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Lundy is an island and surely that is sufficient reason for wanting to sail there. To sail from 
Porthcawl in Glamorgan to Lundy Island, forty miles to the south-west in the Bristol Channel, 
that is the notion.  Now, what are the problems? 
 
The Admiralty chart and the Pilot soon spell them out as being strong tidal streams and big 
seas and poor protection in the prevailing westerly weather. The island is three miles long and 
three quarters of a mile wide and is a bird sanctuary owned by the National Trust so that 
permission is required to land. The only landing place is a rock strewn beach on the south 
east corner of the island and even here landing is often impossible in anything much of an 
easterly blow. As usual it all depends on the weather. 
 
My brother Alun and my old friend Wyn are both keen as mustard about the projected trip and 
we three Welshmen pour over the charts and dig out the gear. 

Evening, Wednesday, 25th August, 1976. 
Jabber Sax W.793 is contentedly moored against the harbour wall at Porthcawl and great care 
and forethought is required with the mooring ropes because of the twenty four foot Spring tide. 
A telephone call to Lundy gives us permission to land provided we bring our own water supply 
because of the severe drought conditions on the island. The weather forecast of winds light 
and variable lays heavily as we try to sleep. 

Thursday, 26th August. 
07.30 We have awakened late and are frantically packing the boat since obtaining the 
weather forecast from the Met office at Roose: winds south-easterly, force three, visibility fair 
and nothing nasty likely to brew up over the next few days.  
 
08.30 Rowing out of the harbour we are waved, off by a small group of anglers leaning against 
the Porthcawl lighthouse on the end of the breakwater. "See you soon" we shout optimistically 
and are soon under way with genoa and main. The morning is warm and hazy and the wind, 
despite the forecast is coming from the south-east about force two at the most. 
 
09.00 We are being quickly swept north west towards Swansea Bay by the local tidal stream 
so we harden up on the wind to gain a more southerly course to meet the main channel stream 
which runs west. Our heading is 220 Magnetic. 11.00 The wind has picked up a little and 
our log, a tennis ball on a string, gives our speed through the water as two to three knots. I'm 
glad to say that the butterflies have left my stomach and all on board are thoroughly looking 
forward to this unfolding adventure. 
 
12.15 The north shore has almost disappeared from view now because of the haze and we 
reckon we are about five miles south-west of Porthcawl. With such poor visibility I fear we 
could easily miss Lundy if we try to set a corrected course to hit the island dead on. We 
decide to sail within sight of the North Devonshire coast, obtain our position and then head 
west for Lundy. Our boat speed is a good three knots; course to be made good for Ilfracombe is 
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230 Mag. When all this is fed into our Young's Course Corrector (a small plastic gadget) our 
course to steer of 205 Mag. is regurgitated. Voila! 
13.30 The wind has backed and is now blowing from the north-east. We have been out of 
sight of any land now for the past hour or so and we are all exhilarated by, for us, this rare 
experience. So far there has been very little to see of note except for one coaster sailing down 
channel. The wind is increasing a little and although our log denies it I'm sure we are moving at 
over three knots through the water. 
 
14.10 The Devonshire coast is spotted firstly by Wyn, a few moments later by Alun, and a 
good five minutes later by myself, but none of us can yet make out any definition on the coast 
line. Nevertheless, it is pleasantly reassuring to see land again even though we've only been 
out of sight of it a few hours. We feel able now to bear off a little to run more westerly.  
 
15.00 We identify Ilfracombe over the port bow bearing 148 Mag. and, ahead through the 
haze, we can just make out a headland which we presume must be Bull Point bearing 230 
Mag. which puts us about two and a half miles south west of Ilfracombe. So! Lundy is 
nineteen miles to the west and we will have a following wind which is freshening to a good 
three plus. The tide has now turned and is flooding against us at an average speed of two 
knots. Sailing parallel to the coast our speed made good should be three and a quarter knots 
(given the tidal stream to be flowing 62 at 2 knots). The chart shows two sets of over falls but 
if our navigation is spot on we should pass between them. 
 
16.00 We are leaving the North West tip of Devonshire behind and can see Morte Point 
now. We've been fortunate by missing both sets of overfalls. Jabber Sax is sailing beautifully 
on a very broad reach and on most of the following waves we are surfing. The sun has been 
shining all day and is becoming a little wearing now, so much so that I even keep on my 
peaked cap despite the jealous derision of my crew. 
 
17.00 We've become excited by the appearance of a porpoise about fifty yards away to 
starboard. We have all read stories of how these creatures stay with boats for days but we 
have been disappointed by his disappearance after showing himself four times only. 
 
18.00 Our wits are sharpened by being out of the sight of land again and by sailing through 
some quite disturbed water. For the first time during this trip we sense the power and the 
movements of this element through which we are sailing and the sensation is sobering. No 
over falls are shown on the chart so we wonder if such disturbance is considered to be too 
minor to be recorded on the Bristol Channel chart. Within the space of five minutes we have 
seen several butterflies making headway against the wind!  "Where have they come from and 
where are they going and why?" we ask. They might well ask us the same question. We 
certainly feel a sort of kinship to these frail creatures crossing this stretch of water. 
 
18.45 Wyn sees the outline of Lundy; then Alun sees it and I follow suit a few minutes later. 
Until this trip I always considered myself to have quite good eyesight. I'll be visiting an 
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optician as soon as I get back home. The island grows almost imperceptibly larger and we can 
make out the Old Lighthouse which is now unused. After it was built it was realised that it was 
frequently in cloud or mist so eventually two separate lower lights were erected one on the 
north end and the other on the south end of the island. Our main concern now is whether we 
will be able to land on the south-east beach with the wind blowing from the east all day. If 
the surf or swell is too big we will have to sail round the south end of the island and anchor in 
Jenny's Cove on the west side from where the Pilot describes a steep climb to the top of the 
cliff. Apart from the need to anchor in deep water and the steep climb we are also concerned 
about fighting our way through the rip tides off the south end. None the less, we believe there 
should be no great problem as it is almost high water and the wind has decreased 
considerably. 
 
As we close the island we can make out the south light and details of the landing bay. "We're 
almost there boys" whispers Alun and as the cliffs loom above and the wind decreases further 
the whole scene takes on a dream like quality. There is one sailing sloop, an Eventide, 
moored in the bay and its two crew wave friendly as we sail past on our way to the almost 
submerged slipway. At high water the cliffs dive straight into the blue-green water which is as 
clear as any I have ever seen.  Jabber Sax skims over several large jelly fish and it is with relief 
that we see that there should be no great difficulty in getting ashore. Dotted about the rocks 
near the slip-way are several very bronzed and fit looking people who quietly watch us as we 
jubilantly bring Jabber Sax onto the slipway and jump ashore on to the island of Lundy at  
19.45. We cannot completely relax until Jabber Sax is safely out of the way of the swell so with 
a lot of pulling and grunting we eventually pull her up the slip using inflatable boat rollers.  To 
the side of the slip is a strange looking wooden platform about twenty feet long on a chassis 
and four wheels. This, we are told, is towed out across the rocky beach at low water and used as 
a landing stage for visiting passenger ships. Tonight it will be used as a day mooring for a 
Wayfarer. 
 
Suddenly we are very tired and very hungry and in no time we have cooked and eaten a meal of 
hot corned beef and potatoes accompanied by the most delicious cup of tea that we have tasted 
since our last sea cruise a few weeks ago. Funny isn't it? 
 
The crew of the Eventide row onto the slip and introduce themselves. They have sailed over 
from Barry for the weekend and are off to the one and only pub on the island, the Marisco 
Tavern. No sooner are the plates washed than we're chasing the Barry Boys as we call them, 
up the steep stony track which winds its way up the cliff through trees and past a few cottages. 
Magnificent views present themselves as we climb the three hundred feet to the top of the 
island where it levels off into green fields. Here we pass stone walls, goats, strange hedges and 
a most urban looking church, St. Helena's. With a mounting thirst we eventually sit at a table 
in the Marisco Tavern with a pint of ale in front of each of us. Despite our previous thirst our 
tiredness takes over and after only one pint of beer we slope off (before closing time!) and are 
soon curled up in our sleeping bags, fast asleep on green grass and facing up to the brilliantly 
star filled sky. The sleep of the just-sailed to Lundy. 
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Friday, 27th August. 
I am the first to wake at 07.30 and sit up to find us surrounded by hordes of rabbits that 
scamper off to a safe distance as soon as I move to get up. Another magnificent day. Wyn is still 
beaming behind his bushy beard and, come to think of it, he has been like that since we first 
set foot on Lundy yesterday. We have promised to remove Jabber Sax from off the slip before 
08.30 so as to allow a local boat to be launched. It is an enjoyable walk back down the cliff 
road. I've not known a more solid, peaceful island than this and the combination of the land 
and sea scape is so emotionally powerful as to make ones heart ache. None of us are very able 
at communicating our deepest thoughts to each other so we remain mostly quiet yet knowing 
that we are sharing similar emotions. After a quick brew of tea, not quite as delicious as the 
one last night, Jabber Sax is quite easily launched, the tide being high up the slip. I row her 
out for about two hundred yards and drop anchor. The invigorating swim ashore is marred by 
the thought of the large jelly fish we have seen and also, most annoyingly, by an irrational fear 
of being attacked by a shark! I wish to goodness I had never read the book "Jaws". 
 
Our plan is to walk around the island and get back to Jabber Sax so that we sail off on the turn 
of the tide at about 13.00. So with this in mind we climb the cliff path to the top and make our 
way to the west side of the island passing the very solid Old Light House which we are told 
can be rented for holidays. Half way up the west coast we look down into Jenny's Cove and 
see a small sloop peacefully lying to her anchor in the deep green water surrounded by steep 
cliffs. We can imagine the savage scenery in this cove whenever a westerly gale blows in this 
would be no place to anchor in such conditions. A narrow path leads us along the cliff and 
over rough grazing land interspersed with heather, peat and bracken until we are presented 
with a dramatic view of the Devil's Slide, a huge two hundred and fifty foot high slabs of 
granite which immediately appeals to Wyn and I as rock climbers but there is no time for 
lingering I'm afraid. We stride out for the north end where we see the clean white walls of the 
North light. This is a vantage point for observing the ferocity of the heavy tidal rips which swirl 
round the north end of the island. The wind is strengthening from the north-east blowing 
back our hair and we wonder whether this sign might be usefully incorporated into the 
Beaufort Wind Scale! Time is pressing and this irritates me as Lundy is the sort of place 
where time should not be allowed to intrude. However, we are fleeting visitors only and have 
a tide to catch so we set off back down the east coast philosophically yet determined to return 
to Lundy some time for a more leisurely visit. 
 
Near the Marisco Tavern is a small shop and we stock up with food for our return sail. The 
three of us eye the open door of the Tavern but time and tide wait for no man so we set off 
down the cliff track for the last time. 
 
By the time we arrive at the slip the tide is out exposing the rocky beach onto which the heavy 
surf is crashing. Jabber Sax is heaving in the swell but the anchor is holding her efficiently. 
There is no question of beaching the boat and by a majority of two to one I am voted to be the 
swimmer. After an exciting swim through the surf I eventually manage to board the leaping 
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Wayfarer and regain my breath. By letting out the anchor warp and eventually attaching a 
second warp to the first I'm able to allow Jabber Sax to drift into the crashing surf where she is 
behaving like a bucking bronco at a rodeo.   
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Alun and Wyn stripped off their clothes and wade out with their belongings held high over 
their heads. The bottom is irregular and hard on bare feet and I can't help laughing at their 
predicament as they wince in pain and worry about their clothes becoming wet. Both of these 
concerns become insignificant as they fear for their lives from the bucking Jabber. Skillfully 
they both choose their moments and are aboard. After hauling the boat back into deeper 
water peace reigns once more and we start the tedious work of drying, dressing and packing. 
 
13.30 All is ready but where is the wind? The east cliffs are causing the north-east wind to 
rise and produce a calm close in. We gratefully accept the offer of a tow from the Eventide 
who herself is setting off up channel to Barry. After ten minutes or so we cast off our tow. The 
wind has dropped to force two to three and is coming directly from our destination of 
Porthcawl. The sheets are tightened and we sail close to the wind on the starboard tack. As we 
sail almost parallel to the Lundy coast northwards we pass the Barry Boys and shout our thanks 
and wave goodbye: two more friends made through sailing. The sea is sparkling in the 
sunshine and we sing "Goodbye Lundy we shall miss you" to the tune of "Goodbye Dolly 
Gray". 
 
As Lundy disappears into the distant haze it seems as if our visit to the island might well have 
been a dream. The island has that quality of unreality even when you are standing on its solid 
granite. 
 
14.45 The north end of Lundy is due west of us and we should now be in the main flood tidal 
stream running at 80 Mag. and an average speed of two knots. The most favourable course we 
can make in this wind is about 35 Mag. This together with the more easterly flowing tide in the 
northern part of the channel should put us somewhere on the eastern part of the Gower 
coastline or even, hopefully, as far as Mumbles. I remember chuckling when reading R.G. 
Mowat's facetious remark, that tides can be considered, as a rule, as bad things. Well, for the 
next four hours at least I shall consider them to be a good thing. 
 
15.30 We have just skirted the overfalls called The White Horses and are relieved to have 
that hazard behind us. 
 
17.00 The wind has increased to force four but is still coming from the north east. Alun has 
delivered the funniest joke on this trip so far and Wyn is reduced to tears in laughter. It's a 
pity that the joke is too blue to comment in writing. 
 
18.50 Alun sights the north shore. 
 
19.15  We are fairly sure that we are to the east of Oxwich Bay with the Pwll-du Headland 
bearing 30 Mag. The wind has backed towards the north and is freshening with gusts. 
Surprisingly, mist has come in all round and the temperature has dropped. It seems like a 
change of scenery for a new act in a Shakespearian play. Let us hope that it is not The 
Tempest! We take turns to put on extra clothes and then hoist the radar reflector on the 
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spinnaker halliard since mist has obscured the shore now and there is every possibility of 
shipping going in and out of Mumbles. Because of the wind shift we can now sail on a course 
of 110 Mag. on the port tack.  
 

20.00 Jabber is becoming over-pressed with her full main and genoa set especially in the 
gusts which are becoming more fierce. With four rolls off the main sail life becomes 
remarkably easier and more enjoyable despite the increasing seas and the annoying banging of 
the radar reflector against the mast and the shrouds. 
 

20.30 Suddenly there is a loud "Crack" and the boom spins like a top and drops into the 
cockpit, fortunately, without hurting any of us. The turning moment of the reefed mainsail on 
the boom had caused the boom tack plate to round off the squared section of the goose-neck 
which appears to have been made from a bronze-looking metal. The jib is let fly and Jabber 
heads up into the wind and for a moment things look a bit confused with the boom and lower 
part of the main occupying the cockpit, the jib thrashing about wildly and being chased by the 
sheets, the main sheet trailing in the sea and the radar reflector banging against the swinging 
mast. Then a most unaccustomed inspiration leads me to pick out from our tool box a round 
headed bicycle spanner which when fitted over the goose-neck acts as a washer and allows the 
boom tack plate to engage with the remaining squared section of the goose-neck. Within 
fifteen minutes we are re-reefed and sailing on our way, a little shaken and sea-sick but 
pleased with our efforts.  
 

21.00 It has become quite dark and we have identified the Mumbles light over our starboard 
quarter as the mist lifts. So, we are in the Swansea Bay, south east of Mumbles, sailing on 
course for Porthcawl at a speed of about five knots with the tide having changed direction 
against us averaging about two knots. The most straight forward thing to do would be to sail 
back into Mumbles for the night but we are all feeling strong and are enthusiastic about the 
thought of a night passage across Swansea Bay to Porthcawl.  
 

23.00 Jabber Sax is going like a train through the black moonless night that is all around us, 
occasionally leaving astern an irradiant algal wake which Alun sees for the first time in his 
life. Aboard, however, confusion slowly creeps in and grows. Apart from the Scarweather 
lightship to the south east of us we are unable to identify the multitude of flashing and fixed 
lights which all seem to lie on the inner surface of the black hemisphere which we observe 
around us. Mumbles light can be seen no more so we are unable to fix our position. But most 
confusing of all is the absence of the expected sweep of light from the Porthcawl lighthouse. 
The abundance of short lights from Swansea, Aberavon, Port Talbot and the intervening 
villages and roadways merge into one conglomerate and serve only to confuse us. 
 

24.00 On our port beam we are sailing past the lights of what seems to be a small town which, 
if it were not for the continued absence of the sweeping light, I would take to be Porthcawl. Is 
it possible that the tidal stream has swept us northwards into Swansea Bay and we are now 
sailing past a small village between Port Talbot and Porthcawl which is not marked on our 
chart of the whole Bristol Channel? We decide to continue on our present course until we 
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identify the Porthcawl lighthouse. 
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Saturday, 28th August. 
02.00 For the past couple of hours we have been sailing a course approximately l40 Mag. 
which seems about parallel with our imagined coast line. There are two flashing lights over our 
port beam which we are unable to identify. The wind has decreased a bit but we are still a 
little cold. To the south are two large ships sailing eastwards and since we have to admit that 
we do not know where we are we decide to hove-to and sit tight until daybreak. With a few 
more rolls taken off the mainsail and the Genoa changed for the small jib, Jabber sits 
comfortably while hove to and we three sit on the floor boards looking expectantly towards the 
east for the inevitable sunrise. 
 
05.30 There is sufficient light now for us to make out the north shore and to pick out the tall 
lighthouse on the top of the cliffs. Wyn is the first to recognise it as the Nash lighthouse 
standing on the headland called Nash point about six and a half miles along the coast to the 
south east of Porthcawl. 
We realise that the town we sailed past in the night was in fact Porthcawl as we had 
suspected and a closer look at the Porthcawl light symbols, F.W.R.G.6.4.4.M. tells us that the 
light is fixed not flashing. A simple but vital error. 
There is no use in crying over spilt milk and it is very pleasant to know where we are so that 
we can direct our efforts in the proper direction; but not before a cup of tea. 
The tide is flooding eastwards and it is going to be very difficult to make headway against it 
especially off Nash Point where the chart indicates a Spring tide maximum of 5 knots. 
However, we have a full day ahead of us, we are feeling fit and the tide will be in our favour 
from 9.20. 
 
06.00 We hoist the full main and genoa and set off westward on a very broad reach and slowly 
make headway towards Nash Point. 
 
07.00 We can't believe our good luck as the north easterly wind increases and drives us 
forward at over five knots. Despite this our progress along the coast is very slow and Nash 
Point seems still a long way off.  
 
09.00 We have rounded Nash Point at long last and the red and white buoy to port has a large 
bow wave which gives it the appearance of racing us down the channel. The wind has 
increased to force six and we must be travelling at eight knots as we plane and surf our way 
down the steep following waves. The sea and the sky are both a staggeringly cold blue and 
white spray is continually streaking past Jabber's side deck. 
 
09.45 The wind is still increasing and I am becoming concerned about the amount of 
pressure required on the tiller to keep Jabber Sax on her very broad reaching course. We 
deeply reef the mainsail remembering to replace the ring spanner over the goose-neck and 
then continue on our way still planing at a good eight knots. Fortunately here in Porthcawl 
bay there is very little fetch with a north-easterly and there is no great height to the waves. 
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10.15 We have rounded Tusker Rock and Porthcawl is over starboard bow. Once the genoa 
is replaced by the small jib Jabber Sax starts reaching for home. However, it soon becomes 
obvious that the now fast ebbing tide is not going to allow us to make the harbour.  
"We're not home yet boys. Keep your wits sharp!"  
We came about and beat back up to the harbour entrance and I am grateful for the steadiness 
of this wind despite its strength. With one more tack we sail round the breakwater and 
sheepishly look up at the Porthcawl light-house.  
 
10.40 Jabber Sax is tied up at the inner harbour wall and Wyn is beaming from behind his 
beard again. The coast-guard is informed of our arrival by Mr. Arthur Rees, the harbour 
master who informs us that the wind is force seven. 
 
By the time Jabber Sax is brought ashore and made ready for trailing home we are 
ravenously hungry and it is here that sea-side towns, with their never closing fish and chip 
shops come into their own. 


