
How not to do a French Cruise 
 

22 May – Log                85.01 (GPS 83.75)                      To Salcombe 

I was first off the launch and decided to check the raw water strainer and the water cooling 
inlet pipe just to make sure that everything was clear before my long trip. I was still away from 
the mooring by 09:30 which I was quite pleased about. I knew that this was not the best time 
to leave regarding the tides, but bearing in mind the forecast for light winds, I thought that this 
was the best option. 

There was not much tide against me as I motored down to Anvil point, and I even had a bit of 
help from the Genoa. (I had decide not to put up the mainsail at all). I cut in close after Anvil 
point to catch the back eddy, but there was not much evidence of this until I was half way to 
St Albans Head. 

As I approached St Albans Head, I saw the range safety craft heading towards me, so I called 
them first to advise them of my intentions. There seemed to be some sort of agreement 
between us and I headed off for Portland Bill. There was more adverse tide than I expected, 
but this eventually change as I reached the Shambles bank. I am now an hour later than I had 
planned. I had a good push off Portland with the tide and the trip across Lyme bay was fairly 
uneventful. I did see one dolphin though. 

The tide changed about 15 miles from Start point and the wind was now right on the nose and 
although light, it did slow me down a bit. My waypoint is quite close here and at Prawle point 
and as it was now dark I steered a course further out to sea to make sure I missed all the 
lobster pots. 

In due course I eventually reached the entrance to Salcombe, but even though I have come 
in here at night before, I still found the navigation lights a little confusing. I was now rather cold 
but this was probably tiredness more than anything else. As I came up the fairway, the lifeboat 
came out at full chat and decide to shine their very bright searchlights directly at me. (This did 
not help my night vision at all). I decided to pick up the second visitors buoy and I was very 
pleased to see there was more than one to choose from. There was a strong ebb tide flowing 
and it took me three attempts to put a line through the hoop on the top of the buoy. Once I had 
done this it was not long before I was safely moored up and retired to bed after two large 
Sherries!!! 

There was the occasional puff of steam coming out of the exhaust on the way down, so on 
Thursday I decided to check the raw water strainer again (three little fish in it), and check the 
impeller. This was all fine, but I did find that the top was missing off the freshwater top up 
cooling tank and it was a bit low on water. I topped this up hoping that I have now solved the 
problem (I wish). 

I paid two trips to the fuel barge but was somewhat disappointed to find that the port fuel tank 
was leaking again. This appears to be from the new inspection cap, I tighten this up, but I am 
not sure if this has solved the problem. I mop up the diesel and water in the Lazerette and the 
buoyancy compartment in the aft cabin. There was also diesel and water in the Port bilge but 
I did not discover this until we reached Roscoff!! 

A relaxing day on Friday and I popped ashore for a shower and book a table for the evening. 
Sara and Roger arrived in good time by which time I was propping up the bar with a glass of 



red wine! We had a very good meal after which Roger and I returned to the boat. We put the 
dinghy up on the davits ready for an early start the next day. 

 

You can just see Bugs Bunny in the distance 



 

A very quiet Salcome 

 25 May – Log 106.10 GPS 93.07 -To Roscoff 

We were away as planned at 04:30 and I sent the link for RYA Safetx to Nicola, Rita and Sara, 
but only Nicola received this. We had light wind from the North West which gave us a good 
push towards Roscoff.  

I was slightly concerned by the little puffs of steam coming out of the exhaust, but apart from 
this the trip was uneventful. (Ignoring the rather close encounter with a very large Norwegian 
Tanker). 

We did in fact arrive at 18:10, over two hours earlier than anticipated – a very good passage. 

In view of this, we were able to go to the Marina restaurant before they closed where Roger 
paid for an excellent meal. 

We retired for a well-earned rest, and I may have had a small whiskey to celebrate. 

Sunday 26 May 

The Capitanerie did not open until 08:30 and whilst Roger went off for a shower I decide to 
investigate the reason for the little bit of steam in the exhaust. I decided to remove the end of 
the heat exchanger and horror of horrors it fell to pieces as I took it off. Some of the heat 
exchanger tubes were blocked, but Roger managed to clear most of these and in due course 
I managed to clear the rest. 



There was nothing else we could do today and Roger caught the Ferry home in the afternoon, 
which was subject to some delay because of engineering problems. In view of this Rita was 
able to meet Sara in Plymouth, and in due course Roger for a catch up on events. 

Monday 27 May 

I was up early to meet Rita off the ferry and she was off very quickly and we went back to the 
boat for a cup of coffee. I then tried to source some help for the broken heat exchanger plate 
and the best offer was a repaired one a week later, which I was not keen on. 

Rita and I did try contacting the UK suppliers but with no success as it was Bank Holiday 
Monday.  

 

In the evening Rita and I thoroughly enjoyed the meal of Beef bourbignion, kindly prepared by 
Sara for Roger and I in case we were too late for the restaurant. 

Tuesday 28 May 

We manged to contact my usual Westerbeke suppliers, who agreed to send us the required 
parts by express courier. (In some ways, I was happier with this as I felt that the parts would 
be more reliable than a repaired piece.) 

Rita and I walked down to the old town for a drink and some lunch, and this all helped to 
enhance Rita’s opinion of Roscoff. 

Wednesday 29 May 



Good news (or so I thought) the boat parts are already in France a mere 130 miles away in 
Rennes. They could arrive today, notwithstanding TNT’s predicted time of 18:00 on Friday. I 
should have known better as nothing arrived. 

Rita and I had a good trip to Morlaix on the bus, this is a pretty town, but Rita and I decided 
that there is probably no need to go there in the boat. 

 

Thursday 30 May  

I endeavoured to make some more enquiries about our boat parts only to discover that today 
is a Bank holiday in France, so clearly nothing was going to arrive today. 

I decided to go for a bike ride round a large bay on one of the free Marina bikes, which was 
quite interesting. 

Rita and I had a very good meal on board tonight. 

Friday 31 May Log   15 (Approx.)    To Trebeurden 

Following the French Bank holiday yesterday we started to receive some more encouraging 
news from TNT regarding the boat parts. Nevertheless, rather than sitting on the boat festering 
we decided to go down to the old town and go for a ride on the tourist land train. Coincidentally 
this covered much of the area, I cycled the day before. However, the addition of the historical 
commentary made it very interesting. 

Towards the end of the trip, I received a message on my TNT “App” to say that our parcel had 
been delivered. I walked back quickly, leaving Rita to pick up some more milk. I paid for 
another night’s berth which much to my surprise was only 12 euros against the usual 32 euros. 
You may be surprised to find that I did not stop to question this!!! 



I soon had the end plate to the heat exchanger fitted and we were shortly on our way. I thought 
that the trip would be down wind, but in fact it was on the nose all the way – such is sailing. 
We arrived in Trebeurden to find plenty of space and made a good job of mooring up. I paid 
our mooring fees and obtained the Wi-Fi code and much to our delight our emails work here 
through “Outlook”.  

Rita and I went ashore for a good steak meal at the Creperie next to the Marina. 

Saturday 1 June   

I was a bit disappointed yesterday to still see some steam coming out of the exhaust, so today 
I did a bit more engineering work. I checked the raw water strainer which was clear. I 
disconnected the hose from the sea cock, opened it and gave it a good poke with a piece of 
wire. It did seem a bit blocked, which I think that I cleared. (Maybe wishful thinking). I then 
removed the other end of the heat exchanger and checked all the tubes from the other end. 
One is still blocked, but I was reluctant to force it in case I broke the heat exchanger (You can 
understand my caution, bearing in mind a new one is over £700 plus VAT). 

 



 

I replaced the end with a new gasket and was a little surprised that I seem to have lost my 
spare one. 

The weather was very good today, reaching a maximum of 31.8C, so we did not venture far 
from the boat. We had another good meal in the Creperie and returned to the boat to find that 
the port side of the tender had developed a leak. It is on one of the seams, so another job for 
tomorrow. 

Monday 03 June Log 24.61 GPS 30.83 - To Treguier 

We decided to leave at 0:30 to catch the favourable spring tide up the coast. We left shortly 
after the sill was opened and cautiously made our way through the Red and Green buoys. I 
admit that after this for a moment I did become momentarily disorientated and as I tried to look 
at the chart plotter we ended up heading in the wrong direction, towards the rocks. This 
frightened Rita and did not help how she was feeling. 

I soon managed to correct this, but then saw a lobster pot very close to the boat. I thought that 
I missed it!!!! We pressed on but the boat was very slow and I assumed it was the head wind 
and the lumpy sea!! We headed north and were soon clear of the rocks but the boat was still 
going slowly. I could see a red light in the distance but I could not see this on the charts or 
chart plotter. In the end I turned east, trusting the chart plotter. 

The boat was still going slowly with more steam coming out of the exhaust, and I admitted to 
Rita that clearly something was wrong and we needed to stop the boat, although we left the 
Genoa up. As soon as we did this Rita saw the lobster pot buoy behind the starboard rudder. 
We had been dragging this and the associated lobster pot all the way from Trebeurden. I tried 
to free it by hand but this was not possible (I should have furled the Genoa), and had to resort 



to cutting it free. This still took some time and Rita was concerned as to how quickly the tide 
was taking us towards a North Cardinal, and was again very frightened with me hanging off 
the back of the boat. 

We were then free, and the boat speed with the benefit of the tide over the ground virtually 
doubled to over 9 knots. Rita was now not feeling very well and very cold, so she laid down 
with the quilt over her and slept for nearly all of the rest of the trip. 

This proved uneventful, and notwithstanding our initial hiatus, we made very good time for the 
passage. We were given a very good mooring inside the hammerhead. I did manage to delay 
opening the bar until later as it was only 08:00!! 

Rita and I walked to the Kerdalo gardens in total 10 Kilometres. The gardens have a river 
frontage just across from where the boat was moored, but still a long walk back!! Probably did 
us both a lot of good. 

 

Bugs Bunny on the hammerhead 

 



 

The Boat from the gardens 

Thursday 05 June Log 21.00 (Approx.)    To Paimpol 

Well, well, well yet another interesting trip!!! I planned to leave Treguier at 14:00 to catch the 
last of the ebb tide and the start of the flood as we left the river, but as usual, impatience got 
the better of me and we left at13:35. This still worked well as we poodled down the river with 
the engine running at just 2000 revs. I put out the Genoa but this was something of a mixed 
blessing as sometimes it would fill, but then back and slow us down. 

As we cleared the entrance and bore away and we could now gently motor sail towards the 
“Pas du Baine” a narrow passage through the rocks. This we successfully accomplished by 
which time Rita was asleep, as her in view it was “a bit loppy”.  

The wind picked up a bit and I thought that we could try and sail. I decided to put up the 
mainsail partway before turning into the wind. Unfortunately, I failed to keep a good lookout 
and bang, straight over another lobster pot. This momentarily wrapped round the propeller 
and stopped the engine. 

Rita highly alarmed as I was still at the mast trying to put up the mainsail. The engine started 
again and I finished putting up the sail. We started to sail and Rita asks if I have damaged the 
engine/propeller. I lift the leg and much to my concern it looks as one of the propeller blades 
has been bent at the tip 

Rita is now highly distressed and I have to admit that I am also very concerned. I check the 
chart plotter and see that St Peter Port is 38 miles away, and I offer to Rita that we abandon 
the holiday and head to Guernsey. 



Luckily, we decide this is not a good idea and continue on to Paimpol. However, I decide to 
put the engine back on and I am very relieved to find that there is no more vibration than 
before. 

We press on to Paimpol, but our speed over the ground is too good and we arrive at Paimpol 
to early. We did in fact put the boat on the putty for one or two minutes. We were then safely 
in the lock and soon moored up alongside another catamaran. Rita still rather upset and 
eventually she calmed down and we went ashore for a good meal. 

The following day using google translate, I prepared a note in French to arrange for the 
propeller to be repaired/replaced. I decided to take some photographs and much to my 
surprise, all the propeller blades are the same with a slight curve at the end. It would appear 
that I have not really damaged the propeller at all, although I will have it checked out when we 
go home to Poole 

 

Our, hopefully, undamaged propeller (Wrong - it is damaged – Took it to Wareham for 
repair on our return – the end of the blades should be straight) 



 

 

The lull before the storm 

Sunday 9 June Log 13.41 (GPS 14.46)     to St Quay 

We left Paimpol after checking with the Harbour Master, and were in fact the last boat to enter 
the lock. We were soon on our way down the estuary and had an uneventful trip to St Quay.  

I did put out the Genoa, but there was not enough wind to sail. We called the harbour master 
and we were given a straight forward mooring right behind Fat Chance, another Parkstone 
boat. (Nigel Apps). We had already seen Nigel on his boat in Roscoff and Trebeurden. He 
also walked over from Lezardrieux to Paimpol and he joined us for a beer at lunch time. 

The following day Rita and walked along the coastal path to Portrieux for a cup of coffee. Well, 
the sun was well over the yard arm by then so I had a beer. We did some shopping on the 
way back and we were just in time to open the bar on the boat for further refreshment before 
lunch. 

In the evening we went out for lunch with Nigel at a local Creperie as all the other restaurants 
were closed as it was yet another bank holiday. 



 

 



 

St Quay 

Tuesday 11 June Log 43.68 (GPS 45.11)    to St Helier 

Rita and I had a discussion yesterday and we agreed to miss out St Cast and come directly to 
St Helier. (We had already dropped Dahouet off the itinerary). Three of the forecast’s we 
looked at stated that it would be breezy, but in the right direction. The only exception was the 
inshore forecast which had a 7 in it, but for the North West of the Region. All of the forecast’s 
said that the wind would drop, so I decided to go. 

We left our berth fairly easily, even though the light breeze was blowing us on. This all changed 
as soon as we were outside the marina, with a wind strength consistently over 20 knots and 
gusts closer to 30 knots. Consequently, it was fairly rough and I decided to steer the boat until 
we could turn North East and put out the Genoa and the auto pilot.  

However, it was still not particularly comfortable and Rita went inside to lie down and try and 
sleep. Initially, we were making good progress with a VMG of 7 knots. The wind did then ease 
but not the state of the sea and our speed dropped by a good margin. 

I was now concerned at the amount of steam coming from the exhaust again, which was very 
disappointing as I changed the impeller yesterday, which did in fact have a blade missing. I 
was a bit surprised as I had only checked it in Salcombe. 

More and more steam was coming from the exhaust, and I woke Rita to let her know that I 
would have to stop the engine, which did not help her peace of mind. (Again). I took the hose 
of the sea cock, opened it up and gave it a good poke as it did seem as though the flow was 
a bit restricted. I put it all back together and we set off again. A lot of water in the bilge by now. 



Much to my surprise, and immense relief no more steam from the exhaust. We pressed on 
the wind went round to the East, the boat speed picked up, and the sun came out. It was really 
quite pleasant, but Rita still did not feel well.  

We could hear the other Parkstone boats on channel 77 who seemed to be having their own 
problems. We went straight into the marina and given a nice easy berth on ”A” pontoon. 

 

 

 



 

Parkstone boats waiting for the tide to Carteret 

Friday 14 June Log 26.61 (GPS 26.83) To Guernsey 

We left as soon as the sill dropped, and we were followed out by Pegasus. I know that Pegasus 
is slightly faster than us normally, but today they pulled away from us very quickly, which led 
me to suspect that there really was a problem with the propeller. I knew that the tide would be 
against us along the South side of the island and our progress was very slow and it took us 
much longer to reach the light house at Corbierre than I would have wished.  

I thought that we would benefit from the light westerly breeze from now on, but this was still 
on the nose as we headed north-west. I had now given up all hope of making the sill at 
Guernsey and resigned myself to spending the night on the waiting pontoon. 

However, the wind dropped and our speed picked up with the tide and much to my delight, we 
made it over the sill, and a very good mooring. Time for a celebration and a good lunch on 
board. 

Weather not unpleasant for our stay in Guernsey, and we had a little drinks party on Bugs 
Bunny with the crews of Septima, Fat Chance, Pegasus and Aquila. Peter (Septima) managed 
to find us a table at Dix Neuf for six of us. (Many thanks Peter for your perseverance on your 
mobile phone). 

 



 

 



Dinner at Dix Neuf 

Rita and I had a relaxing day on Sunday with a trip on the Tourist train and lunch at the sailing 
club, before leaving for home on the condor ferry. A reasonable trip home where she enjoyed 
the company of Sue from Lola Mae. 

By now Osprey had arrived and I stopped by to say hello and catch up with their travels. 
Needless to say they very kindly offered me a glass or two of wine, which I thoroughly enjoyed. 

Monday 17 June Log 74.91 (GPS 89.42) To Poole 

The spot in the marina was now quite tight as he power boat in front of us had moved back to 
let another boat in. I was a bit apprehensive about my departure at 04:30 as there was no one 
else around to help me. In fact the light breeze was just sufficient to blow me off the quay 
slowly and my departure was uneventful. I noticed an Ovni with a lifting keel waiting to go and 
they watched my departure over the sill with considerable interest as there was not quite a 
metre of water!! I did put the engine into neutral as I went over! 

I soon had the sails up and the flood tide meant that I was past Alderney by 07:30. The flood 
tide pushed me well into the channel and I had no real incidents with any of the ships. The 
flood tide appeared to be pushing me a bit too far to the East so I did make a correction to the 
course steered. George (the Egg Timer) did enable me to have a couple of cat naps on the 
way. 

There was not enough wind to sail, but although loppy, the sun came out most of the trip. I did 
in fact make very good progress, apart from being too early for the flood tide at Anvil point. 
(Please ignore point about course correction referred to above.)! 

I had made good time in around 13.5 hours and decided to come into the marina and go home 
to sleep. Rita came down to take my lines and help unload the boat. However, it was now 
blowing quite hard, and my request for Rita to take both lines was not particularly explicit and 
our berthing was not particularly elegant. 

We were soon ready to go home and a good supper with ample liquid refreshment. 

 

Conclusion 

We logged 409 miles for the trip and whilst it is disappointing to record that most of the trips 
were marred by some type of incident. In view of this and the somewhat inclement weather, 
we did cut out three places from the itinerary, Morlaix, Dahouet and St Cast. This meant that 
we were home a little earlier than planned. 

However, we did have some good times and met a lot of people from the club and a very nice 
couple from Bridport. 

 


