
Westward Ho July 2018, Part 1 
 
Tickety Boo, Beneteau 343 Clipper Oceanis 
 
Crew: Crispin and Elizabeth Read Wilson 
 
This was a cruise of two halves: in the second week of 
July, in that memorable light weather heatwave, we 
explored the bays and creeks of Devon.  In August, after 
the weather had broken, we set off westward again to 
explore the inlets of Cornwall. 
 
Monday, 9th July 

 
0602 Left PYC Haven for Torquay. Cloudless sky, not 
a breath of wind 

 
0650 Off Old Harry  

 
0720 Off Durlston Castle  
0800 Off St Alban’s Head 
1000 Off Portland Bill 
1200 Off Lyme Regis, in middle of Lyme Bay 
1300 Sea breeze beginning to fill  
1330 Unfurled gennaker 

 
1400 Champagne sailing, beam reach, half kt adverse 

tide, SOG 5.3 
1500 Still beam reaching under gennaker, speed 

through water 7, SOG 5.8 
1600 Wind clocking; dropped gennaker, unfurled 

genoa 
1700 Arrived Torquay.  
Log: 72.5NM in 11 hrs @ 6.6kts 
Torquay disappointing, down at heel, shabby, but the 
marina facilities are excellent. 
 
Tuesday, 10th July 
1100 Left Torquay, making for Dittisham, up the River 
Dart. Sailed across Torbay and round Berry Head before 
the wind died as we approached the Mewstone. 
Motored gingerly on the chartplotter through a very 
tight inshore passage, and then the 

glorious approach to Dartmouth began to unfurl itself. 
At 1300 we picked up a mooring just upriver of the 
Anchor Stone at Dittisham. 
      We inflated the dinghy, and at 1430 set off with our 
Torqeedo electric outboard to see whether the battery 
would take us to Totnes and back. 



This was perhaps the hottest day of the summer. 

 
We discovered that if you kept the speed to 3knots – a 
good walking pace – the battery would last for two 
hours. But it was at least a three hour journey! 

 
At slow motion, on a flooding tide, we ghosted through 
Dittisham Pool, past Galmpton, Mill Creek, Tuckenhay, 
Stoke Gabriel, and on up this beautiful river, with the 
woods tumbling down to the water’s edge. One of the 
joys of an electric outboard is that it is almost noiseless, 
so that you can hear all the riparian sounds, and conduct 
a normal conversation. 
    We tied up at Totnes and spent an hour exploring the 
town, waiting for the ebb to gather strength. 

By this time it was five o’clock, and Totnes 
Rowing Club were launching their fours, pairs and skiffs, 
all  much faster than our little electric motor. At about 
Stoke Gabriel the battery expired and we had to row the 
last three miles, albeit on a strong spring ebb, aided by 

a handheld GPS, which allowed us to cut corners and 
navigate narrow channels. 

The exertions of the afternoon  called for 
refreshment, so we retired to the snugness of the 

Ferry Boat Inn to quench our thirst. 
The next day we pottered down to Dartmouth, 

explored the old town, and watched a Wednesday 
evening cruiser race from the garden of the Royal Dart 
Yacht Club.  

The start had been brought forward, because it was 
World Cup semi-final day, and we ate our supper on 
Tickety Boo in The Dart Haven Marina on the Kingswear 
side of the river, following the course of the match from 
the crowd responses from the various hostelries on the 
Dartmouth bank. Sadly, it all went very quiet in the 
second half. 
 
Thursday, 12th July 
After breakfast we left Dartmouth for Newton Ferrers. 
It was another light day and we motored towards Start 
Point, passing inside the Skerries. By midday the sea 
breeze started to fill and we were able to sail under 
main and gennaker. It was our first time navigating up 
the River Yealm, and we enjoyed finding our way round 
the bar at the mouth and through the S-bend that leads 
into the river. At 1430 we picked up a visitors’ mooring 
for two nights. 

 



For those who haven’t been there, Newton Ferrers gets 
a five star recommendation from us. It is absolutely 
beautiful, very sheltered, and the navigation is 
straightforward with the aid of a pilot guide and a bit of 
preparation.   

 
We launched the inflatable and rowed over to the 
harbourmaster, who gave us a warm welcome and a 
very helpful pamphlet including a number of suggested 
walks.  We rowed up Newton Creek, beached at the 
public slipway, and explored Newton Ferrers, ending up 
escaping a downpour by taking refuge in the Dolphin 
Inn, one of three great pubs we found on our visit. 

  
Newton Creek dries completely at low tide, so we had 
to leave in time to row back to our mooring for the 
night.  
Friday 13th July 
After breakfast we put the Torqeedo on the back of the 
inflatable and motored up the Yealm, before doing a bit 
of shopping in the village. In the afternoon we rowed 
over to the Noss Mayo bank, and walked round the 
coast path to Yealm Head. In the evening we rowed up 
to the Ship Inn at Noss Mayo, tied up to the wall, and  

  
 

had an outstanding meal at this excellent pub.  Across 
the inlet is the third pub, the Swan Inn. 
 
Saturday 14th July 
We slipped our mooring at 0600 and set forth on our 
first homeward leg towards Brixham. We were still in 
the grip of the high pressure system, but the sea breeze 
started to fill in early, so by 1045 we were sailing under 
main and gennaker. By midday we had a solid breeze to 
take us round Berry Head and into Brixham. As we 
approached we passed this fellow enjoying the summer 
sun with his dogs: 

 
We spent the afternoon cleaning and tidying the boat 
before walking up to the friendly Brixham Yacht Club for 
a sundowner. 

 
Brixham 

Sunday 15th July 
At 0600 we left Brixham aiming to plug a foul tide for a 
couple of hours before carrying a fair one round 
Portland Bill. In retrospect, we should have left an hour 
earlier, in order to carry the flood past St Alban’s Head 
as well. We motorsailed on a beautiful morning with a 
northerly land breeze until 0900 when it died. The sea 
breeze began to fill after midday, by which time we had 
passed Portland, but it was dead astern. By the time we 
were off St Alban’s Head the ebb was setting strongly, 
and it took us over three hours before we could duck 
into the shore off Winspit and find the back eddy to take 
us up the coast and round Anvil Point. This allowed us 
to sail the last leg, and by 1700 we were entering the 
Swash. We picked up our mooring in the Wych an hour 
later and caught the 1900 Pearl. 
 
Log: 79NM in 12 hrs @6.6kts. NB, this was 6.5NM longer  



than our outward passage to Torquay, which shows the 
distance lost by missing the tidal gate round St Alban’s 
Head. Plugging a foul tide in Lyme Bay loses you half to 
three-quarters of a knot; off Portland Bill or St Alban’s 
Head, it is between two and three knots. 
 
Total log reading, 9 – 15 July: 226NM. 
 
This cruise took place in the summer heatwave, when 
the Azores high was dominating. As a result there was 
virtually no gradient wind during that week, so we were 
only able to sail when the sea breeze filled in. In order 
for the tide to work in our favour, we usually had to 
make early starts, so we were often committed to six or 
seven hours under engine before the sea breeze came 
to our rescue. When it did fill in we had some, but all too 
few, hours of glorious sailing. Thanks to Paul Albutt, the 
engine worked like a dream throughout. Most of our 
tidal strategy was very successful, both in our passage-
making and in our excursions up and down the rivers 
and creeks of Devon, but our one misjudgment meant 
that we were nearly sucked into St Alban’s race on a 
spring ebb – a good lesson learnt.  
 
The other priceless lesson we had learned cruising in 
France the previous year: in midsummer we needed 
more protection from the sun. Over the winter we had 
invested in a bimini, and in the roasting July sunshine of 
2018 it was a godsend, saving our skins. 
 

Westward Ho August 2018, Part II 
 
Crew: Crispin & Elizabeth Read Wilson, with a little help 
on overnight passages from our friends 
 
Sunday, 5th August 
My Swanage friend Pete Sedgwick and I slipped our 
mooring in the Wych at 1639, on an overnight passage 
for Plymouth. We motored round Old Harry and 

 
Anvil Point, waving goodbye to our watching wives, and 
headed into a light WSW breeze towards Portland. By 
2000 we were south of the Shambles with 1.5 kts of tide 
underneath us, motoring into a beautiful sunset. By 

2130 the wind had died completely. As night fell the 
stars came out and Mars cast an orange reflection on 
the glassy water. We motored across Lyme Bay against 
a foul tide through the night with no alarms. Our 
passage plan was to pick up the first of the fair tide as 
we approached Start Point, and this we did as a misty 
dawn broke. The other part of the strategy was to be 
well offshore during the night, so that we did not have 
to worry about lobster pots. But we were ahead of 
ourselves and, sure enough, in the quarter light off Start 
Point we fouled a pot. Fortunately, after a bit of 
reversing and manoeuvring it floated free, but we kept 
a forward watch for the next hour to avoid a repeat. The  

 
Sunrise over Prawle and Start Points 
 
mist cleared and at 0554 the sun rose over Prawle Point. 
We continued motoring with a fair tide across Bigbury 
Bay, and finally, a gentle breeze filled in, allowing us to 
sail to Yealm Head. Just after 0900, we picked up a 
visitors’ mooring at Newton Ferrers, had a couple of  
hours’ uninterrupted sleep, then rowed up Newton 
Creek to the Ship Inn. At 1345 we slipped our mooring 
and motored then sailed up Plymouth Sound, berthing 
at the Mayflower Marina at 1545, to be met by 
Elizabeth, who had driven down (E does not like night 
sailing). We bade farewell to Pete. 
Log, Poole to Newton Ferrers: 96NM in 16.5hrs @5.8kts 
 
Tuesday, 7th August 
We left the Mayflower at 0945 with the wind WSW 
@10kts. This allowed us to sail close-hauled under full 
sail, but the wind died at about 1300 and we motored 
the last couple of hours, picking up our visitors’ mooring 
at 1530.  
Log: 24miles @ 4kts. 
     We took the water taxi to Fowey, bought some 
provisions, then walked down the coast path to 
Readymoney Cove. We retraced our steps and dropped 
into the Ship Inn for a drink. We got talking to a 
delightful German couple from Freiburg, Rolf and 
Waltraud. We said we were on our way to Mylor, and 
arranged to meet for supper the next evening at the 
Pandora Inn at Restronguet. 



Wednesday, 8th August 
Just after nine o’ clock we left Fowey on a beautiful 
morning, initially into a stiff headwind. By 1100 we were 
off Gwinam Rock, but the breeze was dying, and once 
again we had to resort to the engine. At 1400 we were 
entering Carrick Roads in a downpour, and at 1445 we 
tied up for two nights at the delightful, friendly, well-
appointed Mylor Yacht Haven. 
Log: 26 miles @ 4.7kts 

 
Drying out at Mylor 

That evening, we motored up to the Pandora Inn in our 
inflatable, and renewed our acquaintance with Rolf and 
Waltraud. Then we ghosted back downstream at low 
water in the dark. We spent Thursday exploring and 
walking round Mylor. 
 
Friday, 10th August 
By now the weather had broken, and the forecast was 
wet and windy. At 1030 we set off on the first leg of our 
eastward return voyage toward Plymouth. The average 
wind speed was 16 – 18 knots gusting to 30 in the 
squalls. We docked at the Mayflower in Plymouth at 
1815 to dry out and restore ourselves with an excellent 
meal at Jolly Jacks Bar and Bistro. 
Log: 46miles @ 6.2kts 
The plan was for some friends of mine to drive down the 
next day to help me sail the boat back, but on Saturday 
morning I had an accident, slipping down the 
companionway and gashing my forehead (NB, always go 
 down the companionway facing aft!). Moreover, a gale 
was forecast, so we had to postpone the trip for a week 
and rejig the crew. 
 
Sunday 19th August 
At 1255 we left the Mayflower Marina. On board were 
Steve Randle from Parkstone and Chris Green and Alan 
Gould from Swanage. The wind was WSW F5, forecast 
to moderate later. We had a spanking broad reach 
across Bigbury Bay towards Bolt Head, and by 1600 we 
were off Prawle Point. The wind was easing as forecast, 
and by 1800 we had swapped the genoa for the 
gennaker in 13kts of wind. By 1940 the wind was down 

A little war wound 
 
to 6kts, dead astern and we were motoring, but 
accompanied by a playful school of dolphins. By 2200 
the wind had died completely. We made good progress 
through the night and by midnight we were off Portland. 
I decided to plot a waypoint 5 miles south of Anvil Point, 
as I didn’t want to foul any pots in the night. At 0448 we 
altered course to steer off Old Harry, and the sun rose 
as we crossed Swanage Bay. We picked up our mooring 
in the Wych at 0700. Job done! 
 

 
TB back on her mooring in the Wych, 20th August 2018 
 
Log: 111 miles @ 6.1kts 
 
Total passage, 312 miles, Poole, Newton Ferrers, 
Plymouth, Fowey, Falmouth, Plymouth, Poole.  



  


