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THE PRAYER OF SIR FRANCIS DRAKE


1540–1596




O LORD GOD, when thou givest to thy servants to endeavour any great matter, grant us also to know that it is not the beginning, but the continuing of the same until it be thoroughly finished, which yieldeth the true glory; through him that for the finishing of thy work laid down his life, our redeemer Jesus Christ. AMEN.






BIOGRAPHICAL NOTE ON 
FRANCIS CHICHESTER


Francis Chichester was born in North Devon in 1901 and emigrated to New Zealand in 1919. With Geoffrey Goodwin he formed land development, timber and aviation companies. In 1929 he returned to England and learnt to fly.


During his flying career he:


Was the second person to fly solo to Australia (1929).


Made the first E.-W solo flight from New Zealand to Australia across the Tasman Sea.


For this flight he was awarded the Johnston Memorial Trophy for 1931. This coveted award is made by the Guild of Air Pilots and Air Navigators for the best feat of navigation during the year. The system of navigation he devised to find Lord howe Island flying alone was the same as the standard navigation procedure adopted by Coastal Command in 1942. This flight was described in his book, Alone Over the Tasman Sea.


Made the world's first long-distance solo seaplane flight – New Zealand to Japan (1931).


During the first half of the 1940 war he was writing navigation instruction at the Air Ministry. For the rest of the war he was Chief Navigation Officer at the Empire Central Flying School. Here he was working on new methods of teaching low-level fighter pilot navigation.


In 1945 he started his own map publishing business – now famous for its pocket maps.


In 1960 he was on the Court of the Guild of Air Pilots and Air Navigators and a Fellow of the Institute of Navigation. Since 1954 he has taken part in 16 of the royal Ocean racing Club's races in Gipsy Moth II, during which he won the Stuart Cup for the 1956 Southsea-harwich race.


In Gipsy Moth III he won the first Singlehanded Transatlantic race, June 11th-July 21st 1960. This was also the first yacht race of any kind E. to W. across the Atlantic.






Prologue


The idea of this race was Blondie Hasler's. Colonel h. G. Hasler is well known as the ‘cockleshell hero'. As a marine commando he led some canoes up the Garonne to Bordeaux and sank several steamers in the town by fixing limpet mines to them. I think twelve marines started and only two returned.


He hoped that this race would result in getting rid of some of the chores of sailing. He thought that the competitors would more or less be forced to devise ways and means, probably novel ways and means, of simplifying their tackle and their tactics.


I saw his notice on the board of the royal Ocean racing Club and thought what a race of races it would be and a thrilling adventure. Unfortunately I was on my way to a hospital at the time and it looked as if my next sail would be across the Styx. However, I was one of the lucky ones and turned up again two years later to find the notice still on the board and myself fit enough to get excited about it.


I turned to and helped Blondie organize the race. It was Bill Waleran who suggested to me that the royal Western Yacht Club of England was the right and proper club to start the race from Plymouth. We wrote to them and they were very interested. But there were a lot of difficulties. Many of the leading ocean racers accustomed to racing with full and crack crews said the solo race was a crazy hazard and many people feared a public outcry if competing yachts disappeared. They would be accused of sending the gallant sons of Old England to their watery deaths.


We were having a committee meeting at Plymouth with the royal Western, Lindley Abbatt and Chris Brasher of the Observer who did so much to further the race, Blondie and myself, when it hung in the balance whether the royal Western would take over the starting of the race. It was then that I piped up and said that if no one would organize the race, as far as Blondie and I were concerned, we would race across the Atlantic for half-a-crown. The Americans fastened on this as a bet but not being at home with half-crowns, called it five shillings.


The race card read: Leave the Melampus buoy to starboard, (that's a buoy quite close to the starting line in Plymouth) and thence by any route to the Ambrose light vessel, New York.


Each competitor had his own theory of the best route to go. Hasler always maintained that the far north route was the quickest, that he would be in the north half of the depressions or lows up there and would have favourable east winds. Howells and Lacombe followed the low-powered steamer route, which went down near the Azores and then along the 36th parallel of latitude to end by cutting up north-west across the Gulf Stream to New York.


I carried out what we used to call in the Air Force in the war ‘dry swims'. The scheme of my ‘dry swim' or shall I say ‘dry sail' was to take from the U.S. Hydrographic chart the prevailing and other winds likely to occur in each rectangle of 5 degrees of latitude and 5 degrees of longitude and work out what would be my sailing speed for each of these winds. I then computed how long it would take to sail across that rectangle assuming I met these average winds. For example on the Great Circle route I followed, crossing the first rectangle from Start Point to 10°w. I estimated would take 62¼ hours if I had the average winds. The percentage times would be




 

      

        

          	

            18 hours at 2½ knots
32 hours at 4 knots
23 hours at 6 knots
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In the event with a head-on Force 6 or more blow I reached 10°w. on June 15th at 1600 hrs. which was 102 hours after the start. Thus do the plans of mice and men go oft astray.


However, I believe this did not affect the value of comparing the different routes.


The chief routes I worked over were ones actually sailed by competitors. But I tried out many variations. The old wind-jammer route, followed incidentally by nearly all yachtsmen who cross the Atlantic, went down to the Canaries and thence along the trade-wind belt to the West Indies and from there up north-west to New York. This was over 5,000 miles, 2,000 miles longer than the Great Circle route, and I ruled it out of the question for a race. I also ruled out the other wind-jammer route far north which Blondie favoured.


The Great Circle route which I adopted is the shortest possible at 3,000 miles, but it has some serious disadvantages. According to the hydrographic charts there was a 10% probability of fog over 1,600 miles of it and a mean maximum iceberg area 550 miles wide to cross. Also a head-on North Atlantic current (continuation of the Gulf Stream) averaging 0.4 knot to battle against for 2,000 miles until the favourable Labrador Current was supposed to be met at Cape race, Newfoundland.


I consoled myself with the thought that I could heave to for twelve periods of fog of twelve hours each and still be no worse off than a competitor on the fog-free, ice-free route along the 36th parallel. Ha! what a joke, as it turned out. David Lewis in his boat Cardinal Vertue followed the same route that I took.


My boat is nearly 40 feet long (39' 7”) overall with a waterline length of 28', beam of 10' 1¼”, draft of 6' 5” and Thames measurement of 13 tons. Normally I would race it in the royal Ocean racing Club races in British waters with a crew of six. It has berths for six. The mast is 55' high from step to truck, the same height as my bedroom window at the top floor of my five-storied London house.


I should like to add something about the self-steering device. My Miranda is a 45-square-foot mizzen sail which weather-cocks with the wind so that the whole mast rotates. At the foot of the mast there are two arms which can be clamped tight to the mast in any position, and from each end of these arms a tiller-line leads to the tiller with the result that as long as the wind vane is weather-cocking the tiller will not be disturbed.


Immediately the heading of the boat changes the wind will press on one side of the wind vane, move it, with the result that it in turn moves the tiller which moves the rudder and brings the boat back to its former heading.


I designed my wind vane myself and I based it on the model boats. In fact in the winter I studied my Atlantic Ocean racing at the round Pond in Kensington Gardens where I went every Sunday morning for a short time and watched the model boys. I figured that if they could sail a model across the round Pond without a helmsman I could sail my yacht across the Atlantic in the same way. My wind vane is 4½ times the area of the rudder which it has to drive.






1. April 4th to 24th


First Day Aboard – Bumps in the Night – Working in the Rain – Rigging Jobs – First Sail Alone – G.M. is Obstinate – Busy Agenda – Hard Aground – Trouble with Anchors – The Snags in Reefing – More ‘Wants' – Blessing the Ship – on the Mud Again – Aground in Newtown Creek – Experiment in the Solent – Compass Adjusting – More Fun with Anchors – Disappointment over self-steering – Reefing much Improved – Sore hands


4th April 1960. We came down to Buckler's Hard on the 1st and I remained behind to go afloat on the 3rd. Usual despair the first day at the 1,001 things to do. It seemed hopeless and nothing worth while. It blew up in the evening gusting to Force 6 and I hoisted the dinghy aboard using the main halliard. I thought it would spare me a disturbed night due to the dinghy bumping against the side of the yacht and snatching at the painter.


I had the usual trouble getting to sleep after the first day aboard due to over-tiredness and all the noises but was asleep at midnight when I was woken by some dreaded bumps which I had hoped to escape. There was no doubt we were hitting something so I slipped some clothes over my pyjamas and emerged in the pouring rain and the wind. We were hitting Gardenia on the next mooring. She had no mast having only been launched that afternoon and was tide-rode1 while Gipsy Moth with her 55-foot mast was wind-rode and headed in the opposite direction. Our two sterns were hitting. Gardenia had a bumpkin which I thought would be knocked off.


Now of course I regretted my dinghy was on the cabin top instead of in the water. Gardenia's tiller was not locked and hard over. I pushed it over to the other side with my long boat-hook and wondered if I must launch the dinghy, a horrid thought considering the dark, the pelting rain and the gusting wind. Just what would happen one's first night afloat. One's morale and wits are at a low ebb on being woken abruptly just after getting to sleep.


My wits began to return and I shortened my mooring chain, which, with Gardenia's changed helm, resulted in our sterns swinging clear of each other. However I still had a bad night of bangs and bumps. Several times I went on deck but could not trace the cause. I thought it was the rain shortening the new hemp halliard. The halliard was still fast to the dinghy and I imagined the shrunk rope was lifting one end of the dinghy clear of the cabin top. No, it wasn't that. Then I thought it was a can buoy which had become entangled in the mooring chain and was bumping the yacht. In the morning I decided it must have been the mooring itself jerking or snapping in some strange way due to the shortened chain.


Today I finished stowing the gear in the cabin, filled fifteen bottles with paraffin, started and checked over the motor, bent on the mainsail. It is a big heavy sail for me. I had difficulty in topping up the boom with the mainsail furled on it, though the topping lift has a two-part tackle. I must fit a three- or four-part tackle.


Everything seems fairly in order and I hope to go off for a little sailing tomorrow.


5th April. I never got off sailing today after all. It rained off and on all day. I could hear it pattering on the deck at 7 a.m. when I woke and I felt snug and lazy and lay in the blankets till eight when I got a time signal to check the battery-driven electric clock. Every time I poked my nose out it started to rain. This happened all day. So first I did my housework, sweeping out and cleaning up. Then I rigged a tackle for the topping lift of the main boom. I rigged shock cord tiller-lines combined with cod-lines and bowsies (bowsie is the piece of wood with two holes in it as used for tent-lines. I bought a dozen from the Girl Guides head shop). As I was working hard all day it is perhaps just as well the weather was bad and I didn't try to sail. Perhaps tomorrow. Various letters about starting or finishing the SHTAR (the Single-handed Trans-Atlantic race), obstacles, hitches, delays. I can't care any more. I am afloat, the race is on, what more could I want? Mrs. Fry says I'm mad to go in for the race. What do I care, I haven't enjoyed myself so much for years.


6th April on ‘Gipsy Moth III'. Well, I finally made it – sailed G.M. away on my own. A great thrill. The first time is always a thriller in anything. I suppose it is because one doesn't know what will happen. I used the motor to get away from the mooring because I was not sure how much room she needed to turn. That was just one of the things we could not find out on our trip home from Ireland with the helm and rudder jammed. She turns very well under main sail only. When tacking I would say she moves forward a boat's length after starting to turn. This may not sound much but when tacking across the river it does represent 40 feet and in places I suppose the river channel is only 200 feet wide.


It was a great boon to be able to tack up river without using a jib. That incessant sheeting in of a jib on short tacks is no joke. Of course the boat does not go as fast without a jib.


I had my arrangement of elastic cord etc. rigged for holding and adjusting the tiller but the boat seemed determined not to steer herself. At the best I could only leave the cockpit for a few minutes. I tried endless adjustments, sailing into wind, down wind and across wind. G.M. was not having any self-steering. She makes one think of her designer. I hope the wind vane is going to work, otherwise I shall take months to cross the Atlantic.


There were thousands of birds, gulls I think chiefly, on the spit at the Beaulieu river entrance. They made a terrific noise and I suppose were nesting there. I hove to at the E. Lepe buoy, with No. 2 jib. The boat fore reached slowly.


How marvellous at night to see the silhouette of the woods reflected black in the still river with cloud reflections in the moonlight.


7th April. While I write this eating my lunch, I saw old Gipsy Moth's scarlet mattresses go by in the fitting-out launch. Gipsy Moth II is lying two moorings up. It is fine and hot and I am in summer shirt-sleeves. But alas, no wind.


8.30 p.m. I don't seem to have achieved anything today and yet I have not stopped since I got up except to snatch two slabs of bread with lettuce, cheese, marmalade, tomatoes to brighten them up for lunch. The lovely sunny day ended about four o'clock and it has been unloading rain ever since.


8th April. After a good sail down river and about the Solent, when I tried out reefing, also the setting and lowering of the big genoa, I went into the Beaulieu river at only 1 hour after dead low water. There should have been 2' 6” + 8” = 3' 2” above chart datum. I crossed the bar safely and was tacking across the river just inside when I went hard aground on the channel side of the line of stakes marking the channel edge. I dropped the main and tried the engine without avail. Then I dropped a kedge overboard. This was a mistake. I ought to have carried it out to midstream.


I was on the putty just above Rae Pitt rivers' house. The slack of the cable enabled G.M. to drift downwind bumping on the mud until she reached the end of the kedge scope. In the end I ran out the main anchor with a heavy warp in the dinghy and dropped the anchor in midstream. I soon recovered the kedge but when G.M. floated free I could not recover the main anchor.


The wind drove the boat downstream hard on to the warp while the tide setting upstream caused the boat to lie across the direction of the anchor warp. I must have been trying for three-quarters of an hour heaving on the warp, starting and stopping the engine and trying various settings of the tiller. The trouble was that the anchor cable prevented the boat from gaining any speed with the engine on and it was impossible to steer the boat towards the anchor.


All good things come to an end, however, and when I finally got the anchor aboard I felt grateful to be strong enough to do all the heaving and hauling without having a heart attack or something and after all I had learned a very salutary lesson. The Beaulieu River is not a river to tack across at low water with 6½ feet of draught. I went aground well inside the line of stakes marking the edge of the channel. Anyway, leaving the putty episode out of it, I had a wonderful sail. What fun it is and how exciting trying out each new thing. What I learnt today includes:


(1) Under mainsail only, I can only make her steer herself by sailing close to the wind, i.e. by sacrificing speed. She will very nearly steer herself by frequent adjustment of the elastic cord tiller-lines and I hope the steering wind vane will look after the end-piece of the control.


(2) The main halliard is very difficult to operate even with the wind no more than Force 4. I mean after reefing, when one wants to haul up the mainsail. I must fit a two-part tackle.


(3) Some sort of tackle to outhaul the leech when reefing is quite essential. I wonder if an all shock-cord tackle would work with the changing load when rolling down the main?


(4) A good thick rope tail to the jib halliard is needed, something to haul on so that one does not have to handle wire rope on the jib winch or more important, get wire rope off the winch when lowering the jib.


(5) Item, bolt on starboard half of cabin door which bangs incessantly.


(6) Item, catch on liquor locker.


I think I should add that (A) the topping lift tackle which I fitted was a great success; (B) the quick-clip hooks for jib sheets to jib clews seemed very effective and are certainly very easy to handle.


12th April. Stormy. Tacked up and down the Beaulieu river for 2½ hours in Force 6½ sometimes 7 at entrance.


The roller reefing gear worked easily and with the outhaul arrangements the sail both rolled and set excellently. Also it is not too cumbersome when one remembers the different steps. Evidence of this is that I reefed while tacking down the river in Force 6 with the channel I would say 75 yards wide. I think it would be very easy with a self-steering device but the gusts made the load on the helm vary enormously, say, by 30 lb. pull, so that I could never leave the helm for long to get on with the reefing. Of course one must expect the big variation in helm load when setting a mainsail only. A headsail would at once take most of the change of load away. Meanwhile I could not be more grateful to have a boat which will handle easily with main only. Constant fiddling with jib-sheets on such a jaunt would be too much of a good thing.


(2) I was several times apprehensive of losing the reefing handle or the winch handle. Must think up some arrangement of lanyard whereby they will not go overboard if dropped or if they come loose.


(3) The boat was nearly down to her lee-rail at times and a main, twice reefed as today, is nearly enough sail in such conditions. She would be better with No. 3 jib and a third reef down perhaps.


(4) The mooring was hard for me to pick up with strong wind against strong tide. The boat really sails herself pretty fast down wind with no sail set (in such a Force 6 wind) and I ought to have allowed for this. I made about six abortive passes at the mooring from different angles and finally came down wind uptide very slowly and got the buoy aboard. After some struggle I got the chain aboard. This is not to be wondered at considering how the yacht is now charging madly about on her mooring.


(5) I rigged up the spinnaker boom with shock cord at various places and hope it may keep the dinghy quiet at the end of the boom. A bumping dinghy is hell.


(6) I arrived back wet through from neck to stern, and learnt again what a wonderful thing is whisky with lemon and hot water. Plenty is needed, however.


(7) Must have plenty of changes of jerseys, trousers, under-things, shirts, and socks.


(8) My line from the head of the main down about 10 feet to a suitable slide worked very well, firstly for hauling down the top of the main and then for tying it up to the mast.


(9) A tackle or some means of finer adjustment of the tiller-lines is required.


Inkoosan’s owner complimented me on G.M.'s sailing. Said he had designed Inkoosan himself when I asked him who had done so. A powerful-looking boat.


15th April. Watered. Filled both tanks full from empty. Took 59½ gallons. Dipped both tanks every 5 gallons and notched two dipsticks accordingly.


Could not get up to the jetty in the morning with the strong tide and against a strong wind. As soon as I slowed down the wind bore the stem off and I lost control, risking much damage. I returned to the mooring feeling very savage at my failure. In the afternoon with wind and tide both ahead nothing could have been easier.


16th April. I was expecting Tubby (Toe H) Clayton and party. He arrived with three young men. Then Edward and Belinda Montagu came aboard.


Tubby robed in the fore cabin and held a very impressive little service of blessing the ship. There were ten of us standing in the cabin.


Afterwards the boys skedaddled in the dinghy and when Tubby imperatively required to be put ashore, I started the motor and, somewhat fortified with ‘Liffey wather', motored down to the jetty. It was within an hour of low water spring tide and the mud banks looked horrible. I recalled that the harbour master had said there was plenty of depth at the jetty at any tide. However, g-dunk we were on the putty 30 yards below the jetty after turning.


We got Tubby and party off in the dinghy and he did not seem at all put out by our going on the mud. The river was emptying fast and we were well and truly sewed in no time. The H.M. came and took a warp from the masthead to the shore and pulled us over on to our side. Much to my relief because it would be no joke going over on the other side sloping down to midstream. As it was we heeled over 43° which is plenty in a boat as large as this.


We were there about three hours before refloating. When the tide came in fast we righted at the rate of about a degree a minute which was fascinating. Giles was very good with the Aldis lamp helping me up to the mooring in the dark. The Aldis beam is an unbelievable aid and joy after the torches and poor lights I have been used to before. I would say it shows objects up half a mile away.


Well, for a ship to be blessed and to be on the shore within an hour must be something of a record. Tubby told me that fishermen always insist on one net being left unblessed. Every trawler thinks he has that net and will catch fish whereas the blessing by a sky pilot will bring bad catches.


17th April. Easter Sunday. We had a delightful family sail to Cowes and then to Newtown Creek. G.M. III is a delight to sail and goes well. However, in the Newtown Creek I put her hard on the mud again. I was pretty depressed because it was within an hour of high water springs and with every succeeding tide lower I foresaw the yacht on her side for a fortnight. Everyone worked like a beaver and we were helped by another visiting yachtsman in a dinghy who advised us where the sand bank lay and the best chance of getting off into the channel.


We toiled away rocking the boat from side to side by everyone aboard stepping from side to side in unison. We laid out two kedges and hauled hard. Finally pulled off towards the big anchor. We had to cast off the warp to the small kedge; then the yacht drifted the other side of a perch marking the edge of the channel from where the anchor lay. The anchor warp became useless and we grounded again. One misses a reverse gear on such occasions. Our amazingly helpful friend from the yacht Gadfly helped free the warp from the pole and he then carried the anchor afresh out into the channel. I clapped a jigger onto the warp and set the jigger onto the cockpit winch. This has immense power and the anchor warp came aboard inch by inch until the yacht was hauled clear. The muscles in my shoulders and neck certainly ached after that little drama and everyone aboard, the two boys and Sheila, had had enough exercise. We remained on the anchor and later at dark when it was low water Giles and I recovered the kedge and its terylene warp, to my relief.


It was lovely in the creek next day with hot sunshine after a frosty night and the quiet was out of this world. We tried to land at low water to visit Dick Kindersley but could not get ashore for the mud. We had a lovely sail home. G.M. III seems to be rearing to go like a young horse full of oats. I believe she is as keen on this transatlantic race as I am. We dined well at the Master Builders after a gorgeous bath.


19th April. The family returned to London and I worked on board. Fitted handy stowage just inside the cabin doors for binoculars, Very pistol with red and white cartridges, Aldis lamp, torch, foghorn and loudspeaker. Rigged speedometer. Rigged compass light. After dark tried out all lights, compass, masthead, navigation. Fitted various hooks for hanging up different articles and lengths of shock-cord with hooks and eyes for secure stowage of wine bottles and other things.


20th April. Fine sunny. Cold NNE. wind.


I went out into the Solent and tried out my reefing arrangements. The boom-end gave endless trouble and it took me 20 minutes for each set of rolls. I must get the boom-end fitting strengthened and the lugs cut off – they catch every half-roll, which is awkward unless the boom is inboard, i.e. unless the yacht is on the wind.


I also tried sailing with a genoa only. She goes much faster with the genny than with the main, 7½ compared with 5½ knots on the clock, but of course she is not so nice to tack, does not sail so close to the wind as with the main and needs the runners setting up to get rid of the sag in the luff. It was gusting and cold at times but sunny.


I lowered all sail and drifted up the Solent while I fried up potatoes, onions and eggs. The U.S.A. Vertue (Puritan) passed and waved; also a submarine S 25 (but no waving).


21st April. Heard the cuckoo. Lovely spring morning, sunny. The young leaves are beginning to tint the thorn bushes. I sailed down the river, tacking in and out of the moored boats which was good fun. Opposite the Swatch I anchored and began compass adjustment.


I put down two anchors. The tide began running out like a millrace. In order to observe west on the compass I cast loose the kedge warp. G.M. was now anchored by the stern and stern-on to the current but she did not like it and charged about madly. I feared grounding with the falling tide but I could not regain the anchor, the current was so strong. In fact I could only move the rudder against it with an effort. I decided to pick up the small kedge and anchor from the stem, then let go the big anchor at the stern.


G.M. has a malicious sense of humour. As soon as I tried to approach with the small kedge warp in the dinghy she fairly charged down on me like an angry bull, rode the dinghy down forcing it under the stern. I thought the dinghy and I were going to be pushed under the water. I managed to keep afloat but I had plenty of fun before I finally got the kedge laid out afresh. As soon as I had got back aboard, she became quite docile again. I shall be very wary of trying to hold her stem-on to a strong current in future; there is no joy in it.


After lunch I spent the afternoon in the yard where we mounted the vane mast to a post with only the topsail set. It worked but only just. I reckon it will need the whole sail (i.e. spanker as well) to make it effective. There is a lot to do on it but at least there is something to show. On the whole I think it will work. Will know more tomorrow when they come to inspect the fitting of the tube in the stern to hold the vane mast.


It's a grand life, how I love it.


23rd April. Today seems to have been pretty full. This morning fitting the Heron Homer D/F set which I received last night. I rigged up the various instruments in the handiest spots; the ‘loop' with the compass I placed where the compass will act as a ‘tell-tale' for me while at the chart table.


I left the mooring at 10.20 and sailed down the four miles of river to the bar in leisurely fashion with the light NNE. wind. The harbour master tells me there are 200 moorings in the river now.


In the Solent I first compared the speed effect of sailing dead downwind with the genoa goosewinged out on the opposite side to the mainsail and that of sailing 30, 35 or 40° off downwind with the genny and the main both on the same side. The speed seemed unchanged. This was a disappointment because I hoped the sailing off downwind, say 30° off, would result in a higher speed which would make it worth while for the extra distance covered. I shall be unable to steer straight downwind with the self-steering vane (always assuming it is going to work otherwise) because the backstay will be in the way of it.


Another disappointment is that it is almost impossible to sail the yacht hands-off either on a reach or a run. The slightest change of wind changes the load on the rudder and if that has been trimmed successfully for one wind strength it becomes unstable immediately there is the slightest change. If the wind vane does not work I am certainly in for a gruelling trans-Atlantic passage. What I have seen so far of the makings of the wind vane does not make me happy. I think the yard have made it so heavy and cumbersome it will take a Force 3 to actuate it. (I was wrong.)


Next I tried reefing practice. With the block at the boom-end changed, the reefing was a cheering success. I took six minutes over-the first set of rolls, nine minutes over the second and six minutes over the third. The sail set very well indeed; in fact I have never seen a reefed sail set so well before. So that's good. And the time taken was chiefly used in repeated visits to the helm trying to make her sail herself for a minute at a time. The changing size of the mainsail unbalanced the trim apart from anything else. I measured up the amount of sail reefed and made it 8 feet high by a mean width of 1½ feet, a total of 124 out of a total of 380 square feet of mainsail. I shook out all the reefs in eight minutes.


I scuttled back to the river using the motor to reach the bar before it became too shallow for G.M. III’s 6½-feet draught.


Sailed up the river till I reached a north-south reach when I picked up a mooring and began observing for compass adjustment. After a set of readings of the steering compass and the handbearing compass from the stern pulpit, from the dinghy (as a check), and in the cabin where I use the D/F hand-held compass, all these while headed north into the outgoing stream, I had a snooze till the tide turned half an hour later. Then I repeated all the observations while headed south into the incoming stream.


I got lots of messages through Sheila from America and various people in England about the race, but I feel I have my hands full to get to the starting line fully prepared and I just cannot take any interest in them, or rather deal with them. My cabin table is thick with letters, papers, and documents about the race. Some I have not even read yet.


Got the swinging cabin table to work and left a bottle standing on it also a vase of primroses while sailing. I left the paraffin Aladdin alight while sailing and that was quite happy.


Tomorrow I hope for a full day's sailing, so that I can try running with twins. Unfortunately I have only one boom but perhaps I can make do with my very long boat-hook if the wind is light.


My hands are so sore that anything hurts them. For example I work the sink pumps with my small fingers to spare the bigger ones. My fingers so swollen that I can not close some of them and several fingernails torn into the quick. And last night I had difficulty in sleeping for longer than a few minutes because the muscle or whatever it is in my shoulder behind my neck ached so much.






1 See Glossary for explanation of sailing terms.






2. April 25th to May 8th


Losing the Dinghy – Wind Vane Delays – The Dinghy Hunt – Sunshine and Good Breeze – The Search – Cold and Many Shifts of Wind – A Night Out – The Thrill of the Wind Vane – Trial Run with David Parkes – ‘You are in Business!' – Freddy, George or Miranda? – She Works Well – Her Limitations


25-4-60.


……………………………………………,


Insurance Brokers.


Dear Mr Boler,


I regret to report the loss of my dinghy yesterday. This includes a leather seat cushion, but otherwise only the shell. It was made by W. A. Souter, Cowes and I will try to replace it exactly at once, subject to your agreement.


The circumstances of the loss were: the dinghy came adrift after snapping its tow-painter in the tide-rip outside the Bridge Buoy at the Needles. I sailed up to it twice but there was no chance of getting hold of it in the disturbed sea while under sail. I therefore drew off while lowering sail, but this took a few minutes owing to the yacht bouncing about in the tide-rip. When I returned under motor (assuming the yacht without sail would have much the same movement as the dinghy, thus enabling me to get hold of it) I could not find the dinghy. I cruised to and fro around the place for three hours without finding it.


After abandoning the search I tried to call up Lloyds Signal Station at the Needles with my Aldis lamp, but could get no reply. I think another yacht coming out of the Solent after me may have taken the dinghy while I was lowering the sail, in which case the signal station, if keeping watch, might have noticed this or might have recorded the names of any yachts passing out at the time, 1455 hours, 24th April, ¼ mile west of Bridge Buoy. You may be able to obtain information from Lloyds about this.


I suggest inserting the following ad in Yachts and Yachting if you agree: £5 reward for recovery of dinghy lost at Needles 1455 April 24. Thought to have been picked up by a yacht while owner lowering sail. Light blue fibreglass, white inside with red seat cushions. Painted Gipsy Moth III inside transom. Sculling notch in transom. Small chip at one edge of stern underwater. Made by Souter.


Yours sincerely,


Francis Chichester.


(Note to Mrs. Chichester) (?)


If you have time please phone Mr Boler about this. The dinghy may be returned, it would be difficult to conceal it permanently if advertised as above, but meanwhile I urgently need a replacement.
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