
Route of course marked red.

Small scale map of the Adriatic, with the 
coast of Italy to the east, and the coastline of 
Croatia, which starts from the southern point 
of the large bay in the far north of the 
Adriatic, to nearly as far south as the section 
of coast adjecent to the large inland lake at 
the bottom right hand corner of the map.

Cruising the Adriatic

Route Map

The Kornati National Park is the area 
of islands bounded virually by the 
overnight stop numbers of 4 and 5, 
including and dominated by the large, 
long island of Kornat.

A larger scale route 
map of the section of 
coast for our cruise.

The circled numbers 
indicate overnight 
stops.



Cruising the Adriatic

Mato Iliji! was keen to cruise the beautiful coastline of his Croatian homeland in his 
newly acquired Wayfarer, but first he pondered how best to carry out the launching 
ceremony for his new boat. He resorted to the Wayfarer Forum for a solution, with the 
question: 

How do I break a bottle of champagne over my Wayfarer at its first launch? 
Mato Ilijić  W10435 (Croatia)

The reply he got from a fellow new Wayfarer owner went something like: 

First of all a Wayfarer is a hobo, one who roams wherever he pleases and is not 
hindered by the limitations of a citizen. A bottle of champagne is wasted on such a bum. 
Beer seems a much more appropriate liquid for a Wayfarer, which is what I, with some fellow 
club members, used to baptise my boat.

In true Wayfarer style we didn't waste too much. A few drops on the bow and the rest 
into our bows. Then we opened another beer on the health of Neptune (just a few drops in 
the water), and another on Aeolus’ health (a few drops in the air). Of course we didn’t forget 
Boreas, Notus, Eurus, Zephyrus, and a fuw others whoes names have escapoed me after all 
that bere! 

Cheers, Ton Jaspers  W10445 (Netherlands)

Mato recalled his first cruising experiences in a past Wayfarer News, which had 
included an inadvertent capsize. This had made him a little cautious about achieving his 
ambition of exploring the islands further off the Croatian coast. Having read the account of 
my Mediterranean cruise on the Wayfarer International Website, he decided he could use 
this sort of experience to undertake the more adventurous cruising he desired, and invited 
me over to accompany him on such a trip. Rather like our politicians justifying their overseas 
jaunts – sorry, fact-finding missions – I thought, as WIC rep, it might be somewhat impolite to 
refuse!!

Left: Mato, standing by 
his Wayfarer World, Pinčika, 
(Croatian slang for clothes 
peg!) at the launch site 
marina in Zablaće.

The island of Zlarin is visible 
in the background, and much 
of our gear has been 
unloaded from the car, ready 
to be packed into the boat - 
not as tidily and well-
organised as it might have 
been, since we were keen to 
start our sail over to Zlarin.



Mato gave me details of some cheap flights available to Zagreb (just £1 each 
way! - though before taxes etc were added) and met me at the airport. Unfortunately 
Zagreb, where Mato lives with his girlfriend and newly arrived baby daughter, is a fair 
distance from the coast, and it was a 4-hour drive to the boat storage depot near Sibenik 
(just NE of Split), where Mato kept his Wayfarer. After putting the boat in the water at  
nearby Zablace, and carrying out some modifications I had suggested would be an 
improvement for our proposed cruise, we set off for the nearby island of Zlarin.

I offered to helm out of the marina, and we beat our way out through the various 
rows of moored boats to the entrance, and then on to a small sheltered landing place on 
the island just a few miles away. Mato kindly informed me on our arrival that as far as he 
was concerned, I had passed the "test# for sailing his Wayfarer competently! I had 
wondered on meeting Mato at the airport, how the generation difference between us 
would work out on the cruise, but in fact Mato proved to be a great person to sail with, 
and very keen and eager to pick up every bit of knowledge and experience I could pass 
on to him.

Right: Nearly ready to set 
off, with the wind picking up to 
make the sail out of the crowded 
marina ‘interesting’!

Mato was always very 
quick and astute at putting out 
the 6 fenders he carried, and we 
managed to complete our trip 
without making even the 
smallest mark on the boat, even 
though we always sailed into, 
and out of, each small harbour 
or anchorage.

Left: The stone jetties and 
well protected anchorage on the 
island of Zlarin, looking back 
towards our setting off point, 
Zablaće.

Being mid-week when we 
set off on our cruise, we found 
we had the anchorage to 
ourselves. It proved to be more 
crowded when we returned here 
at the end of our trip on a 
weekend.



There was a camping area immediately behind the landing jetty on Zlarin, where 
Mato and his family had based themselves for their previous years# cruise, and this proved 
an ideal place for us to spend our first night. Mato found a suitable place to pitch his tent, 
from where he could easily view his moored boat, not that it was likely to go anywhere, 
being safely moored, fore and aft. After setting up camp, we walked the few kilometres 
across the island to the main harbour, where we bought sufficient provisions for our trip, 
and enjoyed an excellent evening meal, 

It took us a little while to get things a little more sorted in the boat the next morning, 
and it was midday by the time we set off. Mato#s proposed destination was the island of 
Zirje (don#t ask about the pronunciation!), some 20Km offshore. As this entailed beating 
our way there, I suggested that with an abundance of offshore islands to choose from, we 
might perhaps find another destination on an easier point of sail. In deference to this 
suggestion, Mato altered course slightly to a close reach, to round the island ahead to the 
north, rather than the south, but then pointed out that we were making such good progress 
that it wouldn#t be too much trouble to achieve his ambition to sail round the most 
southerly point of Zirje!

Left: There was a useful 
concreted platform area on the 
foreshore adjecent to the jetties, 
which we used to unpack, and 
sort out our gear.

The two tents can be seen 
in the background. They are 
spaced apart as being on the 
best level ground available - not 
because we were no longer on 
speaking terms by the time we 
reached Zlarin!

Right: The view out to sea, 
taken on the pathway from the 
camping area to the main harbour 
in Zlarin. Supplies to the island are 
maintained by a regular ferry 
service.

In the far distance is our 
destination for the next day, the 
offshore insland of Žirje, though 
there are a number of other islnads 
in between which are not easily 
distinguishably as such, looking at 
them from just above sea level.



Mato had warned me that the coastline, particularly that of the islands, was extremely 
rocky, and there were very few landing places. Having sailed along the equally rocky 
coastlines of Norway and Nova Scotia, and always finding some sandy beach on which to 
land and camp for the night, I was somewhat sceptical about his projected difficulty of 
landing somewhere. He was, however, to be proved completely correct in his assessment, 
since in 10 days of cruising, we didn#t come across a single place where it was possible to 
pull the boat ashore for the night.

Since landing the boat anywhere proved not to be an option, we sailed into one of the 
well-protected bays on Zirje, where there was an anchorage (mainly for the visiting bigger 
cruising yachts), with a very small and basic restaurant. However, with it still being relatively 
early in the season, this one had yet to open. The owner however, still made a 10 Euro 
charge for the yachts using the moorings, but charged us nothing at all for the privilege of 
mooring within the small protected harbour built for his small fishing boats. He were also 
allowed us to camp on land near to a path, which led up to an old Roman fortification 
overlooking the sea approaches to old port of Sibenik. The difficulty in finding a flattish area 
of ground on which to pitch a tent was another new experience for me, in all my many years 
of cruising the coasts of various countries. 

Below: Mato looking out into the 
bay with Pinčika behind.
The very impressive remains of an 
old Roman fortification can be 
seen on the hill in the background.

Above: Pinčika moored in the inner harbour on 
Žirje, there was a rise and fall of about a foot 
(300mm) or more in the level of the water, and at 
low water, the stony area to the front of the photo 
was completely dry.

The owner, living in the house on the other 
side of the harbour, did not appear to have the 
financial resouces to develop and maximise the 
potential of the place as a modern taverna for 
visiting yachtsmen, as was the case in most other 
places we were to visit.



The one factor that rather spoilt an otherwise fairly idyllic setting was the large 
amount of rubbish that had been washed up on the shoreline by the wind whenever it blew 
into the bay. Where this came from one can best assume from the large amount of old gas 
(cigarette) lighters and other detritus that a yacht would normally use and then throw away – 
presumably overboard, well out to sea, with the assumption that it would "disappear#, but 
eventually turning up along all the coves and inlets of the islands.  Whilst chatting to the 
restaurant owner, Mato had asked if there was anything he could do to help in appreciation 
of offering us a berth and somewhere to camp. “Don#t offer me any help,” he replied, “There 
is so much to do I wouldn#t even know where to suggest you start!” However, Mato decided 
that we could make some difference to a small area of the coastline by at least clearing the 
immediate area of rubbish, and it didn#t take us long to fill 3 large sacks.

Left: The view of the well 
sheltered bay on Žirje, with the open 
sea of the Adriatic beyond the 
peninsular strip of land in the 
background.

The small harbour is beyond the 
moored yacht seen to the right. Other 
yachts were to join in later in the 
evening.

Right: Mato trying out his 2-part oars, 
having found last year that his previous 
oars were too short.

I had been sceptical they would be 
strong enough, but this wasn’t the case. 
They were however somewhat heavier 
than I would have preferred.

What little wind there was that morning had died completely by the time we were 
ready to leave, so Mato decided he would try out his new oars, and row to another part of 
the bay, where the restaurant owner had said there was a "sandy beach#. His idea of a 
sandy beach differed widely from my concept of the same, and it was necessary to drop an 
anchor off the shingle shoreline when we arrived. Mato and I enjoyed a refreshing swim in 
the warm(ish!) Adriatic waters, and bright sunshine. There was certainly no sign of any 
sand, or indeed anywhere to pitch a tent. All the vegetation seemed to grow between rocks, 
and there wasn#t a flat area without rocks to be found anywhere.



Left: Mato enjoying a swim 
(near the stern of the boat). The rocky 
seabed provided excellent holding 
ground for the anchor - too good for a 
yacht moored nearby, when they tried 
using their electric winch to haul it in. 
It did seem as though they were 
intent on burning the motor out- 
presumably it was a hired yacht - but 
eventually a swimmer dived down to 
sort the problem out.

Left: The ramains of the Roman 
fortification which overlooked the 
Adriatic, and approaches to the 
ancient port of Šibenik. The size of 
this site was very impressive.

Right: The World version allows 9.5 
foot oars to be stored along the 
centerboard case. On this trip we relied 
on those oars as we didn’t carry an 
outboard. Yellow bags tied underneath 
the thwart carried the anchors.

A light wind picked up after our midday stop, and we sailed along the coast to the 
next main protected bay near the northern end of the island. Though we found an ideal little 
cove where we could anchor off the shingle beach, this too was strewn with more rubbish – 
though Mato declined to carry out any further environmental cleansing activity. A thorough 
search near the shore revealed a flattish area in an old olive grove behind a wall, just big 
enough for one small tent, so Mato decided to leave this for me, and try out his boat tent for 
the night. It was probably the least comfortable night for both of us.



Winds were too light to sail very early the next morning, so we spent the time 
working out how we could make best use of the storage space beneath the foredeck, whilst 
still be able to use the asymmetric spinnaker on Mato#s "World# version. This done, and with 
the wind picking up, we set sail for the next major group of islands, which form the Kornati 
National Park. Mato had proposed an anchorage marked with a restaurant on the island of 
Vela Smokvica as our next destination. It was here that we met up with a yacht flotilla, who 
had also chosen it as their stopover point for the night. One of the helms turned out to be 
another Wayfarer sailor, and when he came over to introduce himself, we recognised each 
other, having met up at the Worlds held at East Down several years ago. What a small 
world! 

Above left: Pinčika moored in a well 
sheltered spot at the end of another large 
bay on the north of Žirje. Though not 
apparent in the photo, the beach was 
strewn with rubbish.

Left: Looking down into the harbour 
at the southern end of Vela Smokvica. 
Pinčika is again moored in the inner 
harbour, and just visible with the photo 
enlarged.

Most of a visiting yacht flotilla are 
moored up to the outer jetty attached to 
the up-market restaurant. It was the 
yachts moored out in the bay that were 
liable for the £30, National Park charge.

Above right: The walled terraces of 
olive groves were an impressive site, 
though it was likely the only way of 
clearing the stony ground to plant the 
trees.

Right: Nothing is of greater 
importance for an Englishman at the start 
of the day than a cup of tea! The flat 
topped rocks made a useful cooking 
area.



We were again not charged any fee for mooring within the inner harbour. In fact, 
Mato and I also enjoyed an evening meal for far less than the cost (£30 a night!) for using a 
Kornati Nat. Park mooring – these are buoys conveniently laid out in the most ideal places 
around the bay for yachts to tie up to, only to be stung by the Park Warden when he came 
round in his sleek, fast motorboat! The restaurant owners were more than happy to let Mato 
and I camp in their nearby Olive grove. These groves had obviously been painstakingly built 
up in previous centuries by collecting the rocks immediately around to build walls, and in the 
process, clearing and levelling the ground to plant Olive trees. The walls would often stretch 
for miles – although there was certainly never going to be any shortage of building material 
for them, the work involved in their construction must have been considerable. The Olive 
tree plantations were now far less valuable to the local owners than the burgeoning 
restaurant business, catering for the increasing number of yachts cruising the coastline.

We started out from Vela Smokvica in strong winds the next day – doing our best to 
impress the visiting yachtsmen with our sailing skills, by beating our way out through the 
narrow entrance of the inner harbour! 

Left: With 13 yacht crews 
having arranged to dine at a 
particular time, Mato and I decided 
that it would be best to eat before 
they started, and enjoyed an 
excellent meal with very little 
waiting.

We then went for a walk over 
the nearby hill, the views from the 
top being particulary memorable. 
The full beauty of the area was 
much more discernible from a 
height.

Right: A view from the top of the 
hill on Vela Smokvica, looking out 
into the Adriatic, and the many 
islands of the Kornati National Park 
on the seaward side of the largest 
island in this group, Kornat.

It was much easier to work out 
our route through the islands, whilst 
looking down from above, than it 
proved to be at sea level, where one 
siland looked pretty much like any 
other.



We made our way along the seaward side of the National Park islands to a marina 
situated between the small island of Vela Panitula, and the larger island of Jadra. By the 
time we had got there, the wind had dropped completely, and it had started to rain. The 
marina proved a rather convenient place to stop and shelter for lunch at the restaurant, as 
well as purchase some more provisions. By the time we were ready to leave, the wind had 
picked up again, though it was now blowing from the opposite direction. This proved to be a 
fairly common weather pattern.

Right: The taverna/restaurant and 
small shop on the island of Vela 
Panitula. This marina was a recent 
development, ideally situated in the 
naroow gap between two islands.

The marina very well equipped 
with excellent facilities for visiting 
yachts.

Left: Pinčika moored along one 
of a number of wooden jetties at the 
marina, though being early season 
and mid-day, it was virtually empty.

There is a developing fleet of 
flotilla type yacht sailing in the area, 
which tend to fill these marinas at 
night.

Right: The dramatic vertical cliff 
formations along many of the smaller 
outer islands of the Kornati National 
Park. These were made by tectonic 
fault lines creating vertical layers of 
strata.

This group of islands are known 
locally as the Crowned Islands, and 
offer this area of the archipelago 
considerable protection from the open 
sea.



Mato#s chart and almanac showed a suitably sheltered bay on the island of Levrnaka, 
further to the north, and we made this our next stop for the night.  We sailed into another 
small harbour owned by a local restaurant, who also, conveniently for us, had an area of 
ground he used as a campsite. It wasn#t perhaps the sort of grassy patch of land we would 
associate with being a campsite in the UK, but it was pretty level, and the soil was at least 
deep enough to push in a tent peg. The cost was £10, for the night, though even with this, 
and the price of an evening meal, it was still less in total than the £30 we saw the yachts and 
boats moored out in the bay being charged. Mato wondered whether the Warden would 
notice us moored inside the jetty, but even if he did, he didn#t come over to charge us.

At this point we decided that it would be wise not to proceed any further north, as we 
needed to be sure of getting back Zablace by a certain time, and we had no motor to use if 
the weather turned against us. We therefore made our next destination the island of Zut (I 
don#t know whether they have a Croatian language version of Scrabble, but the letter Z 
would appear to warrant a much lower value)! Sailing round the top of the large main island 
of Kornat, I made my first navigation error sailing amongst the islands, which made the trip 
to our next projected stopping place rather longer than it should have been. Navigating 
between islands may look easy from a map or chart, but at sea level, the coastline of the 
nearest island blends in with the one(s) behind, making it much more difficult to ascertain 
which island is which on the chart. 

Left: Pinčika is moored alongside 
the boat owned by the nearby restaurant.

This large bay was well protected 
from all wind directions. Tying up in the 
small harbour also protected us from the 
£30 mooring fee!

Right: This old olive grove had been 
changed into a camp site. There were 
basic toilet and shower facilities available 
for our use.

The purpose of the concreted area 
was a puzzle, as there are no roads on the 
small island for campervans etc!



Our detour however did give us a chance to play with Mato#s new asymmetric 
spinnaker set-up, and it certainly gave us a very exhilarating broad reach sail between the 
islands of Kornat and $ut. By now we had got used to the routine of finding an anchorage in 
a bay, with a suitable taverna to hand, as this was by far the easiest option of finding 
somewhere to stop for the night. Our stopping place on $ut was probably the most 
convenient, with an excellent taverna, where you were brought a selection of locally caught 
fresh fish to choose from, for your meal, as well as the offer to camp in an adjacent Olive 
grove, again at no charge for either the camping, or mooring the boat in the harbour. 
Though the local people generally had a good knowledge of English, it was almost certainly 
helpful to have Mato asking for permission to camp etc, as I#m not sure I might have fared 
quite so well on my own, asking in English.

Right: Mato sitting out on the veranda at 
the local taverna, enjoying a refreshing drink 
after our day’s sail. (Pinčika can just be seen 
above Mato’s head).

We were allowed to camp in a very 
convenient spot behind the outbuildings on 
the right.

Left: A very fine selection of local and 
freshly caught fish was brought to the table to 
choose for your meal.

Right: This taverna undoubtely had the 
best ambience of all the ones we visited. 
Being able to use the small harbours 
attached to these places was useful, as it 
was far more convenient to step ashore 
after tying up, than to have to use a tender 
to get ashore from a yacht.



With our provisions running low again – well for the more important items like beer, 
wine etc anyway! – we decided our first stop the next day would be at a nearby marina, 
where there was a small store. The wind died as usual around midday, and we made slow 
progress until it picked up again from the different direction – this time in our favour, and we 
put up the asymmetric spinnaker once more to make our way to the island of Murter, though 
as it had a road connection to the mainland, it proved to be far more crowded than all the 
other islands we visited.

With our provisions running low again – well for the more important items like beer, 
wine etc anyway! – we decided our first stop the next day would be at a nearby marina, 
where there was a small store. The wind died as usual around midday, and we made slow 
progress until it picked up again from the different direction – this time in our favour, and we 
put up the asymmetric spinnaker once more to make our way to the island of Murter, though 
as it had a road connection to the mainland, it proved to be far more crowded than all the 
other islands we visited.

Right: Mato was keen to use 
his asymmetric spinnaker, and it 
certainly made a very noticeable 
difference in our speed.

Mato seemed pleased to be 
able to make best use of both the 
storage space under the foredeck, 
without having to do away with the 
asymmetric. We achieved this by 
foregoing the use of the spinnaker 
chute.

Left: The only sandy beach in 
the whole area was at the end of this 
bay, and a rather stark contrast to the 
jagged rocks lining each side. 
Fortunately Mato carried an extremely 
good anchor, which proved essential 
on this trip.

Though the wind and weather 
tended be a little variable, for this 
particular day, it couldn’t have been 
more ideal.



Setting off in the afternoon in good winds, we started looking for somewhere suitable 
to stop for the night, but with this island linked to the mainland, there seemed no quiet spot, 
or any suitable restaurant we could stop at. Reaching the end of the island, we made the 
decision to continue on Kaprije, where according to the almanac, there were 3 small jetties 
in a protected bay, which we thought might be an ideal landing spot for us. It was a bit of a 
gamble without a motor, as if the wind had died, it would have taken some time to row the 
remaining 6 or 7 miles. In the event the wind held up for us, and we made our destination by 
early evening.

The landing spot at Kaprije proved every bit as convenient as our first spot on Zlarin. 
Securing the boat between 2 of the stone jetties, we made ourselves very comfortable for 
the night, even finding ideal places to pitch our tents. Undoubtedly the best "non restaurant# 
site we had found! Next morning was another bright and sunny day, and with little wind 
during the morning, so we enjoyed a very pleasant swim, followed by a spot of sunbathing 
to dry ourselves off. We were able to enjoy a very easy day#s sail, as we were now nearly 
back to our starting base. We therefore did some sailing practice, particularly gybing, which 
Mato was less than confident about, having caused him to capsize previously.

Left: Moored between the 
jetties on the island of Kaprije. This 
proved to be one of the most ideal, 
more isolated places we found to 
stop on the whole of our trip.

The crew aboard the two 
moored yachts watched us closely 
as we sailed up to the stone jetties. 
It was just as well we completed the 
manoeuvre without mishap!

Right: Mato fixing up the land 
tent for the night. Although the tents 
were big enough to sleep two people 
- even three at a squeeze! - we 
found it more convenient to have a 
tent each. This provided us with 
plenty of personal space, as well as 
room for our gear.

This site even had a ready-
made cooking area built into the 
stone wall to the right of the tent!



Mato had an Aunt living on the nearby island of Prvi!, and we arranged to meet up 
with her at a local restaurant for lunch. We no doubt entertained the diners and others on 
the waterside as we beat our way into the main harbour in very strong winds, often with the 
boat healing well over when a sudden gust hit, but we managed to avoid the interest they 
would no doubt have enjoyed from the spectacle of us capsizing. After lunch, Mato#s Aunt 
was keen to experience a ride in the Wayfarer, but with the wind dropping to virtually 
nothing, it didn#t have quite the excitement for her that she was actually hoping for! We 
ended the day getting back at our starting base of Zlarin, with Mato having to row for much 
of the distance.

Sailing the Croatian coast, with its very rocky and hostile shoreline, certainly proved a 
new experience for me. Much of its beauty lies in the wild and fairly barren landscape on 
many of the islands. But it is the vast number of islands throughout this considerable stretch 
of coastline that provides the greatest interest for cruising. (Neighbouring Slovenia to the 
north, and Bosnia to the south have hardly any coastline to speak of, in comparison to their 
size, inland). Mato seemed keen that we should continue to explore more of the coast next 
year. In my quest to always be as helpful as I possibly can, I did suggest that perhaps we 
could start at the most northerly point, and work our way down the coastline until we had 
completed its whole length!

Ralph Roberts W9885, but sailing W10435 Pin%ika

Left: Back at our starting base on 
Zlarin. The original purpose of building 
this very useful little harbour area was 
difficult to work out.

Right: Mato had nowhere he was able to 
store his boat in Zagreb, so he was more 
than pleased to know that it was perfectly 
safe in this old hangar like storage depot.

His was the only dinghy amongst the 
many stored motor boats of various sizes.



Cruising the Adriatic

Some of the Lessons Learned

Fixing a fitting:
On the very first day, prior to our departure one of the things which made me 

confident in trusting my guest and new friend was learning from him a little trick about fixing 
a two-bolt fitting into the hull. After you have drilled and screwed the first bolt, you should 
take a larger drill having exactly the same diameter as the hole in the fitting. With this drill, 
running it lightly throu the fitting into the hull, you mark the position for the second bolt. Then 
change to a proper (smaller) drill and make a hole for the bolt. This techique is obviously 
much more precise than marking the position with a pen or a pin.

Excessive leach tension causes trouble:
On our departure from the little harbour on $ut island, Ralph had me helm. We had to 

beat our way throu a narrow space between rocks. The wind wasn#t very strong, but I was 
nervous because of the confined situation. After a couple of tacks, we both realised that we 
were not making any progress out of the harbour. I didn#t understand what was going on, but 
fortunately Ralph sorted out the situation. After he took a look back at me and the mainsail, 
he commanded me to ease the mainsheet. I was suprised by this as I was used to having 
the mainsail fully in when beating. But, as soon as I eased the sheet, we started making 
progress to windward, escaping those dreadful rocks. Previous to this incident, I thought 
that oversheeting is primarely a thing of racing, making only a slight difference in boat speed 
(which I don#t care too much about since there are no other Wayfarers in the area I could 
compete with). This incident has shown me that oversheeting the main can actually mean 
that you#ve prevented the boat from making progress, and get yourself in even more trouble.

Reefing the mainsail:
At the sailing course I attended, and everyone I sailed with afterwords, it was 

presumed that you have to head into the wind in order to reef the sails. Ralph has shown 
me how it is much safer and more easily done whilst saling on a reach.

Other lessons:
I will omit other points on which Ralph corrected me in order not to embaress myself 

here too much in front of more experienced sailors.

Mato Iliji!,
W10435



Cruising the Adriatic

Two Experiments

Experimenting with a cruisers way of asymmetric hoisting:

Ralph and I wanted to free up the space under the foredech for cruising gear, but still 
wanted to be able to use the asymmetric. That is how we decided to try a system for hoising 
it from the cockpit. Also, rather than having one line work as halyard+tack+pole extender, we 
prepared a separate line for each task.

The procedure for hoisting went something like this:
1. With the sail in the cockpit, crew ties the sail corners to respective lines (halyard, sheets 
and tack line which is brought into the cockpit over the foredeck (and over the spinnaker 
sheet, but under the jib sheet ;-)    )
2. Crew pulls the tack line (whick runs throu the top of the pole into the cockpit) and thus 
pulls the tack of the sail across the foredeck to the tip of the pole.
3. Helm hoists the sail via the halyard
4. Crew loosens the tack line a bit and at the same time pushes/pulls the pole out of the bow 
with a pole pushin line
5. Both helm and crew smile happily under full sail

The procedure for lowering the sail went like this:
1. Crew loosens the tack line (a lot), the sail looses its shape and driving force
2. Crew grabs the foot of the sail and collects it towards the clew
3. Helm starts lowering the sail via the halyard while crew collects the sail into the cockpit
4. Crew pulls the pole inboard with a dedicated inboard-pulling-line and stores the sail.

Although Ralph and I think that some more experimenting in needed, we feel that this 
is a better arrangement for cruising. Particularly because hoisting and lowering of the sail 
can be done in easy stages with less strain on the sail.

 
Recovering the World after inversion

On one sunny day, we took all cruising gear out of the boat and inverted it on pupose. 
It wasn#t easy to capsize in the first place, but it was very very difficult to get back from full 
inversion (the wind and sea were about F3, each of us is about 70kg). If the weather was 
colder and the wind stronger, we would have been in a very serious situation. This 
experience urges us and anyone else sailing a World, to experiment while in a safe area in 
order to develop some means of getting back from inversion quickly and easily.


