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Cover picture: Arabella during the RTI Race. Photo: David Harding.

Today we were talking about age
during the coffee break at
work. Someone was concer-

ned she would soon be turning thirty.
“Nothing to worry about”, I replied,
“I have only to lauch the boat three
more times and I will be forty”. Now,
my collegues are by now accustomed
to my ways comparing everything to
something boaty, but this comment still
made them laugh.

Winter is no easy time for me. Well,
I do appreciate the whiteness of the
snow (not the cold though), and all the
Christmassy things, but once that is over
and the new year has begun, everit-
hing starts to concentrate on Lauch
Day again. At least it is less than six
months away!

However, during the winter the boat
has to sit on the dry, looking quite de-
pressed under it’s cover. So I wrote
an article about how to cover your
boat, you’ll find it in this issue.

Have you ever been racing your
boat? Now, don’t say no because you
have a comparatively slow twin-kee-
ler. This is why there are handicap ru-
les. In this issue we cover how you can
be part of a great race in a small twin-
keeler.

Most of us may sail older twin-kee-
lers, but it is still encouraging to hear
that there still are new innovating de-
sign coming out on the market. RM
yachts are such designs. Constructed
of plywood and modern resins to co-
ver the wood, they are lighter and
stronger than GPR boats and thus fas-
ter and cheaper. Also they lead the way
into a new era of boat building.

I have often wondered what boats
will be made of when oil prices go up

so much that fiberglass (resins are
made of oil) becomes too expensive.
The answer may very well be wood -
again. Building boats out of plywood
was first introduced during the Second
World War, then also as a building
method for airplanes - fighters and
bombers alike. It is a very cheap ma-
terial and easily assembled without any
advanced machinery. This makes it an
ideal solution för wartime construction
- and home builder.

These wartime constructions were
not meant to last long, plywood Motor
Torpedo Boats were not expected to
make it through many patrols. But some

of them did, and quite a few of them
are still afloat today.

Building one’s own boat in the garage
is not that usual here in Europe but it is in
the US, and I am sure, the plywood boat,
in a modern shape, will become much
more common in the future.
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by George Bollenbacher
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I have a passion for sailing – I really
do. Ask any of my neighbors, es-
pecially the ones I’ve taken out on

Greyhound over the past several years.
Even before we get out of the marina,
I am explaining stays and shrouds,
sheets and halyards. I invite them to
take the helm, even if they have never
sailed before, let them trim the jib, or
just relax on the foredeck, soaking up
the sun. They could never mistake me
for a dispassionate sailor.

Or ask the folks around my berth at
the marina. While they are relaxing in
the cockpit, sipping on their weekend
cocktails, I am motoring in and out,
busily getting in as much sailing time as
I can. And if I’m not sailing, I’m fixing.
If I’m not fixing, I’m
upgrading. If I’m not
upgrading, I’m clea-
ning. A true water rat.

Or ask the folks who
go past my driveway
every spring, when
Greyhound is getting her annual spiff-
up. They are forever asking me if it’s
ready to launch yet, interrupting me in
the midst of my bottom painting, tops-
ides polishing, or teak varnishing. And
the guys at the launch site seem to say
the same thing every year, “We were
wondering when you’d get that thing
out of your driveway.”

Or ask my wife, Betsy. Wait, may-
be that’s not such a good idea. It’s not
that she would denigrate my passion
for sailing – it’s that she might tell you
about all the passions that went befo-
re.

She might start with golf, my last
passion before sailing. She might tell
you about my disappearing across the
river to the golf course on Saturdays,
just the way I head to the marina now.

Or about my “quick trips” to the dri-
ving range. Or about the stash of golf
clubs and shoes in the corner of the
basement – right across from where the
sails and turnbuckles are sitting now.

She might tell you about my drag-
ging my clubs along on most of our
vacations, including our weeklong vi-
sits to the south of France, or family
vacations to Cape Cod. Staggering
through the airport with both suitcases
and a golf bag. And she would men-
tion all the golf magazines, books and
videos scattered around the house,
now resting under the sailing magazi-
nes, books and videos.

But she would really get going on
my fly-fishing, which came before golf.
She would start by telling you about
my collection of rods, reels and flies
gathering dust in the basement. She
would point to the waders and fishing
vest hanging on the clothes line down

there, and the wading boots on the
floor under them. And she would show
you my fly-tying desk, with the tools
and materials lying on it, unused and
forgotten.

S h e
might tell
you about
the rods I
built when
my fishing
pass ion
was at its
p e a k .
How I
w o u l d
h e a d
down to
the basement right after dinner and re-
appear at bedtime, smelling of glue and

solvent. She would surely tell you about
my fly-tying, the hours spent in the spa-
re bedroom during the winter, with th-
read and bobbin, hair and feathers,
hooks and wax. She might even men-
tion the “tie on the fly” kit I put together
that allowed me to pursue this hobby
on an airliner, back when my job re-
quired travel and airlines let you bring
stuff like that on board.

She would also recount my camping
trips to the Catskill Mountains in up-
state New York, three-day weekends
of tenting and fishing in historic streams
like the Beaverkill and the Willowemoc.
Or longer trips to the Rocky Moun-
tains, where I slept in a cabin and fis-
hed the South Platte and the Frying Pan
Rivers. Finally, she would drag out the
columns I used to write for a conser-
vation newsletter - columns called,
oddly enough, Reflections.

She might go further back, say to
tennis, played with
my teenage son be-
fore he grew up and
had sons of his own.
To years spent on the
tennis committee of
the country club. Or

perhaps to curling, a sport which we
enjoyed together when we were spry-
er and our children were still at home.
Even there, I had the passion, turning
a social sport into a competitive arena,
even participating once in the New York
state championships. Didn’t do too
well, I might add.

But you get the point, I’m sure. I am
the type to be passionate about wha-
tever I’m doing. I am by nature a lear-
ner, an experimenter, a fixer-upper, and
a teacher. Betsy is used to it now, but
she still reminds me every so often of
the passions I have left behind.

Sailing is different, though. I’ll never
learn all there is to know, and I’ll never
get tired of Greyhound. So this is the
real passion. I mean it. No, really. I’m
serious this time!

Greyhound ready for sailing
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French RM yachts offers a range
of Twin-Keelers which could
very well be the starting point of

a boatbuilding revolution. Now, this
may sound a bit extreme, as what they
do is not new materials or techniques
per se, but they combine it in a way
that does look very promising.

The RM boats are constructed of
marine plywood and coated with epoxy
resin and paint. This is a technique that
has been used for a long time, especi-
ally by amateur boatbuilders. It is also
very popular in the US. RM uses the
technique to create a fast, modern loo-
king vessel.

According to RM using epoxy coa-
ted plywood has some advantages over
GRP. These quotes of Marc Lombard,
the architect of the yachts are from the
RM website:

- Rigidity: the other advantage is the
rigidity of this combination – a vital point
in the performance of any hull: the less
a boat is deformed by the forces it un-
dergoes, the better it will move through
the water. So by definition, marine ply/

epoxy makes it possible to build faster
boats, as they are more rigid!

- Lightness / strength: because of its
low density, marine ply is a lighter ma-
terial for the same flexing strength;
looked at another way, it is stronger
for an equivalent weight than current
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by Jens Kuhn

plastic or aluminum boats.The RMs
capitalize on this advantage both ways:
they are both lighter and more robust
in terms of structure.

So the boats are fast. But they are
Twin-Keelers, and for many a sailor
this is traditionally a contradiction. Not
so according to Marc Lombard:

- The RMs are boats that combine
very good performance, average
draught, and the ability to stand on their
own two feet! With Twin keels: the
windward keel provides a powerful
righting moment, while the leeward
keel prevents any sideslip.

The RMs come in three different si-
zes, RM 880, RM 1050 and RM
1200, the numbers indicating the length
in centimeters. They have a cutter rig
that easily adapts to different wind
strengths and limits the need to use the
furling job half furled, making it last
longer.

The interior is spacy and the cabin is
designed with a good all round view in mind.
No sitting down i a cave with all windows
above as in many other big boats.

RM 1050 on the dry

RM 880 under sail
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This is Richard Barker’s RM 880,
”Hawana” about to be displayed at
the Southampton Boat Show. She
will be in commission by now and
we hope to be able to publish a first
hand report with more pictures later.
(The comments below are his).

This really shows how much light the
deck saloon windows allow in. The top
companion way step looks a great place
to sit when the weather is rubbish as
you have 180 degree vision forward.

The new storage system looks very practical. The trays simply lift out to give you access to everything inside. Still trying to
figure out what plotter etc to put at the chart table.
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The world’s largest and most fa-
mous yachting race, the JP
Morgan Asset Management

Round the Island Race organised by
the Island Sailing Club of Cowes, Eng-
land, attracts over 1700 yachts, with
competitors coming from all over Eu-
rope as well as from as far away as the
USA, all hoping to be the first to finish
the 55-mile course around the Isle of
Wight.  A special time correction (han-
dicap) system allows weekend sailors
and family crews to compete with
some of the biggest names in the sai-
ling world, who included Dame Ellen
MacArthur and Sir Robin Knox-
Johnston in 2007.  T-K reader Andrew
Knight decided to enter his 33 year-
old twin-keeled Pandora International,
Arabella – which was still in the thro-
es of a refit – in the 2007 race and
managed a creditable 30th position
overall in the ISC Class of over 680
boats.  Here is his story of the race.

It all seemed like a bit of laugh. Why
not take a small (6.7 metre LOA), age-
ing, twin-keeler, only partially refitted
for cruising rather than racing and only
just put back in the water after over a
year ashore, and enter her in the yach-
ting world’s equivalent of the Grand
National?  When two colleagues –
both keen and experienced racers –
sportingly offered to come along and
humiliate themselves, I sent off the en-
try form in the firm belief that, with luck,
we might complete the course at least,
and enjoy a few beers in the process.

Arabella’s marathon refit – which
some sceptics claim will never end –
was re-organised so that she would at
least float once put back in the water.
Her rather tired old sails were sent off
for some urgent laundering and repairs.
The plan had been to put in some de-
cent test-sailing before the race, dril-

ling the crew and all that, but as ever
the boatyard overshot the agreed
deadline and the pressures of work put
paid to the rest.

We’d already elected one of our
number to act as skipper, by virtue of
his racing experience.  He and I got a
few hours out on Southampton Water
a few days before the race, and again
on the eve of the race itself while the
third crew member was still making his
way down from London by train.  Both
test-sails were bedevilled by light airs
and heavy rain.  We’d planned on at
least seeing how Arabella would handle
in stronger breezes, but it was not to
be.  We’d also planned on calibrating
the log, but the paddle wheel had de-
cided to clog up.  We had just worked
out how to fly Arabella’s cruising chu-
te – she boasts neither a spinnaker nor
a pole - without making a public spec-
tacle of ourselves when our final crew
member called to say that his train was
pulling into Southampton, and we tur-
ned back towards home, resigned to

unscrewing the paddle wheel and free-
ing it once we were tied up alongside.

As luck would have it, the padd-
lewheel unstuck itself seconds before
we turned into the marina. Unfortuna-
tely, the log was still not calibrated and
none of Arabella’s expensive new
electronics seemed to want to interfa-
ce with each other.  Clearly, we would
be relying on the prehistoric Windex
and my Garmin handheld GPS chart-
plotter to assist us with race tactics and
navigation.

Our final crew member, waiting on
the dock, took our lines, and we head-
ed off to the pub to, um, settle our tac-
tics.  We finally got our heads down
just before midnight, sleeping among
the debris that inevitably takes over the
cabin of any boat as small as Arabella
when you try to squeeze three adults
into it.

Just before the 3.00am alarm, the
first hints of race day’s wind began to
rattle the halyards and awoke me, cur-
led in the nest I’d managed to clear for
myself in the forepeak. It was still dark.

by Andrew Knight
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Arabella racing. (Photo: www.beken.co.uk)
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I contemplated rolling over and trying
to grab a little more sleep, but at that
moment the alarm sounded.

The ship’s company stirred and,
somewhat less than energetically, ex-
tracted themselves from their berths.
Bleary-eyed, we carried anything sur-
plus that we could - seat cushions, kit
bags, all but a couple of fenders, spa-
re dock lines, the tender - up to the
car. Then we staggered back down
the pontoon, got the outboard started
and warmed up, and cast off at 3.50am.
Under power, I helmed us out into
Southampton Water as the wind be-
gan to pick up and daylight began to
appear behind a mass of dark clouds.
It looked like a very grey morning was
in store.

Our elected skipper took the helm
as we raised the mainsail and headed
down Southampton Water to the wai-
ting area for the start. The paddlewheel
for the log was still working and we
quickly calibrated it, using the Speed
over Ground (SOG) data from the
GPS.  The tide was slack, so we could
only hope we’d got the calibration
more or less correct.

I went below decks and rustled up
bacon rolls and coffee for the ship’s
complement.  Arabella’s stove runs on
foul-smelling methylated spirits (procu-
ring odour-free denatured alcohol in the
UK is all but impossible, due to
customs restrictions).  It didn’t take
long for the fumes to get to me. I’d
woken up with a headache.  Now it
began to get worse. I couldn’t know
it, but it was going to stay that way for
the next 15 hours or so.

Ahead to port, we could see boats
streaming out of the River Hamble th-
ree abreast, all making their way to the
waiting area.  By now it was 5.45am,
and we could see the early starters al-
ready pouring across the start line and
heading off down the Western Solent.

We switched off the outboard, and
let the main, assisted by the now-eb-
bing tide, pull us slowly down towards
the northern waiting area.  It was get-
ting very light by now.  One of the pas-

sing boats reminded us to switch off
our nav lights.

Time to pull the outboard out of the
well.  It was passed below and I wrap-
ped it up in an old sail bag and laid it
down on the cabin sole.  There was
already a mess down there: bags of
food and drink mixed up with sailbags
and oilskins.  I tried to create some
order out of the chaos, pushing food
bags up forward, leaving downwind
sails near the companionway, laying out
charts on the table – which on Arabel-
la doubles as the galley worktop - and
firing up the handheld GPS ready for
use.

The smell of the stove, the motion
of the boat in the increasing chop as
we moved into the waiting race fleet
and the greasy breakfast all conspired
to worsen my headache.  Nausea be-
gan to set in.  Hurriedly, I slipped on
my oilies and popped up above decks
to grab some fresh air.

Twenty minutes to go to our 6.40am
start.  We were in the northern waiting
area now, manoeuvring among the
fleet.  The wind was filling in, but not
too strong, and everyone around us
was pretty much in control.   It was

busy in there among the waiting fleet,
but not too dramatic.

As expected, the wind was to the
right of the axis down the Western
Solent.  Our pre-agreed tactics in such
conditions called for us to cross the
start line at the north end, right under
the committee boat, and to favour the
mainland side - but never straying far
from the main channel where the ebb
tide would be at its strongest - before
crossing toward the Island shore half-
way down.  As the 10 minute warning
came over the VHF, we unfurled the
genoa and began to work our way
towards the committee boat as subtly
as we could.  It was fairly clear that
others had the same idea, but we see-
med to have got the drop on them and,
as the five minute warning was broad-
cast, found ourselves in clear air near
the line and in no danger of being for-
ced over it.  The question now was
whether things would stay that way.

By and large they did.  A handful of
other starters began to cluster in aro-
und us, and we had to start sailing more
aggressively, putting ourselves on to
starboard tack to keep near the front
of the fleet, but just to the right side of
the line.  That wasn’t perfect, as we
were now heading south, away from
the northern end of the line where we

Amidst the fleet.. (Photo: ww.beken.co.uk)
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wanted to be, but after what seemed
an interminable 15 second countdown,
the gun sounded and we could at last
head up into the wind and crossed the
line almost immediately.

Just as immediately, we lost our ad-
vantage.  The mainsail was being
squeezed forward somehow. Its foot
was unfeeding off the front of the track
on the boom.  It took us a moment or
two to figure out that the first reefing
line was bar tight and that all our at-
tempts to harden up the main halyard
were succeeding simply in
making the problem worse.
Each swig on the halyard
merely caused the mainsail
to work forward, more of
the foot unfeeding every
time.

Competitors that we had
jumped on the line now be-
gan to swarm around and
past us.  The reefing line was
jammed fast and no amount
of pulling and fiddling with
the break would release it.
We were going backwards
through the field.  It was an
easy decision to get out a
knife and cut the reefing
line, before tightening up the
main halyard while feeding
the mainsail foot back into
the boom track. Arabella
surged forward again and
we began to make up pla-
ces.

The making tack down
the Western Solent – the
first leg of the race - was
definitely starboard. Against
that, we had to balance the
tactical need to keep north,
closer to the mainland, for the first few
miles.  We did the best we could, with
me on the weather rail, holding the
handheld plotter and trying to guide the
helm along the north side of the main
shipping channel to pick up the best of
the tide.  Despite Arabella’s twin ke-
els, we were able to point up well to
windward, getting the benefit of the
making tack for longer than others.

They appeared to be sailing freer, per-
haps seeking to gain more boat speed
through the water.  The Garmin, though,
was telling us our SOG and we knew
that we had to hold the making tack
for longer even if we sacrificed boat
speed - the tide was making all the dif-
ference, piling the ground speed on top
of our 4.5 knots through the water.

When we finally ran out of deep
water and tacked onto port, it was cle-
ar that we had made the right call.  Port
tack was truly, truly slow.  We got back

onto starboard tack as fast we could,
and again overhauled another bunch of
boats that had been sailing freer and
forced onto port tack too soon.  Now
that it was clear what we had to do,
we kept up that tactic all the way down
to the Hurst Narrows.  The tide pick-
ed up here, and we sailed through the
standing waves with an incredible 10
knots SOG appearing on the Garmin.

At that kind of speed, it was just a
matter of minutes down to get down
to the first mark at the Needles.

Time to decide when to turn down-
wind and round the lighthouse.  Pain-
fully aware of the Varvassi wreck and
boilers strewn around the seabed the-
re, waiting to catch us out, we dispen-
sed with the usual trick of lining up the
top of the lighthouse with the Coast-
guard cottages and put our trust in the
incredible accuracy of the GPS.  We
turned inside much of the fleet and clea-

red the boiler with, I recko-
ned, just a few yards to spa-
re.

That moment of nervous-
ness past, we came down-
wind onto the second leg and
prepared to raise the cruising
chute.  As I went below and
pulled out the sail bag, I took
a quick look around.  Below
decks looked as though it
had been through a washing
machine.  There was debris
everywhere, pre-packed
sandwiches and drinks scat-
tered around with charts and
gloves and binoculars and
goodness knew what else.
Nausea set in again and I duc-
ked out of the cabin and back
up into the fresh air.  My hea-
dache got worse.

We got the chute up, after
a couple of failed attempts
and tangles - more lost time -
and began to accelerate
downwind.  The mood on
board was turning.  This had
started out as an excuse for a
picnic afloat.  I’d even pro-
mised to provide a hot meal,

which was sitting in the pressure coo-
ker somewhere down below decks.

But that had all gone by the waysi-
de.  A number of things were now very
obvious to all of us. First, Arabella was
fast – much, much faster than she was
supposed to be.  Perhaps that won’t
come as a surprise to readers of Twin
Keeler, but for my part I’d been con-
ditioned to believe that bilge-keeled

Arabella cuting the waves (Photo: David Harding)
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Pandoras were slow compared to the
fin-keeled variants (and as far as the
other crew members were concerned,
just about any small, cheap old boat
was a dog by definition).  The limited
test-sailing we’d done, while demon-
strating that Arabella would move
along in light airs, had been insufficient
to overturn those preconceptions.
Now, however, we knew different.
Second, we were turning out to be
pretty good as a team: the other two
were physically and psychologically
much better attuned to racing than I
was, but between us we had a great
helm, a great crew and a decent, aspi-
ring tactician (and I’ve always been a
strong navigator).  Given that we had
never sailed as a team before, we were
doing an exceptionally good job in a
boat that was giving us her all.  Third,
we could see by the way we’d got well
in among the fleet that had started ten
minutes before us that we had made
serious places on the first leg, and we
were beginning to get competitive
about it.

Nobody came right out and said it,
but we all knew something had chan-
ged.  We were serious now. This wasn’t
a boy’s day out any more.  Our elec-
ted skipper began to get tougher on

us, his usual affability replaced by a
sharper, more businesslike approach.

Using the cruising chute was frus-
trating - we couldn’t get a straight
downwind run, but had to put in a se-
ries of gybes that meant we zigzagged
our way in and out, always staying clo-
se inshore.  Meanwhile we watched
others, flying proper spinnakers,
heading straight downwind and over-
taking us.  Most of the fleet seemed to
have headed further out into the Eng-
lish Channel - some of them quite a few
miles out by the look of it - and we
couldn’t tell if we were losing ground
to them, but it felt like we were.  One
competitor near us had gone very clo-
se inshore, despite the hazards there,
and he also pulled well ahead.  Only a
few competitors were adopting the
same strategy as us, staying inshore but
not so close that Peter Bruce’s “Wight
Hazards” needed to be left open on
the page.

Nausea took over.  I went over to
leeward and lost my breakfast. I would
not eat again until after we got back to
port.  The others occasionally reached
down and retrieved what food they
could from the melee below decks.  I
stuck to sipping bottled water and hung
grimly on as the channel swells passed
under Arabella and rolled her sick-

eningly from side to side.
Taking the helm might have
helped, but the skipper was,
rightly, showing no signs of
surrendering it and in any
event I needed to get back
onto the tactics.

We took turns to use a
pee bottle.  Using the sea
toilet in the forepeak was
unthinkable, even if it could
have been reached under
the debris below decks.
My own mood was getting
darker, as my headache
worsened and the nausea
refused to release its grip.
The other two crew, both
far more experienced than
I as sailors and racers, were
carrying me now. I could

feel it, and it was embarrassing and
frustrating, but there didn’t seem to be
anything that I could do about it.  To
try and make some meaningful contri-
bution, I took a spell on the sheet for
the cruising chute.  The sun was out
now, and was high over the mast, right
in my eyes as I stared fixedly at the luff
of the chute, sending piercing stabs of
pain deep into my brain.  I began to
wonder why I had ever decided to do
this; I clearly wasn’t up to it - unlike
the boat and the other crew, all of
whom were strong.

As I had expected, we picked up
the inshore tidal eddy in the run down
to St Catherine’s Point, and the mark
arrived surprisingly quickly.  The wind
was with the tide now, and the over-
falls were very mild.  We took a con-
servative line, a few hundred yards off-
shore, as we rounded the point onto
the third leg and set about trying to find
some point of sail on which the damn
chute would pull well and which was
also vaguely on the course we wanted
to set.  It was a forlorn hope.  While
the main fleet still stayed well to sea-
ward, those competitors who were
around us continued to sail off down-

The author at the tiller
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wind under spinnaker, while we gybed
back and forth as best we could.

The making tack just kept taking us
further inshore than I wanted us to be
as navigator.  Matters were not helped
by the fact that my pre-race homework
had been at its weakest in relation to
this stretch of the Isle of Wight coastli-
ne.  I knew what the tide was doing,
but the Garmin just kept showing ob-
structions close inshore and I couldn’t
make sense out of the charted depths.

Time passed.  The Princessa cardi-
nal – advance warning of the next mark
- appeared in the binoculars. I gave the
helm a
course to
steer and
hoped I
hadn’t set
us across
anything
that we wouldn’t want to ground on.
The fleet was beginning to bunch up
again, as the main body to seaward
began to close in on the mark at Bem-
bridge, a couple of miles further on.
Spinnakers and chutes were being dou-
sed up ahead.

Time to gybe again.  The chute tang-
led itself around the forestay. It had
done this once or twice before, and on
each occasion I had been able to go
up on the foredeck and free it.  But
this time, the problem was worse, and
one of the sheets was under the boat.
We had no choice now but to drop
the chute and raise it again.  My hea-
dache ratcheted up a couple of not-
ches.  Once the chute was down, we
had a hurried debate.  There were boats
behind us, a lot of them, still under spin-
naker.  The nearest, a couple of beau-
tifully-presented classic South Coast
One Designs, were pulling up fast on
us.  But the mark at Bembridge was
now on the nose, and our boat speed
was good even under main and genoa.
We opted to leave the chute down and
brave it out all the way down to the
mark.

It paid off.  We rounded the mark
still ahead of the SCODs and rejoined
the main fleet, now stretching ahead of

us in an unbroken line on the fourth and
final leg, a wonderful spectacle as
hundreds of yachts stretched ahead as
far as the eye could see, racing up the
Eastern Solent towards Cowes.

Arabella was now on a fetch and
went over on to her ear. Back up to
the weather side, weight over once
again. There was a long overdue lift in
the crew’s spirits.  We were clearly well
up in the fleet, mixing it with much lar-
ger boats that had been in the earlier
starts.  We could also make out a few
other competitors who had been in our
start, flying their distinctive dayglow

green fleet flags, and set about trying
to get on terms with them.  It helped
that I was back in familiar navigational
territory now, using the Garmin hand-
held and my tactical homework to gui-
de the helm inshore of No Mans Land
Fort, comfortable that I knew the
height of tide.

The main body of the fleet headed
north, outside the Fort and across the
main shipping channel, towards the
mainland shore.  We felt sure that was
not the right thing to do, and stayed in
the smaller stream of boats that kept
over towards the Island, out of the now
adverse stream.

No Mans Land Fort flashed by, and
we cleared the foul ground – the re-
mains of the old submerged barrier
connecting it to the Island – without
drama, as I guided the helm out to the
posts marking Ryde Sands, easing him
ever so slightly to starboard, to star-
board.  For those unfamiliar with the
Solent, Ryde Sands catches yachtsmen
out on a regular basis, shelving steeply
and without warning to very shallow
water, with some drying areas just to
make life more interesting.

It became a battle of wills now: the
helm wanted to stay in and cheat the
tide, I wanted him just a bit further out

to clear the shallowest part of the sands
which were showing clearly on the
Garmin’s tiny screen.  The marker posts
came into sight, and ahead of them, th-
rough them, we saw boats going hard
aground.  The gaggle of yachts forming
our part of the fleet took the hint, and
so at last did our helm, falling off the
wind, aiming further out.

Out towards Sturbridge Shoal in
mid-Solent.  The water was deep here,
and the adverse tide was telling.  The
helm wanted us back in towards the
Island shore again.  I was happy to
agree, with 2.5m of tide under our ke-

els in addition
to the char-
ted depth.
But Ryde
Sands were
catching a lot
of competi-

tors out inshore of us and all I could do
was warn the helm to tack as soon as
he noticed a sharp reduction in soun-
dings.  We headed in, almost in to the
end of Ryde Pier, tacked back out
again, then again back towards the Is-
land shore.  The helm was braver than
I was, ignoring my pleas to tack and
holding his course inshore till the last
possible moment before tacking out
again.

The Island shore began its pronoun-
ced curve towards Old Castle Point.
We could now work the wind along the
Island shore in around 6 or 7 metres of
water, reasonably safe in the knowled-
ge that we would be clear of all obsta-
cles.  All sense of time had been lost. I
couldn’t remember how the tide was
setting, and there was no chance to go
below and grab the tidal charts, as we
were now needed more than ever out
on the weather rail.

The wind was building, and with it
the chop.  I hadn’t given much thought
to the Pandora’s reputation for being a
wet boat before now, but I was forcib-
ly reminded of it as water bucketed
over the bow and caught me, the for-
ward man on the weather rail, full on.
It was a good job the Garmin handheld
was waterproof. I leaned under the
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boom from my perch on the weather
rail, and looked over at the main body
of the fleet, still packed over on the
mainland side.  They were scattering
before an inbound container ship. I was
meant to be in charge of tactics, but I
couldn’t for the life of me figure out
what they were all doing over there.
Was it herd mentality?  Who knew, we
were still getting a decent SOG of 5
knots, cheating the tide by staying so
close inshore. I felt confident that we
were where we should be.

The atmosphere in the cockpit was
becoming fractious.  Our skipper was
letting out the mainsheet at the same
time as the other crew member was
trimming the genoa, continually catching
the crew member’s head with the end
of the boom.  Tempers, which had
stayed remarkably calm in the face of
the pressure we had imposed on our-
selves, were beginning to fray very
slightly.

The Island shore was arching out to
meet us now as we closed on Old
Castle Point.  The finishing line was
somewhere just beyond, hidden behind
a sea of sails.  The wind was getting
flukier, mostly force 4, but with gusts
of up to F6 as we passed valleys and
gaps in the trees on the shore. Ahead
of us, we could see yachts on our tack
heeling over, occasionally broaching, in
gusts.  There was an unenthusiastic de-
bate about reefing the genoa at least -
bearing in mind we’d cut the mainsail’s
reefing line at the start of the race - but
we opted to carry on under full sail.
Arabella didn’t seem to be losing any
boat speed even in the gusts.

The finish line came into sight.  We
made one of our few tactical errors by
not staying over close in to East Co-
wes, on port tack, once we passed
Castle Point.  Instead, we headed out
and tacked back across to the south-
erly finish line, but that required us to
put in one final tack right on the line
and in so doing we crossed a much lar-
ger yacht which rammed us from be-
hind with an almighty crunch, his pulpit
hitting Arabella’s pushpit and demo-
lishing the MOB danbuoy and horses-

hoe.  There was no question of stop-
ping to remonstrate, we were on port
tack now, the pair of us, both despe-
rately trying to build up boat speed
once again to get us those last few
yards over the line as other boats pour-
ed over on starboard.

We crossed the line at 4.32pm, ha-
ving taken 9 hours 52 minutes in un-
corrected time to complete the cour-
se.

The other boat came over once we
were clear of the line and checked we
were okay, and we left the matter at
that.  Fortunately there was no real da-
mage to either boat.  His nav light had
detached from the pulpit, which other-
wise looked okay, and Arabella’s pus-
hpit had torn out its mounting screws
to starboard (note to yard: it should
have been through-bolted!) and was
very slightly bent.  The MOB gear and
mountings looked more-or-less capa-
ble of salvage provided the mountings
could be straightened, but we left a
detailed examination for later.  My in-
clination was to treat it as a genuine
racing accident and leave the matter
there, as long as I didn’t hear further
from the other guy. It didn’t even seem
worth protesting, since he hadn’t real-
ly impeded our race for the line.

We handed in our declaration forms
at the barge and set sail once again
across an increasingly choppy Solent
to Southampton Water.  We were all
exhausted. Our skipper had taken the
helm quite some time before the
6.40am start, and had relinquished it
only to take a leak twice during the
race. Now, more than ten hours later,
he passed me the tiller and found a spot
below decks, near the main hatch, to
sit and nurse a beer.  The other crew,
who had frankly made up for my lack
of prowess, was just as tired and sat
back in the cockpit, trying to relax.

I was exhausted too, and my head
was exploding, even if the nausea had
finally started to subside. But I didn’t
care.  Not only had Arabella safely
made it through ten hours and nearly
sixty miles of very intensive sailing, but
she had done so with great panache.

Her speed and willingness to point up-
wind had been a revelation to all of us.
A modest twin-keeler she might be, but
she had been tested by a committed
crew in amongst a filed of certified tho-
roughbreds.  We had no idea at that
stage how well we had done in the race,
and we didn’t care.  This game little
boat had put a huge smile on all our
faces.

Safely tied up back in the marina,
we three forty-somethings were so stiff
and bruised that we could barely walk.
We staggered up to the marina office,
terra firma rolling alarmingly under our
feet, and bullied the duty staff to log
onto to the official website so that we
could see our result. We couldn’t be-
lieve it when we saw that Arabella has
placed 30th overall.

Nor was Arabella the highest-pla-
ced twin-keeler by any means.  The
Island Sailing Club was kind enough
to let me have a list of all the twin-ke-
elers that took part in the ISC Class.
Seven other twin-keeled boats finished
ahead of Arabella, of which the high-
est placed – Romarin, a (British) Hun-
ter Pilot 27 – achieved 6th overall.  And
a special mention is due to Scampi, a
diminutive Red Fox 21 that was the
third-placed twin keeler and 15th over-
all.  In all, 16 twin-keelers made the
top 100 places in the ISC class.

Meanwhile, in as celebratory a mood
as our physical condition permitted, we
grabbed hot showers and headed back
down to the boat.  I lit up the stove for
the first time since our 4.30am break-
fast cook-up, heated up the minestro-
ne in the pressure cooker - better late
than never - and dished it out.

Dusk fell.  A companionable silence
descended upon the cockpit while we
appreciatively spooned up the hot
soup.

“That,” said one of the crew, “was
fun. What a great little boat she is!”

“Absolutely,” I said, as if there’d
ever been any doubt.  Then stood up,
walked over to the side, and smartly
vomited my wife’s finest minestrone
into the marina.
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When I started sailing my 1970
Alacrity 19, I noticed right
away that the mainsheet tra-

veler was rudimentary at best; simply a
steel rod running across the transom
above the tiller. With no controls for
positioning the
sheet, it was only
possible to bring it
amidships by hol-
ding it with your
hand. If you didn’t
want to be a slave
to that task, the
boom was always
too far to leeward
when you were
beating, a distinct impediment in ma-
king the boat point.
During one summer and into the fall I
kept designing and redesigning a true
traveler in my mind. Late in the sum-
mer I saw a sale at Harken, and was
able to buy a low profile track, 40”
long, and a small boat traveler car all
for just under $50. The items were on
sale because Har-
ken was moving to
captive bearings,
and these were the
last of the loose
bearing supply.
Now all I had to do
was design, fabri-
cate, and install the
traveler so that it
was rock-solid and
cleared the tiller.
One option was to avoid the tiller pro-
blem entirely by mounting the track
across the cockpit just behind the com-
panionway, through-bolting it to the
bridge deck. That would significantly
increase the stress on the track and car,
because the sheet would attach mid-
boom instead of at the clew. However,
the Alacrity’s mainsail is small enough

that the increased stress would be no
problem. This arrangement would also
require installing a new bail on the
boom. It had the additional implica-
tion of moving the traveler controls a
little distance away from the tiller, as

opposed to where Russel Marine had
them – all the way to the stern.

Before I went that route, I wanted
to see if I could design a traveler to go
where the old one was, and I came up
with a pretty workable solution. First,
I bought an 8’ length of 1”x1” oak from
a specialty lumber yard nearby, and cut
a 4’ section for the transverse and two

6” sections for the uprights. Then I
mounted the track on the transverse,
through-bolting it, and added blocks
cut from the same oak stock as track
stops. I mounted lance cleats on the
track stops for the control lines. Then
I drilled a ¼’ lengthwise hole through
the uprights. (It pays to have a drill
press for this instead of relying on a

hand-held drill.) If you can get a
woodshop to do this, it may save you
some frustration. I also drilled a ¼’
vertical hole through each end of the
transverse.

If you have a significantly larger boat
that an Alacrity, with a
significantly larger
mainsail, you would
probably want to look
at Harken high profile
track, designed to sup-
port the traveler by it-
self, or use aluminum
square tubing in 1” or
larger size instead of
oak.

I got a 4’ length of ¼” threaded rod,
and cut two 9” lengths. (You could use
9” long  ¼”x20 stainless steel carriage
bolts, if you can find them, but not eve-
ry hardware store carries them.) On
the top (exposed) end, I put a brass
cap nut, and on the bottom I put fen-
der washers and lock nut. I knew that
this would hold the ends securely, but

I was a little worried
about flex in the midd-
le of the 4’ section. To
add stiffness, I got a
pair of ¼” turnbuckles,
and put two eyes in the
transverse and two on
the deck, far enough
from the center to cle-
ar the tiller when it is as
far over as it will go.

Now I had to install
it. All this work was scheduled to coin-
cide with a repainting of the deck, from
light blue to white. First I hacksawed
the old traveler off, leaving the holes
shown below. (I found out later that I
could have removed the nuts that were
on the rod under the deck if I had had

Making a Ne w Mainsheet Trav eler
for an Alacrity 19
by George Bollenbacher

The parts all ready

Old one off
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a socket and extension long enough to
reach up to them.)

You can see the old, faded blue co-
lor of the deck, although at this point I
have removed the stanchions in pre-
paration for painting the deck.  I filled
the holes with Bondo (since they

weren’t going to be load-bearing) and
finished with my painting. The painted
transom looked like this. You can see
the stanchions re-installed.
Now all I had to do was install the tra-
veler. I drilled holes for the threaded
rods, installed the eyes on both the

deck and the traveler, and bolted it to-
gether. When I tightened down the th-
readed rods and snugged up the turn-
buckles, the traveler was rock-solid.
Here’s what it looks like after two sum-
mers of use.

Since I first assembled the traveler,
I have modified the control lines and
cleats twice. At this point, I have in-
stalled Harken part # 2741 (Small
Boat CB Traveler Controls w/Cam)
at each end of the track, which makes
tacking and trimming much easier.

This arrangement is worlds better
than the original simple rod attached to
the transom. Now I can sheet the boom
all the way to amidships, which allows
me to sail within about 45o of the ap-
parent wind – not bad for a twin-kee-
ler!

New one installed and ready
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For us who live in
parts of the globe
where winters bring

freezing cold air, heavy rain,
gales or blizzards, covering
our boats during the winter
layup is essential. Perhaps
this is also the reason for
endless debating in forums,
magazines and boatyards
about which way is the best
way to do it. It’s a bit like
the Brit’s endless discus-
sions about mooring in a ti-
deway, I guess.

Now, I am presuming
that the boat in question is
to be stored outside, on dry
land. If you have a barn to
put it in, you don’t need to
read any further, nor if you
intend to leave your boat in the water.

The most traditional way to cover
your boat is the makeshift boathouse.
This method is documented as far back
as to the vikings. When the sea iced
over, they pulled their ships up on the
beach and then they built a house over
it, simply. Now, today we do not really
build a wooden house but a wooden
frame which is then covered by tarps
to form a quite solid hut. It may not
look very impressive, but the fact is
these houses do withstand the fiercest
of gales, often better than the modern
A-frame type of cover.

The probably most expensive way
to cover your boat is the A-frame or
related types of covers. These are al-
loy tube constructions that fit over the
boat. Basially there are two types of
A-frames: the one that rests on the gro-
und and the one that clips directly to
the boat, i e onto the rail or lifeline stan-
chions. The first type is a very light con-
struction and, in my experience, some-

what prone to be tipped over by the
wind if not anchored down properly
by poles into the earth or weights.

The other type is probably the best
way to cover bigger sailboats with fin
keels that stand so high over the gro-
und that a classic boathouse or A-fra-
me simply would not work.

That leaves us with the cheapy met-
hods. Many a sailor may just have used
his mast, put it flat over the boat and
then put a tarp over it. This method
works well, but has a few drawbacks.
Most importantly you cannot work on
the mast during the winter. Also, the
fittings on the mast easily damage the
tarp in a blow and the nice cover tends
to end up ripped to shreds.

A better way to achieve the same
effect is to use wooden planks or even
an old flagpole to make yourself a ma-
keshift mast. Usually lots of old lum-
ber can be found at boatyards. Just col-
lect some good pieces and duct-tape
them together into a working construc-
tion. You do not even need to use nails.

The tape easily does the job during one
winter and being under the tarp does
not suffer from the wetness

Now, you already have guessed it,
the last method is the one I use and
have done so for years.

Once you have your construction in
place it is time to find some tarp. Boa-
tyard talk has it that the cheap chinese
tarp from Lidl’s does not do the job
properly. This is right if you want to
use it for years on end. However, the-
se tarps are so cheap you easily can
buy a new one every second or even
every year without even finding the ti-
niest hole in your wallet. And you al-
ways have a clean tarp to put over your
boat without stains from last winter’s
rubbed off antifouling blue getting onto
you white topsides.

When you have wrestled your tarp
in place over the boat, you are almost
done. Only two things remain. The first

Good and bad wGood and bad wGood and bad wGood and bad wGood and bad w aaaaays to coys to coys to coys to coys to co vvvvvererererer
yyyyy our boaour boaour boaour boaour boa ttttt
by Jens Kuhn

The A-frame

,
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is the question of how
to tie it down, the se-
cond is the biggest of
them all.

The tarp has to be
tied down. Some pe-
ople advocate hanging
cans of water or stones
on lines all around it in
order to hold it in pla-
ce. That method never
worked for me. The
tarp almost always star-
ted to shift in the wind
(mostly coming from
the same direction) and
then snow settled on
the windward side
which moved it again -
you get the point. So I
tie it down. The drill is
that if you have a fin-
keeler that stands in a
cradle you need to tie
the tarp to the cradle, not the boat.
Otherwise the tarp can catch the wind
like a sail and wriggle the boat around
in the cradle making the construction
unstable altogether.

However, if you have a twin-keeler
you already have the most stable cradle
possible, the keels themsel-
ves. In our case, we can se-
curely tie the tarp directly to
the boat in whatever way that
works. Still, it is good if there
is some air flow between the
tarp and the topsides. The
more expensive A-frames
have special alloy rails to ac-
hieve this, but there i an ea-
sier way for us cheapies: just
leave the fenders hanging
over the side!

Finally we have arrived at
the most difficult question of
them all: closed or open?

There are basically two
ways of eaving the boat
during the winter: take eve-
ryting that can be moved
home and leave all hatches

open in order to ventilate the boat and
prevent mildew. Or close all hatches
and vents and put a dehumidifier in the
boat. Personally I have been using a
combination of these methods, I clo-
sed the hatches, but left the vents open
and put a dehumidfier ball in the boat.

Now this method should theoretically
not work at all, but the fact of the mat-
ter is, it does and has done so for years.
So I guess, it is all the same anyway.

Makeshift tarp boatsheds

My own cheapy solution.
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LetterLetterLetterLetterLetter s tos tos tos tos to
the Editorthe Editorthe Editorthe Editorthe Editor

First step s to Alacrity sailing

 In July of this year I made the final de-
cision to “take the plunge” and buy a
small cruising yacht.  Asking sailing
friends and browsing websites I came
up with a shortlist of desirable featu-
res:

- Around 18 to twenty feet long
- Bilge keel
- Simple rig
- Easily handled
- Able to be “trailer sailed”
- Simple construction
- Easy to handle and “forgiving” for

a beginner

 All this sounded quite difficult, but
eventually after lots of reading (inclu-
ding “Twin Keeler”!) this boiled down
to either an Alacrity 19 or a Westerly
22.

After some searching, I discovered
a friendly local yard in Woodbridge
owned and operated by Andy and Ja-
mes Seedhouse.  With my list of featu-
res I went looking, and came down to
a choice of two Alacrities – “Innuen-
do” and “Jaconte” – and after some
more thought decided that “Jaconte”
was the one for me.

July, August and September saw
some pleasant afternoons and evenings
sorting out some little jobs on the stan-
ding rigging, servicing lights and bilge
pumps, getting to know the boat and
generally getting ready for the water.

October 2nd was the big day –
launch day.  Jaconte now lives on the
Deben (photo to follow) and has had
a first gentle run down to Loder’s Cut
and back on outboard just to get a feel
for how she handles.

The upper reaches of the Deben
have quite a tidal range (nearly four
metres at springs!) so there’s not a lot
of time on a drying mooring to go very
far and back on one tide.  The good
news is that there’s around ten miles of

river from Woodbridge to Felixstowe
– http://www.eastcoastrivers.com/
deben.html has a lot of information on
this very pleasant river with it’s sailing,
history, wildlife reserves and areas of
outstanding natural beauty.

Jaconte’s next outing will be down
to the river on a late afternoon tide, an

overnight anchor to take in some of the
sights and sounds of the river, than back
up with the tide the following morning.

Gavin Martin

Jaconte at low tide


