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FROM THE COMMODORE

From small beginnings, through the endeavours of its Members,
the Royal Lymington Yacht Club has grown into a World
renowned club. Many Club Members have participated and excelled
in Olympic and other important events, including ocean races. The
strong Junior Sailing sections of the Club have had outstanding
successes, particularly recently. Club Members have cruised the
oceans widely, both single-handed and in company. The Royal
Lymington Cup has also given the Club a high profile.
However, throughout our seventy-five year period of evolution and
growth one thing has remained constant: the Members and the staff
of the Club have come together as a family. Like a family they may
have had their differences from time to time, but essentially they
would never let each other down. It is this basic feature which
produces in the Club such a happy and mutually supportive
atmosphere. ~ Long may it continue.

Desmond Dewhurst

75th Anniversary

Happy Birthday, Everyone
Seventy Five Years

This special anniversary issue of Pottership
celebrates more than just the passage of time -
it positively rejoices in where we’ve been, in
what we are and in what we do. Herein lie tales
of derring do and falling flat (just who was
Lady Laceholes?); of Olympic medals and
record runs (did you Iénow that this Club
shareholds the records ﬁ)r both fastest and -
potentially - slowest circumnavigation under
sail?); of junior ambition and senior
achievement; of curious dress and sartorial
splendour (can you guess who it was arrived in
the Azores single-handed to row ashore in
reefer and flannels?). Herein is the vibrant life

of a vibrant Club.
Herein  the  anniversary  celebrations
themselves.  Fireworks ‘and_fizzy drinks;

bunfight and Fleet review, vintage dinghies and

classic jets. Pardon? Did we say classic jets?
Well, it makes all those former Brylcream Boys
in office past and present feel at home. It will
be a day to remember for another seventy-five
years.

Herein, too, the secrets you’ve always wanted to
know but been afraid to ask about the other
half of the Royal Lymington family - and do we

_-mean family - our Club’s splendid staff. Just
 how many names does Bazzer have? What can

it be that Donna is smiling at? And just who
was that wind-rode Member?

Herein our Club’s splendid 75th Anniversary
contribution to the ever-growing lexicon of
yachting acronym: ReFAG, ultimate splendid
body of men and women, the Review Fleet
Action Group. Let us heed their sound advice,

Head Up and shout Hurrah.
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Castaway approaching the Pitons in St Lucia

My brief is impossible!! ‘Write about
noteworthy voyages by Club Members
over the last 75 years’ was what [ was
asked to do. Or did Marilyn say ‘Epic
voyages’? Well, same thing isn't it?
This is a piece that, if everyone who
deserves it were to get a mention, would
take a fair sized book, let alone the
current Pottership. Not only that, if |
was to take the latter course I rather
doubt if anyone would ever get round to
reading it.

What was epic even thirty years ago is
no longer so now. I have tried to pick
out those voyages that would have
stirred the imagination of Members as
they heard them recounted round the
bar. These voyages, like the Members
themselves, are many and varied!!

Made without engines, in old and leaky gaff
rigged boats, navigating by dead reckoning
amongst the fogs and tides of the Channel
seems epic to us today. Luckily I am old
enough to remember what it was like. I recall
at the end of a summer’s weekend around
1959, listening to Richard Gatehouse
explaining to me that ‘He knew it sounded
silly’, but he had spent the weekend messing
about in his Lymington L Class sloop trying to
make a little impeller under the hull work as
an alternative to the standard trailing log.
Little did we dream that he was about to
change the face of yachting as we knew it with
the electronic age. My boat’s system at that
time was ‘guess speed each quarter of an
hour, add the results, and divide by four on the
hour for the dead reckoning’. Let’s face it,
patent logs were expensive but weren’t those
landfalls fun!!

So what of those early seafarers since our
Club was founded 75 years ago, and of whom
some are, happily, still around?

Who do I start with? Now you can see the
difficulty. Should it be Roger Pinkney and his
famous Dyarchys, many of whose cruises are
well documented in old Royal Cruising Club
journals and yachting magazines? Well yes,
but then what about Humphrey Barton and the
Vertue class? First he won the prestigious
RCC challenge cup in 1937 with the first of
the Vertue’s before the class was even named
as such. This little boat, which he chartered,
was named Andrillot and sailed engineless -
and gaff rigged of course. With his wife as
crew they covered 855 miles in a three week
cruise calling at 21 ports and anchorages from
the Scillies to Brest and Concarneau, and back

via Channel Islands
and Cherbourg. At
one point in fog they
nearly fetched up on
rocks in the Swinge
off Alderney. Are we
not spoilt these days,
and would it not be
fun to demonstrate
GPS to some of these
old timers?
Andrillot is still with
us, now owned by
Peter Stevenson who
only last year won the Club’s Quain’s Cup for
his cruise to Brest to celebrate Adrillot’s
sixtieth birthday. Colin Biddle in a similar
boat won the ‘Little Ship Vertue Cup’ in 1939
for his cruise to Biscay, and the class then took
its name from this cup. So back to Hum
Barton again, the war now over and he made
the voyage that perhaps first captured the
imagination of the public, an east to west
crossing of the North Atlantic. It is all well
documented in the log/account written by his
crew Kevin O’Riordon, who was, so I am
told, signed up at the last moment, and was on
the shelves in our chartroom and makes
fascinating reading. Kevin’s old boat,
Charmina, still graces our river and Club and
races regularly on Thursday evenings, now
owned by Richard Rouse.

Small boats doing amazing things!! When I
started this account I wrote of Colin Mudie’s
tiny Sopranino. Subsequently it turns out he
was not a Member at the time, but dammit, he
is now!! It was stirring stuff and what
voyages they made!! Sopranino joined in the
RORC Santander race despite being barred
because of her 19 ft 8 inch size. Colin and
Patrick Ellam, his colleague, turned up ashore
in Santander in full yachting regalia to poke
gentle fun at the establishment and prove just
what was possible. Later in 1952 they sailed
her across the Atlantic by the trade wind route.
In an account of this voyage I remember
reading that the motion in this tiny boat was
‘like being inside a mad tramcar’, and these
words still come delightfully to mind on rolly
nights making trade wind passages in my own
Castaway, although she is a relatively
comfortable thirty-five footer!!

Leonard Wesson on Wayfarer entering
Charlestown

/

The Club now has a good number of
circumnavigators - several unsung and
quietly achieved in an orderly fashion. Pat
and Mike Pocock in Blackjack must deserve a
mention being recipients of several
prestigious awards for their seven year cruise
via Alaska and Down Under. Nick Davis took
his Liemba round, a Nic 35 that I am told he
used as a means for getting around the world
while he stopped off to carry out medical
research projects. I can only say, ‘Can you
think of a better way to travel’? Peter Ogilvy-
Stuart circumnavigated in his Moody 44,
Cougar. [ attended his amusing lecture when
he stated that his intention was “To go round
the world without tacking’.

I spoke to Barbara Webb recently who, with
her mother Helen Tobin, owned the
Lymington Slipway five tonner, Barbar.
Many Club Members have mentioned her to
me but she herself dismissed as
insignificant her cruise up
to Copenhagen.
Our three
Grannies
deserve a
mention as a
modern  all
female

cruising team.
Gill Lloyd, Liz
Bate and Helen
Tew. This same
Helen Tew was
another winner of
the RCC Challenge
Cup way back in
1938 for a cruise with
her husband to
Norway and Sweden in
their 26 ft Mary Helen,
just 49 years ago!! The
grannies’ more recent

exploits have included a

cruise up the Seine when they took Gill’s La
Snook to Paris on a trip that has subsequently
been well documented. Talking of sailing up
the Seine to Paris, I can remember
Christopher Jones (now Sir Lawrence-Jones
Bt) from my Finn days and hearing how, with
John Rix and a couple of girls, they sailed a
pair of Finn dinghies up to Paris, being
welcomed by the same club that welcomed the
three grannies, the Yacht Club de France (with
whom, incidentally, we have a reciprocal
arrangement). The voyage was achieved by
taking the boats over on the Le Havre ferry,
from which the French were persuaded to
lower them into the water direct. Thence to
Honfleur for a night camping on the beach and
then with one outboard as power, and towing
the other, they sailed up to Paris, camping on
the boats most nights and dismasting to get
under the bridges. Oh what it was to be
young!!

Morin Scott in 1948 sailed his Dragon with
one colleague up to Cuxhaven for the Gold
Cup meeting. I cannot find record of how
they faired in the racing but the trip outwards
had Morin steering for 28 hours without a
break in gale force conditions, at one stage
being filled six irffches above the bunks - the
account in Yachtsman’s Annual of °‘48/49
makes excellent reading. Eventually after







