
 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



 

 

 

 

 

 

 



 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



INTRODUCTION 
 
 

It had been an especially foul summer in Britain in 1986 so June 1987 saw four of us 
and two wooden Mark 1 Wayfarers. heading for the south coast of Brittany looking 
for the sun. 

 
Benodet, at the mouth of the River Odet had seemed an ideal place to start our 
cruise: Tucked away round tile corner from the exposed west-facing coast of 
Brittany it is sheltered from that direction while eastwards lies a beguiling 
succession of sheltered rivers and off-shore islands which lead eventually to the Gulf 
de Morbihan, a huge inland sea crammed with yet more islands to explore. 

 
And all down wind of Benodet - we hoped. 

 
Clare and Brian had discovered a slipway at the Odet Yacht Club and marina, on the 
northern outskirts of Benodet while on a tandem cycling tour of Brittany the 
previous year.  They led us unerringly there from St. Malo. 

 
There is a large car park, lots of room for car and trailers, but our attempts to pay for 
launching and parking for a fortnight met with blank incomprehension from the two 
young men in charge. 

 
We gave up trying and just sailed away..........  

 

 

 

 



SATURDAY JUNE 27th 
 
 
We couldn't believe our luck! We had left a damp, grey, drizzling Portsmouth behind 
and now, a night on the ferry and only a few hours driving later, here we were at 
Benodet.....and it was still damp, grey and drizzling! 
 
Thoughtfully we uncoiled ourselves from the care and shrugged into oilskins to carry 
out the chore of transferring our belongings into BlunderBus.  Beside us Clare and 
Brian Symes were doing the same with Lantana.  A rather heavy atmosphere persisted 
until we had fortified ourselves with lunch, and some huge cups of coffee at a cafe 
next to the car park.  Then we felt strong enough to tackle launching the heavily-laden 
boats down the steep slipway. 
 
Throughout the holiday we were constantly amazed by the rich variety of chattels 
emerging from Lantanas dim recesses - not many people cruising a Wayfarer would 
think of taking a heavy iron grid for barbecues, for instance.  It became clear just why 
Lantana at least, had been so heavy to launch. 
 
We turned upstream from the slipway, passing through lines of moored yachts and 
under a huge modern road bridge to head up the River Odet towards Quimper,, the 
head of navigation: We needed a few hours to get properly organised we weren't fit 
yet to go down to the sea. 
 
The wind in the river was fitful and visibility was poor.  First one boat and then the 
other forged ahead as the freaks of wind dictated.  It all seemed vaguely familiar ( 
especially the weather!) Both Lantana and B.B. have sailed at Falmouth and Milford 
Haven an as the river narrowed between steep wooded slopes the similarity to those 
familiar places grew stronger.  Only the river buses ploughing their way up on the 
flood added a touch of the exotic - you don't get a "Tour Gastronomique” between 
Falmouth and Truro! 
 
We ran out of time and tide about 20.00 hrs and anchored in a shallow bight out of the 
main channel for the night.  Nibbles and a sundowner followed quickly by supper and 
red wine made for a convivial evening lasting a lot longer than had seemed likely a 
few hours earlier when "bed" had seemed a very attractive idea. 
 
 
 
DISTANCE SAILED - 4nms 
 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



 

 

SUNDAY JUNE 28th 
 
 

The first "real" day of our holiday ended very differently from the start, when we 
sailed cautiously back down the Odet for a "look-see." We were in high spirits, but 
there was no denying that it was misty - very!  Not a good day to go to sea let alone 
attempt an offshore voyage to Iles de Glinan where we were all longing to go. 

 
The sluicing tide and a little wind took us down to Benodet where we stopped on the 
sandy beach below the "Tour Gastronomique” landing for a conference.  A 
conference?  With a newly-absorbed R.Y.A. yachtmaster course under their belts 
and a consequent unquenchable enthusiasm for all thing navigational Clare and 
Brian were not put off.  They handed us our course for a trip round to Concarneau, 
the far side of the next bay, a 16 mile sail, and full of confidence led our little flotilla 
off into the mist. 



 
We groped our way along clinging closely together, our two little boats isolated in a 
small grey world.  By 14.00 we were in the Anse de Benodet doing 2 kn with 
visibility down to 80 yds.  "Is this a good idea?" we ask ourselves privately on B.B. 

 
We tacked carefully on out to sea.  The only signs of other life on the water - various 
horns and hooters and the occasional throb of an engine.  Gleefully Clare produced 
Lantana’s foghorn and blasted off.  She was thoroughly enjoying herself!  In B.B. 
we stuck to Lantana like glue. 

 
Great excitement for a moment as Brian spotted a buoy.  Followed by deflation........ 
it was only a fishing float marker.  Then, just when we needed it the mist lifted to 
allow us to confirm our position.  Clare and Brian were delighted we were not far 
off our course.  "Clever stuff this navigation." In B.B. Roger and I privately eat 
humble pie for second lunch. 

 
The mist soon descended again clammily leaving us sailing in hazy sunshine 
enclosed in a tight circle of mist.  Lantana was well behind just then, dawdling along 
fishing.  We turned and ran back down to her - no way were we going to be 
separated. 

 
Then the sun suddenly broke through the grey and like magic gobbled the whole lot 
up: The curtain had risen on a new Brittany; a glowing land of rocky coasts, green 
cliffs and brilliant blue seas dotted, we could see now, with a surprising number of 
whit sails 

 
And before our dazzled eyes the humped black backs of a school of whale-like 
creatures came curving their way through the water, spouting water with a breathy 
whooshing noise.  There were at least a dozen of them making their way westward 
through the yachts. 
 
Sunshine! Whales! It was getting hard to take in, but we made the most of it; off came 
oilies and Guernseys.  Off came everything.  We slipped into the inky water and 
swam round the boats and warmed up afterwards with a hearty row, until the wind 
returned to blow us into the little creek at Pouldohan two miles south of Concarneau. 
 
We reached gently up the northern limb looking for an anchorage.  Was this, at last 
the perfect Wayfarer night spot?  The series of narrow rocky entrances opening out 
into deep clear pools must surely be counted close to it - definitely a 5 star place. 
 
And nice people too.  A woman who had been busily raking seaweed, presumably in 
search of something edible and not in the interests of tidying up, spotted Roger 
dismantling B.B. to make emergency repairs to an annoying leak at the back of the 
centreboard case.  She shouted at us.  "Help what have we done?" But she only 
wanted to assist: 
 
    "A lift to Concarneau maybe?  Or a bed for the night, you can sleep here," she 
called. 
 



Communication was not easy but we hope we declined with sufficient grace - Clare 
and Brian verbally and Roger and I with eloquent gestures. 
 
We slept that night with the tent part rolled back and the stars in our eyes.  And later I 
woke Roger, "Look a bucket full of stars I have caught." The phosphorescence was 
wonderful. 
 
 
Distance sailed: 16 nms 
 

 

 

MONDAY JUNE 29th 
 
 
A major preoccupation on any cruise is the shipping forecast.  We had no difficulty 
hearing the forecasts on Radio 4 long wave - once we had worked out the time 
difference.  But for the first week the forecast for Biscay bore no resemblance to the 
weather we enjoyed.  Fog and rain they kept promising! 
 
Although our general plan was to work eastwards to the Gulf de Morbihan, our 
detailed plans were made from day to day as weather and other circumstances 
dictated.  Today the sun said, Let's head for the Glenans." So a trip to Concarneau to 
stock up became necessary, there being no shops or even fresh water, we had heard on 
that tiny little archipelago. 
 



Sitting on the foredecks Roger and Brian paddled us out of the sheltered creek until 
there was enough wind to fill our sails.  By 10.15 we had reached the sea and clearing 
the port hand marker turned north to Concarneau.  Wind E.S.E. F 1 - the two miles 
there weren't very lively. 
 
The approach to Concarneau is beset by rocks - lucky we hadn't been wandering 
around them in the mist!  But the channel entrance is well-buoyed and apart from 
nearly being capsized by the wake of a very large fishing boat, caused us no 
problems. 
 
We sailed into the outer harbour through a chattering crowd of tinies in Optimists - 
they certainly start them young in France and inflated our new Campari to make its 
maiden voyage ferrying the four of us from the anchored Wayfarers to the harbour 
wall. 
 
Concarneau is a good place to provision, there is an indoor market as well as an open-
air one.  We strolled round the latter carrying a plastic bag of plonk.  There was a thud 
and Brian was standing red-faced in a miniature replica of the E.E.C. wine lake. 
 
Somehow what with that and the fact that we were all melting into our sea boots, we 
didn't feel inclined to stay much longer.  Back at the quay we thankfully collapsed and 
sank down, kicking off the offending boots, to revive ourselves with bottled beer and 
a large chunk of delicious pizza apiece. 
 
By 13.15 we were sailing again enjoying taking a long time to go not very far.  At one 
point we followed the wind round until we were nearly heading back£ to Benodet, so 
we hastily tacked, and then went back to sleep again.  There really wasn't much else 
to do.  We slapped on the sun tan cream liberally (thank goodness I had bought factor 
10) and cultivated an all-over tan. 
 
 

The waters of Brittany harboured some interesting wild life; yesterday it was whales 
later we saw porpoises and a sword fish and now we spotted a triangular fin and 
lazily sweeping tail ahead of us - a shark.  It kept frustratingly out of camera shot 
until with a derisory flick of its tail it dived and disappeared.  It was about 6 ft. long 
and effectively put us off swimming for the day - Roger and I had read "Jaws'.' 

 
"Islands on the horizon!" Due south.. But was it the Glenans or Ile aux Moutons 
further inshore.  It was 15.40 and we were more or less stationary off Beg Meil.  An 
hour later we were logging 3 kn and putting shirts back on.  The unidentified islands 
were 2nms east of us now.  Ten minutes more and we could see more islands ahead, 
"they must be the Gl-enans." 

 
Both boats were romping along by then, full and bye, with crews up on the side 
decks.  Clare and Brian's yellow oilies made a vivid splash of colour against 
Lantana’s dark blue hull and wooden topsides; their red ensign streamed from its 
socket on her stern.  Ours hung despondently from the leach of our mainsail, it 
would take a near gale to make that one fly. 

 



More little pieces of land rose from the sea ahead, merging into each other. "Is there 
a way in?" But there were yachts disappearing among them, and where a yacht may 
go, so may a Wayfarer.  A good breeze sent us creaming into St. Nicholas on a 
broad reach to sweep round with a flourish head to wind, in a small anchorage at the 
island's eastern end.  It was 18.30 - time for a forecast 

 
None of tile islands in the group are very big, even walking barefoot we could stroll 
round St. Nicholas in half an hour.  We passed what looked like a cafe - but who 
needs that when you have the ultimate tea-maker, Roger, with you. 

 
That first inspection revealed a fascinating vista of small rocky islets, fringed with 
dazzling white sands dotted around a central area of sheltered water.  There were 
quite a few yachts anchored off St. Nicholas, our best bet for seclusion seemed to be 
another island, Ile de Loc’h, on the far side of this water.  Barring the way was a 
narrow sand bar between St. Nicholas and Ile de Bananec. but we reckoned the tide 
had risen enough to allow us to slip over. As they followed us, Clare and Brian 
heard despairing cries from a French yacht, "non, non M’sieur." Ah, you should 
have a Wayfarer sir! 
 

 

 

A mile across the island-locked sea we rolled both boats up a steep sandy beach to a 
flat ledge high above the water - easy with four sets of muscles for once.  We kicked 
the loose warm sand round their bilges to support them, and there they sat, side by 
side, like a pair of contented ducks. 
The last few yachtsmen went back to the anchorage on St. Nicholas.  We had the 
island to ourselves for the night. 
 



It was a night of images to treasure: Brian swinging barefooted back down the beach, 
arms bristling with driftwood; two dark ponies rearing and curvetting in battle on a 
headland, their dancing shapes silhouetted against the sky; the flickering light of our 
camp fire playing across our faces as we washed down barbecued pork with tangy red 
wine; and the white sand glinting like marcasite on bare legs and feet. 
 
 
Distance sailed - 14 nms. 

 

 

 

 



TUESDAY JUNE 30th 
 
 
Another hot sunny day.  We ate breakfast in swimming costumes sitting beside the 
boats and split up to walk in opposite directions round the island.  Although it is one 
of the two largest in the group it still didn't take very long. 
 
The whole shoreline of the island was one gull-nesting site, and the birds took great 
exception to our disturbing presence: Long before we met up with Clare and Brian a 
swarm of angry birds overhead marked their coming.  The birds dived bombed our 
heads determined to protect their ugly little balls of grey fluff - the babies scurried 
awkwardly from under our feet, a few pathetic bundles of limp feathers testifying to 
the ones who had met a worse fate than four clomping pairs of feet. 
 
Apart from the gulls and two little groups of ponies bearing a strong resemblance to 
Shetlands, the island seem uninhabited.  It was sparsely vegetated except on the 
southern side where ferns and foxgloves appeared among a more luxuriant growth.  A 
solitary farmhouse surrounded by the only decent sized bushes on the island seemed 
empty although not derelict. 
 
Back by the beach we swam and baked.  The glare from the sun on the white sand 
was very strong.  Clare went for an amazing long swim across to Ile Cigogne. a mile 
there and back.  We kept a close eye on her as she slowly made her way back.  We 
rolled B.B. back into the water while we were waiting -"you never know!” 
 
The temperature cooled somewhat in the late afternoon and a decent breeze sprang up, 
so we set off to sail right round our island and then explore further, maybe find 
another deserted island for the night. 
 
It is quite hard to sort out all the islands and rocks, and Clare and Brian had the only 
decent chart so we followed them; an act of touching faith as we passed between 
rocky coastlines and outlying islands and rocks.  Even in such perfect conditions the 
sea was heaving and breaking over these with a subdued roar. 
 
We attempted to land on Ile de Guiriden.  A disaster. The swirling sea whirled coarse 
sand into our centre board and we had to limp back to ILe du Loc’h to clear it.  Roger 
prodded vigorously with our flat metal stone remover down the slot while Brian 
valiantly attempted to stem the flood through the hole where Roger had removed the 
pivot pin and I pumped furiously with the bilge pump. 
 



 

 

After this little pantomime the appetite for desert islands faded somewhat and we 
were content to make the little anchorage at St. Nicholas our night’s halt, even if we 
did have to share it with two or three other yachts, At H.W. we pulled the boats stern 
first to the beach to dry out for the night. 
 
Distance sailed - 5nms 
 
 
 
TUESDAY JULY lst 
 
We were so wet by the time we had pushed both boats back into the water after the 
H.W. failed to reach them, that it seemed reasonable to in for a proper swim, which 
Clare and I did.  We tried out the virulent pink bar of raspberry-scented cleanser from 
The Body Shop, which was meant to work in salt water.  It did too, much better than 
our evil smelling salt water soap.  It was just hard to restrain an urge to eat it as well 
as wash with it. 
 
Today we were heading back to the mainland to explore some of the interesting rivers 
on our way down to Morbihan.  First stop was River Aven, a run of 16 miles, an 
uncomfortable one for the other three who were feeling unwell.  "Too much wine" I 



told Roger unsympathetically before I realised he wasn't the only sufferer.  Perhaps it 
was sunstroke? 
 
Clare and I helmed the whole way across, BlunderBus well ahead of Lantana, who 
had left the Glenans by a slightly different passage.  Afterwards Clare pointed out that 
Brian had scuppered them, he had spent the voyage collapsed on the centre board and 
refused to move to allow it to be raised for running.  All the same, they beat us into 
Port Manech at the last. 
 
The little harbour lies just inside R.Aven on the western bank.  We grabbed a mooring 
and Clare and I landed to look for supper - not an easy choice with Roger and Brian 
both on the sick list and Clare herself hovering there too.  In the village above the 
harbour we found a small supermarket and a clothes shop next door.  Aha! A hat for 
Roger!  But no luck, there was a hat. a very smart hat, but, sunstroke or no, there was 
no way I was going to pay £15 for a designer sunhat for him. 
 
Back at the boats Clare came to the rescue with a yellow sou'wester.  With this 
somewhat unlikely headgear we continued on our way up rivers hoping to reach Pont 
Aven for the night.  We passed between close lines of moored craft at Rosbras and 
Kerdruc which made tacking very nerve stretching.  Beyond that the river widened 
out in a lazy curve, a many-gabled chateau loomed over the water from dark trees. 
 

 
 

The river narrowed again with rocky margins littered with huge rounded boulders.  
Definitely troll country.  The slopes above were wooded, with welcome shade for a 



tea break.  Clare and I eyed our crews; Roger slumped against a rock, sou'wester 
tipped over closed eyes, and Brian, flat out under a tree, too far gone to even drink his 
tea. 
 
We were never 100 percent sure what was wrong.  Meantime we decided to stick to 
bottled water in futures just in case, consuming pints of a delicious cocktail of aerated 
water and orange juice, or drinking yoghurt. 
 
We didn't bother to state the obvious but rowed on up the river and half an hour later 
were anchored and rafted up together in the back end of a small creek a mile short of 
Pont Aven. 
 
Distance sailed - 16 nms 
 
THURSDAY JULY 2nd 
 
There was something wrong.  I kept finding myself with my head rammed against the 
aft compartment.  A cautious peep outside revealed a deep little channel and B.B. 
leaning precariously over it on the mud.  I woke Roger to tell him not to move and 
went back to sleep. 
 
It was just before H.W. when we woke, some of us for the second time. Anxious not 
to get stranded on a falling tide we slipped out of the creek into the main river.  
There was no need to take down the tents, Roger and Clare paddled us down from the 
foredeck, the two boats slowly turning, a waltz for two down the stream.  We 
anchored for breakfast. 
 
So, what was the state of our party this morning?  Clare better, Roger nearly better, 
Brian bad and the hitherto only unscathed member of the party beginning to feel a bit 
odd for some reason. We decided to go to sea to test the strength of the unwell.  Ile de 
Groix off Lorient called, but there were mainland rivers to escape into if necessary. 
 
By 10.20 a glance over the side showed we were beginning to run out of water.  
Instant panic!  Very hasty pack up.  Then an easy run back down the river on the tide 
and out into the sea by 11.30. 
 
The first inlet along the coast was Brigneau and we decided to drop in for a hat hunt.  
It was 12.15 when we sailed slowly in, dropped the sails and paddled up to the 
quayside to tie up.  A sleepy little place, Brigneau boasted a drying harbour, a 
pleasant bar and a chandlers, which was shut when we called.  But no sun hats.  We 
slowly climbed the steep steps up to the bar, clinging to the hand rail and puffing.  
What was wrong with us?  We were like a party of geriatrics. 
 
Inside the bar it was cool and fine for Roger, but Brian and I had the shivers and 
wanted our drinks outside in the heat nothing very daring in the alcohol line; two 
lemonades; one coffee; and a brandy for Roger who was adding indigestion to his 
other little problems.  We were so decrepit it was funny. 
 



Brigneau was charming, but the heat reflecting off the stone quay on to the boats was 
nearly unbearable.  "We'll expire if we stay here!" So we headed out to sea again, next 
stop Loc Maria on Ile de Groixg 11 nms south east.  Islands were getting to be a habit 
 
For the first two hours not a lot happened but by 15.55 we were chuntering along 
nicely about half-way there the voyage was following a pattern which was becoming 
familiar; too little wind to start with and a long slow mooch with the boats often as 
much as a mile apart, then a brisk sail home at the end to restore self respect.  And 
somehow we always arrived within a minute or two of each other. 
 
The island looked green and inviting as we approached the western end; a group of 
horse riders cantered along the high cliff top, their horses rocking rhythmically.  We 
were running now, goosewinged.  Did we look as picturesque to them, I wonder? 
 
The tiny S.W. facing harbour of St. Nicholas opened out at 18.20 revealing three 
yachts and a few small boats within.  We gybed, and a few minutes later, at last, Loc 
Maria, just a few white buildings between low headlands, was in sight.  Gazing 
keenly ahead to our goal Roger and I failed to notice a fishing float and stopped dead 
from 3kn when the marker flag caught in our reefing lines.  We peeped across at 
Lantana - "hope Clare and Brian didn't notice." 
 
18.32. Becalmed.  But Lantana, further off-shore, was still romping alone nicely.  
This provokes recriminations between crew and captain on B.B. forgotten, however, 
five minutes later when it is Lantana who is flagging and B.B. chuckling on her way.  
But fifteen minutes later we both start tacking into Loc Maria, following the winding 
marked channel carefully.  A local dinghy ignored the buoys completely and sailed 
straight in leaving us feeling rather foolish. 
 
By 18.50 both boats were anchored stern-to the beach waiting to dry on the falling 
tide.  Brian and I lay like dead things on the mercifully motionless beach, reviving 
Clare and Roger sort out the boats and their own supper.  Brian roused himself only to 
lay out the most amazingly long anchor warp to plant his anchor at the top of the 
beach. 
Distance sailed - 23 nms. 
 

 



 

 
 

 
 

FRIDAY JULY 3rd 
 
Clare did a fresh croissant delivery to B.B.'s back door before breakfast - and before 
the incoming tide cut us off from the beach. 
 
There was time after breakfast to wander around the narrow streets of the village.  
From seaward the white buildings behind the low curving bay were reminiscent of a 
Welsh village but on land the resemblance disappeared. 
 



We visited the village supermarket but French delicacies didn't tempt us, sadly, we 
were only interested in water: Bottled water; lots of it and many different brands - 
some of them fairly nasty we found.  Brian appeared looking more his usual impish 
self said he had been up in the night thinking there were rats crawling up his anchor 
warp.  "They were only crabs," he admitted. 
 
The next island on our itinerary was Belle Ile, 18 nms to the south. We were full of 
enthusiasm but waited for a fair tide.  It was late when we left, 12.30 and we were 
unable to lay our course in the very light head wind.  The attractive view of Loc Maria 
was beginning to pall after several hours of snail-like progress and ahead of us was no 
sign of Belle Ille. When I tried to swim, dangling from a rope over the stern I found 
there wasn't enough way o to keep me afloat. 
 
Roger brewed tea as we went. We were too far from Lantana to hand any over to 
them.  Still, we knew Brian and Clare always had coffee to hand in thermos flasks - 
and there was always the bottled water. 
 
17.00 – wind at last, and on our backs.  As Roger fixed the spinnaker guys we saw 
Lantana’s spinnaker creeping up.  Wind F 1-2, just enough.  Ile de Groix was a 
darkening blur on the skyline now. Roger, having settled the sail, retired behind an 
odd assortment of towels and clothes, and of course his sou'wester, that had been 
shielding him from the burning sun. 
 
18.00 - we spot a lighthouse marking, Plateau des Birvideaux bearing 130t. A 
shouted conversation with Lantana confirmed this, and the depressing point that we 
were not quite half-way - it had taken us 51/2 hours to do about 81/2 miles. 
 
Luckily we were now through the doldrums and sailing well.  Half an hour later 
Roger spotted Belle Ille at last and by 19.45 we could pick out buildings on the cliff 
tops. 
 

 



Clare and Brian had been well behind us so far but now inexplicably they were slowly 
creeping up on us.  We tweaked the sheets and shifted our weight surreptitiously but 
still the gap narrowed.  They were on our heels, and then they were past but there was 
something very funny about their rig! 
 
Generally speaking there is little real rivalry between the two boats, all of us 
accepting that on some points of wind B.B. will forge ahead while at other times there 
is no holding Lantana; but I still maintain Clare took an unfair advantage when 
beating us into Belle Ile.  Have you ever seen a spray dodger used as an extra sail? 
 
Following behind them we passed between the two little lighthouses at the entrance of 
the harbour of Sauzon at about 21.30. An onlooker cried "second!" "Are there any 
more?" he asked.  "No?  Good, then I can go home!" And holidaymakers crowding a 
small hotel balcony above the water shouted greetings and waved as we both passed.  
Quite a welcome. 
 
And what a place!  Seen in the late evening sunshine the tall painted buildings along 
the harbour looked like icing sugar and on the opposite side of the water gorse clad 
slopes climbed steeply to a deep blue sky. 
 
 

 

 



The harbour runs back inland up a valley, drying out beyond the last boats in a wide 
area of flat green mud.  Outside the inner harbour are yacht moorings on a half-tide 
ledge but we went on into the inner harbour and anchored just to one side of the 
moored boats. 
 
It was frustrating to have no time to explore but we had a rendezvous to keep in La 
Trinite next day and for that we would need an early start.  We pulled the boats 
together and Roger and I climbed over to Lantana’s foredeck - Clare's turn to cook 
supper.  The lights came on in the town sending their yellow glow across the dark 
water: we definitely wanted to come back here if possible. 
 
Distance sailed - 18 nms. 
 

SATURDAY JULY 4 
 
I woke in the night and peering out through my window saw with some dismay reefs 
of seaweedy rock reaching out across the water towards BlunderBus as the tide 
dropped.  "Must look again later," I thought…. It was 06.00 when I woke again. We 
were still afloat but now only 3ft from the nearest reef! 
 
Roger made early morning tea and we jotted down detailed course plans for the 
voyage.  We were taking the navigation very seriously today on BlunderBus.  Clare 
and Brian were between charts so we were in charge. 
 
To get to La Trinite we would have to find our way across the long chain of rocks and 
islands extending southwards from the Quiberon peninsula.  We were going to take 
the Teignouse Passage through if we could find it, but for once the weather definitely 
wasn't on our side.  The cloudless morning when we left the harbour at 08.08 
immediately deteriorated to an unhelpful grey murk, visibility about 2 miles. 
 
The wind rose to a good F 4, out came the oilies and life harness for a wet thrash to 
windward.  A fat dollop of water down the neck was a shock after the sub-tropical 
style sailing we had grown used to.  We timed tacks and took back bearings to check 
our course as long as possible, B.B. plugging stolidly on into a choppy sea while 
behind us Lantana, free from responsibility whizzed around slightly off the wind 
having a wonderful sail. 
 
By 10.15 we had sighted a north and a south cardinal Goue Vas N.W. and Goue Vas 
Sud, the start of the passage.  Hooray, we were on our way.  The channel is well 
marked, about 3/4 mile wide, and we saw no sign of the steep seas that can apparently 
build up with wind over the strong tide. There not being any noticeable slack water 
there, we had timed it to cross with the tide with us. 
 
Leaving Goue Vas Sud to port we started carefully ticking off the successive buoys in 
the 21/2 mile passage, using a list we had prepared in our waterproof notepad.  There 
were an unusual lot of boats about, we had grown used to having the sea to ourselves. 
Of course, it is Saturday! 
 
One uncouth fellow running down on us forced B.B. to tack suddenly to avoid his log 
line - weekend drivers! And we watched another crew fighting with a recalcitrant 



yellow spinnaker, feeling sorry for them as an identical yacht passed them, Spinnaker 
set perfectly. 
 

 
Leaving the last buoy, the Basse Nouvelle, to port we cleared the passage by 11.50, 
turning north.  The sun had come out but the wind was playing tricks, making it 
difficult to lay our course for La Trinite and leaving us rolling uncomfortably in the 
still choppy sea.  Behind us Lantana was coming through the passage still. 
 
The Bay of Quiberon stretched out to north and east of us, disappearing into haze, no 
sign of La Trinite or the river Crac’h away up in the north cast corner, but the east 
coast of the Quiberon Peninsula was clearly visible to port. 
 



Somehow we didn't quite follow the prescribed route across Quiberon Bay, a couple 
of buoys went astray!  And Lantana was apparently wool gathering, we left her far 
behind.  "Bet they are fishing again! No matters we could wait for her at the entrance 
to the river. 
 
There was time during the six miles sail to dip a bucket of water and get the raspberry 
bar out.  Clean again, if not tidy, we had a leisurely lunch lounging in the bottom of 
the boat in the sun.  Then we hove to off a black and red stripy buoy.  Le Souris, and 
indulged in our addiction to dead leaves in boiled water while we waited for Lantana 
to emerge from the heat haze. 
 
When Clare and Brian did arrive we discovered to our embarrassment that we were at 
the wrong buoy! We were at Le Rat, a mile N.N.W. of Le Souris.  Oh well, it meant 
we were nearer the river entrance. 
 
The coast was lower here, less rugged.  Sailing up the river, which was busy with 
boats, was a bit like coming in to Lymington in the Solent.  We were hoping to see 
Andy and Hannah Hetherington, some Wayfarer friends who were joining a cruise on 
Marabu, a 58 ft ex-Luftwaffe training ship now run by a Brighton based syndicate.  A 
few doubts crept in, it was a busy place, yachts everywhere how would we find her? 
 
 

 



 

We sailed up to a huge breakwater below a modern road bridge and ducking round 
inside it to enter the moorings, saw a long narrow ketch tied up to the breakwater 
opposite the visitors berths. 
 
“Marabu”! 
 
Four faces broke into delighted grins. 
 
We sailed past the deserted deck and headed up to wind a few yards on to draw in 
either side of a pontoon.  "Better smarten up a bit”. The bags were coming out of the 
forehatch, clean clothes and discarded oldies all over the boats, when delighted cries 
from the breakwater “Wayfarers, it is”, warned us we had been spotted.  It was Andy 
and Hannah and another Wayfarer friend, John Dobson.  They seemed faintly 
surprised to see us. 
 

 
 

Marabu at La Trinite 
 

A night out on the town was called for.  But first to the showers where a depressed 
attendant didn't spare our blushes and pushed all four of us into the men's showers.  
Luckily no one else came in while we were there. 
 
And at long last we found some sun hats, very smart cream jobs for Roger, Brian and 
I - too late really as we had acclimatised by now, but we bought them anyway for fun. 
 
Distance sailed - 17 nms 
 
 
 
 
 



SUNDAY JULY 5th 
 
What a very civilized country.  Where else would you get breakfast delivered by 
boat?  Our croissants came through the back of the tent when me were still in our 
sleeping bags. 
 
We planned a smartly executed getaway under the critical eyes of the Marabu sailors.  
We conferred and decided to play safe and row out into the river.  Once there, up in to 
wind to raise sail swiftly, sheet in, and away.  It would have worked beautifully if the 
wind hadn't dropped leaving us becalmed off the end of the breakwater – there’s a 
limit to how long you can keep up a bright smile.  And how many times can you say 
goodbye? 
 
A flutter of wind returned.  We were off, sailing briskly along side by side, off to sea 
again.  We were heading for Morbihan.  The great island-rich inland sea was now 
only about five miles south of us along the coast - plenty of scope for island bagging 
there! 
 
Out of the river by 10.30, still keeping close company for once, we reached 
comfortably towards Meaban, an island off the mouth of Morbihan.  It was fine 
sailing, doing about 4 kn through sparkling water. 
 
Just after 11.00 we tacked to pass to the north cast of Meaban, and found ourselves 
looking in the entrance of Morbihan.  We had heard a lot about this entrance, most of 
it fairly ominous; which is only to be expected when you have 50 square miles of 
water fighting its way in and out of an entrance only about 800 yards wide. 
 
We went in on the flood with the wind behind us and had no problems beyond a few 
stretches of “jiggly water” and making an inordinate amount of leeway.  But a yacht 
trying to get out was virtually stationary and an impressive bow wave of breaking 
crests behind the Grande Mouton Buoy showed the area was definitely to be treated 
with respect. 
 
Looking ahead we saw a positive confusion of islands merging bewilderingly into one 
another.  Morbihan requires concentration to avoid getting lost among them, and the 
mainland too divides into a succession of bays and headlands which are equally 
confusing. 
 
We waited for Clare and Brian before diving off into them.  Carried along by the tide 
Lantana bore down on us at an amazing speed.  We were stuck in a little back eddy 
and had a job to get under way and follow them as they whizzed past.  Cautiously we 
penetrated farther in among the islands. 
 
It was necessary to tick off the islands and promontories as we passed by using a 
chinagraph pencil on the plastic covering of our charts.  It was so hot the “lead” of our 
pencil had gone all floppy.  We anchored off Ile Godec for a long lunch break which 
spread into an entire afternoon's laziness. 
 
The water was deliciously warm,, but there had been a massive invasion of Japanese 
water weed which made swimming rather unnerving, all those feathery fronds  



 

 

 
 

 



brushing you.  The jelly fish seemed to like it though, pretty lilac coloured ones and 
rather unattractive brown ones regularly drifted by.  We took a long hard look before 
plunging overboard. 
 
In the comparative cool of early evening we sailed again in search of an anchorage for 
the night.  We spotted some fishermen.  "Let's buy fish for supper”, we cried.  B.B. 
happened to be nearest so we pulled alongside the two men and two boys in the 
dinghy and inspected their catch, while from a distance Clare and Brian did the 
negotiations. 
 
Now so far we had managed well with the language, having appointed Clare and 
Brian official translators and spokesmen.  Clare could usually achieve the desired 
result while Brian backed her up with tremendous, but we suspected rather inaccurate, 
aplomb - and much expressive waving of arms. 
  
But now the system broke down.  The fishermen seemed shy.  "Non, non" they cried 
(Roger and I knew what that meant at least). “We have eleven mouths to feed, a large 
family", they explained in halting English.  The appalling truth dawned; they were 
just family men fishing for the pot not selling the stuff at all. 
 
We crept away to a secluded island and opened a tin of corned beef for supper. 
 
MONDAY JULY 6th 
 
Nobody liked to admit it, but none of us was terribly interested in this place we had 
come so far to see.  In bad weather Morbihan would be wonderful but in these perfect 
conditions we found the water less blue than the sea and the islands less appealing 
than the rugged ocean-washed ones outside - and on Il Llur, where we had had a camp 
fire last night, there were rats!  Ugh! 
 

Belle Ile beckoned us back and we had that siren's neighbours Hoedic and Houat in 
our minds too.  And time was running short if we wanted to try to sail the whole 
way back to Benodet, an as yet un-discussed ambition which was however 
thoroughly understood between the four of us. 

 
A whistle-stop tour of the western end of Morbihan was called for, with a run up the 
famed beauties of the River Auray before heading back out to sea.  A lot to cram in 
one day, so we started early, before 07.00, ghosting along in the grey morning light.  
We followed the channels between the island working our way erratically north and 
west to the Auray.  There were quite a few yachts making the most of the day like 
us, but as yet none of those huge intimidating tripper boats or the smaller Vedette 
Verts. 

 
There was however a huge jellyfish, the grandfather of all jellyfish easily 4 ft. long, 
pallid and obscene it slipped past the dinghies like a ghostly nightmare. 

 
We skimmed over some shallows to anchor off Sept Iles, at the beginning of the 
Auray, for breakfast.  Our centreboards had touched once or twice, we confessed to 
each others thinking guiltily of a few oysters with bad headaches as a result. 

 



 

 

 



 
 



Time and tide defeated our plan to reach Auray (the town at the top of the river) for 
lunch.  By 11.30 we were at Kercado Pt. still at least 5 nms from Auray.  High tide 
there was just before 14.00. We weren't going to make it.  Dreams of French 
cooking faded. 

 
But all was not lost. 11/2 nms upstream was a tributary leading to another, smaller 
towns Le Bono.  With determination and a new goal we sailed on: Wonderful how 
appetite, sharpens the will, there was no more snoozing in the bottom of the boat for 
Roger and as for Lantana who had been behind B.B., she was a new boat, we 
couldn't catch her. 

 
As we turned into the tributary a group of sea scouts in twin masted whalers came 
running down the Auray towards the sea.  We would see them again. By 13.30 we 
sailed under a modern road bridge and up to a little quay in the shadow of another 
older bridge.  There was a little harbour behind the quays and beyond that the town of 
Le Bono climbed up the hillside.  We tied the boats up and hurried into the town to 
find lunch. 
 
16.10 - feeling a lot fatter we set sail again.  A blustery wind in the river gave a few 
hectic minutes, then, control re-established, hurried us on our way downstream to 
Sept Iles again 5nms in 50 minutes. 
 
So far this holiday the sailing had been pleasant, sometimes quite lively, but not 
exciting.  As we ran back down the Auray intending to leave the Gulf and sail out to 
Houat, it was clear we were in for something a bit more stimulating.  Still inside 
Morbihan we both hove to and pulled in a reef, and then, side by side, shot out 
through the entrance on the tide. 
 
Outside we settled our course for Houat, 10 miles south. We were on a broad reach, 
carving our way through the chop off the entrance, first one boat then the other in the 
lead.  We were planing on the waves in clouds of spray - good for photography lucky 
we both have waterproof cameras. 
 
Brian and Clare struggled into their oilies and lifelines.  We were already so wet we 
didn't bother and went the whole way in swimming costumes and shirts and life 
harnessess, discovering disconcertingly that wet flesh planes on wet varnish.  It was 
quite a job to sit in place.  Clinging to sheets, tiller and the boat we raced 
exhilaratingly on.  Over on Lantana we could see grins that matched the ones on our 
faces. 
 
The helmsman of a yacht wallowing horribly in the confused sea reported a broken 
rudder with a shout and an eloquent shrug.  By the time Claire and Brian had 
translated we were well past.  We consoled ourselves with the conviction that a lift in 
our little boats was probably the last thing any of his crew would desire. 
 
We had cleared the entrance of Morbihan at 17.20, and we anchored at Houat one 
hour forty minutes later - an average of 6 kns.  The obvious anchorage was a sheltered 
S.E. facing beach, favoured already by at least 50 other like-minded skippers.  A 
small island stood sentinel at the eastern end.  Clare and Brian went outside it but 
Roger steered us through inshore so we beat them into the beach. 



 
 

Claire and Brian leaving Morbihan 
 

 
 

Huat – the island of flowers 
 

We were a bedraggled company, dripping wet and in our case shivering.  Time for tea 
- what else! But not long.  Roger looked seawards staring hard at a large green ketch 
coming in to anchor.  Was there something familiar? ... "It's Marabu" he shouted. 
 
All thoughts of dry clothes vanished.  Knocking back our tea we hoisted sails and 
anchors and scorched back out to greet them.  One doesn't like to boast, it was just 



one of those days when things went well, but first BlunderBus and then Lantana 
swooped round Marabu’s elegant counter stern coming head to wind alongside in a 
perfect boarding which really rather surprised us as much as it impressed Marabu’s 
crew. 
 
We only wanted to say hallo, just quickly you understand....... but it was nearly 
midnight before we re-embarked, somewhat unsteadily and very carefully sailed back 
to the beach to anchor. 
 
I don't know what Clare and Brian were up to but they were still rowing about 
dropping anchors all over the place when Roger and I were already in our sleeping 
bags.  Sleepily we agreed it had been a very special day.  "Splash! They were still at 
it! We went to sleep. 
 
Distance sailed - 27 nms 
 
TUESDAY JULY 7th 
 
Houat was a glorious island.  Flowers bloomed on the sandy slopes down to the 
beach, wild fennel stood sentinel by the verges, scenting the air with aniseed and the 
cliff tops harboured yet more plants.  The one town, Houat, was almost a miniature, 
with tiny white houses and streets opening into little squares. 
 
It was a shame we could only stay one morning but that fascinator, Belle Ile, 
beckoned and an attempt to round off the whole cruise by sailing back to Benodet had 
become a firm commitment. 
 
Roger and I walked back to the boats along the long beach.  There pulled up on the 
sand were the three sea scout boats.  Their crews were darting around on the beach 
responding to their leaders whistles with admirable alacrity - even their games were 
well organised it seemed. 
 
There was time for a quick sail round the bay for Hannah and Andy, who were 
suffering Wayfarer withdrawal symptoms, then we waved a final goodbye to Marabu 
and set sail at 14.00 for Belle Ile. 
 

 
 
Cycling round Belle Ile 



 
 

Huat to Belle Ile – 14 nms 
 
 

 
Inner harbour 
Sauzon - 
Lantana and 
BB dried out 
with tents up. 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



WEDNESDAY JULY 8th 
 
 
No sailing today but explorations of a different kind - the two-wheeled variety. First 
port of call was Le Palais@, for money and a little something to "keep us going”. The 
narrow streets were crowded, we passed into a wider street leading up from the 
harbour and spent a profitable half hour or so in a creperie, before continuing our tour. 
 
Belle Ile is about 10 miles long and 5 wider narrowing to about 2 miles.  We couldn't 
get the whole way round without killing ourselves so we skipped the bottom end and 
after a dip in the sea at a little cove south of Le Palais, headed across and back up the 
island.  We were all curious to see the anchorage on the north coast, described 
variously as "the most beautiful in France," or like a lobster pot, easy to get into and 
hard to get out." 
 
We made many excuses for little breaks en route: At Bangor, a tiny village in the 
middle of nowhere, there was a cafe; further on there was a "menhir", a large standing 
stone keeping sentinel at a lonely crossroads. 
 
The far north of the island was wilder, less cosily cultivated.  The Port du Vieux 
Chateau, a grandiose name for two narrow inlets into the cliffs, certainly justified both 
descriptions we had read.  Nonetheless Ster Wenn, the smaller of the two, was full of 
yachts floating in a positive cat's cradle of lines to shore - goodness knows how they 
would get out. 
 
We arrived back at Sauzon hot and weary at 18.00. The shipping forecast was good 
N-NE 3-4.  It war. all on, Benodet or bust.  There was just time for one last meal out 
in Sauzon. 
 
TUESDAY JULY -9th 
 
The alarm went on Roger's watch at 5.45. It was still dark.  He lit the stove for tea - 
and to make sure Clare and Brian were awake.  They always knew it was time to stir 
by the horrible roaring noise coming from B.B., petrol stoves are wonderfully 
efficient but lamentably noisy bits of equipment. 
 
We rowed up the harbour to hoist sail and tack out of the entrance at 06.30 - half an 
hour behind schedule. With luck we would make the 51 nms to Benodet by late 
evening, but we were fully prepared for night sailing.  We had so much food that 
Brian was still champing his way through his two day's later.  And we were going to 
stick to proper watches too. On B.B. I took first watch, with Clare on the helm on 
Lantana. 
 
We certainly had the best sailing.  A lumpy sea along the coast of the island gave way 
and we were making 5kn, nearly 6 as Belle Ile disappeared behind us.  But within half 
an hour of Roger taking over at 09.30 we were both nearly becalmed.  There is 
nothing nastier than rolling around on the sea without any forward motion.  "Keep 
eating, that's the only answer." 
 



Very little progress was made for three hours.  At one point we rowed back for a chat 
with Brian and Clare.  And the wind sprang up - but this time most inconveniently 
from dead ahead which meant a revised courses but at least we were moving again. 
 
We were soon well separated again.  This meant that when a school of porpoises paid 
B.B. a visits shooting back and forth underneath her hull, Clare and Brian didn't see 
them.  But they sighted what they thought was a sword fish which we missed. 
 
By 15.26 we were approaching the Glenans and it became clear that at our present 
rate of progress, averaging just over 4 kn, we would be back at Benodet by about 
18.30. Did we really want to get back there so soon, Roger and I asked ourselves.  We 
waited for Brian and Clare to come within shouting distance.  As they approached 
they called out, "how about the Glenans for tonight?" 
 
"Great!” 
 
We altered course. 
 
 
 

 

 
 

By 18.10 we were anchored off the beach at Ile du Loc’h intending to beach as before.  
A weather-beaten bearded Frenchman came rushing down the beach talking.  We 
realised he was saying "no camping." Long faces all round.  But Clare persisted; we- 
were sleeping in the boats not camping, she said.  Personally I couldn't see what the 
difference was but suddenly his face broke into smiles.  This apparently was O.K. He 
even press-ganged his son and another friend into helping us roll Lantana up.  Afraid 
to push our luck we insisted we could manage B.B. on our own.  They didn't argue. 
 



He trotted off to make some other yachtsmen douse a driftwood fire and to 
remonstrate with a large group of young people who had emerged from a suspiciously 
small yacht. 
 
We didn't dare have a fire, but it was a wonderful clear warm evening.  We ate sitting 
on the sand by the boats and slept with the tents rolled back and our heads under the 
stars again. 
 
Distance sailed - 40 nms 
 

 
 

Porpoises playing round Blunderbus 
 

FRIDAY JULY 10th 
 
Brittany was giving us a good send-off, we woke to a glorious sunrise. Not long after, 
our bearded friend was back, indignantly poking, at a heap of sleeping bags that had 
spent the night on the beach and not the small yacht. 
 
By 07.15 we were on our way, tacking out to Penfret before heading north to Benodet.  
Wind was a steady F 2 - perfect.  It was a relaxing sail, time for the raspberry bar 
again, and for a rummage in the food bucket for leftovers.  Day old French bread is 
very chewy! 
 
The Glenans had slipped over the horizon by 8.40, and 20 minutes later Le Taro buoy 
in the Anse de Benodet was abeam.  The wind was very light by then but we were in 
no hurry.  And it was interesting to see all the things the mist had hidden from us 
before. 
 
As we entered the mouth of the river Brian, at Lantana’s helm was catching us up.  
We surreptitiously adjusted the sails a little, shifted our weight a mite, but he was still 
catching us.  We held our breath as Lantana crept slowly up to our thwart. 
 
"Hey, you're blocking our sun”, Roger called. 



 
"Sorry!" Guiltily Brian dropped back. Amazing. We must try that one up at the sailing 
club!  Later he admitted to disappointment at not racing us home, but morally his was 
the victory. 
 
There wouldn't be enough water at the slipway yet so we anchored off a sandy bathing 
beach for a last cup of tea while we waited.  Then reluctantly set sail again for the last 
time and touched back at the slipway at 11.45. We emptied the boats before hauling 
out.  It was very hot. 
 
Distance sailed - 13 nms 
 
TOTAL DISTANCE SAILED - 222 nms. 
 
 
FOOTNOTE 
 
The sun continued to shine while we drove back to St. Malo and it shone all the way 
back on the ferry until we reached the Isle of Wight, where the first clouds obscured 
the sun. 
 
Back at Portsmouth it wasn't damp and it wasn't drizzling but it was still very grey. 
 
 

ROUNDING OFF 
 
THE VERDICT - complete success.  The area is a Wayfarer's paradise. 
 
We were lucky with the weather, but had conditions been less good we would still 
have had the sheltered rivers and Morbihan to explore, that alone would fill a 
fortnight easily. 
 
In fact our cruise really covered three distinct areas, any one of which would stand 
alone: The Benodet, Concarneau and Iles de Glenan area; followed by Ile de Groix 
and the coastal rivers, most of which we didn't have time for; and then that superb 
playground east of' the Quiberon Peninsula - Morbihan, the Bay of Quiberon and the 
off-shore islands extending out to Belle Ile. 
 
With hindsight La Trinite would have been easier to reach by car, but that way we 
might have missed what for all of us was the high spot of tile holiday, that most 
magical of all landfalls, the Iles de Glenan. 
 
 
 
British Admiralty Charts:   2352 
    2353 
    2358 
 
Carte Special:    5368 p 
     7031 P 



     7032 P 
     3165 P 
 
Cartes I.G.N.:    13 - Brest to Quimper. 
     15 - Lorient to Vannes. 
 
Editions Cartographique Maritimes: 546 - La Trinite and Morbihan to Le Croisic. 
French Pilot by Malcolm Robson: Vols 3 and 4. 
North Biscay Pilot by K. Adlard Coles and A.Y. Black: Brest to the Gironde Estuary. 
 
 

 

 
 

The end 


