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Having owned a Moores MKII, W9543 for the last 10 years, we instantly fell in 
love with a new MKIV racer at the 2008 Earls Court Boatshow.  It was almost as-
if she had been built with us in mind.  Blue with a red waterline, similar to our old 
boat, and although a racing hull, kitted out with various cruising extras (outboard 

bracket, back box, bow fairleads, aft seats) – perfect for both club racing, and 
family holidays. 

 
Our experience is largely limited to inland sailing at our home club at Grafham 
and annual trips to the Norfolk Broads, but last years‟ trip to Chichester harbour 
had whet our appetite for sailing in new (salty) waters, so when we keenly 
booked time off and accommodation for a weeks‟ holiday at Poole for Easter, it 
seemed like a good idea but as Easter approached, doubts started to set in.  
Weather and a busy diary meant that we had only managed to sail her once at 
Grafham in very light winds before we packed her up ready for the journey to 
Poole.  
  
Saturday 11th - Arrival 
We left home (Hitchin, Hertfordshire) around 0900, and arrived at Parkstone YC 
at around 1100, a very good journey for Easter Saturday.  After a little uncertainty 
whether they could fit us in, we were warmly welcomed by Glynne Marples 
(Wayfarer fleet captain), and by 1200, we had stepped the mast and were off to 
Sandbanks for beer and lunch, followed by ice creams on the beach and at 1500, 
we collected the keys to our holiday home. 
We returned to the club later to finish rigging the boat, and pick up a visitors‟ 
card, then popped to the filling station for a petrol can and 5litres of unleaded for 
the outboard. 
 
Sunday 12th – First exploration 
Back to Parkstone YC around 1000, cover off and sails up, everyone was very 
interested in our new boat!  Outboard on (rear box and outboard make her very 
finely balanced on the trailer, so I had our 7-year-old daughter, Charlotte sit on 
the foredeck until we launched), into the water for only the second time, and we 
slipped away with a gentle breeze, just before the club sailors launched for their 
Easter series racing.  Into Parkstone Bay, we then headed south across the 
harbour towards Brownsea Island, and headed west (anti-clockwise) around the 
island.  We launched the spinnaker once we were to the south of the island, and 
crept between Brownsea and Furzey islands.  Spinnaker recovery again proved 
difficult (not yet familiar with the „chute technique, and the halyard/downhaul is a 
bit long), and we wandered a little close to the shore whilst concentrating on 
getting the sail down. 
We decided to anchor on the south of the island (Nic was incredulous that we 
couldn‟t tie-up on the pier), and nosed our way ashore.  Nic held the boat whilst I 
carried Charlotte and Samuel to the beach, then we dropped the main, and I 
rigged the anchor to hold the boat off the beach. 



As it was just after noon, there was some confusion over whether we were 
snacking or lunching (I said snack, meaning lunch!), leading to Sam having a 
chocolate bar first, whilst the rest of us had sandwiches and crisps. 

 
Anchored off Brownsea Island 

 
Giant ants swarmed over the log we sat on, but didn‟t take much notice of us, 
and didn‟t get a look-in on our packed-lunch.  After a quick lunch, we changed 
into trainers and setoff for a walk on the island.  We realised that arriving by our 
own boat left us lacking in trail maps or guides, but that was soon remedied when 
we found a National Trust ranger (being NT members also saved us the landing 
fee).  Nic and Charlotte headed off towards the visitor‟s centre with the prospect 
of an Easter-egg hunt, but I was terrified of our shiny racing hull drying out on the 
falling tide, so I went back to the beach with Samuel.  I moved the boat along to a 
sandier part of the beach, and then relaxed whilst Sam played in the sand.  Nic 
and Charlotte returned about 30 minutes later, so the children continued to play 
on the beach, but became frustrated because the sand didn‟t make good 
sandcastles! 
We eventually started to encourage the kids to get ready to sail, and I raised the 
sails.  We put the kids aboard, stowed the anchor and pushed off. 



 
Crew awake for a change! 

 
We headed east towards Brownsea castle and the harbour mouth.  Here we 
found a bit more swell, and lots of boat-wash, but the new boat seemed very dry 
for the crew, and was riding nicely over the waves – we later realised this was 
because all the weight on the back-end was keeping the bows from digging in.  I 
hoped to nose out towards the sandbanks ferry, but although we had an 
outboard, the „USE ENGINE‟ sign was foreboding, and instead we headed north.  
Finding ourselves in the middle of the ship channel with little boatspeed, I fired-
up the outboard, and we ran it for a few minutes to get ourselves out of the way.  
My weight at the back of the boat was enough for us to ship some water through 
the transom flaps.  This was soon sucked out through the bailers, but not before 
Charlotte and Sam got wet bottoms because they‟d adopted their normal position 
laying at the front of the cockpit - the shelf under the deck is the ideal height to 
rest their heads, although they miss the comfort of the spinnaker bags on our old 
boat.  I killed the engine, and we headed back to Parkstone bay, and crabbed 
into Parkstone Yacht Club – a question of “where‟s the centre-board” led to Nic 
raising it, but also meant we didn‟t scrape the shallows as we came in.  We 
landed on the pontoon and pulled the boat to the slip.  We were warmly 
welcomed ashore by Colin May, and the subsequent enjoyable conversations 
with him highlighted how much I still had to learn about Wayfarers, and sailing in 
general! 
 



Monday 13th – Sea Legs! 
Time for a new adventure, conditions were perfect for a first sail in the sea!  
Charlotte‟s body-board tucked easily under the front deck, I topped-up the petrol 
in the outboard and we loaded up and rigged as usual.  As we were slightly later, 
we waited for the racers to launch, and when there was space, we slipped in and 
sailed out.  We tacked easily down towards the harbour mouth, and once in 
Brownsea Road and approaching the ferry, fired up the outboard to warm-up.   

 
Sandbanks Chain Ferry berthing at Studland 

 
Our timing was perfect, and the chain-ferry crossed before us, leaving plenty of 
time to go comfortably behind.  Once we were out of the harbour, we stopped 
and lifted the motor but I then saw that we were leaking petrol.  We hadn‟t 
noticed on our sail out, but the engine filler cap was leaking slightly, so to limit 
lost fuel and avoid pollution, Nic lowered the engine back down.  It made a gentle 
tapping noise as it turned over in the water behind us as we sailed across 
Studland bay, but didn‟t seem to affect performance.  I was nervous of crossing 
„Training Bank‟ – we had no local knowledge, and it wasn‟t clear how deep it was 
from our chart, but it would have been a long detour out, so we carefully sailed 
over, raising the centreboard as a precaution.  The only indications were the red 
channel markers and slightly darker water but we crossed without incident.  We 
headed towards the south of Studland bay, where other boats were moored, but 
we were able to anchor much closer to the beach than most of the cruisers and 
motorboats.  This also seemed to be the coldest part of the beach - Although the 



wind was blowing from the SSW, we didn‟t get much shelter from the „Old Harry‟ 
headland, and the sun was partially shaded through the trees. 
 
We ate our packed-lunch, and then Nic and I had tea in china mugs from “Joe‟s 
cafe”, whilst ignoring the cold, Charlotte and Sam had ice-creams.   
Charlotte decided to body-board, but was deterred by the cold water before it 
reached up to her ankles, but it made a very good beach seat for her and Sam 
instead! 

 
Studland Beach 

 
The cold finally got the better of us, and we prepared the boat ready to leave.  
Once aboard, we all felt much warmer, and Charlotte and Sam assumed their 
normal positions and promptly fell asleep.  We threaded our way through the 
anchored boats towards „Old Harry‟ for some photo‟s and shaky video, and 
briefly enjoyed the exploits of a solo Hobiecat sailor, trying to untangle his 
spinnaker.  We had a great view of „Old Harry‟, and the Needles in the distance – 
there was so much space compared to our previous sailing haunts. 



 
Old Harry Rocks 

 
We headed back towards the harbour, the wind was very light and almost directly 
from behind, making for a quite uncomfortable sail in the light swell.  It was 
impossible for Nic to take photos, let alone video, and I started to feel a little 
queasy – it was time for a ginger ale to settle my stomach.   

 
Running back towards the harbour 

 
Launching the spinnaker helped our slow but relaxing progress, and also settled 
the motion of the boat considerably.  It was almost a relief to start the outboard to 
cross the ferry, and we motored back into the harbour, joining a procession of 
yachts and motor-cruisers returning to the harbour at the end of the Easter 
weekend.  We sailed between moored boats back to Parkstone, where we sailed 
up to the slip and dropped the sails. 
 
 



Tuesday 14th 
Steamtrains and Castles 
 
Wednesday 15th – Bit of a blow! 
Wednesday was supposed to be a non-sailing day, but after a couple of hours 
doing tourist-things at Poole quay (pottery etc), we decided it was too nice to stay 
ashore.  We changed, and between short showers, Charlotte and Sam ate their 
lunch, whilst Nic and I rigged the boat.  We planned for a minimalist sail, and left 
the back locker, outboard and anchor ashore, with the intention of exploring other 
parts of the harbour without landing.  There was a light, cool breeze from the 
north, and visibility was limited by a light haze.  We had a steady reach up 
towards Rockley, while Nic and Charlotte enjoyed spotting the buoys and racing 
marks against a chart of club racing marks lent to us by another friendly and 
helpful PYC wayfarer sailor.  The chart said „not suitable for navigation‟ but it 
gave us a very good idea where we were!  We got caught in a heavy shower, 
and almost turned around off Hamsworthy, but the rain didn‟t last long.  Jet-skiers 
and a water-skier were playing in Wareham channel, but they kept out of our 
way.  We turned round, and headed back, exploring the west and south sides of 
the harbour and Green and Furzey islands, tacking along the marked channel in 
light and flooky winds.  We ran west between Furzey and Brownsea islands, but 
couldn‟t launch the spinnaker because Sam and Charlotte were asleep on the 
twinning line!   

 
Charlotte and Sam‟s usual berth 



Once out of the shelter of Brownsea, the wind had picked-up considerably.  We 
faced a rough and wet beat across to Parkstone Bay, and with less weight on the 
transom, the bow was digging in more.  Without a washboard on the foredeck, 
the water drained straight into the cockpit, and specifically onto Charlotte and 
Sam.   
The boat sailed very well and apart from when the mainsheet was cleated out of 
reach, I was easily keeping her flat but when the gusts came I was spilling most 
of the wind from the mainsail.  We reluctantly and cautiously tacked a couple of 
times, and she turned nicely each time.  Nic and I were both enjoying the sail and 
how well our new boat was performing, but we knew the kids were getting 
uncomfortable (although Sam wasn‟t uncomfortable-enough to get up, and 
Charlotte was still asleep), and Nic was having trouble crewing in the more 
difficult conditions whilst avoiding stepping on either of the children lying under 
her feet.  We were very close to PYC before we enjoyed any shelter, but it was 
very welcome, and we tacked inside the haven and quickly put Charlotte and 
Sam ashore and into dry clothes. 

 
PYC Dinghy Park 

 
We packed away the boat as the club sailors were rigging, and enjoyed watching 
the racing from the comfort of the bar, whilst savouring a couple of beers and 
supper. 
 
Thursday 16th 



Tank museum 
 
Friday 17th – Packing-up 
Planned to have a last sail and pack-up the boat for the journey home.  Arrived at 
PYC, but there was very little wind, and it was more chilly than earlier days.  We 
watched some cruisers being craned into the harbour whilst we reluctantly 
started to rig, but soon decided it wasn‟t a sailing day, and the children patiently 
waited whilst Nic and I packed the boat.   
After lunch, we drove over to Studland Bay, and enjoyed a very pleasant walk 
from Studland, out towards „Old Harry‟ where we had sailed on Sunday, and over 
Ballard Down. 
 
 
It seemed like a good idea, and it was a good idea!  Despite some doubts 
beforehand, we had a fabulous week, helped by the good weather, but most 
importantly, the warm welcome we received at Parkstone Yacht Club.  Everyone 
was very helpful, friendly, genuinely interested in our boat, and gave lots of 
useful advice about where to sail, how to rig, etc.  It was a great place to get to 
know our new boat, and explore new, but relatively safe waters - we could be 
sharing the water with ferries, fishing boats, yachts, cruisers, ribs, jet-ski‟s, water-
skiers or canoes, and sometimes we might not see another boat in sight.  All our 
trips were fairly short to keep Charlotte and Sam interested, but they were always 
quite happy, and would often lay down in the cockpit and sleep, heads propped 
on the front self. 
 
We‟re absolutely delighted with our new boat, but we still have a lot to learn 
about her.  I still need to perfect tacking with a centre main (I think the oversized 
tiller extension isn‟t helping) and we need to practice our spinnaker technique.  
Using the chute is completely new, and we haven‟t recovered it cleanly yet.  The 
downhaul brings the sail right under the port seat, where it easily gets trodden 
on.  The fairleads needed to be taped over, because they cut our spinnaker - 
Richard and Mark Hartley had warned us of this.  Even as a former non-outboard 
purist, the motor (Suzuki 2.5hp 4stroke) is a great comfort with the children on 
board and is well out of the way on its bracket whilst sailing – it didn‟t catch on 
the sheets once and isn‟t going to „eat‟ the rudder either.  The rear box is a useful 
storage space (especially in a shiny new boat where there aren‟t many places to 
fix things to), but it does have its limitations; you can‟t easily open it whilst afloat 
and it weighs nearly 20kg empty – I can see it staying in the garage!  We also 
took out the rear benches, and again, I don‟t think they‟ll come out of the loft, but 
their brackets made a useful place to fix deck-eyes on, to tie fenders, etc.  There 
are many more control lines than we‟re used to (outhaul, Cunningham, spinnaker 
downhaul, rig tension, cascade kicker, twinning lines etc), which all make her 
more complicated to rig, and I wouldn‟t want to launch where we‟d have to drop 
the mast each day! 


