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Cover picture: Super Anne sailing.

This summer has been very in
teresting for me and my little
boat. Not only did we make

the longest continuous cruise yet (th-
ree weeks), but we also aquired
some new gadgets t o play with.
Now, I am not really a friend of too
many gadgets, so I have to admit I
am a trifle embarrased over myself.
Well, some of the new things, like a
handheld VHF, are not only good to
have safety wise, but have already
served me well on several occasions.
As has this little solar mobile phone
charger I aquired only days before
we left. I would not have been able
to use my mobile very much during
the last week without it.

However, the famous (see artic-
le) Lidl fishfinder may be another
story. It has it’s use, but I would pro-
bably do as well without it. After all
my boat is so shallow draft I usually
see the bottom before I hit it.

Gadgets or not, this summer’s cru-
ise was eventfull and enjoyable, de-
spite the sometimes not really nice
weather. This issue of T-K is thus
somewhat dedicated to the Baltic.
The main reason is that besides my
own report there is another one, co-
vering partly the same cruise. This
August I did meet an English friend
who has his boat (a Twin-Keeler as
well) on the opposite side of the
Baltic, in Latvia. He sailed it over
to meet me and cruise together for a
few days. His story is simply too
good not to be told, so I really hope

you will excuse the slight Baltocen-
tric tendency of this issue.

After all, if you were better at sen-
ding me YOUR cruise reports I
would not need to use my own that
much would I? And at least his boat
is not another Alacrity!

Please do have a look at the two
mystery boats i the readers’ section.
I am not able to identify them so any
help would be greatly appreciated.

Finally I hope you had a good sai-
ling season yourself. I know I did
and it is not even over yet. So plea-
se, do take you cameras and note-
books and send us your reports.

Don’t worry about quality, we are
used to editing and will make the
best of it.

Until then: Happy sailing!
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by George Bollenbacher
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A t the Harvard University
commencement, the vale-
dictory speech is traditio-

nally given in Latin. Each year the
valedictorian works hard to incor-
porate into the talk as many com-
mon Latin phrases as possible, so the
speech is sprinkled with old stan-
dards like “E Pluribus Unum” and
“status quo”, as well as lots of legal
and medical jargon. Only when we
hear these terms in their native ton-
gue do we realize their derivation,
and how much we have adapted their
original meaning to our modern usa-
ge.

The same holds true, of course, for
nautical terms. Perhaps because Bri-
tain is an island nation, English has
more than its fair sha-
re of transformed sea-
faring terminology,
some of which has
completely abando-
ned its nautical heri-
tage. However, when
we undertake the sailing life, we of-
ten see these non-nautical terms as
sailors originally used them.

But enough chit-chat. I had better
get this column under way, or the
editor will lower the boom on me.
When I first decided to tackle this
subject, I thought it would be smooth
sailing; little did I know how hard it
would be. I thought I would see sai-
ling terms everywhere, just falling
into place as I went along - now I
see that these terms are both rarer
and more willful than I ever thought.

So, I decided to take a different
tack. Instead of just waiting for them
to come to me, I took a more orga-
nized approach. A little diligent sear-
ching gave me a list of terms, and I
set out to weave them into my nar-

rative. So, if you’ll just give me
some leeway, I’ll get on with it.

The office is one of those places
where nauticalspeak comes in wa-
ves. No matter who is at the helm,
business always seems to end up
being all hands on deck, just to keep
things running smoothly. If the crew
can rise to the occasion, and get th-
rough the heavy weather, everyone
will have a chance to celebrate their
success, and maybe, when the sun
is over the yardarm, get three sheets
to the wind.

Sometimes, of course, things
don’t go so well at the office. The
quarterly revenue numbers are be-
low projections, the technology pro-
jects run aground, morale heads
south, the company has lost its cour-
se, and the ship appears rudderless.
That’s when senior management
may be thrown overboard, and eve-

ryone battens down the hatches for
a new start.

Outside the office, we hear nauti-
calspeak as well, but in this case it
is more hidden. Take church, for
example, especially when there is no
service going on. For many of us, at
that time the empty sanctuary is truly
a safe harbor, a respite from the
rough waters outside. The calm, the
quiet broken only by the occasional
footfall, is mystical. And the pulpit,
named after the part of a British navy
ship where the captain preached the
Sunday sermon when at sea, reminds
us of our place in the congregation
during the service.

Elsewhere, nauticalspeak appears
in the oddest places. In sports, just
when our team, say the NY Mets,

seems to have it all together, the tide
turns, a few key players get injured,
a few more go into a slump, and the
whole season starts to fall apart.
Before we know it, a hated rival is
leaving them in its wake.

Even at home we can hear nauti-
calspeak everywhere. Home is the
place where we feel anchored, with
our family around us and familiar
things close at hand. Whether eve-
rything is shipshape there, or on the
rocks, it always seems to be our port
in a storm. Unless, of course, things
get really bad at home, and then we
are truly adrift.

So we ”do” nauticalspeak all the
time, without thinking about it. Except
when we are on our boat. Then all the
words and phrases have their original,
and very specific, meanings. My first
season with Greyhound, I asked a crew
member to release the jib sheets from

their cam cleats so
the jib wouldn’t sud-
denly fill when it
was deployed. He
misunderstood, un-
tying the figure eight
knots at the bitter

ends and leaving the lines lying loose
on the deck. When I headed into the
brisk breeze and raised the jib, I sud-
denly got an appreciation for that new
nautical term, “two sheets to the
wind.”

I have more than once demonstra-
ted how to end up “in irons,” and even
a few examples of how to get out, so a
lot of my sailing is a demonstration of
the downside of nauticalspeak. If I
weren’t the skipper, as well as the crew
most of the time, I would have been
keel-hauled more than once for put-
ting the whole boat at risk, not to men-
tion looking pretty silly at the helm.
The nonsailing folks I take out on
Greyhound always marvel at the sai-
ling vocabulary I can spout, but only I
know whereof I nautical-speak, and it
ain’t pretty.
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I  found this cheap fishfinder and
could just not resist to try it on
my boat. It is portable, has it’s

own batteries and is supposed to be
used from small fishing skiffs, hang-
ing freely under a little buoy with a
12m cable. However, the manual
states it could be uses from the insi-
de of a hull as well, if it was no thick-
er than 3mm (which my boat certain-
ly is, but you never know).

The idea was that it would give
me the depth and some kind of idea
how the bottom looks like. If it
shows any fish, that would be a bo-
nus as I am not into fising.

The next day I took it to the boat
for some intensive testing. First
thing I tried was to put it in the wa-
ter from the boat at the pontoon. It
worked! Knowing that, I tried it from
inside the hull, with and without
water filled plastic bag (as manual
demands). That did not work, the
thing did not say a word.

Plan B was to fit it on a stick and
lash it to the transom ladder. I found
a nice old paddle handle from my
long gone inflatable dinghy, screwed
off the paddle blade and had the per-
fect stick. I duct-taped the transdu-
cer to it, and lashed the whole thing
to the ladder.

Then  I cast off my lines and moto-
red into the canal. The thing worked
nicely at first but then stopped. That
worried me because it also could
mean that the canal is too shallow.
It is not supposed to give a reading
under 1 meter or so.

However, I soon discovered that
the pole had moved to the side and
the transducer now beamed at the
rudder. So I added a second lashing
to keep it steady. And thus it stayed
for the next 2 hours.

Performance:
The thing worked flawlessly un-

der engine. Speed up to 4,1 knots.
(Didn’t try faster with the engine).
It showed the depth. And it showed
small symbols of fish in different
places.

What it did not show contrary to
my expectation was rocks on the
bottom. According to the manual it
is supposed to do so, my conclusion
being that there weren’t any rocks.
That could very well have been so
as I did not venture to any known
rocky places.

Next I killed the engine and put
up sail. There was not much wind,
but I pottered around in different
speeds and different places, compa-
ring the depth readings to the charts.
I showed about the same. Very plea-
sing.

Then there were powerboats and
wash. And wash the fishy thing did
not like. The readings became spo-

FishfFishfFishfFishfFishf inder einder einder einder einder e xperimentxperimentxperimentxperimentxperiment
by Jens Kuhn

radic when the boat bobbed around
a lot.

Then the wind increased and I sai-
led along in 4.2 knots. That worked
fine, unless the boat heeled too much.

The temporary mounting at the transom

15.5 meters and a fish!

(Continues on page 16)
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I will say it at once: this year's
summer cruise was like the best
and the worst at the same time.

The best because I had a lot of fun
and because I was living on the boat
for three continuous weeks - the first
record of three (more about that la-
ter).  The worst, because we encoun-
tered probably the worst weather yet,
at least during the first two weeks.
The third week was OK temperatu-
re wise, but there was almost no
wind instead.

But I will start from the beginning.
On July 22 my wife and I set out for
our annual cruise. The boat was lo-
aded with food, wine and water for
two weeks and the weather forecast
was terrible. Well, the very day of
departure was OK but the next days
would bring rain and gales from the
north. However, we decided to start
anyway, as if we had waited we
would have been forced to wait so
long so we would become crazy all
over.

So we sailed in mostly light winds
and glorious sunshine to Vaxholm.
If you usually read my reports, you
know that place already. We do not
really like it. The marina is very busy
and the waters around are choppy
and full of motorboats and we usu-
ally feel the vacation does not start
until we are past it.

There is, though, one good thing
about that place. It is great to wait
out rain and gales. It has restaurants
a plenty and the harbour is, once in-
side, very safe. So we tucked up the-
re and had a good dinner. The next
day, we had breakfast at a café and
watched the rain. We also did some
shopping: a new hurricane lamp as

TTTTT he thrhe thrhe thrhe thrhe thr ee ree ree ree ree r ecorecorecorecorecor d’d’d’d’d’ s crs crs crs crs cr uiseuiseuiseuiseuise
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by Jens Kuhn

the old one had
stopped burning
properly and
some real fancy
new Helly Han-
sen rain gear for
my wife (I had
bought some
cheapy stuff for
her before we set
off, but when she
put it on for the
first time we dis-
covered several
holes in it!)

And we visited
the castle! I have written about it
several times and posted some pics
but this time we actually went over
to it and had a look. There is a mu-
seum inside covering Swedish coas-
tal defenses over time and while not
extremely good, it kept us out of the
rain.

The museum also had a lot of
modern stuff about
post-war coastal
defence positions
buried deep down
under the rocks.
From there the
crew could over-
view the archipela-
go and fire guns
and missiles. It's a
bit like in a subma-
rine, but under the
rocks.

The next day
most of the rain
had gone and any-
way, my wife had her new Hellies,
so we set off. We sailed to one of
our favorite anchorages at Gällnö.

Usually it is quite full, but surpri-
singly this time there was only one
other boat. Later another sailboat
arrived, but this is still extremely litt-
le for late July. The truth it did not
really feel like July, especially the
nights were very cold.

The next day the other boats left
and we were alone for a few hours.

Unfortunately the peace was drama-
tically disturbed when a group of no

View from Vaxholm Castle over the approaches

Observing position beneath the rocks
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less than five motorboats cruising in
company arrived in the afternoon.

In Vaxholm we also had purcha-
sed a big piece of meat, so we could
have a proper barbeque. It took two
of those disposable barbeque sets to
cook it!

The next day we were off again.
We felt that we would have to go to
a new place this time so we headed
for a little anchorage in Träsköfjär-
den which according to the pilot
book was perfect for shallow draft
boats. The wind was good and the
sun was out and we enjoyed our sail.
Suddenly we heard  a conversation
on the VHF between two sailing
vessels one of which was a Russian
sailing frigate about to take part in
the Tall Ship Race. We then realised
that she was headed towards us in
the same area so we directly plotted
a course to intercept. Unfortunately
she was not under sail, but a beauty
nontheless.

We resumed our original course
and arrived at the designated ancho-
rage shortly after lunch. However,
when we peered inside it revealed
itself being full of small motorboats
with lots of children running around
on the rocks. This was not what we

wanted so
we carried
on past it.
Now we
had to find
a n o t h e r
place to
stop for the
night. I de-
cided to try
for Häl-
s ingehol -
marna, a
group of is-
lands I had
been thin-
king about
before, but
never went
there as it is
not protected from all winds and also
it is very shallow. This time howe-
ver the wind was forecast to stay in
the south west for days, albeit blo-
wing like hell.

Hälsingeholmarna proved to be
the perfect spot! Sure we had to try
for about half an hour to find the pro-
bably only place deep enough to let
us moor to the rocks, but once there
it proved to be perfect. It was dead
calm inside during the next three

days, although a short walk to the
other side revealed a totally different
view. The waves were high and crea-
ming and the few boats out had reefs
in and did not look too comfortable.

It is perhaps easy to understand
why my wife declared this to be her
new favorite spot. It had all. It was
quiet (one motorboat during the first
night, a kajaker, and another sailbo-
at further out in the deeper water was
all we saw during our stay). The
view was great with even a small
patch of open horizon to be seen.

The weather though, was, well,
neither fish nor fowl. One day it rai-
ned for about half an hour every two
hours. Still we timed our meals so
we could eat them in the cockpit in
the sun. On the other side of the is-
land it was blowing a gale, but in
here we had a nice time. We stayed
here for four nights. In fact, I could
have stayed longer, enjoying the
remoteness and lack of people, but
the wind was now forecast to be blo-
wing from the north and from there
there would be no protection. So we
left, and having been alone for so
many days we decided to go to Möja,
to get some supplies and have a good
meal at the pub.

The sail to Möja was an utterly
eventless but tedious beat in light

All hands to quarters! Russian frigate to starboard!

My wife’s new favorite spot...
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winds. And when we arrived we dis-
covered the pub was closed (How
can they close on a Monday in holi-
day times?). This was a near crisis,
but we resolved it by buying some
hamburgers at the shop and put them
on the barbeque. I did not take any
pics in Möja as there are some in one
of the other cruise reports. It is a very
charming fishing village.

We had breakfast at the café (ex-
tremeley expensive, but hey, we did
save the pub money the day before).
After breakfast we had to decide if
we would stay another day or not.
There was a near gale again and
many boats decided to stay in and
wait for it to blow over. However,
this time it was from the North East,
and we would not have to tack into
it. So we decided to give it a try, put
in a reef in the main and headed out.
At first it was a glorious ride, but
once out on the open fjord it got qui-
te bumpy. We had two options, one
long ride all the way down to Näm-
dö or to stop after about a quarter of
the distance at Hasselö. After that
there would be not many good har-
bours until we got down to Nämdö.
We decided for Hasselö to be on the
safe side.

Hasselö was another nice spot.
There were only two other boats, one

of which a nice old
wooden workboat.
One side of the ancho-
rage was uninhabited
woodland but on the
opposite side were
nice little summer
houses. Unfortunately
neither of us thought
about taking any pic-
tures of those.

The next day the
forecast was for winds
from the Southeast.
This was not at all per-
fect as it would mean
a beat almost all the
way down to Nämdö.
Anyway we decided to
go. Normally we do

try to avoid long upwind passages
but this time we had to make our way
south in order to get to Härsö to meet
Nigel who was going to sail his boat
Super Anne over from Latvia. Ac-
cording to the forecast the wind
would be strong, but not too strong.
So we started out nicely with full
main and small jib and everything
worked just fine. The sun was shi-
ning and the wind was almost a tri-
fle too weak.

However the further south we
came the more the wind increased.
As did the waves. Once out in the

open Nämdöfjärden we had a quite
bumpy ride taking spray over the
bows more often than not. It was still
a glorious ride, the boat almost felt
like it did enjoy it for once. Heavily
loaded for cruising as we were I did
not even feel the need for a reef. Still
after some more hours of this my
wife showed signs of getting a bit
tired of the motion and the heeling.
She did not say anything though, just
went below and rested with a book
for a while.

All the time I was thinking the
wind had mostly to do with that dark
cloud that now had gathered over us
and would soon weaken again. But
it did not. I now think it was the ty-
pical thing of the sea breeze increa-
sing the forecast winds from the
same direction. This can happen so-
metimes when the wind is from the
south and especially in the afternoon
the wind can easily reach 20 knots
without the forecast even mentio-
ning it as without the sea breeze to
add it would be only 12 knots or so.

Anyway, when we neared our de-
stination my wife finally got fed up
for good, so I doused the sails and
motored the last two miles into the
anchorage. Which was crap. It was
blowing right through and was full
of boats anyway. We tried three dif-
ferent spots until we found one good

Working boat at Hasselö

Sunset at Munkö
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enough for the night but still we did
bump onto the rocks sometimes
when powerboat swell got through.
Now, in the beginning I promised
three records, and you may have re-
alised that this was the second one.
We did not
know it then,
but several
days later at
Härsö a fellow
boater from my
club told me he
had been out
that day in
about the same area and had measu-
red 28 knots of wind. And in that we
were happily (sort of) tacking wit-
hout even a reef in. The Alacrity re-
ally is a safe boat.

So we did not like that anchorage
at Nämdö, and the next day we got
up early and left at 0930, probably
the earlest departure during the cru-
ise (no that's not the third record!).
The wind was quite strong and still
from the south and we put up the
main only with a reef in and headed
for Munkö, a few miles directly to
the north of Nämdö. With only this
little sail area we still made more
than 4 knots. Munkö (meaning
monk island), despite being quite
crowded was a relief compared to
Nämdö. It was sheltered, we got a
perfect spot and arriving there after
only one hour's ride, came in there
exactly as everybody else left. We
settled for a day of rest as I did not
get too much sleep the night before,
going up several times to adjust
mooring lines and haul the boat
further away from the shore.

After that night the weather chan-
ged dramatically. Summer finally
arrived with warmth and light winds.
In fact, we did not have a good bree-
ze since. It was now Thursday and
Nigel was due to arrive at Härsö on
Monday. Also my wife would leave
me then and be replaced by a friend
as crew. The plan was to arrive at
Härsö on Sunday at the latest in or-
der to get some rest before the last

week of the cruise. As my wife wan-
ted to go to some more seaside pub
before the end of the cruise we de-
cided to try for Rögrund, a small is-
land in the middle of a big fjord. It
has a very small harbour with a res-

taurant and a bed and breakfast pla-
ce.

We started with a light wind from
the south and had a quiet beat about
half the distance to Rögrund. Then
the wind died away never to return
that day (nothing in the forecast
about that!). I waited drifting for
about an hour or so, then fired up
the Honda and pottered away to
Rögrund. Arriving there we were
told that we could get a meal but
could not stay over night as they
were all booked for the night and
there was no space in the harbour.

 At first we were a bit disappoin-
ted but then we realised we would
not have wanted to stay over night
anyway if there was a big party go-

ing on at the pub which was very
near the dock. So we had a couple
of hamburgers with fries and then
set of again. Now where to? There
were a few places between Röd-
grund and Härsö but in those light

winds we would
not be able to sail
to any of those.
And the new fore-
cast did not pro-
mise any wind the
next day either. To
Härsö it was 6.5
nautical miles,

about two hours at most economic
speed with the Honda. So we filled
the tank, put on our raingear (it was
a steady drizzle by now) and played
the motorboat for a while. At 3.3
knots we arrived at Härsö before din-
ner using less than a litre of petrol! I
had thought I would have to refill
the tank halfway out, but that pro-
ved unnecessary. I did fill it shorty
before entering Härsö though as I did
not fancy having the engine quit on
me in the middle of entering the an-
chorage. Härsö is my club's summer
place so there would be known pe-
ople around.

At Härsö we rested for the week-
end. On Saturday the weather was
glorious for everything but sailing.
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Two Twin-Keelers at Härsö
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Bright sumshine, finally warmth
even at night and not a sign of any
wind. We could even take a swim
without freezing to death.

Here the first part of the cruise had
come to an end. On Monday mor-
ning I motored to Trinntorp right
over the bay where there is a bus
stop. There I took farewell of my
wife and collected Björn, my new
crew for a few days.

The Baltic Bilgies cruise
After having stowed Björn and his

belongings into the boat, together
with some more supplies bought at
the little shop at Trinntorp, I reali-
sed that there was blowing a little
breeze. We could give the engine a
rest and sail the way back to Härsö
in order to arrive there at about the
same time as Nigel with his Super
Anne, a  Sunrider 25, who by now
had entered the archipelago and only
had some more miles to go. And he
had a following wind while we had
to tack. We hauled the boat off the
dock using the kedge, set sail and
sailed away without even using the
engine, hopefully making some im-
pression on the people at the nearby
beach.

Arriving at Härsö again we im-
mediately saw Super Anne moored
to the dock. Nigel was standing
ready to take our lines. Here they are,
two boats and four keels.

Nigel and his Latvian crew Edgar
relvealed themselves being throug-
hout enjoyable company (by im-
mediately presenting me with a bott-
le of whisky...) and we finished the
afternoon off by drinking Latvian
beer (in a 1.5l PET bottle!). My new
crew Björn who is from Northern
Sweden had been promised we
would fire up the sauna so after an-
other hour or so resting, this was the
next task.

Unfortunately Nigel and Edgar
did not join us in the sauna. After
their long trip crossing the Baltic
they were really quite tired and
needed to rest. After the sauna we

comfortable even when we encoun-
tered swell. Before we set off we had
given Nigel a series of waypoints he
had entered into his GPS. Due to a
misunderstanding between me ta-
king them out of the chart (in deci-
mals) and Björn writing them down
(in minutes and seconds) most of
them were quite some way off so af-
ter discovering this I reverted to gi-
ving Nigel courses via the VHF. In
fact, I felt like an admiral giving the
fleet orders for course changes "Due
West, if you please"! It was a great
feeling.

Shortly we entered the traffic lane
though, and Nigel could just follow
the blue line on his plotter for a whi-
le. So the fun stopped for me. We
boiled some water and had coffee
and cakes instead. What Nigel and
Edgar had in their glasses up front I
do not know, but someway I doubt it
was coffee...

After a 12 miles or so we entered
into a bigger stretch of water named
Kanholmsfjärden. Our course was

Super Anne towing Discovery at 5 knots

had a barbeque with
fresh hamburgers
from Trinntorp and
some chicken which
Nigel had brought
over. We had some
more beers and
chatted away for a
few hours. Then we
got a call from Tom-
my, another Brit
who had brought his
dinghy in the car
over to the mainland
side to take it over
to Härsö and say
hello. Unfortunately
he discovered a hole
in the inflatable so
could not make it. A
pity! We discussed
some alternatives
but did not find an
attractive one and
anyway we had pro-
bably drunk too
much to go to sea by
then anyway. And Nigel was almost
falling asleep right on the bench
where he was seated.

So we all went to sleep. I was de-
termined to make an early start the
next day, as Nigel only would be
here for a couple of days and I wan-
ted him to see a few anchorages and
islands before he left again. As the
wind was very light we already had
decided to attempt a 20 miles' tow
job right up into the northern part of
the archipelago, which is the part I
like the most and has the nicest an-
chorages. However, when I got up
the next day, I realised there would
be no early start and I could as well
have stayed in bed. Fog. In the be-
ginning we could not even see the
island on the other side. However,
the sun soon burned the fog away
and we left Härsö and started up
north.

The tow job went perfect. In fact
it went much better than I had
thought. We towed mostly at a little
more than 5 knots and it felt very
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now due north and the wind was
from the Northwest, so it was time
to cast off the tow and try some sai-
ling.

At first I started with main and the
little hankerchief-jib (Nigels term).
Nigel had warned me that his boat
was awfully slow so I thought that
would probably be enough. It wasn't
really, at least in this light wind, so
after a while I took the jib down
again and pulled up the genny. The
result was positive.

We sailed for two hours or so, then
it was time to move between the is-
lands again. The wind would drop
and again be dead ahead. By now
we were quite hungry so we were
eager to reach our first destination,
the little village of Norra Stavsud-
da. So we resumed the tow. Again
we were doing the navigation from
Discovery while Nigel and Edgar
were mostly occupied with watching
girls in rowboats through powerful
binoculars.

After a very good piece of beef
and a beer at the pub at Norra Stav-
sudda we were off for Lådna, about
three miles away, where we would
stay the night. As it was not far, sun-
ny and there was a little breeze we

decided to sail all the way. Again I
marveled at being the faster boat for
once (never happens otherwise) so I
lead the way, Nigel trustfully follo-
wing. According to my log we arri-
ved at Lådna 1915, tied up to a rock
and settled down.

Now, if he had been fascinated by
all the rocks at Härsö already, Edgar
now became really crazy. He would
just jump around from rock to rock,
patting them with his hands and sta-
ting "fantastic!". He even collected
some smaller ones to bring back to
Latvia. I guess Nigel must be glad
to have Edgar for crew, he was real-
ly enthusiastic about the boat and
even voluntarily jumped into the
water to try to clean the topsides (un-
successfully though).

The next morning was bringing
light winds and overcast skies. Soon
enough we would get even some rain
showers. We decided to sail quite a
short distance to Gällnö, the same
place I was almost alone in with my
wife earlier this summer. After Ni-
gels comment "make it interesting",
we decided to take the narrow insi-

de passage. With a following wind
it was still possible to sail.

The previous day Nigel had tried
to get some diesel at Norra Stavsud-
da but for some reason the fuel dock
closed at 1700 so we missed that.
Instead he filled up at the Shell sta-
tion at Lådna while Björn and I were
tacking back and forth outside won-
dering why this would take so much
time. Later we got the answer from
Nigel, who first had to find the ow-
ner of a motorboat which was moo-
red in front of the diesel pump. He
finally found the culprit at the pub.
Anyway that Shell station is proba-
bly to be avoided, as it very well
could have sold bad diesel to Nigel.
I guess he will comment this in his
own report later.

Once filled up, we continued our
sail, now in the rain. When we fi-
nally got to Gällnö the place was full
of boats. The better weather had de-
finitely woken up the lightweather
boaters. Still we found a rock quite
far in which I had moored to before
and which proved to have water
deep enough even for Super Anne.

Arriving already at 1300 we had
a lazy afternoon swimming and tal-
king. Then we took the 2 km walk
to the village of Gällnö where there
is a café and a shop. I then conti-
nued with Björn to the ferry dock on
the other side of the island, as he was
needed at work the day after and was
taking the evening ferry back to
town.

Back at the anchorage we had din-
ner and then met for some wine and
another chat. The next day Nigel
would leave, so we spent some time
putting waypoints into his GPS le-
ading him out of the archipelago.

The next morning they left. I
found Nigel good company and easy
to cruise with and already miss Su-
per Annes big diesel clouds and the
sound of the Perkins. We don't have
those here. Anyway I think he will
be back and then I'll try to find some
really small and tricky anchorages

Super Anne under full sails
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for him. There might even be a de-
cent breeze.

Now single handed I spent another
day att Gällnö, enjoying the warm
weather, taking a swim and reading
my book.

On Friday it rained heavily during
the morning and the boat now
wrongly trimmed without crew took
in some rainwater through the port
cockpit locker which I had to bail
out. I now had to decide when and
how to get home. I decided to try it
in two legs in order to arrive sunday
evening as the wind was forecast to
veer into the west on monday which
would have forced me on a long beat
the last bit home. It went all without
any problems. I left Gällnö under sail
for 20 meters (just showing I could
do it), but then the wind died and I
motored for anther few cables until
I was properly out of the anchorage.
Then I sailed in light following
winds all the way to Getfoten near
Waxholm. That took me 6 hours and
I was quite tired once I got there. The
sailing was not tiring in itself, but
there was a lot of wash from power-
boats and in light winds this is quite
stressful as the boom always swings
around in the swells and needs to be
held fast.

The sunset at Getfoten was very
nice though. Next morning I started
for the last leg home, which took me
another five hours, mostly light fol-
lowing winds, making never more
than three knots, except for the last
two hours when the sea breeze had
gotten up and I hade a nice beat at 4
knots or more.

Finally at home after three weeks
on the boat. You wonder what the
third record was? Know what? I
don't remember anymore.

HoHoHoHoHo w Super w Super w Super w Super w Super Anne gAnne gAnne gAnne gAnne g ototototot
to the Balticto the Balticto the Balticto the Balticto the Baltic
Nigel Luther’s Super Anne is based in Ventspils on the Eastern side of the Baltic Sea.
He previously had sailed her in the Solent in the UK. Last year he had her moved by
lorry to Latvia and Ventspils. Fortunately she just fitted inside the truck.

Boat name : SUPERANNE
Make : SUNRIDER
Size : 25 ft, Keel : Bilge keels
Built : Searider Yachts Poole, UK about
1975, Internal : Home completed by first
owner approx. 1978
Engine : Perkins 4-107 of approx. 42HP
Superanne has been modified to 5 berth
6th  converted to cockpit locker and storage.
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Crew Edgar, Latvian pal and
myself arrive at SA ..... It's
Saturday 4th August, early

evening.
We've done our shopping, various

snack stuff and serious stores. It all
get's stowed. Edgar is amazed at all
the holes and spaces gear disapears
into!

So we complete Departure forma-
lities with Borderguards and then
have a small celebratory drink with
Yacht Club guys.

At approx. 2200 Latvian time we
cast off lines and motor out into the
main harbour. The night is near calm,
with cloudy skies.

We have cleared with Ventspils
Traffic passage through commercial
port.

We exit port into the quiet Baltic
Sea at 2220. Set engine at economic
1/4 throttle, hoist sails to catch what
little zephyrs there are. GPS shows
4.5 - 4.9kts ..... excellent.

At around midnight fog rolls along
creating that eerie strange feeling -
we are lucky that we are not in main
shipping lanes, but soon clears and
a light drizzle starts - again only for
short period.

Night sailing I always find strange,
the need to understand your boat, to
feel it's movements etc.

I have at hand good strong flash-
light ready to light up sails for any
shipping that gets close, weak light
to use for getting around boat. The
flask was primed with coffee to get
us through the night.

We settle into our leg - ETA Got-
land, Farosund about 1700 hrs fol-
lowing day.

Night hours are short here and it's
not long before we are treated to
spectacular dawn.

Wind is still light and from ahead,
not adding much to our passage

Super Super Super Super Super Anne’Anne’Anne’Anne’Anne’ s Baltic crs Baltic crs Baltic crs Baltic crs Baltic cr ossingossingossingossingossing
By Nigel Luther

speed. We
see a few
ships, all
very nicely
keeping cle-
ar of us,
even 2 naval
vessels.

The wind
picked up
later in the
morning and
SA started to
hum and get
into stride
..... 5.5kts
average.

Disaster then struck at 0830. Au-
topilot failed, then all electrics. So
pulled out gear stowed so could get
to look at cabling etc. soon found
the culprit - positive feed to domes-
tics, a connection on solenoid had
broken of. Out with 12v soldering
iron, but not enough contact left to
make secure joint. Then solved it by
using a small self-tapper into the
connection centre. Soldered cable to

that - fine. All back on and off we
go again.

Right on schedule we sight the
lighthouse and Farosund entrance at
1600, 5th August. Weather is gorge-
ous, blue sky, 29C.

We enter first marina - but no die-
sel, so we move to next, and to next!
Very nice people offer the marina
workboat berth, so we lay alongside
instead of nose to pontoon.

We fill fuel tank, 30ltrs after ap-
prox. 18hrs motoring.

We stay for 3 hrs, just enough to
rest, have lunch - soup, "Luthers
Chinese" .... and of course fueling.

We meet 2 of the race boats from
the week before regatta!

So rested, fed: we cast off and
head for the NW exit from Farosund
at 2000.Wind now is a reasonable
F3 and veered enough to give a good
sail.

We have a stunning sunset to
watch, the sea, sky and sails all glo-
wing red. But with the sunset, we

A frigate on the high seas

Sailing the Baltic
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lose our good breeze and back to
motor-sailing.

This side of Baltic, little shipping,

unless headed for Stockholm or oth-
er Ferry ports.

Another spectacular dawn.We

both are feeling
tired, but overall
happy with per-
formance.

Later that
morning we
sight 2 other
yachts to the NE
of us making for
same landfall.

At about
0800 Swedish
time we start our
entrance to the
outer islandof
the archipelago

and enter islands at 0945, 6th Au-
gust.

Jens has kindly planned out a rou-
te for us to fol-
low, without
which we would
have had extre-
me difficulty
getting through
all the islands.

Stunning sce-
nery, boats of all
sorts scurrying
from island to is-
land, summer
houses with in-
credible sea
views etc.

We wind our
way through the

many channels and past large and
small islands, finally reaching Härsö
Yachtclub about 1400hrs. 4m of

water and so cle-
ar you can see
the bottom. Fish
lazily gliding
around the bo-
ats. Pontoon set
amongst trees,
with excellent
bbq area. This
looks like it's
going to be a
good trip!

Jens arrives
and party be-
gins. So we dec-

ide that a swim to start proceedings.
Blimey that's cold! So we agree to
fire up the bbq. Calls are made to
"Svengly" - who seems to be having
trouble with his 'inflatable'  So it's
an early night and away to a welco-
me sleep.

Once a full English Breakfast has
been enjoyed we set off from Härsö
at 1040, 7th August with Discovery
under tow behind SA.

It's a 20 mile trip and wind is light
and variable. I have to say that way-
points given to me for this trip are a
little “of f” oops!

Once we get to the inland sea, we
find a breeze has struck up and Dis-
covery is cast off … sails up.

Little later we take up tow again
to make it to the “Pub” which we tie
up to at 1620. So a restock of beer, a
“lunch” of steak and spuds and at
1730 we get underway again.

We reach destination at 1920 and
all fast to the trees!

Stunning! A natural harbour of
outstanding beauty. All in for the tra-
ditional swim - except me! It's too
cold...

That evening we dine to Luthers
mix again and it's not long before
sleep calls.

1030 next morning, 8th August
after suitable brekkies we depart un-
der sail to find diesel and to wind
our way to a little inlet that Jens re-
commends.

Our first upset: SA tied up to fuel
dock with a mobo on the “pump”.
We waiting to drop into the slot to
get our fill-up. Mobo's crew all dis-
appear to café and leave boat stran-
ded. Me in disbelief. Jens tacking up
and down waiting for me to get go-
ing again. I ask the Fuel Guy to speak
to the Mobo people, who then come
back to move mobo and allow me to
get my fuel. So fueled up and on way
again.

Now this is where the real inte-
resting bit comes: a channel between

A channel not much wider than SA

A perfect natural harbour

Entering the islands
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two islands that is not much wider
than SA!

But it's worth it. The next harbour
is THE BEST ! 2 - 3m depth, so
water is warmer. Large fish jumping
everywhere, beautiful boats - clas-
sics and modern together. And a
small beach. Not only that - but pure
mountain stream water via hand
pump!

We walked
across the island
to the shop and
ferry - to see Jens’
crew off home.

Sadly this is the
last stop for us as
next day it's start
the return journey,  so myself and
Jens plot out the exit route to get
back to Baltic and Gotland, CARE-
FULLY this time.

Next day dawns, 9th August and
wind is light again, blue skies.We sit
and chat, make plans for next trip,
discuss cruise reports. And then its
midday and time for SA to start the
journey home. This time will be a
little longer as we are further north.
We plan an exit at Sandhamn.

Lines cast off, and away we go,
passing a sailing barge anchored up.

First the Autopilot remote control
fails, so I check the connections and
remake one. We continue on wit-
hout. Ferries, large and small boats
again and then a large Super Yacht -
MYLIN IV passes us to anchor up
at Sandhamn.

We exit Sandhamn and to Baltic
Sea. I try the remote again and
BHAM! Tillerpilot completely fails.
So now it's 20hrs of helming ahead..

Wind light and right on the nose,
it's engine all the way. As we ap-
proach Landsort just north of Got-
land - we are hit by a huge thunder-
storm and lightning around us in all
directions. The rain just “dumped”
on us, no chance to get “oilies on”
etc. I have to be honest and say that
I was scared with all that lightning.

There was nothing we could do but
pray it didn't hit us.

Finally after 4 hrs of nighttime
thunderstorm - it clears and dawn
starts with Gotland appearing on the
horizon.

At 1005, 10th August we are all
fast again on same berth as previ-
ous and I go of into town to find an

electronics guy. He says come back
at 1300.

So it's curry and rice, sit out in the
sun with a large box of Sangria!

1300. I go back and get the news
that control board is blown on the
tillerpilot. Of course the spare one I
have is at home! Which probably is
a good thing - as I probably would
have tried the remote on it - likely
blowing that as well!

So 1315 we depart and start the
long slog into wind to home.

Sky is cloudy and winds light so
we expect rain or showers - which
luckily held of.

At 1825 we had our only shipping
encounter that was worrying, a Bri-
tish Registered Container Ship ap-
proaching from port bow. Fails to al-
ter, we have to gybe and take a turn
out of SA, once he's passed and
we've sorted the
mess on board,
lockers emptied,
ropes and c**p
everywhere, I call
up the ship and ask
if he saw us. Yes he
says and whats pro-
blem? I ask why he
didn't alter as
there's plenty of
water for all. He
answers that I was
passing 2 cables

ahead of him and that was enough.
My reply was diplomatic but got the
point over that HE may have calcu-
lated CPA of 2 cables - but on a
small yacht it's impossible to see
that. He is a ship bearing down on
me. He says sorry and carrys on.

8nm from Ventspils Port entran-
ce 0800, 11 August, the engine ha-

ving been suffe-
ring up and down
revs for a couple
of hours dies.
Fuel filter com-
pletely blocked. I
dismantle, wash
in gasoline, put
back - nothing -

absolutely blocked solid. So its sails
only and with the light winds and
heavy swell - its painfully slow pro-
gress.

10 hrs later we are at Port entran-
ce and told to wait a Ferry depar-
ting.. We back sails, and wait it out.
Ferry exits and we start our slow en-
trance home, tacking all the time as
wind is direct out of port!

Port Traffic then send the Pilot
Boat to tow us in to clear the com-
mercial lanes.

The Pilot Boat doing a marvelous
job - they even placed us on the
yacht club buoy ready to complete
all mooring. 1915.

Tired. Annoyed that such a fan-
tastic trip marred by Autopilot and
engine failure. But would we do it
again ----- YES!

“““““ ...the engine ha...the engine ha...the engine ha...the engine ha...the engine ha ving beenving beenving beenving beenving been
sufsufsufsufsuf fffff ering up and doering up and doering up and doering up and doering up and do wn rwn rwn rwn rwn r eeeeevs fvs fvs fvs fvs f or aor aor aor aor a

couple ofcouple ofcouple ofcouple ofcouple of  hour hour hour hour hour s diess diess diess diess dies .....     ”””””

Towed in by the pilot boat
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LetterLetterLetterLetterLetter s tos tos tos tos to
the Editorthe Editorthe Editorthe Editorthe Editor

Hello,
I just ran across your newsletter

while looking for some information
about a recently acquired twin kee-
led boat. I have read all of the pdf
newsletters on your site and will
happily subscribe. Where do I send
the $$?

My wife and I are very new to sai-
ling, and this boat will be our intro-
duction. I spent a few hours with the
twin keeler on a small lake today,
but unfortunately it was mostly
paddling. I plan on keeping her sail
able as I work to restore her to bet-
ter than new. I live in Salt Lake City,
Utah so I can only dream about some
of the oceanic adventures that many
of your contributors so eloquently
describe. I have never sailed the Gre-
at Salt Lake... purported home of
”the saltiest sailors on earth”. May-
be soon.

If you don’t mind that I am a com-
plete beginner, I would gladly send
photos and stories of my landlock-
ed adventures. I plan to explore Lake
Powell in the next few months, and
would gladly chronicle my trip, if

you think that readers would be in-
terested.

Is it possible that your readers
could help me identify my boat? I
have no idea how old, or who’s de-
sign, and would appreciate any as-
sistance you can give. I have pos-
ted some pics here:

http://lawrence96.smugmug.com/gallery/

3293997#182905995

and I will attach one or two to this
e-mail. The previous owner says it
is out of San Diego. No HIN num-
ber found so far. I have tried calling
California DMV department of in-

Mystery boat #1

vestigations, however, they will not
run the license unless I am present.
The number is CF 5142 ST. The hull
has the name John E. Guy painted
over on both sides.

Thank you in advance,
Corey Haun

Corey, unfortunately I do not know this
kind of boat either.Hopefully some of our
readers will. Please do send pics and
cruise reports from your adventures I am
looking forward to it.
There is currently no subscription fee
unless you want the newsletter on paper.
 /Ed.

Corey’s mystery boat

Mystery boat #2
Can anyone tell me what make / class
yacht I have ? I have tried Alacrity
and Vivacity websites and they say
it is neither . It is a twin keel and
Bermudan rigged . Thank you .
Paul Thomas
Port Talbot

Another mystery to solve. Anyone? /Ed.

The mystery boat
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Then the readings became sporadic
again.

According to the manual the device is
not supposed to read anything if it is de-
eper than 24m. However, that it did se-
veral times. As it is not supposed to be
deeper than 25m where I sailed I don’t
know where the real maximum is.

Conclusion
It worked actually better than I thought.

It is certainly usable to find a good space
in an anchorage, especially under engi-
ne. I do, however, not expect it to be of
any great use on open water, but then
again, I won’t need it so much there.

PS: The units can be changed to feet.
PPS: Returning from this year’s three

weeks’ summer cruise I can add this:
During the cruise I actually used the fish-
finder a few times to find out depths in
anchorages and narrow channels. Howe-
ver, I did not mount it on the transom
ladder as in the experiment. I found that
as my freeboards are so low it is actually
easiest just to hold the transducer below
the water with my hand whenever I
needed a depth reading.

(Continued from page 4.)


