapidly 
losing all our hard-won ground. We had sailed within 25 
miles of the Vestmann islands, but by tea-time they were 
40 miles away dead to windward. By early evening Wanderer 
'■ was under sail again making 2 knots to windward and at 
midnight I took a radio bearing on Vestmannaeyjar, which 
indicated that we could just lay the islands on the other 
tack and within 10 minutes I saw them—just a slight 
lump on the horizon right in the eye of the setting sun 
and probably about 28 miles away. 

Friday, 9 August 
N W headwind, Force 2. At 0100 I picked up the white, 

green and red sector lights of Vestmannaeyjar dead to 
windward but was unable to check the flashes as they 
were so low on the horizon and frequently obscured by 
waves. I sailed for these lights until dawn and then dis-
covered I had been sailing for a trawler. I swore, but it 
was on the correct bearing! 

At 1000 I woke up feeling very tired and thoroughly 
chilled. I wrote in my log; 'My feet feel like blocks of ice 

-afraid they might drop off if I move suddenly.' Russell 
had taken over while I was asleep and had just gained 
steerage way—he seemed to have completely recovered 
from his exhaustion. My hands were rapidly going to 
pieces—the fingernails very sore and fingers so covered 
with salt water cracks as to make reefing very difficult and 
painful. 

We hoped that breakfast would be our last meal at 
sea and so we ate well—grapefruit, three eggs each, 
Ryvita and cheese, dates and apples. By the end of break- 

last the sun had cleared the slight mist and the Vestmanm 
Islands were clearly visible -seven barred jagged UKU 
on the horizon—but how beautiful they looked to us! 

Gradually the wind increased to Force 4 and backed 
into the South, and for the first time we were able to. 
get out the jib stick and goosewing the jib. Slowly the 
islands lifted above the horizon and there was a com-
plete change of attitude aboard Wanderer—our tiredness 
was forgotten and the crew became exuberantly happy 
with the prospect of being ashore. The Pilot describes 
these islands in detail, which is fortunate as the harbour 
is completely hidden and the town of 2,000 people quite 
invisible from seaward. The tide runs strongly and the 
stream splits round this island and we were forced to 
run down well to the eastward to get into the correct 
stream to avoid being swept past the land. 

We had now been at sea for over eleven days and our 
stores were rapidly disappearing—we had three tins of 
spaghetti, two tins of corned beef, nine fresh eggs and 
one tin of Horlicks lifeboat biscuits and also five days 
water. 

We sailed to within 200 yards of the cliff before iden-
tifying the harbour entrance, sailed through the break-
waters and after a leisurely inspection eventually tied up 
alongside a fishing boat next to the fish factory in the 
early evening. Tbe rumour that we had sailed from 
Scotland spread and we were soon the centre of a small 
crowd, but fortunately we were rescued by a local fisher-
man, Marteinn Fridjonson, who took us under his wing 
for the rest of our stay. 

We thoroughly enjoyed the 1 1/2 days spent in Vest-
mannaeyjar. The harbour area is rather dirty but the 
newer parts of the town are clean and modern and the 
people very friendly—even the local Officer who picked 
us up from the harbour in his car completed the necessary 
papers and then drove us round the town and booked us 
into the hotel. 

On Saturday morning after arranging to travel to Reyk-
javik (as we were running out of holiday) I climbed the 
local volcano but was unable to persuade Russell to join 
me as his feet had become extremely painful. These 
islands are as beautiful as any I have yet seen and the 
view was really impressive; behind me was the red crater 
of the volcano; 1,000 ft below was the bright green grass-
land, sloping down to the town and harbour on my right 
and enclosed by a ring of mountains; 13 miles beyond 
was the grim barren mainland riding to tremendous 
glaciers with the dark mass of the volcano Hekla easily 
visible many miles inland. 

On the way back to the harbour I passed a dairy farm 
and was shown round by the owner. This was large and 
very modern and it was interesting to see how much 
English equipment was in use, and had we been two 
weeks earlier I could have supplied the farmer with two 
new tractors much more suitable for his land than those 
he had just ordered. 

After an excellent meal at the hotel we boarded the 
coastal ship in the late evening and reluctantly waved 
goodbye to these beautiful islands and the people who had 
been so kind to us. On the Monday we booked an air 
passage back to Scotland, arranged for Wanderer to come 
home by freighter and then spent two very interesting 
days in Western Iceland. 

This was an interesting cruise in very bad conditions, 
but in spite of a considerable amount of heavy weather, 
headwinds and gales it confirmed my opinion that a small 
open boat can safely cruise at sea, provided the crew are 
experienced. Russell fully justified my choice of crew, 
for he is very capable, with a sense of humour and very 
tough. The equipment and stowage of the dinghy was 
considerably improved from last year and gave no trouble 

the radio fault was in the batteries and we certainly 
cannot blame the manufacturer and I still consider this 
Homer/Heron DF set to be ideal for open-boat work. 
The Wayfarer, as expected, proved a tough, able, sea-
worthy dinghy, but ten days at sea is the maximum 
duration for pleasure cruising - after this it becomes hard 
work. 
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