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INIRODUCTION

We had taken a weeks holiday at the end of August with the intention ofjoining
the UKWA rally from Exmouth for the long Bank Holiday weekend and doing

some exploring on our own, further West, prior to that. We had in mind to
launch at Plymouth and to see where we ended up, if necessary using the train to

get back to the car. We ended up having brilliant weather and made it down to
the Helford River and back quite comfortably in five days. This, as they say, is
what happened..............
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Saturday 21 st August

Forecast: North F2-3
High Tide Plymouth: 0802 & 2020 GMT

We arrived at Queen Anne's Battery Marina in Plymouth amid a procession of
Yachting World Dayboats rolling up for their National Championships hosted by
the Royal Westem Yacht Club. These clinkerbuilt family dinghies seem even
more unlikely racing machines than Wayfarers, but crackling new suits of sails
were being unfurled and it was all being taken pretty seriously. We launched and
left the car and trailer for a grand total of £24.

Soon after lunch we drifted out passed the quay that the Mayflower sailed from
and across the Sound in a light South-Westerly. There were masses of boats out
of every descrition, J24s racing, diving groups in ribs, fishing craft large and
small, cruisers and powerboats, and just to make life interesting the Plymouth-
Santander ferry wending its way out. We passed Urake Island and headed out to
sea at the western end of the breakwater. The wind was dropping away and by
the time the east-going tide started, about 5pm, we had just rounded Rame Head
struggling to make over the tide.

According to the 0. S. map at the eastern end of Whitesand Bay there were short
sandy stretches between the rocky cliffs, with the help of the paddle we worked
our way close inshore and a small rocky cove opened up. We anchored in the
middle and wedged our grapnel behind a boulder on the beach to give us a stern
line to keep her lying steady. High Tide was 10pm so the plan was to pull
Whimbrel in with the tide to dry out on the sand ovemight. It was a beautiful
evening with the sun setting over the bay sillouetted beyond the craggy
outcrops. What we hadn't anticipated was that with such a narrow cove the swell
would be magnified, bouncing off the rocks at the sides and becoming very
confused. The undertow was powerful and the stern line was snatching
alarmingly so we feared for the mainsheet traveller it was tied to, the grapnel
didn't budge an inch. With the tent up handling was more difficult and I spent the
next hour or so wading around in the surf in my knickers (in a bid not to get too
much wet on our first night) while Bob was on the bow with an oar trying to
control the front end. At last the water started receed and we settled on the sand
for a peaceful night.



High and Dry in Whitesand Bay
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Sunday 22nd August

Forecast: North F5-6
High Tide Plymouth: 0844 & 2104 GMT

After the previous night's escapade we knew what to expect as the tide came up.
The cove was well sheltered but there were a lot of white horses out in the bay.
With the small jib and the main reefed down to the hounds we got off as soon as
we could and were soon sailing close into the shore round Whitesand Bay towards
Looe. There were no other boats out, a contrast to yesterday. We were hoping to
get to Fowey, 16 miles down the coast, with the option of ducking into Looe if it
was too heavy going.

Looe Island was very distinctive, a steep mound sticking up out of the sea South
East of the town. This is a private island, the owner's having the disadvantage of
being marooned in bad weather, and tripper boats and others (like us) passing very
close in fine weather to have a good nose at this supposedly idyllic, remote life.
Whimbrel was sailing well and by early afternoon we were beating into the Fowey
entrance against the ebb. Another Wayfarer was sailing out and we waved
cheerfully at our comrades, they looked at us blankly.

We moored on the visitors pontoon opposite the town and had a leisurely lunch
watching the world go by. A kind gentleman on a neighbouring cruiser offered
me the use of his loo before we set off again, how thoughtful! When we did move
on it was to sail the 200 yds across the river to the town pontoon, where large
boats can lie for 2 hours free of charge on the outside: We slipped round onto the
inside and put Whimbrel on a long line so she lay, aloof, behind the jostling
rubber dinghies. The narrow streets were full of holidaymakers, with those daft
enough to try driving having difficulty getting through.

After an afternoon ashore we caught the flood to sail on up the river past the car
ferry and the china clay wharves. It was still very blowy so we wanted
somewhere sheltered to anchor for the night and ended up in the very muddy
Penpoll Creek. There were no other boats about except for a couple of sad
wooden hulks, we saw several herons, and also a fox came down to the river edge
from the fields above.
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Monday 23rd August

Forecast: North F4 increasing F5
High Water Plymouth: 0930 & 2152 GMT

We shook out one reef and put on the jib before runing gently down the river at
Fowey and out towards Gribbin Head with its stripy daymark on top. We were
hoping to get to the Helford River, about 25 miles away, and reknowned for it's
beauty and quietness. This meant a reach all the way, round Dodman Point and
on down passed St. Anthony Head.

There were lots of other boats out following the the same route and it was
satisfying to be keeping up with them and overtaking several. It was a great sail,
and with the wind strengthening we were soon planing down the waves,
exhilerating but not so sensible when fully loaded with cruising gear, so we took
in another reef The entrance to the Helford River was difficult to make out until
we were quite close, once there it was easy to get in and we stopped on the
beach at Helford Passage.After a leg stretch ashore and a cuppa at the pub
which was open-all-hours, we sailed off in search of a quiet mooring, which,
after all, is what Helford is known for.

The main pool has many swinging moorings and up river anchoring is prohibited
as there are extensive oyster beds. Our best bet seemed to be the top of Port
Navas creek. On a rising tide this was a muddy gully, at high water it was alot
more attractive. The banks were studded with large houses, their beautiful
gardens running down to the river. Anchoring there felt like sitting in someones
lily pond and we could imagine the inhabitants looking out over their gin and
tonics wondering what this strange tented dinghy was doing interupting their
view.



Tuesday 24th August

Forecast: North/North East F4-5 Decreasing F3
High Water Plymouth: 1021 & 2249 GMT

BOB'S BIRTHDAY !
I'd read accounts of transatlantic and round-the-world sailors and it seemed that

the most welcome presents after a few weeks at sea were clean, dry things to
wear. On the basis that a week aboard an ocean cruiser equated with a day
dinghy cruising I had consulted the Association clothing catalogue, and Bob was
very soon sitting in his sleeping bag drinking tea looking like Wayfarerman in his
new attire. I'd also secreted at the bottom of my clothes bag various goodies
from friends and family that had arrived before we'd left home, the cards were a
bit bent but were well recieved by the birthday "boy".

We sailed out of the river under reduced sail (left on from the day before) but
soon changed up to full sail for a close reach over to Falmouth, about 4 miles.
The sun came out after several days of overcast weather which was a bonus. We
sailed round Pendennis Point and past the Docks to the town jetty (£f1.50 for a
"short" stay). Carrick Roads was dominated by 2 oil rigs, presumably
undergoing repair.

We did some shopping and had a wander ashore then returned for lunch
onboard. We got chatting to a few people on other boats, is there anyone that
hasn't heard of Frank Dye and his exploits ? When we left the main sheet got
caught round a cleat on the pontoon, as we were both aboard a guy from a
Scandinavian boat ran and unhitched us, by which time we were caught up on
the bow of the yacht behind us... .not our our best departure.

We reached back out to Carrick Roads, there were lots of small boats and
dinghies out. We stopped for the night at Mylor Yacht Harbour (£5 on their
small boats pontoon) and made the most of the excellent showers (SOp for more
hot water than we could use), and good public loos.



Wednesday 25th August

Forecast: North East F3-4
High Tide Plymouth: 1124 & 0001 GMT

The forecast was good so we wanted to make progress back East. The mornings
had been quite cool and autumnal so we'd not been very good at getting out of
our sleeping bags and getting going, but we were heading down the estuary at a
reasonable time.

The wind was light as we reached out passed St. Mawes Castle and St.
Anthony's Lighthouse. We headed out to sea for a couple of miles to try and get
clear wind away from the cliffs. The sea was calm and we lolled around
snoozing, eating, drinking and philosophising. By late afternoon Gribbin Point
was behind us and we decided to head for Polperro. It was virtually low tide as
we tacked into the narrow rocky entrance. The fishermen were a bit surprised to
see us, but there was just enough water for us to creep round the storm gates
into the inner harbour.

Polperro is certainly a tourist trap, although we did not get in until gone 6pm we
were still able to get a cream tea, buy a few postcards and hear the Polperro
Fishermens' Choir singing on the quayside. The Harbour Master waived our
mooring fees and just requested that we put a donation in the collection box
towards maintaining this traditional Comish fishing village (save your 2 p pieces
for the public loos!). Whimbrel was lying alongside the harbour wall, with both
the large fenders out to buffer her, there was no swell but it would have been
very uncomfortable in an onshore wind. We ate in one of the restaurants serving
local fish and strolled around the narrow car-free streets after the hoards were
gone. Although it is a very attractive village now it must have been pretty noisy
and smelly 100 years ago. Horse-drawn carts, fish-gutting on the quay and the
stream running through between the houses becoming an open sewer, plus a
good dose of smuggling, would have made it a pretty unsavoury place.
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Thursday 26th August

Forecast: North F3
High Tide Plymouth: 0001 & 1238 GMT

With a North Easterly, instead of the fair wind we had hoped for, it looked like
we would have to beat all the way back to Plymouth. We left Polperro behind us
and headed for Looe sailing inside the Island and close inshore to have a look at
the entrance to the river, checking it out for another time. On across Whitesand
Bay and round Rame Head.

Just as we got into Cawsand Bay the wind died and we wallowed and drifted
along with all the other boats out enjoying the sunshine, don't any of the sailors
in this area have jobs to go to? It was so frustrating to be so near to the end of
our trip, in sight of the marina where our trailer was waiting (we hoped) and be
becalmed.

We paddled a bit, and sailed a bit when we got a little breath, and eventually
crept our way past the Hoe and the Citadel and up to the slip. A gentle end to a
great trip and alot better than coming back by train from Fowey or wherever to
pick the car and trailer which was always our fallback.



Ship's ibrary

"West Country Cruising"
by Mark Fishwick, Published by Yachting Monthly

Ordnance Survey Maps, Landranger Series;

No. 201 - Plymouth and Launceston area
No. 204 - Truro, Falmouth and surrounding area

Imray Yachting Charts;

No. C6 - Start Point to Lizard Point
No. C14 - Plymouth Harbour and Rivers
No. Y57 - Helford River
No. Y58 - Falmouth Harbour and River Fal
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Books are to be returned on or before
the last date below
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