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FROM THE HON. SECRETARY

However, we do have a magnificent Cruising Log Trophy to consider…that’s to
ponder.

It has been a good year for your Association. We gained 38 new Members in 2021.
This not only reflected boats changing hands it also reflects a continued interest
from prospective purchasers in the Twister. And there is at least one Member who
is just fascinated by Twisters.

I’ve been developing the Technical Archive. In the main, this has been a process of
bringing together various posts on certain commonly raised subjects so that they
are all in one place. If anyone has any comments or corrections to make – please
tell me.

I have to say that it was a bit of a busy year for me. I did manage to get confused
between two new Members who had a similar problem [rudder strap issues] with
their Twister. Apologies.

Can I thank Rod Webb for the production of the Magazine and for Mike Biglin for
continuing to care for the accounts? Mike is looking to pass on the torch…any
volunteers? There’s not that much to do as the site manages to take payments
automatically – it just needs tracking – which Mike does ably.

I welcome two New Members who joined in 2022: David Folan and Piotr
Godziebiewski. Piotr has a Twister and I am waiting for confirmation of the name.
If you are curious, you can always search the Members List using Piotr’s first name.
This comment is really an advert for the powerful search facilities on the website…I
don’t think everyone is fully familiar with them.
We also represent 155 Twisters. That’s not a bad total out of the 230 or so possible
ones. I would like to have more. I’d especially like to find out more details about
the two that were built in Japan. Does anyone know a Japanese speaker out there
who could search for a Japanese classic boat association or suchlike?

I’d also like to thank all of you who have e-mailed me with information, articles and
questions. I have much valued the contacts. I also thank John MacMullen, past
Secretary, for his wisdom and advice.
I wish you all good winds.
Peter Mulville
secretary@twister.org.uk

I’ve also one ‘Member’ for Texere for whom I don’t have a valid e-mail address and
it seems the address has been incorrect since 2016. Does anyone know Texere and
the Owner?
I did have a very positive response to my request for articles for the Magazine.
Thank you. Let’s try to get it together a little bit earlier next year. I don’t get to see
all the articles that may [Editor’s decision is final] go into the Magazine but I do
know that it won’t include many classic cruising accounts. To me, this is good, in a
way, because there are a goodly number in the Magazine Archive and I’d like the
Magazine to also reflect Twister related stories and information. I’ve done my small
bit relating to Tylers [does anyone have anything to add?] and Uphams but the
crown goes to Greg’s detailed account of Hald and Johansen shipbuilding in
Australia in the 1960s. Interesting to note, as with Uphams, they tried techniques
to counteract the march of fiberglass.

S pr in g 2 02 2

Co nt e nts

Content

2

Th e T w is t er M a gaz i ne

FROM THE EDITOR
Peter and I had assumed that last year’s Covid restrictions would so limit members’
opportunities to sail their boats or even reach them for maintenance that there
would be little to write about and this edition would be a slim one. However,
Twister owners appear to be both determined and resourceful and, as you can see,
this issue is the largest yet. I’d like to thank all the contributors and apologise to
those whose articles I haven’t included. We all appreciate being able to share other
members’ experiences and that is only possible because they have taken the
trouble to record them.
I am no longer a Twister owner, having sold Speedwell during the year, but I intend
to continue to edit the magazine for the time being – unless there is an enthusiastic
new editor out there with fresh ideas to sharpen up the magazine…
In the meantime, editing is a good way for me to keep in touch with the world of
Twisters and enjoy sailing vicariously. Thinking that we were going to be short of
cruise accounts for this issue, I have indulged myself by including one of a cruise in
Speedwell back in 2012, but not previously published. As it turned out, several
members were able to cruise or take part in regattas last year.
I hope the size of this issue doesn’t make it too difficult to navigate around it and
read the articles. Which reminds me, I was wondering about the suitability of the
format. I originally chose a landscape-formatted page with twin columns because
Contents
it works well on a laptop with a reasonably high-resolution screen using Adobe
Reader in full-screen mode. However, these days, many readers will be using
tablets or phones that have smaller screens but can be rotated to suit portrait
format. Your thoughts would be welcome and will help me choose how to lay out
future editions.

Speedwell, Scotland, 2013

Rod Webb
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OBITUARIES
Godfrey Stonham (Long-time owner of Edith Rose)

Tim Granville (Sniper)

It’s with great sadness that I report the death of Godfrey at the end of June, aged
86.

We are very sad to report that Tim Granville has recently died. Tim was a longstanding Pin Mill boat owner, sailing his Twister 28ft, Sniper, in and around Pin Mill
for years. He was a lovely, positive and extremely calm man and no doubt many of
you spent time chatting with him in the yard whilst you were fitting out. Tim
installed a new engine in his boat last winter where she was laid up just in the
entrance to the middle yard.

Godfrey had owned Edith Rose since 1984 and was one of our early recruits to the
Association in 1992. Edith Rose, after his wife Janis, was the other love of his life.
They enjoyed sailing together in the Solent, Chichester Harbour and further afield.
They were regular and popular attendees at Solent Twister rallies. Longer passages,
‘down west’ as far as the Scillies were made with his daughter Fiona. Godfrey
continued sailing Edith Rose until his 82nd year.
Godfrey’s first job had been in the Merchant Navy before swallowing the anchor
and working for the Rootes motor group in Coventry. That company’s takeover by
Chrysler initiated his return to the South Coast where he joined Blakes of Gosport
and worked his way up to a directorship. Godfrey was very well known throughout
the marine industry. Whilst his manner was unassuming his knowledge was vast
and good advice was freely given when requested. In later years Godfrey’s shed
supplied us, and I’m sure many others, with otherwise unobtainable ‘spares’.
Godfrey was one of the old school, charming and a true gentlemen. Well summed
up by another long-time Twister owner as ‘One of the nicest men I knew’. I second
that, we shall all miss him, but good memories will remain.

Tim was diagnosed with cancer at the beginning of September.

Sarah Curtis
King’s Boatyard
Pin Mill

Tim became a member of the Association back in 1996 when he bought Sniper. He
stepped into the breach in the late ‘90s when we needed a magazine editor, and
he produced a number of issues as well as writing several articles.

John MacMullen
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John Goode
John Goode sadly died after a short illness last May. Whilst not a Twister owner he
should have been and he did, indeed, hold an unofficial Honorary position!
John was the long-time owner of Southern Sailing in the Solent. Their boats were
not the most up to date but, led by John with his huge enthusiasm, experience and
focus on ‘proper’ seamanship the school featured at the top of every serious
sailor’s list.
I knew John from around 1990. In 1992, I managed to persuade him to come and
be guest speaker at our Class Association annual meeting and dinner in
Roehampton. Whilst John had initially said that he ‘didn’t do that sort of thing’, he
was persuaded. The evening was a tremendous success. John later became much
in demand from many other clubs, and deservedly so.
John’s articles featured widely in Yachting Monthly and Practical Boat Owner
before he took up the reins as Editor of Sailing Today from 2001 to 2007. His highly
detailed ‘how to’ pictorials must have involved enormous amounts of time and
effort and there were always pearls of wisdom to be found.
His no-nonsense approach to seamanship and appreciation of ‘proper’ yachts
endeared him to us. His judging of our annual cruising log competition was most
appreciated. He must have spent ages studying all the entries and his constructive,
down to earth comments, bore that out.

The Holman-Darthaven trophy is awarded for
the best cruising log.

John and Southern Sailing insisted on standards which are sadly lacking in this
‘dumbed down’ age. I remember the cry ‘No Posers here’. So true and so
refreshing! We shall remember him with the greatest respect.

John MacMullen

S pr in g 2 02 2
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Part 1
Choosing Your Boat
A survey of random sample of TCA members found that 99% had chosen a Twister
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OTHER BOATS
We are obliged to inform you that other boats are available, but
John MacMullen reminds us why we didn’t choose one of them.

The only notable thing that happened was sharing the Isle of Eigg anchorage with
HRH and her Royal Yacht. Despite the weather though, it was freedom and just
‘being in control’ ourselves that counted. However, as someone once remarked …
“The trouble with charter boats is that you spend half your time fixing things”. True
enough and this leads to reflection on why we love our Twister so much, and some
of the downsides of many other craft we’ve sailed.
To the uninitiated eye a yacht is a yacht, they’re all the same. But, once down to
the nitty gritty of living aboard and sailing it it’s another matter.
The Moody 31 we’d chartered has 6 berths. Better make sure though that any
friends you might bring aren’t too large and that they don’t bring much gear either.
Our Twister has more useable stowage. On a marina berth, lying with the stern to
a F6-7, the din that the waves slapping the hull aft can only be drowned out by
multiple ‘drams’. When manoeuvring, the ‘backwards bit’ is a pleasure but going
ahead, either under power or sail, always keep a firm hand on the helm. If you
don’t, she’ll instantly be off doing her own thing. Such are the characteristics of the
Fin and Skeg hull form.
The owner of a Sadler 25 we raced on for one Winter Series might well have had
shares in a rope maker. If memory serves there were 24 lines to be worked in the
cockpit … not so much a snake’s nest, more an orgy of snakes! It did all work after
a fashion though the extra friction through all the lead blocks made her awkward
to work, and hard work too!

John chose Crionna
With Críonna still in the big red shed and the Finnish Border Guard banning our
entry we were about to ‘lose’ a second summer’s sailing. Sure, we’ve sailed on and
had the loan of other people’s boats but it’s just not the same! So, with restrictions
easing in the UK, we took the plunge and managed to charter a Moody 31 in the
West of Scotland for a week in August ‘21.
On the way up North, via Northumberland, the weather was glorious. The omens
were good, but once there things took a turn for the worse and we spent the next
week under consistent grey skies exploring the Small Isles and the Sound of Mull.
S pr in g 2 02 2

A certain German model, sold on the basis of being indestructible (Really?), sailed
well until the wind freshened when she was almost guaranteed to broach horribly
despite ‘dumping’ the main and kicker. Once again never let go of the helm for a
moment, or else she’ll be off on her own adventure.
Another ‘Big Hate’, the modern style flat bottom hull form. Firstly, it slams horribly
in a head sea and secondly, there is often no discernible bilge. “So what?” you may
say. Well, I’ve never been on a boat yet where some water didn’t find its way into
the bilge. Pumping it all out is easier said than done when there’s no proper sump
and it’s even harder when the bottom is crisscrossed with the structural grid
needed for strength in attaching the keel. Even if there are Limber Holes water is
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reluctant to make its way to the strum box. The only solution … take up the sole
boards and mop it all up with a sponge. If you don’t, once heeled, the water will
find its way up under the bunks, an area frequently used for dry stowage. If there’s
any engine oil or diesel in the bilge water that’s truly yummy!
Sailing in Britain and Northern Europe there is always the likelihood of having to
anchor, either from choice or necessity. Sadly, many stem fittings are quite
inadequate when things get serious. As for carrying the anchor ‘stowed’ on the
bow, that’s anathema to me, virtually all Race Instructions ban this practice. Once
you get into a head sea you will regret it. It doesn’t matter how big the boat is,
somewhere, sometime, there will be a matching sea! The Moody had a retrofitted
electric windlass. That seemed like a really good idea until we weighed anchor the
first time … or rather failed to, when it ground to a stop. The windlass had been
fitted in the anchor well but there was insufficient space under it for the chain to
‘self-stow’. The only solution was for the foredeck person to reach under the
windlass and keep pulling the chain forward. Just about ok on a calm day but a
dodgy activity should circumstances be unfavourable!

injury to unaware crew members. A track towards the aft end of the cockpit is
clearer but especially when combined with a pedestal and wheel can trap the
helmsman down aft and prevent them taking a step forward to do anything in the
cockpit. The aft horse on the Twister isn’t ideal either but it leaves the cockpit clear
with unobstructed movement.
Classic designs, like the Twister, evolved over many, many years of trial and error
and ‘real world’ experience. Certainly, they weren’t perfect, but they were a fine
compromise which didn’t sacrifice sea-keeping, workability, performance and good
looks.
Those are some of the reasons why we love our Twister. Let’s hope that we can get
back and renew her acquaintance this Summer.

Winches on many production boats are invariably the minimum size (and cost) that
the builder can get away with, hence they will be hard work to use. Added to that
is the desire to create large clear cockpit areas which means that they are often
sited way outboard where it is difficult to position oneself to ‘grind’ effectively. We
raced a 47-foot Bavaria where we needed to climb out of the cockpit and brace
against the guard wires to be able to exert any force at all. Added to that the shiny
GRP of the ultra-wide cockpit was lethally slippery when heeled over. On Críonna
we still have the original design Lewmar bottom action winches. With annual
servicing and the odd new pawl spring they have served us well and we have no
desire to change for anything different. The handles at the bottom don’t need to
be removed and the ergonomics mean maximum force can be applied always at an
optimum angle. What’s not to like?
Last but not least is the question of the mainsheet, or rather where should the
inboard end be? A track on the Bridge Deck leaves the cockpit almost clear but
spoils those nice cosy forward corners under the sprayhood. It will almost certainly
foul the sprayhood itself and, in the case of an involuntary gybe, can do serious
S pr in g 2 02 2
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BUYING GREEN JACKET

Our first job was to fill any holes and cracks around front cabin hatch and apply 3
coats of varnish. Once the leaks had been sealed the woodwork was sanded down
in fore cabin. Lockers were emptied sanded down, cleaned and then painted with
Hempel locker paint.

Mark Gilfellan didn’t take long to choose his boat
Here is my brief but passionate Twister 28 story:
My first encounter with Green Jacket was at Portishead Marina where I bought her.
I was looking through the broker’s window and saw her listed and very
conveniently moored only 20 metres away.
I walked to view the boat and very quickly turned back to make sure the price was
as I thought. My first thought was that’s a lot of boat for the money; I turned to the
broker with a wry look on my face and said beautiful boat please don’t let me buy
her.

The bulkheads needed quite a bit of sanding, filling and prepping and were painted
again with three coats of Hempel interior paint. The fore cabin woodwork was
lightly sanded with three coats of varnish applied
After completion we moved onto sail locker and heads then the main cabin. These
all received the same treatment.

The next morning, I made the offer and transferred the money. I had bought a boat
in less than 24 hours from viewing. Talk about impulse buy but I was in love ...
A few days later we sailed down the Avon gorge to our home berth at the Port of
Bristol Sailing Club. The exterior of the boat was pretty much up together but the
inside was very tired looking with a few leaks in front cabin.

All interior covers were remade in green canvas.
Still to be fitted are a new cooker and a drop-in fridge which I plan to ’drop in’ to
the navigation table near the bulkhead.
Labour time estimated: 4-5 weeks working all day.

Fore cabin, before (left) and after
S pr in g 2 02 2
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Part 2
Building Twisters
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TYLER BOAT CO. LTD.
Tylers moulded the glass fibre Twister hulls. They don’t exist now
as an active company. Maybe we should know a little more about
them. This is the information I have gathered so far. I have
attributed the information to those that have provided it. If
anyone can add to this – please contact me. Peter Mulville.
Tylers were originally in the business of producing concrete frame buildings in
Tonbridge, Kent [probably agricultural and light industrial]. The GRP developments
followed on from their developing better mould systems for this purpose.
Martin Pascoe [ex Owner Cabrach now Blue Horizon] and I recall an early article
[possibly Yachting Monthly around 1972] that tested a Twister. In that article there
was reference made to Tylers experiencing early problems with osmosis when
moulding concrete. In that article it was also mentioned that the polyester resin
used by Tylers was selected as it was found to be less susceptible to osmosis and
that this had subsequently been confirmed in a laboratory.
John MacMullen kindly extracted the information in the paragraph below from
‘Dayton’s Guide to Yachts of Yesteryear’ published in 1991.
Both Father Eddie and son John Tyler were keen sailors and, with their experience
of GRP, decided to build a yacht. They obviously did nothing by halves…they
commissioned E.G.Van de Stadt to design a 49 foot centre-boarder. They built a
wooden plug and mould and created Glass Slipper in 1960. She was then the largest
GRP yacht in the world! During this project they enjoyed co-operation with Lloyds
and their GRP suppliers and, with Halmatic [Now V T Halmatic Ltd and a major
company still involved in the production of glass fibre hulls] had a large part in
‘writing the book’ on GRP yacht building. Once Glass Slipper was out of the mould
they sought to capitalise on their investment and moulded further hulls for others.
Their hearts must have been in the new marine business as they soon disposed of
the concrete business to concentrate on building up what became probably the
largest marine moulder in the UK with an enviable reputation for quality. Their
range eventually increased to some 60 designs and variants. In 1967 and 1971 they
again produced the largest GRP hulls with the Gallant (51 ft) and Ocean 71
S pr in g 2 02 2

respectively. To cope with the increasing size and volume of business they
established a shipyard at Hoo on the Medway. Tylers also had the UK licence for
building the International Tempest and Soling class boats. Tylers peak of
production probably came in the 1970s before a major fire destroyed many of their
moulds in 1979. Demand, in the 1980s was drying up as the number of boatbuilders
reduced and the remaining bigger companies moved into moulding their own
products.
Interestingly, I note that Glass Slipper had a wooden cabin top.
John MacMullen [Secretary of the Association for many years and fount of Twister
knowledge] persuaded the late Michael Thomas who had worked for Tylers before
setting up his own company to give him a copy of the Twister/Tufglas 28 build
records in the early 90’s. [On the website under Twister/Builder’s Records].
John also recalls being told by various people:
When the original composite Twister was being discussed there was a meeting
between Tylers, Uphams and Holman to discuss detail. None of the parties really
liked the detail of the coachroof to deck joint but it was the only compromise they
could all agree on.
• After the first GRP hull was moulded Tylers were concerned over the amount of
materials used. They then weighed the mouldings, and as a result they
increased the price of subsequent mouldings by several hundred pounds. Whilst
this may not seem much now it represented a significant percentage increase
then.
• In the early days of the GRP Twister Tylers were very reluctant to sell mouldings
for home completion, fearing that they wouldn’t be completed properly.
• Ironically, John was also told of an engineer in the home counties who fitted out
several Twisters. On one of them he discovered that the main bulkheads [which
are fitted by Tylers] were on the skew. On complaining to John Tyler, the works
foreman was despatched to rectify the problem. The engineer queried why they
didn’t use a jig to position the bulkheads. The answer was that the workers
didn’t like using a jig as it got in the way and also slowed the job … no doubt
they were on piecework! [I suspect that this was a once-off and that proper
practices were again enforced.]

Co nt e nts
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J.W. AND A. UPHAM LTD.
For completeness, I should add some information about Uphams
who built or fitted out over a hundred Twisters. Their history, as
the most well-known of all shipbuilders in Brixham, is well
documented on the web. For those that don’t know I have pinched
a little from the web and added one detail regarding the use of
jigs. Peter Mulville.
The name surname ‘Upham’ is continuously associated with shipbuilding in
Brixham from 1817. Originally, the principal activity would be to build
working boats – the famous Brixham trawlers.
Taken from the 1953 book ‘Sailing Trawlers’ by Edgar J. March: The firm of
J.W & A Upham was founded in 1838, by John William Upham, grandfather
of one of the present directors Mr Percy Andrew Upham. He told me they
use to build three smacks at a time, each in various stages of construction,
one just started, one half built and the third nearly finished, six to eight
shipwrights and about 25 apprentices being employed.
The last sailing trawler built by Uphams, Vigilence BM76, was launched in
1926 and is still sailing. However, the days of sailing trawlers were ending.
Taken from the Shields Daily News 12th August 1933: The numerous
shipyards around the coast which formerly did well in the construction of
sailing fishing smacks, but most of which have been recently hard hit, seems
likely to regain some of their prosperity by building yachts. A cruising yacht
on fishing smack lines, built by a specialising firm, is generally a good
investment. In the past, of course, there have been many conversions, but
it has been very difficult to get rid of the smell of fish, and the construction
of a new boat on sound lines is the better plan.

S pr in g 2 02 2

The 1933 entry continues: Upham’s of Brixham, in the old days one of the
biggest builders of fishing smacks, whose boats went to Ramsgate,
Lowestoft, and all the other fishing centres, has just built a 50ft yacht, Our
Boy, on the lines of one of the Brixham ‘mules’ so that the seaworthiness
and speed under canvas are assured, while an 18 HP axillary high speed
diesel engine gives the necessary assurance of time keeping; and there is
also excellent accommodation below deck.
The yard was still busy in the 1950s and was advertising for business. The
mention of a cafeteria and sundeck, to me unusual for a shipyard of those
days, was presumably to attract future Owners and their ladies.

Co nt e nts
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Whilst Uphams were building Twisters Tom Richardson, of the Elephant
Boatyard on the Hamble [still building one-off wooden boats] told me that
he was, as an apprentice, taken the 130 miles to Uphams to see how they
worked. As above with the smacks, the principle of batch production was
well established. However, if you look at a Twister drawing, there is
generally no detail [there is on a modern drawing] of the joints to be used.
This is because everybody ‘knew’ that, for example, that certain beams are
dovetailed into place. Each shipwright would make his own dovetail so each
boat was bespoke to some extent. Each piece of wood was fitted by the
shipwright. The reason for the considerable journey to Uphams was that
they had innovated and were using jigs to manufacture certain key parts and
speed construction – such as is now done in glass fibre boat production. Tom
told me that he was hugely impressed by this and that he felt this technique
could have maintained wooden boat production in place of glass fibre.

S pr in g 2 02 2

However, when in Darthaven and talking Twister, I was also told that
Uphams never made money out of building Twisters.

The yard closed in 1976. The land was sold for development and became Moorings
Reach. However, this enabled Jack Holman to establish the excellent and Twister
friendly Darthaven Marina at Kingswear on the River Dart. All that remains of
Uphams is a plaque:
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WOODEN TWISTERS IN AUSTRALIA
Greg Dwyer describes the British-designed Twisters that were
built in the 1960s by Danish boatbuilders in Sydney, including his
own Casuarina.
[Hald and Johansen built many other boats, including Folkboats, but Greg’s
comprehensive article has been shortened to focus on the Twisters. Ed]

current owner Mike Cassidy (Instagram @sydneyboatworks) a story passed on by
Bill Rice, the first owner of Samiel. When Bill went to check in with Hald & Johansen
about Samiel's progress, they mentioned the owner of the other boat being built
in the shed had been in and was so taken by Samiel’s lines that he asked to have
his boat made exactly the same. H&J said 'Unfortunately, Harry, we have already
cut the hull planks for Casuarina - it's too late."
So, Casuarina (Instagram @casuarina1967) with standard Twister transom and
Samiel, with extended counter stern apparently drawn by the builders, were in the
Dee Why shed at the same time, sister ships, both built of strip plank Oregon, with
Samiel apparently a bit more advanced, although her first owner Harry Poulton,
referred to Casuarina as the 3rd of the H & J Twisters strictly she was probably the
fourth. Building started in April 1967, and launch was in August that year. She was
then owned by Mike Elliott, who registered her with the CYCA, sail number 1980.
There’s still a spinnaker on board with that number, although she now carries SASC
number A27. She was subsequently sold to Ross Tremlett, and in 1985 she was
purchased by Dr. George Fielding who took her to Queensland, owning her until
late 2016, when she was sold to Scott Bishop (who registered her with the
Association, and gets a mention by Peter Mulville in the My Classic Boat Twister
video). In early 2020 she returned to Mosman Bay, where she had been berthed in
the 1980s.
The 2nd H & J Twister was built for John Walker, who raced her out of Middle
Harbour Yacht club as Aphrodite, in offshore Division 2. Walker owned Aphrodite
for 13 years and of course later became a Sydney Hobart legend with his 25 races
on cold moulded Doug Brooker built Peterson 34ft Impeccable, now close to the
end of a fabulous refurbishment by Ben Gray (@themissionimpeccable on
Instagram). Walker who was in the timber business supplied the wood for
Aphrodite which was built in edge glued and nailed strip plank Honduras
mahogany. His family still has a model.

Casuarina
Hald and Johansen built at least four Holman-design Twister 28s – Tigress
(Windrose), Aphrodite (now Whisper), Casuarina and Samiel - the latter with an
extended counter stern making her 30-foot, as well as the optional doghouse. One
time owner Chris Iacono, who raced Samiel offshore with the CYCA, recalled to
S pr in g 2 02 2

Co nt e nts

14

Th e T w is t er M a gaz i ne

She had been stripped back to bare wood but unfortunately then left sitting for a
while and the sun had started to take its toll on her planking which had begun to
open up. The final picture is a year or so later when she had been professionally
sheathed and painted. Gary's yard was closed by the Sydney WestConnex
motorway project, and I presume Whisper is now back afloat, although I do not
know her location
I believe that the first of the H & J Twisters was Tigress – a traditional plank on
frame build – and in an interesting “twist”, was owned at one stage by John Currie
– then and still the owner of Mosman Bay Marina. In the 1970s Tigress was moored
at Lake Macquarie. She later sat on a mooring in Port Stephens for many years and
then was put ashore for a rebuild in the early 2000s by the owner of a restored H
& J Folkboat, Pipsqueak, but was then passed on unfinished to a couple of other
owners. I believe that she is ashore, probably an on hold “work in progress”.

Whisper (Aphrodite) 2006
A picture shows her, renamed as Whisper, around 2006 /7 on Sydney Harbour. The
next rather forlorn shot (below left) was taken when I stumbled across her in 2016
at Gary Swindail's yard at Rozelle - Sydney Harbour Boat Builders - in the Inner West
in Sydney, where her owner was working on her after apparently going to the
bottom.

Whisper, before and after TLC
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Samiel in 1969
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The 3rd H & J Twister is the lovely Samiel, with her extended counter-stern, making
her 30 foot in length. I have been told by Mike Cassidy that the lines were drawn
by the builders, perhaps in consultation with the owner, after Holman’s office
apparently said a counter-stern “wouldn’t work”. Perhaps they were referring to
rating rules – although Peter Mulville has referred me to Eulali, and “two built by a
Jean Raymond Harel. Orion - last heard of in Mauritius and Bleimore last heard of
in Reunion”. I have come across a thread on the Wooden Boat Forum, started a
few years ago by the then owner of Windrose (and Pipsqueak) which has some
pictures of a counter sterned Twister called Bella, apparently “built for the
Governor of Mauritius – so probably Orion?
http://forum.woodenboat.com/showthread.php?98602-The-feasibility-ofmodifying-a-Twister&goto=newpost

successfully offshore. After a couple of owners Samiel passed to Alan Stanton who
owned her from 1995 -2016, keeping her at the CYC and maintaining her in
beautiful condition and was then at Lake Macquarie, where current owner Mike
Cassidy bought her in 2019 (Instagram @sydneyboatworks) and keeps her in lovely
condition at Pittwater.
Other Twisters in Oz
I know of at least three other Twisters in Australia.
Able Mabel, which was covered in some detail in an article by Mike Richardson
(Signy) in 2006, was built in Huon pine in Tasmania by Roger Harwood in the 1990s
I believe, and generally appears at every Hobart Wooden Boat Festival. I saw here
there in 2019. Mike was very impressed by her when he saw in the early 2000s.
There is a reference in Mike’s article to another Twister in Tassie, but I am not
aware of that, although there have recently been a couple of North Sea 24s for sale.
One of them - Chinook - was referred to as a “Twister–type” in an email I received
about Able Mabel a few years ago, so that might be the explanation.

Samiel in 2021
Samiel was built for Bill Rice, who owned her for 2 years before passing her on
to Chris Iacono who owned her for around 10 years until 1979, and raced her
S pr in g 2 02 2
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Isis, which is on the Association register, was also built in Huon pine, by Graham
Ruffin in Victoria in the 1980s. She has been in Sydney for some years and there is
a photo on the Association website Gallery. Now owned by Simon Trevett, she is
having her teak deck even replaced at the moment (ply, glassed, with ¾ inch teak.

Isis undergoing deck replacement

Mijo was sailed single-handed to Australia from Dartmouth

Mijo is a fiberglass Twister which was sailed from the UK to Australia in the 1970s.
Her arrival in Sydney after crossing the Pacific was covered in the CYCA’s Offshore
magazine. She is well travelled as she was later found in Darwin, and was sailed
single handed to Port Moresby by a new owner, as flagged in a thread in Cruisers
Forum in 2014 and was for sale in Queensland. These days she is moored at Lake
Macquarie in NSW.

Conclusion
The story of Andy Johansen and John Hald is one of a relatively short lived, but
skilled and productive period in the last days of regular commercial timber yacht
building in Sydney. A number of folk have owned more than one of their boats, a
number are still being used regularly both for pleasure and racing, with their
current custodians keeping them in good order, some are just “surviving”, and a
number are in stages of restoration. There are more pictures and information
about Hald and Johansen’s yachts on the Instagram feed @haldandjohansenyachts – and a longer version of this story in two parts at
Southern Wooden Boat Sailing
Casuarina, Isis and Mijo are all registered with the Twister Class Association.
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Part 3
Preparing for Sea
Whether your voyage will be short or long, your boat will need preparation.
Sometimes it goes smoothly and sometimes less so.

S pr in g 2 02 2
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rusty having not been sailing for a good 8 months. I’d filled the boat with enough
supplies to last more than a month. Off it went again, I had charts for the whole
Atlantic in case things failed (I could plot my course with the AIS if need be, but
really my Trusty Garmin was my failsafe).

PREPARING FOR THE 2021 JESTER AZORES
CHALLENGE
Stephen Morrey prepared Helix for the Jester Challenge.

By now I had also noted the boat would not maintain a good course. The Haslar
windvane was not holding course correctly and the tiller pilot that would drain my
batteries in a few hours was even worse. I was starting to think the 1,200 miles to
the Azores was going to be more like 2,400 miles and while I was keen to finish, I’d
quite like to get back before the end of the year.
If that wasn’t enough, it had started to rain. Yes rain. Now it’s no fun getting wet.
I’d got a new offshore jacket and I’d donned it, but I was still getting wet. I could
see the Bill in the distance and the pull of a good night’s sleep and without too
much thought I diverted to Portland marina. Oh, I like my sleep.

Helix
Well, 2021 was a strange season for me and for Helix. What with lockdowns and
Covid restrictions, I did not even get down to my boat until mid-May. A rather
hastily re-rigging of the boat together with new masthead lights and aerial. With a
new AIS fitted and a quick rig tension, the following day I set off to Plymouth to
make the start of the 2021 Jester Azores challenge. Well things sometimes don’t
go to plan. Left the Hamble at around 7am and sailing out past the Needles around
11AM. With a fairly reasonable North Westerly breeze, made my way out heading
for Dartmouth. I like to take a wide berth around St Albans to avoid any huge
waves and the ledge that usually catches me out on my return. I noticed my trusty
Garmin 128 had switched itself off. I turned it back on again. I was feeling pretty

1

My plan was to check the weight distribution in Helix and pull some strings and
tighten some bolts on the Haslar windvane and set off the next day (Sunday)
rounding the Bill and on to Plymouth probably arriving in Plymouth Sound on
Monday a couple of hours before the start. Well, I sat in the sun waiting for slack
water around the Bill, contemplating torture for a few weeks, still we all like a
challenge. Just as I was starting to head out to the Bill the phone rang. My son,
when was I coming back? He wanted cheap labour and support I suspect. It was
over, Helix was heading East and by sundown she was tied up in her berth. I woke
the next morning 200 miles away at home and the disappointment was immense.
Later that day I refilled my van with 15 carrier bags of supplies. Drove back to Helix
200 miles away and worked out if I left the Solent on Tuesday morning, I’d only be
300 miles behind the other Twister in the challenge. Well by the time I’d made it
back to passing Portland 10 miles offshore that wind had gone and so had my
enthusiasm. Still, it had been fun preparing for the challenge. And in years to come
when my sons are less dependent on me, I’ll set off again. All was not lost in 2021I entered my first race1, and despite coming last, I could not be more happy.
Here’s to 2022

See Stephen’s other article,
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Passage Related Advice

JESTER CHALLENGE FEEDBACK

•
•

Peter Mulville caught up with Justin Butler after his successful
completion of the Jester Challenge to gain advice on undertaking
long passages.

•

Roquetta completed the Jester Challenge in a most creditable time. Two strong
gales were encountered. After his return, I spent several enjoyable days at sea with
Justin Butler and quizzed him extensively. I was looking for Twister related
information relevant for someone who plans more than a few days in the open sea.
I have distilled his comments below into two categories. ‘Twister Related’ and
‘Passage Related Advice’. The Passage Related section only contains advice, for a
trip of some days, that I have not prominently seen in print before.

•
•

Twister Related
•

•

•
•
•

•

The head was used for the disposal of all bodily functions. [I had to ask.]
All performed sitting down. The restricted size of the head is an advantage
because you can wedge yourself in.
The trysail was most useful. The sail was stable, trouble free and drove the
boat. The boat was stable when carrying it. It was sometimes carried when
perhaps a reefed main would have been used for an extra fraction of a
knot…but the trysail delivered a trouble-free night’s rest.
Roquetta hove-too well under trysail and a touch of reefed genoa.
The storm jib was too big to comfortably hove-to with. However, good
progress was made under storm jib and trysail.
A ‘Jester’ washboard [A storm washboard with a restricted entrance and
lookout port] was fitted. It was not tested in earnest. Roquetta never took
significant water in the cockpit.
A life raft was not carried; partly on cost grounds but also because the solid
construction of Twister is such that Justin felt it was not going to let him
down. However, spare plywood, a battery drill and self-tapping roofing
screws were carried together with mastic. [These could have stopped leaks
caused by hull damage or damage to the coachroof or ports.]

S pr in g 2 02 2

•
•
•
•

•

Focus on the Challenge well beforehand.
Live on the boat for some time beforehand – so you really know the boat
and what you need.
Break the passage plan down into arbitrary and readily achievable (say an
easy day’s sail) segments as GPS waypoints. This gives you a sense of
achievement as each waypoint is passed. On one wonderful day two
waypoints were passed.
You must have determination to complete the passage or Challenge.
However, there is no shame in diverting.
A portable fridge will maintain temperatures below freezing but is not
powerful enough to freeze food. Buy fresh meat, so you can see what you
are buying, then freeze it at home in portion packs. Transfer just before
departure.
Tinned meals are for emergency use only. They are not nice.
Stock up with vegetables that keep well.
An extensive supply of pickles, sauces and spices is essential to liven up any
meal.
The Garmin inReach mini is a good piece of kit allowing satellite
communication, by text, with those you set up. It also acts as an emergency
beacon.
The worst day was when the boat was humid and dripping with
condensation. On a future trip such as this most of the bunk cushions and
suchlike would be left ashore.

A musical note from me

Co nt e nts

•

I asked Justin if, when he was sailing, he heard music. He did. At sea I do
too, if there is a rhythmic sound, perhaps with the engine running or a
regular seaway, I hear vague and often interesting music. It’s not mermaids
but your brain trying to interpret the sounds and give some sense to them.
It’s said that this can be a sign of tiredness but that’s not always the case.
It’s just that if we come from a radio playing city environment with noises
that your brain makes sense of…in a totally different environment your
20
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brain is still trying to give you information and make sense of the noise.
Interestingly, for me, after some time on the boat the converse occurs. You
get used to the boat noises but if you drive home with the radio off…a
music can appear. I find this fascinating because it’s not often mentioned
but it must be common illusion.
General comment from Justin
•

‘I’m glad I have done it, but I don’t think I want to do it again. I think I will
stick to shorter trips.’
A thanks from Justin
•

The Jester Challenge is meant to be a single-handed unaided challenge. I
did not use the inReach to communicate with many people. I was delighted
and most gratified to see encouraging comments from a number a people
when I returned.
Peter Mulville, December 2021
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We moved onboard Nirvana at the end of summer 2021 and have adjusted to life
well! Outlined below are a few key lessons learned in our short time as Liveaboards.

PREPARING NIRVANA
Milton Wakefield has big plans
Everyone dreams of the “Big
One”. The adventure to top
all others, the once-in-alifetime trip that you can
dine out on for years to
come, the voyage that really
tests your mettle as a sailor.
We found the right boat in
Nirvana and now we are
trying to scrimp enough
money together to outfit the
boat for bluewater voyaging,
and have enough left over to
travel one day, in the distant
future.
After realising just how expensive everything was going to be (thank you Excel
spreadsheets), we made the decision to move aboard Nirvana, in attempt to
reduce our monthly outgoings and “work out the kinks” before setting sail for a
long time. Whilst this seemed logical to us, a fair number of our friends were
concerned, to say the least. The decision was made in January 2021, and the flat
went up for sale. Whilst my wife dealt with estate agents, viewings and everything
land-based, my job was to prepare the boat as much as possible for life on-board.
Nirvana was a fantastic boat at the time, but there were certain additions to be
made to make life more comfortable afloat.
My summer was spent (between Covid restrictions) fitting shore power systems,
diesel heaters, re-wiring the 12 Volt systems, fitting cockpit tents and searching for
dehumidifiers (A special thanks must be mentioned to Justin from SV Roquetta - his
YouTube videos were very helpful for setting up the diesel heater). In amongst all
of this, Imelda and I got engaged and married in the same summer! With the flat
sale confirmed, we underwent the lengthy process of de-cluttering our possessions
in preparation for life on a Twister - a process that our close friends benefitted very
well from.
S pr in g 2 02 2

Cockpit Tents are great
Whilst we think Nirvana is a fantastic boat to sail and live on, I hope nobody would
disagree that overall space aboard is… cosy. Whilst we have never had a problem
during extended trips on holidays, living aboard whilst working full time would
make the smaller space a source of frustration. We purchased a ‘Habitent’ cockpit
tent, as we couldn’t afford a bespoke option made by a sailmaker. Whilst not the
most attractive tent in the marina (it certainly ruins the nice lines of a Twister),
from a practical perspective it has vastly increased the amount of space available
to us. We use it primarily as a porch/drying room in order to keep the living areas
down below cleaner and tidier. All of our wet gear and shoes are hung up inside
the cockpit tent, keeping down below dry and clean.
Mains Hook Up is easy to Max out
Once we fitted shore power to i (Apologies to Plymouth Yacht Haven for wiring the
consumer unit slightly incorrectly and tripping an entire leg of the marina), we
knew that over winter, dehumidifiers and heaters were going to be needed to make
life on board comfortable and minimise time cleaning away mould and
condensation. The dehumidifier we chose was the Meaco DD8L Junior - a fantastic
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buy. A low power consumption desiccant dehumidifier, as recommended by PBO
Magazine. The air emitted from the dehumidifier is slightly warmer than the
ambient air temperature too, going some way to reducing the overall heating
required to warm the vessel.
We very quickly realised, however, that if we used electric heaters to warm the
boat, we would very quickly hit the maximum draw available to us - not ideal
considering we would both be working from boat from time to time, and required
battery chargers etc. to be plugged into the mains.
Diesel Heaters are a must
Cue the cheap Chinese diesel heater, available on Amazon for around £100. I really
must thank Justin of SV Roquetta for this, as the set up we have is almost a direct
copy of his. Despite many of the components and accessories that come with the
heater not being up to scratch, the price of the unit alone still makes it worth the
money. Our diesel heater has been a fantastic addition to the boat, warming the
entire vessel in a matter of minutes. We also added a heating outlet in the cockpit,
to warm the cockpit tent on cold days (if required), and occasionally provide a little
heat on chilly summer nights at anchor.
We’ve been living aboard Nirvana for a little while now, and whilst there are still
kinks to work out (fighting over foot space in the V-berth, cooking on a 2-ring
stove), we’ve adjusted quickly and easily to life afloat. Proof that Twisters really are
the best yacht to own!
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Half an hour later I was still sanding. Slow progress.

SOMETIMES A MAN NEEDS A WOMAN

Ida came out with a cup of coffee.

Trevor David Clifton finds that it sometimes takes a fresh eye to
see the obvious.

“What are you making?” She asked.
“A template for this deck fitting.”
“Looks like a long job to me.”

The Spurling-Pipe deck-fitting, on Cracklin’ Rosie’s foredeck, used to face aft, I’ve
always thought that was a mistake. Having it facing aft might have reduced the
chances of unwanted waves pouring down into the forepeak but it also made
pulling out the anchor chain a lot less smooth than it should have been. ‘So’ thought
I, ‘now, that she’s on land for a spell I’ll realign said deck-fitting to face forward’. I
undid its four mounting bolts, took it off and brought it home where tools, and
power, and coffee-break stuff are more conveniently available.

“Yes, I don’t have a means of increasing the size of this hole any quicker.”
Pause.
“If it’s only a template why don’t you cut it out of a thin piece of wood?”

All I had to do was drill and countersink four new holes in the flange – which forms
the base of the deck-fitting – for the shiny new bolts I’d already ordered. It needed
new holes for the mounting bolts because the old holes are not symmetrically
located around the flange. The alternative would have been to drill more holes
through the deck and I didn’t think that was the best option.
But, marking the new holes’ locations was not as simple as it had first appeared.
And the fitting had to match the existing holes in the deck – exactly, first time.
I took photos of the upside-down fitting, I measured and drew a plan (1971 ‘O’ level
Geometrical and Mechanical Drawing) and I ‘finger-pressed’ an impression of the
underside on a piece of card. I didn’t fully trust any of them.
My ‘engineering brain’ suggested that I should cut a ‘pipe sized’ hole in a piece of
wood, which would represent the deck, mount the fitting on the piece of wood and
drill through the existing boltholes into and through the piece of wood, then I could
turn the fitting horizontally through 180° and accurately mark and drill the
locations of the required new holes.
I chose a sturdy, hardwood plank and clamped it in the portable workbench, by the
garage. Almost inevitably my ‘best fit’ hole cutter was not exactly the required size,
so the hole I cut was fractionally too small. I’d anticipated that and had a roll of P80
sandpaper, a ‘former’ around which to wrap it and some elbow-grease.
I started sanding.
S pr in g 2 02 2

Cracklin’ Rosie, Noronha, Brazil
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THE SPURLING PIPE
As Trevor David Clifton then found, the hard part of maintenance
can be getting to and from the boat.
It was when I looked down at my foot pumping a few ‘pumps of air’ into the
inflatable that I noticed I’d come out in my slippers – “Oh well,” I thought “not much
I can do about that, other than abandon the visit to Cracklin’ Rosie” - and I didn’t
want to do that ‘cos I was on a mission: fitting the new, stainless-steel, spurling pipe
– a high priority job.
It was a dark and stormy day, raining. Hatches had to stay shut, so not enough light
came down below. And the read-out window of the electricity-socket pedestal on
the pontoon had shown ‘no-credit’ when I pushed in my card. I learned later that if
you allow the card to get too close to a mobile phone, it wipes the chip clean! What
a con!
As it turned out, it didn’t matter much anyway. On a previous visit I’d moved
everything out of the forepeak, bed-cushions included, to clear the construction
site; one of the unforeseen consequences of that was that my wandering light and
cable was buried in a cupboard behind haphazard layers of tools, cushions, goinghome clothing and tins and boxes of things that are kept in unmarked tins and boxes
on all boats.
Anyway, I had to illuminate complex bits of the job with a torch, not very
satisfactory. And it was cold. And my paraffin heater fuel-pipe was disconnected.
And, of course, I had no electricity.
I struggled on.
When it got really dark, I downed tools and treated myself to a small tot of the amber
liquid while I cooked dinner. Baked beans. Very tasty.
My Vango sleeping bag is warm and cosy, about the only thing that was fully
functional on board that day. At least the roof didn’t leak.
I slept all night.
The morning almost didn’t make it. More dark clouds and rain. I had a lie-in, a case
of Vang-itis.
I got up eventually and began the struggle again, dashing out between the showers
to fit, temporarily, the spurling pipe deck-fitting in order to accurately locate the
S pr in g 2 02 2

pipe retaining collar on the deckhead and the lower mounting frame above the chain
locker, without displacing the deck fitting.
By late afternoon the dark clouds had got darker. Dense showers of rain were
sweeping across the sea, flattening the waves.
I’d had enough. “I’m going home.” I said to the wind.
I gathered my bits, tidied what was to be left in the cockpit and launched the dinghy.
Only a couple of hundred yards to row against the wind and the rising tide. “The
exercise will keep me warm” I said to myself. I got that bit right.
I approached the side of the concrete slipway as fast as I could row. I needed the
dinghy to ground hard on the concrete so that it wouldn’t be blown off as I stepped
ashore.
I thought I’d done it. I leant forward into a crouching position and, pushing myself
upwards and forward, raised my right foot and thrust it over the bow of the dinghy,
and down... into two inches of water and thick, black mud. My body, and my left leg,
followed.
The dinghy, suddenly freed of the constraining weight of me, began to drift
downwind - but it couldn’t escape, my left foot was still aboard. All I had to do was
turn around and grab it (the dinghy, not my foot).
Ho! Ho! My right foot was mud-bound, up to the knee.
I spun around, anti-clockwise, lifting my left foot as I did so. The dinghy, suddenly
released, made a run for it. Instinctively (Harrogate, Army Apprentice College First
XV, 1958) I dived – nearly unscrewing my right foot from its leg in the process – and
draped an arm over the runaway dinghy. The other arm went into the mud.
Now all I had to do was stand up.
Unwilling to release the dinghy to the wilds of Fareham Creek, I had to fold my left
knee under my body and thrust that into the mud too, that allowed me to unbury
my ‘free’ arm to grab the dinghy’s grab-line and make a couple of muddy steps to
the slipway, dragging the dinghy behind me.
The drama was all over. I fetched the dinghy trolley from the dinghy compound and
stowed the dinghy. I threw an old sheet over the driver’s seat in the car and drove
to the security gate. (We always carry an old sheet in the boot, don’t you?)
I had to get out of the car to hand in the dinghy-compound key. The security guard
stared at me, obviously worried. “Are you alright?” he asked.
I suppose his concern must have been aroused when he noticed that I was wearing
my slippers.
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ADVERTISEMENT

Fox Bay, West Falkland
I was reminded by my Senior Manager/Accountant (the lady who asked me why I
didn’t use a thinner piece of wood for the deck-fitting template) that we still have
a few copies of ‘The Way to Cape Horn’ – my tale of sailing Cracklin’ Rosie down to
‘The Horn’ and back. We have a few left, which I’d be happy to part with at cost
which is £5; postage + packing is £2 or prospective purchasers could call in person
and get a free cup of coffee with their purchase.
Trevor David Clifton
Enquiries please to me tdclifton@btinternet.com or the Senior Manager at
cloggyclifton@gmail.com
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the gear lever connector to see that it is moving. It will need a small effort
but not too much. If a lot of effort is required, take the casing off again.

MAINTAINING AN ENGINE CONTROL LEVER
Michael Murphy gave his engine control lever some TLC.
I often sail alone and have found the position of the U-Flex single lever (at
stern end of the cockpit) a little far away from the starting switch, which is
in the cabin. So, I moved the lever to the forward end of the cockpit. The
boat was handed over to me in excellent condition by Roland Shannon 12
years ago but in the meantime the weather had taken its toll.
When you are undoing the U-Flex you just take it apart layer by layer and
the bolts and screws are very easily dealt with, apart from 4 which keep the
mechanism from twisting on the bulkhead. These needed a hacksaw, but
what I didn’t know was the position of the ball bearings until I heard little
taps on the cockpit sole. Fortunately, all this was at the other end to the
cockpit drains.

Photo F shows the unit in situ, mine is a pull system for throttle so that silver
elliptical shaped unit points to the cables, if you have a push system for your
throttle then you turn that silver ellipse around 180 deg. i.e. away from the
cables.
A good video for installation is:
https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=H2_8xiUF4dk
But it doesn’t go into the internal workings of the mechanism.
Another thing which can easily fail is the ball hinge for the cable to engine
throttle connection. Photo G shows old rusted and new replacement. Why
not stainless? People at the chandlery said they rarely are stainless - possibly
electrolysis?
Good luck if you need to do this, it’s a little time consuming but it may be
necessary on older installations.

I don’t know what the maintenance time for this unit is, I’m sure a lot less
than the twelve years for which I had ignored it. The grease in the area
where most of the action takes place was dry and sticky so it was fortunate
that I had decided to open it up.
Positioning it at the forward end of the cockpit was easy enough, one trip to
the hardware shop for bolts that were damaged with the hacksaw.
Photos A and B show the base casing of the unit which give it structure.
Photo C shows the innards. Photo D has two screwdrivers; one pointing to a
small ball bearing sitting on a black plastic washer with an indentation for
this bearing, and the other pointing to the hole in the collar over the lever
shaft which must match up with the bearing and plastic washer when
reassembling.
Photo E shows three larger ball bearings each of which is sitting on a spring
and these three must be maintained in position when putting on the black
plastic casing to close up the unit. The bearings can easily move when doing
this, so when you have the 4 screws tightened to hold the cover on, wiggle
S pr in g 2 02 2
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storm jib, a deep 3rd reef and a replacement fuel tank in stainless steel are all jobs
I would never have done just for me and the family.

MCA COMMERCIAL CODING HEDHYU FOR
CHARTER
Jonathan Mutch discovered that there’s a lot more to consider if
you want to charter your Twister.

There will be a full compliment of fire extinguishers, engine bay vent and fire port,
manual fuel cut off lever, first aid kits, 150% lifejacket capacity, life rings, dan-buoy
all marked with the Ship’s name. A training and instruction manual, up to date
charts and pilots and all manner of minor modifications.

I’ve being restoring Hedhyu for a few years since I bought her as found on the quay
at Navy Services, the dry storage yard out the back of the oil refineries at Marseille.
I was in fact looking for an aluminium expedition yacht with swing keel beloved of
the French.

The compliant life raft requires either its own locker or to be stored on deck, so
with a dinghy and assorted detritus in the lockers, it’ll have to live in a canister on
the coach roof over the sliding hatch aft of the deck mounted solar panels. So much
for sitting sheltered in the companionway looking ahead for lobster pots through
the spray hood windows when underway.

Hedhyu was sitting looking forlorn but pretty in a sea of sunbleached plastic and I
knew that my plans had changed. I’d previously owned a Contessa 32 in my early
20’s some 30 years ago and I’d always admired the Twister moored nearby even
back then. A pretty, sound boat that I could afford not to sail, as the marine
mortgage on my Contessa 32 back in my youth was hurting.

There are rules for fire proofing, radios, spare VHF antennas, battery capacity and
security and more. I’ll need a stability book and a final coding survey; the list is long
and intimidating.

After a truck ride back to the UK, Hedhyu underwent an extensive refit at the
Falmouth Boat Co and now swings on her mooring at Mylor. I’d made her sound
and safe, at night on a lee shore in a blow is not a time to regret short cuts and false
economies.

I just have to keep her off the putty as any manner of extra gear can’t replace good
seamanship.

If she doesn’t charter, at least I’ll know that Hedhyu will be as safe as can be, her
seaworthiness beyond question.

My work offshore on a 3-week rotation dictates that my sailing season is only 50%
of the available sailing months. Add to that the constraints of the weather and
perhaps more importantly the need to stay married, my season is at best 1/3 of
what it could be…until I retire!
My plan is to offer her up for charter to suitably qualified skippers and a small crew.
Hedhyu is well equipped but after an initial coding survey it’s clear that there is
work to be done. She’s safe, but is she as safe as could be?
I initially baulked at the cost, but reckoned that just a few weeks charter could
reimburse the additional expense. It pains me to apply stickers for gas safety,
emergency exits, hatches that must be kept closed at sea, LPG danger and rescue
axe location to fight through the fore hatch from outside (no external latches).
However additional modifications such as the bilge alarm to complement the
existing automatic and manual pumps, gas, fire and CO2 alarms, inner forestay,

S pr in g 2 02 2

Co nt e nts

29

Th e T w is t er M a gaz i ne

Part 4
Actually Sailing
What all the effort was for. Several crews were able to race or cruise last year and one account from a
previous year has been sneaked in.
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BURSLEDON REGATTA RACE
Pulling out of the Jester Challenge gave Stephen Moorey the
opportunity to enter a race.
Well, after my Jester challenge ended early, I decided to participate in my first ever
race. I don’t tend to think things through too much, just dig myself a hole and jump
in so to speak. I’d tried to crew for someone a few years back at Cowes Classics
week, so I’d got the general idea of it: head out onto the water, get the sails up,
hang around a bit trying not to get in everyone’s way, then watch as wild panic sets
in while the boats just about to cross the start line at breakneck speeds.
The yearly Regatta was going to go ahead in Bursledon, shared with Swanwick and
Warsash. Well, only the racing aspect was this year. Entry fees were so modest at
£5 per entry with a donation to the Regatta pot appreciated. It was disappointing
to see not so many boats entered but for me not such a bad thing.
In preparation for the race, I’d acquired a new cruising
chute for Helix. I’d been out on the water some weeks
before with a couple of apparently well-trained sailors to
set the chute. This proved unsuccessful because each
time the chute was hoisted, the snuffer halyard got
entangled in every part of the mast possible. It was duly
packed back in its sail bag.
I often sail single-handed unless a good friend is keen on
being tortured for the day. Thankfully, for him this time
he had work commitments, and so it was go it alone or
another fail on the cards. The start of race 3 was 11.50 at
Bald Head. I’d planned to leave my berth around 10.00
and arrive a good half hour before the start. Leaving my
pontoon berth is no easy feat. With a strong tide on the outside of a sharp bend on
the Hamble, boats easily get swept in a multitude of directions. But I’ve got the
idea now, well I thought I had. I untied the lines and gave Helix the customary
shove backwards as I leapt on to her, wondering which way she might turn this
time. Oh, that’s not normal; this time she is stuck. So, for 30 minutes, I waited for
the tide to rise and once clear set the engine at full chatter to get on the water.
Well as soon as I got out into Southampton Water, I put the main up with a reef in,
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then decided to remove that and give it all. I saw the start boat at Bald Head buoy
and headed towards a confused group of boats just as the first signal was blown. It
was all I could do to avoid collisions, so I was pleased to see that I passed over the
start line in first place on the second signal. How well was that planned!
Just as we crossed the line, the last of the wind disappeared. All the boats
scrambled to hoist their spinnakers with organised crew acting as they had done it
all their lives. Urm. I was not going to give up that easily. I’d put my cruising chute
on the bow with lines set ready as if I’d done it before, not. I scrambled to the bow
and up it went. Tied the snuffler line to the bow cleat and looked up. Where had
all those boats gone? In utter dismay I saw they had fled. I was on the wrong tack
and was generally heading away from the first marker. I stuck with it and made the
second marker which I passed on my port side. Chute down and hard on the genoa.
The wind was stronger now and to my delight Helix was doing a good 8 knots with
the tide. Rounded a further marker on the port side again and I’m heading west
again. Race halfway over, starting to see some of those boats, one seems to have
headed back. We are sailing towards Bald Head again. The wind is always strong it
seems here half a mile off the shore, not a place I like to sail in. Wishing I’d reefed
before the start, then I noticed I’d not tightened my outhaul. It had come loose and
the clew of my mainsail was not too far off the gooseneck. I’d been fixated on the
boats ahead. I glanced around and no one seemed to have spotted it. Clambered
over deck while she was healing hard and duly pulled hard on the outhaul. Wow,
it’s fun this! Well, I made it. Crossed over the finishing line in a respectable time.
Did I win? Well, my friend laughed his socks off when I said I’d finished 7th. Well,
how many were out there? he said. Seven, I said, with my customary grin. I am so
looking forward to this year, something to work on for sure.
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COWES CLASSIC WEEK 2021
Marcus Lawson took part in Edith Rose, a composite Twister built
in 1965 and based in Emsworth.
Cowes Classic Week 2021 was a welcome relief to many after the full lockdown
restrictions of the previous year and a chance to stretch the racing legs of Edith
Rose 365Y. We first competed in the 2019 CCW and enjoyed it so much that this
was an event not to be missed. A more genteel affair than the rough and tumble of
Cowes Week, but hard fought nevertheless. Definitely it’s as much about the
camaraderie of classic yachts and their crews as the racing in the Solent. It has to
be said that, for some of the 200 boats, charging around the race course seemed
to be more about getting back to in time for the best cakes and sandwiches
provided by the Royal London – which would be swiftly followed by invitations for
drinks on board.

We were in Class 3 with 10 boats, including Sir Robin Knox-Johnston in the famous
Suhaili, “which doesn’t go upwind” he told me at one of the day’s prize-givings.
Mark Mathews in Quiet Lady 101X was the other Twister and we had great fun in
maintaining our friendly rivalry from 2019. Sadly, we were missing Garry Dack in
Chiseller 6975 who competed in 2019 but was unable to attend this year but hopes
to do 2022.

Edith Rose facing close competition, Tim Jeffreys
Overall we were 2nd in Class, beaten by one point to 1st by Jaik Tari in his SCOD
Stirling. More spinnaker practice required by the crew!
I can thoroughly recommend the event. It was a family affair for us, with my wife
Anne and our 2 daughters Philippa and Jemima (helped by the fact we were not
staying together on the boat). Hopefully, it is not too rude to say they lowered the
average age of the fleet by quite a few years – but interestingly, more youngsters
are coming to the event as they discover classic yachts are great to sail and
tremendous value for money.

Edith Rose in the Cowes Classics 2021, Tim Jeffreys
As with all these weeks, the weather was mixed with a lightish day and couple of
stiff Solent breezes and one really quite windy day where we bashed down into the
western Solent – which, of course our Twister made light work of, apart from our
mainsheet block exploding in a hail of ball bearings. I am glad we had all new
standing rigging and a very smart new Furlex 204S.
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Cowes Classic Week 2022 is Monday 27th June to Friday 1st July. Most small yachts
book into Shepards Marina arriving on the Sunday. Note: the Round the Island Race
is
on
the
Saturday
so
that
weekend
will
be
very
busy. https://www.cowesclassicsweek.org/ Take a look at the website as they have
a great archive of results and images from past years. I hope you like the images
taken by the official photographer © Tim Jeffreys – on the windy day he got quite
wet.
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recommended. Weirdly, as I was heading ashore, I was hailed by someone I’d been
at school with 40 years ago and hadn’t seen since… Had a drink on his live-aboard
and he produced a photo of us both in a school play. Slightly alarming, but he was
very sweet…

PYEFLEET TO ALDEBURGH JULY 2021
Crispin Bonham-Carter describes an East Coast cruise
Katie and I got onto Bob at midday on Monday 26th July. Quick swim, coffee, deflate
Avon Johnny, just about to leave when the Oysterage rang to say we’d parked in
front of their diesel tank… Re-inflate Johnny, re-attach outboard, try not to be my
Dad when dealing with crew errors, zoom ashore, re-park, zoom back, deflate, fix
outboard to pushpit, tie Johnny to coach roof, and… we’re off… the much
anticipated and dreamt about ‘longest cruise ever’… to Lowestoft, via Harwich and
Southwold.
We timed our departure to allow us to cut across the sands at Colne Point and head
up the coast along to Harwich. Last time I’d come this way, I’d been reefed and
terrified, but this was a gentle Force 3 just behind the beam and perfect for our
first cruise.
This section of the Clacton/Frinton Riviera isn’t famous for its beauty, but there was
something delightful about slowly snooping along past the old seafronts with their
various funfairs, faded Victorian hotels, Martello Towers and so on… The tide was
still rising so we were able to sail riskily close in. Keeping an eye out for the dodgy
crab and lobster pot markers – is it true Twisters are reasonably safe from getting
tangled? I didn’t want to find out…
At last, we passed the Walton Pier and headed North to Harwich with the vast
Felixstowe Container Port looming in the distance. Like the Shard in London, the
cranes seem bigger from further away for some reason.
Halfpenny Pier in Harwich is a basic affair but brilliantly positioned at the mouth of
the Orwell and Stour for those planning to move on and not wanting to go upriver.
We motored in to discover that all places were taken, but a Cruising Club up from
Chatham were happy to take us alongside. Our neighbour said he’d thought long
and hard about buying a Twister. I didn’t ask why he hadn’t, but seeing Bob’s
varnished and sharply lined splendour next to his... well… The centre of Harwich
has a faded Victorian charm and a fantastic pub – The Alma Inn – highly
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Harwich
Next morning, we had a tide to catch, and news of bad weather on its way – Storm
Evert was coming, preceded by various blustery forerunners… We realised that if
we ever made it up to Lowestoft, we’d be unlikely to make it back in time for
various engagements. So, we opted to head for Aldeburgh and to cross the scary
bar at the River Ore…
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that. This is my least favourite sailing state… This year I will try using the spinnaker
pole to hold the genoa out, which I gather helps. Anyway, it was slow progress
battling an oncoming spring tide, not to mention quite rainy… not really the
summer cruise we’d been fantasising about.
The land seemed to pass interminably slowly, but gradually the wind picked up, the
helming improved, and we were very relieved to see the white cottages of Shingle
Street through the rain. At the Orford Ness safe water buoy, we turned into the
wind to get the sails down. By now the wind was a firm Force 4 straight into the
tide. I was very glad of my safety line… Sails down and we meticulously followed
the latest guidance over the shifting sand banks towards the dreaded bar… As with
the Deben entrance, you find yourself only metres away from the beach as you
seek the deep water. In fact, there was never less than 10 ft under the keel, and
the 35-year-old rust-bucket Volvo never blinked… Suddenly, we were cruising up
the River Ore in a flat calm with the wind and tide working together. Strange how
one moment you’re clinging to the mast and the next you’re putting the kettle on…

Rafted at Halfpenny Quay
Following a complicated reversal manoeuvre (not helped by my old schoolmate
deciding to film me…) and good use of the boat hook to guide his rearward
direction, Bob executed a rather fine pirouette and we headed out into the river.
We had a great tack out of the river into a firm South Westerly, then turned East
and pelted alongside the major shipping lane (very sadly missing the arrival of the
Suez-blocking Ever-Given, by one day). Then a long, rather queasy sail North with
the wind right on our tail. Annoyingly, all the advice is to cross the bar 2 hours
before high tide, which means those going North have no choice, but to sail into
the tide – and with the wind right behind us. This made for quite choppy, but also
loopy waves chasing us and annoying the genoa which kept cracking this way and
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Butley River
We anchored up the Butley River, a strange wild Telly-Tubby sort of landscape with
birds and seals everywhere. It felt like it might be somewhere in Sweden (not that
I’ve ever been). We had a very relieved lunch and consulted the weather… More
wind, more rain on its way… We decided that we would take a mooring at Orford
and bring forward our visit to Katie’s mum.
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It was a bit depressing to abandon Bob after only one night and two sails, but the
weather was really closing in. Fast forward to Thursday and we arrived back at
Orford, rested and relieved to find Bob where we’d left him. Orford, by the way, is
a sweet little village with 2 nice pubs. We got back with a couple of hours of flood
to take us further upriver to Aldeburgh. Much as I fancy myself as surely destined
for some serious ocean battles, there’s something delightful about sailing up an
East Coast river. Huge skies, birds everywhere, calm waters and, before you know
it, you’re making 7 knots with the approaching roofs and spires of Aldeburgh
promising comfort and amenities. We really enjoyed it and soon found ourselves
rocketing through the moorings and past the boatyards of the River Alde as it opens
up and heads inland.

considered our options. We could motor back down to Aldeburgh and take a
mooring, but that would leave us in the most exposed point of the river. We
decided to re-anchor at a more protected point and slightly in the lee of a gentle
hill. I also put a second anchor out at an appropriate V angle straight into the wind.
Then, perhaps foolishly (?), we went ashore to enjoy the storm from the safety of
land… It was a wild afternoon for sure. At one point we walked along Aldeburgh
beach and watched the vicious breakers tearing up the shingle. But Bob held fast
in the honest black mud of the river and, by 5pm, the wind was a mere 20mph.
That night was calm and I slept like a baby.

Seal

Sunset, Blackthorn Reach
We anchored at Blackthorn Reach. As so often, the sun started to dip, the wind
dropped and we had a magical, if chilly evening. A fiery sunset reflecting off the
river and not another sign of life, except for a seal who came up 20 yards away with
an enormous mullet. He swallowed it whole and still very much alive. Why was this
well-known anchorage empty in July, I hear you ask… well, even as the burning sky
was slowly darkening, Storm Evert was ripping into the South Coast and forecast to
rip into Blackthorn Reach the following midday… After a slightly uneasy night, we
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The next morning we planned to take the ebb back down to the Butley River, have
lunch and wait for the bar-crossing sweet spot, 2 hours before the flood. All went
well, including an extremely well-executed flying stop at a floating pontoon to rewater, with only a couple of feet (and falling) beneath us. Another fantastic sail
down river to the Butley river / Telly Tubby anchorage. In retrospect, we should
have continued right down stream and anchored nearer the mouth to await the
magic moment. As it was, the rust-bucket had a long hard punch against a strong
in-coming tide, but we made it out. As we left, I saw a yachtsman cross himself as
he approached the bar…
The wind had dropped completely out to sea and we motored South, with the tide
at least. As we passed the Deben entrance, still motoring, we noticed yachts further
out heeled right over. That’s interesting, we thought, I wonder if we’re about to…
The wind went from nothing to 20 knots in about 5 minutes. Sails up and we had a
wonderful tack south. Pretty quickly I needed to reef the main. It felt like we’d
come across a wind motorway… Amazing how sharp the change was. Eventually,
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though, we had to put the engine on – the wind was coming directly from our
chosen anchorage – the Walton Backwaters. This wonderful nature reserve and
setting for various Arthur Ransome tales (unread by me)2 nestles between the Star
Wars-like industrial monsters at Felixstowe and the endless caravan sites and
penny falls of Frinton/Clacton etc. It’s stunningly beautiful and home to a now
thriving seal colony. They were down to single figures in the 1970s apparently, but,
after careful protection, the muddy banks are now teeming with family groups. All
night you could hear them singing their mournful howls which seem so appropriate
for creatures that lie out in such wildly exposed places.
The next morning, after an invigorating swim, we inflated Avon Johnny and
chugged around the muddy inlets keeping a respectful distance from the seals who
regarded us suspiciously. Returning to the boat, I realised that the fender that we
had tied to a rope for our swim had become loose and drifted off… A reminder that
many good knots are only safe when under tension… Bobbing around in the water
had allowed it to undo… Fortunately, we soon found it on a muddy bank downstream.
We had a wonderful tack out of the Backwaters and then a fine reach across the
sand bank on the flood and another infuriatingly right-on-the-tail wind South. I
rigged up a jibe-preventer and we goose-swung which was an improvement. Then
the rain started and we eventually got back to The Pyefleet that afternoon. Damp
but exhilarated. Not quite what we had imagined, but a great adventure. Bob was
magnificent throughout – forgiving and sturdy – putting up with his latest ‘owners’
like a wise old carthorse.

2

As a former skipper of Ransome’s Nancy Blackett, I’d recommend We didn’t
Mean to Go to Sea, which realistically describes an unplanned North Sea crossing.
Ed
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GET US TO THE CHURCH ON TIME

in Sutton Harbour. The beauty of having a small boat - I suspect if our boat was any
longer than 28’, there would not have been any room for us anywhere!

Charles Clarke recounts Samuru’s adventures in 2021 – Sailing
from Woodbridge to Plymouth for a wedding, as you do.

I had a week off work in June booked in to run a voyage with Rona Sailing Project,
which was cancelled due to the Covid ‘Rule of 6’, so we had a clear week to move
the boat to Plymouth.

Winter 2020/2021, we had Big Plans, and a long jobs list, for our first haul out of
Samuru. Our ‘home port’ is Hamble, but we had decided to put the boat in
Woodbridge Boat Yard which is closer to east London where we live. I had
envisaged weekends spent in Suffolk, working on the boat by day, and enjoying
pubs with open fires in the evenings.
The East Coast in general, and Woodbridge specifically, is a bit of a ‘spiritual home’
for Twisters, with Whisstocks and Robinsons yards on the Deben being the
birthplace of many stunning Kim Holman yachts. The Deben offers great sailing one minute you are in a bustling area, full of families out in their boats enjoying the
river, but then one or two meandering turns (and probably several tacks,,,) later,
you might be in total seclusion, just you, the river birds and the mudbanks.
But there was a Covid lockdown, and we were not allowed to leave home over the
winter, and so our refit was reduced to antifouling and some sanding + varnishing
as soon as the rules were relaxed. The yard did some work for us, and so Samuru
has new seacocks, a new fuel tank, extra filters. Evolution Rigging installed a new
Selden boom, and we have a crispy new slab reefing main to match made up by
Suffolk Sails.
Our 2021 plans to sail from Suffolk to Holland and then enjoy and early summer
spent cruising those waterways and coastlines were thwarted by Brexit and the
pandemic.
We then had to decide what to do this year instead. And then our friends Milton
and Imelda [of Twister 28 Nirvana] announced their engagement, with a date for
an August wedding in Plymouth. They met on a Sail training voyage I was skippering
on the schooner Merrilyn, and Brigid and I couldn’t have been more delighted to
have been invited.
The mission was decided: sail to the west for the summer so we could be moored
up in the Ocean City for the wedding. I wanted to grab a berth for six weeks and
contacted all the usual locations. We were in luck, and got the last berth available
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Leaving the Deben
B and I sailed the boat from Woodbridge to Levington the weekend before via the
Maybush Inn of course. Like many of the Deben pubs, it has mooring buoys outside
it, and the Wadringfield harbourmaster has always managed to fit us in. Navigating
the ever-shifting shingle banks of the Deben entrance is always a challenge and we
did as soon as we could on the rising tide. To add to the interest this time we saw
some seals basking on the banks. A rising tide also means you have positive flow
towards the Orwell and therefore Levington where we left the boat for the week
while work commitments kept me in London.
The next Saturday, Will Grigsby arrived and the two of us did task number 1: install
the new VHF I had bought. Brigid collected John Mallett from the station, and then
she waved the three of us off.
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Curry at sunset in the Thames Estuary

Ready to leave Levington

Passage planning at the Alma Inn

And we set off - deliberately earlier than the tides dictated to us - giving us enough
time to execute the the specific plan of going to The Alma for a pint or two. So we
sailed down the Orwell to Harwich, and moored up on the ‘Ha’penny Pier’. Mike
the harbourmaster was super friendly (and a fan of Twisters!). So we had our pints
of Adnams ale and some pub grub, while poring over the charts on the pub table.
We really like Ramsgate, but figured that if we arrived off the Foreland early
enough, we would be able skip it this time, and carry the tide south as far as Dover.
So that was the plan, and we timed our departure accordingly. This was to be a
night passage, crossing the Thames Estuary, aiming to be in the Black Deep at high
tide, then enabling us to sail down the deep, across Fisherman’s Gat and then to
Dover with the tide behind us. We cooked a Thai curry and then settled into a watch
system.
As we arrived at the Fisherman’s some fog came over us. Made me happy that this
time we chose not to use Foulger’s, which takes you into wind farms. This low
visibility kept with us all the way to Dover. When we approached the entrance, we
dropped sails and followed the VHF protocol to enter the harbour. We were told
to wait for two inbound ferries, and then to slip in behind the second one. There
didn’t seem to be any ferries - we waited outside the channel, and then there it
was - looming out of the fog a few boat lengths away. Ferry number two arrived,
and we motored into the harbour, finally being allocated a berth in the Granville
dock at about 07:30 that morning.
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White Cliffs of Dover

We were only in Dover a few hours to wait out the tide - time for a quick snooze,
shower, shop, a pint, a bite, and then onwards. The tidal plan was to get round
Dungeness in one tide, and then keep going west, with a stop at Brighton.
We were moored next to a navy RIB, who had been out patrolling and picking up
immigrants all of their shift.
The fog had lifted a bit at 14:00 when it was time to leave. We rounded Dungeness
in thick fog at about 18:00. We could hear the foghorn; we could see on the GPS
that we were very close to the shore, but we couldn’t see a thing! At one point Will
had to go to the mast to put in a reef (sailing into a SW’erly, just our luck) - we could
barely see him - a few metres from the cockpit!
We settled into a 2-hour watch cycle, with two on deck, and one below at any time.
At 07:00, we were level with Brighton - apparently due to some dredging, we’d
have to wait a few hours to go into the marina. We decided to press on calculating
we’d still have positive tide through the Looe Gap at this rate. We arrived at the
gap at midday, and clocked in 7knots and more speed-over-ground.
We had a great sail through the submarine barrier and towards Portsmouth. And…
we started the engine to enter the port. As we approached the entrance - the
engine started sputtering. I called up QHM and told them we’d be sailing in, and
then contacted Haslar marina for a berth we could sail onto if need be.
The engine conked out, we managed to re-start it, and got ourselves alongside. I
ran over to the marine engineers in the marina catching them a few minutes before
they closed up for the day. They came over to have a look at the engine - they could
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not see anything wrong with it! Possibly an airlock in the system they said. We ran
the engine for a while that evening and the issue didn’t appear again!
As we were relaxing in the marina, a fleet of jet skis came menacingly into the
marina - sort of wannabe Hells Angels of the ocean. Unlike the motorcycle gangs in
post war California, these guys were not PTSD suffering bandits looking for a way
to make a meaning of and provide a sense of structure to their demob civilian lives
– just a bunch of idiots. They revved their way round the pontoons, turning sharply
deliberately splashing seawater onto anyone enjoying the evening light on their
boats. Eventually a police RIB came and shooed them away. I don’t have an issue
with jet skis - I’ve been on them and they are fun! But the fact that people use them
to get their enjoyment from the interruption of others', frankly I have no time for
and such people should be banned from the water.
The next morning, we came
alongside an Oyster 39 ketch
called Rosalyn moored up on a
buoy at Gosport. John and his
fiancée Cliggy were looking at
this boat as an option for their
sailing ambitions, and so we
thought we’d take a look.
(Spoiler alert - they bought the
boat).
We then set off to go west, after
an aborted attempt to pick up
some fuel (the fuel barge at
Camper and Nic’s had run out of
Diesel). We stopped off in
Cowes to get fuel, and then
sailed into the SW’erly to
Yarmouth. And guess what arriving
at
the
harbour
Alongside Rosalyn, Gosport
entrance, sails down, engine on,
engine sputtered out again. This time we were ready - I grabbed the spanner and
bled it. Started - and moored up in Yarms. Interestingly the bleed screw was I
noticed quite worn - clearly this engine has been bled a lot over the past decades,
must be a frequent problem… Seems to be after a well-heeled beat into the wind
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that air is getting into the system. Food for thought. I always enjoy a visit to
Yarmouth - and in the pubs we ran into some friends from Rona Sailing Project who
were on a volunteer training trip. We caught up with them over a few pints.

The Needles in poor visibility

Weymouth crab restaurant

If you like Yarmouth, you’ll love Weymouth, and so we slipped in time to get westgoing tide, and had a decent passage. There was low visibility when we set off, but
the fog lifted as we went past the Needles. The visibility closed in as we approached
harbour, and we had an eerie sail through the anchored cruise liners that were in
the bay waiting out the pandemic. This was John’s last day on board, and I booked
into the Crab House Café, our favourite spot - a small walk away from Weymouth
town to the beginning of Chesil Beach. What great restaurant. It really is just a
shack. John, Will and I ate all the seafood, and left happy. Their speciality is Whole
Crab, which comes with an apron and a hammer, so you can smash the shells and
eat it with zero decorum and maximum taste / fun.
John left at about 04:30 to get the first train back to Norwich, leaving Will and me
to continue the voyage.
The forecast was, typically, wind in the W or SW. We had a great rounding of
Portland. With the wind against us, we short tacked into the bays in the lee of the
Bill, and then rounded close in, with the tide behind us, meaning we were facing
beating into wind-over-tide as we got into Lyme Bay. We put in a couple of reefs.
Another Twister 28 rounded at the same time - we didn’t get close enough to see
the name.
We split into watches and used the autohelm to steer until the battery ran out. It
was fairly grim - I was feeling a bit seasick and tired and wet… we put engine on so
we could run the autopilot again.
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Anchored for a swim

Arrival at Brixham was after dark,
we’d reserved a berth at MDL and
were moored up by 22:30 - and
realised that if we were quick, we’d
be able to grab a beer. The pontoons
are a bit away from the pubs, and as
we walked around, each venue said
‘sorry we’re closing early due to
Covid’. FINALLY, we found a place on
the other side of the harbour that
would have us and settled in for a
few pints. The boat moored up next
to us was very friendly and knew the
west county well (and was surprised
we’d sailed from Suffolk…). We
asked him if we should go to either
the Yealm or Salcombe on our way to
Plymouth, and he said Salcombe
(and admitted that as former
harbourmaster of that town he
might have been a bit biased…)

The next morning, Saturday, Ferghal joined us, and after a slap-up breakfast in the
cafe with the shortest queue, we anchored and went for a morning swim in the bay
round the corner. And - oh look. Some jet skiers came. But these folks were on a
training course learning how to jet ski - possibly some kind of safari - and didn’t
buzz us, splash us, annoy us, but kept themselves to themselves. How refreshing.
As we sailed towards Dartmouth, we realised we were in the company of some
serious racing yachts - many of them two handed. We called Darthaven looking for
a berth and were told that since there was a RORC race, we might struggle to find
a spot. We then mentioned we were a Twister and they said ‘why didn’t you say we ALWAYS have room for a Twister’. Turns out the marina is still run by the
Holman family.
We sailed up the river and picked up a buoy at Dittisham, pumped up the dinghy
and had a few beers at the Ferry Boat, sitting on the sea wall looking out over
Agatha Christie’s old house. What a fantastic spot for watching summer silliness.
We saw someone’s dog run into one house, being chased by its owner, and then
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coming out of the
front door of another!
We saw an eedjit
reverse their big car
(possibly after a few
afternoon
drinks?)
into the river bashing
into a few other cars
on the way. We took
the falling tide back
down to Kingswear
and
our
berth,
showered and headed
to the Royal Dart for a
sundowner - where
Will and Ferghal at Dartmouth
many of the racing
folks were having a ‘debrief’. We enjoyed some excellent pizzas at the Steam
Packet Inn. Cannot recommend that place enough!
Tidal sums were done, and we decided to head for a VERY QUICK lunch time pint
in Salcombe on our way to Plymouth. Ferghal and Will bought their train tickets,
and the plan was set in stone.
The stopover in Salcombe
took a little bit longer than
we had planned (ok yes that was the SECOND
pint…), and we had to wait
a while for the water taxi.
So we didn’t have much
time to get to Plymouth.
The wind was dying off, so
we banged the engine on
max revs and had a good
old thrash. It was very
sunny and I had an
annoying mixture of hay
fever and possibly burned
my eye a bit (time for some new sunglasses…).
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As we approached the lock, a voice came down from the quayside ‘Samuru! I’ll see
you later!’.
When we got to the lock to get into Sutton, Will and Ferghal tried very hard to climb
off the boat and run to the station. The lockkeeper said NO, you cannot disembark
there, and so we found our berth they rushed off before we’d even tied up. By good
chance the train was running as late as us, so the boys just managed to catch it.
And there I was, quietly alone on Samuru in the harbour. We’d sailed from Suffolk
to Devon in seven days, with an eventful cruise and some fantastic sailing. And got
the boat to our destination - Plymouth, where Imelda and Milton were due to be
married later that summer.

We thank you for the gifts of friendship and selflessness of service,
for it is those gifts which brought Imelda and Milton together, and
bring us all closer to you.

I wasn’t alone for long, because Pete Mulville, who runs the Twister Owners
Association, was also in the marina in Viveza. It was Pete who had called down from
the dock, and I walked over to his beautiful wooden boat, and we caught up over a
beer or two. Later on, the ‘Nirvana’s’ arrived at the marina, we went for a dockside
supper - Plymouth is great!
Sutton harbour itself was a brilliant place to stay - you can see that it was once a
massive shipping dock, with crane tracks alongside the quays. Because it is locked
in, it is very calm, and it is nestled right in Plymouth so even when the weather is
wild, you feel very secure. The staff in the office were super helpful with many
things during out visit.
My attempts to persuade Brigid that we could sleep on the boat during the wedding
and change into our outfits below decks or in the wet-room style showers in the
marina was not popular, so we ended up taking the civilised option of booking a
hotel that weekend.

Charlie, Imelda, Peter and Milton

I’ll finish this story with the Prayer for the Faithful that I wrote for the wedding.
Imelda bet me that I couldn’t put certain nautical terms into the prayer - which
reminds me - she still owns me 20 quid.

Oh Lord, we pray for the knots that tie us all together in friendship.
May the bowlines, round turns and hitches our friends tie for us
when out at sea or on a rock face not fail when tested, but, as with
the faith and love we show you, hold fast in adversity.
When you raise a storm to challenge us, we pray, Oh Lord, that
while your ocean is so big, and our ship so small, the bond and
honesty of true friendship allows us to sail to calmer waters.
S pr in g 2 02 2
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KINSALE TO MULL AND BACK
Here’s one I made earlier. Rod Webb recalls Speedwell’s first
cruise to Scotland back in 2012, but not previously reported
Robin had less leave than I did, so I set off and he would join Speedwell later,
perhaps near Dublin. It was a slightly daunting for my second outing of the season.
Departing Kinsale, the windspeed reached 27 knots while I was still in the river.
However, it would have been easy enough to turn back at the mouth of the estuary
if the sea looked too wild. Since I was going to turn downwind, Speedwell was
carrying just her genoa, which makes sailing downwind in a blow much safer. With
the main safely stowed, a gybe is not dangerous and there is no need to turn to
windward in order to reef. I anticipated a fast but queasy rolling passage, but by
the time I was passing the entrance to Cork harbour, I started to feel peckish and
opened my sandwiches. Seemed to have my sea-legs already.
The fast downwind run continued until Speedwell was surfing down the waves. This
was all very exciting, but when a moment’s inattention led to a near broach that
brought the main hatch too near the water level for peace of mind, I decided that
partially furling the genoa would be a good idea. The visitor moorings at Ballycotton
were well sheltered from this wind direction, so I spent the night there.
Changeable winds the next day meant sailing with sometimes just the main, or just
the genoa and occasionally with both together. There was a 30-knot gust before
reaching a mooring at Dunmore East. The next leg took me through Saint Patrick’s
Bridge, the inshore passage between Kilmore and the Saltees, and round Carnsore
Point to Arklow. There I discovered an outstanding Indian restaurant that sadly was
almost empty. Arklow is the base for a fleet of green-hulled coasters that carry
grain and other bulk cargoes to small ports on the Irish and UK coasts.
The next stop was Dun Laoghaire, Dublin’s ferry port. The wind must have
moderated because I recorded flying the spinnaker on the way. However, the
weather remained unseasonably cold for mid-May and I had been using both the
sleeping bags onboard. That didn’t leave any for Robin when he came aboard, so I
spent a day ashore finding some more and stocking up with supplies.
Robin still wasn’t free to join me, so I continued north. My singlehanded insurance
was only valid for passages of less than 60 miles carried out between sunrise and
sunset. The next convenient stop was Carlingford Lough, more than 70 miles away,
and despite leaving at 0700, it was dusk by the time I reached the entrance.
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Progress up the
buoyed channel to
Warren Point was
slow as I had to
stop several times
to consult the
almanac
by
torchlight and to
avoid a coaster on
its way out to sea.
Robin
phoned
several times to
ask where I was
and told me there
was a marina –
My son and crew, Robin, dressed for summer on the way
nothing
about
to Ardglass
that
in
the
almanac. It took
some time to find it in the dark and only by venturing cautiously into a completely
black bay near the town until I could see masts silhouetted against the street
lighting did I find it. I tied up safely without bothering the insurance company.
By now it was nearly midnight. The border between the Republic and the North
runs down Carlingford Lough and Warren Point lies at the head of the lough, just
on the Northern side of the border. It had been the scene of some notorious
terrorist attacks during the Troubles. Even in 2012, the taxi driver who brought
Robin from the station felt concerned about the safety of someone with an English
accent out late at night. Robin spent the evening in a pub near the marina which
considerately stayed open until I arrived.
We continued northwards via Ardglass to Bangor, where we stopped for a day.
Robin took the opportunity to visit Belfast while I stayed on board doing odd jobs
and spliced some new mooring lines for use later in the Crinan Canal. The wind
picked up in the North Channel and with the spinnaker up and a strong tide under
us we recorded 10 knots over the ground. We were encouraged to press on to
Rathlin Island, but I misinterpreted the tidal information in the almanac for Rathlin
Sound. Rathlin is L-shaped, and the harbour is in the inside corner. A gyratory tidal
current occurs between there and the north coast of Antrim at some states of the
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tide. We found ourselves going the wrong way against a 4-knot current on our
approach to the harbour, but we got there eventually with full sail and throttle.

We pressed on up the Sound of Jura, checking off the distilleries we passed on
Speedwell reached 10 knots over the ground. One of the Arklow coasters spotted
her Irish flag as it passed and sounded its horn as a greeting. We waved back,
content to be taken for Irish citizens in the circumstances. Only after the EU
referendum did we wish that we really were.
A challenging narrow rocky entrance led us into the complete shelter of Inner Loch
Tarbert on Jura’s west coast. Most of the leading marks seemed to have become
obscured, but the reefs themselves could be seen and identified so we proceeded
with some confidence. On the following morning, I went ashore and met some of
the local residents, deer, and found a freshwater lochan to bathe in.

Rathlin in the fog

Loch Spelve

Thick fog surrounded us on the next morning, so we stayed put. We hiked across
to the north coast to see if it was foggy there too, and it was. On a clear day we
could have easily seen Islay and Jura from there. The following day was fine, but
with little wind, so we motored mostly to Islay and found an anchorage sheltered
by the skerries of Plod Sgeirean on the south-east coast of Islay. Many of the rocks
on the skerries looked very smooth and would occasionally move. Closer inspection
showed that they were seals. They were shy but inquisitive. As we passed in the
dinghy, they would slip into the water, but then when we looked astern, there
would be a group of curious faces following us. There was a fine red stag on the
shore.

Creach Beinn

Melting tarmac

Passing Colonsay to port and leaving the maelstrom of Corryvreckan at the
northern tip of Jura well to starboard, we reached Mull and turned into Loch Spelve
to anchor off the beach in its south-west corner. By now there had been a total
change in the weather and we were experiencing a heatwave, so it was hot work
climbing Creach Beinn, the hill overlooking the loch. We descended into the valley
on the far side and returned along a minor road. We tried to walk on the verge as
much as possible because it was so hot that the tarmac was melting and sticking to
the wheels of the few passing vehicles. I don’t think this is a common problem in
Scotland. Our route took us past the freshwater Loch Uisg, so we stopped to cool
off.

Some of the rocks started to follow the dinghy
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continued down the coast via Ardglass to Howth yacht club where I had taken
ownership of Speedwell. Robin left ship there to watch racing cars parading round
the streets of Dublin, some leaving rubber on their way, and then travelled back to
Cork, while I waited in Howth for a storm to pass. The Scottish heatwave was now
behind us and the unseasonably wild weather returned.

Looking across to Jura from Crinan
It was now time to head home, so we left Mull and were carried by a 3.5 knot tide
through the Sound of Luing to Crinan to use the canal as a shortcut across the Mull
of Kintyre to the Clyde. Next morning, we were squeezed into the first lock with an
enormous motorboat. The skipper had formerly been a yachtsman and his boat
handling skills were impressive. It is hard to steer such a vessel at low speeds, so
we let him pass us at the first opportunity. We couldn’t complete our transit of the
canal that day because we arrived at Oakfield Bridge after the last opening time, so
we spent the night moored to the bank. Here we had our only trouble with the
dreaded Scottish midges. They descended in thick clouds in the evening and we
had to spend a hot stuffy night with the hatches tightly shut. I resolved to make
some midge nets to cover the hatch openings before our next trip.

The entrance basin to the Crinan Canal.

Minding the bow line while the lock fills

Midges trapped in the morning dew

I stopped in Arklow again. Unfortunately, I misjudged the strong tide as I left the
jetty and turned downstream through the closely packed moorings. I hit one of the
moored boats with quite a loud bang. However, I left my phone number with a local
contact to pass to the owner, who later contacted me to say he could find no
damage. I continued to Kilmore Quay without further incident.

A tight squeeze in the lock

After a night in Campbelltown on the east coast of the Mull of Kintyre, we left the
Clyde and crossed the North Channel to Bangor over a glassy calm sea. We
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Back to the Irish summer weather in Howth
Gales were forecast for the next few days and it was time I went back to work, so I
left Speedwell in the marina and returned to Cork by bus. The following weekend
was much kinder and permitted a pleasant sail back to Kinsale, anchoring for a night
off Capel Island in the bay forming the entrance to Youghal. So, we had finally
reached Scotland and it whetted my appetite for sailing in those waters again.
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ACCOUNTS
Treasurer’s Report
I am happy to report that the TCA’s financial position remains healthy and we go
into the new year with net assets of £12,282.95, a 4.5% increase on the previous
year’s balance. The ‘big’ news this year our change of bank. For a number of
reasons we decided to move from HSBC to NatWest. Our account details for all
future transactions are as follows:
Twister Class Association
Sort Code : 52-41-31
Acc No : 45294135

We still had four members (three fewer than the previous year) continuing with
their membership standing orders. As indicated in last year’s Newsletter these
payments have been sent to the RNLI, which accounts for the £56.00 of Donations
made. Our change of bank will ensure no further payments will be received.
Very best wishes for the coming season.

Mike Biglin
Treasurer

Continuing with the income stream reduction introduced in 2017 we only charged
fees to subscribing new members, advertisements on the website and the sale of
Twister burgees. This generates sufficient funds to maintain the website and cover
general admin costs, allowing us to retain ample reserves to safeguard the
Association into the future. While members continue to hang up their oilies, selling
their beloved Twisters, it’s pleasing to see a healthy increase in new owners joining
TCA. Those of you who read my report from last year will know we had to let
Nirvana go, which means I am no longer a Twister owner. While I am prepared to
remain an ‘honorary’ member of the TCA and continue acting as Treasurer perhaps
there is someone out there who would like to take on the mantle? If so, please
contact either Peter Mulville or myself. We would be very happy to show you the
ropes. It is not arduous, I promise.
You may have noticed we did not sell very many burgees (again) last year; perhaps
I could mention that we have a limited stock, and these are available from yours
truly for the modest sum of £15.00 (inc. postage, unless delivery is outside the UK).
Payments can be made via Bacs or PayPal - no more cash or cheques, thank you, in
this era of COVID. See my contact details on Page 1.
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Twister Class Association

Twister Class Association

Receipts and payments for the year ended 31 December 2021

Balance Sheet as at 31 December 2021

2021
£

Membership Subscriptions
Advertising on the website
Burgee Sales
Miscellaneous income
Cost of sales: decrease in stock

2021

2020

RECEIPTS
950.00
90.00
47.00

2020
£

£

(45.00)

548.00
210.00
15.00
1.00
(10.00)

1,042.00

764.00

At 31 December 2020
Surplus/(Loss) for the year

£

11,751.93
531.02

At 31 December 2021

12,562.34
(810.41)

531.02

(810.41)

12,282.95

11,751.93

Represented by:

PAYMENTS
Printing and Stationery
Administration and Postage
Website
Bank Charges
Engraving
Winter meeting costs
Donations
Surplus/(Loss) for the year

CURRENT ASSETS
6.04
403.06
45.88

59.80
1,245.46
26.65
14.50
130.00
98.00

56.00

Cash on Hand
Cash on Current Account
Cash on PayPal Account
Stock of Burgees

510.98

1,574.41

531.02

(810.41)

0.49
12,139.52
47.94
95.00

5.04
10,601.17
1,005.72
140.00

12,282.95

11,751.93

CURRENT LIABILITIES
Creditors

0.00

0.00
0.00

These Accounts have been prepared by Michael Biglin (Treasurer) and have been audited by
Peter Mulville (Secretary)

MEMBERSHIP FUNDS

We confirm they are in accordance with the records of the Association.

TOTAL FUNDS

Michael Biglin (Treasurer)

12 January 2022

Peter Mulville (Secretary)

13 January 2022
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Capital Account
Net profit/(loss)

11,751.93
531.02

0.00
12,562.34
(810.41)

12,282.95

11,751.93

12,282.95

11,751.93
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