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Bill and Mo Joce left the safety and tranquillity of the River Yealm for 
their annual adventure on their ( still ) new boat Chill Out , a 37 ft 
Bavaria built in 2002.  
 
Bavaria had some bad press when they first  came to the market  
and critics pointed to shoddy build quality. Although Chill Out is 12 
years old she has had light use and been exceptionally well looked 
after by her previous owner and so anyone coming on board not 
knowing any better could easily mistake her for a boat half that age. 
Indeed , many sailing schools use Bavarias as they are less 
expensive than other makes to buy , but nevertheless time has proved 
their robustness and general reliability.  As is the case with Chill Out;  
she has proved 100% reliable during our second season. 
 
Day 1 
With tanks topped up and lockers loaded with the good stuff we set 
off at the civilised  hour of 1pm and enjoyed a sublime beam reach 
with a southerly wind varying through the afternoon from Force 5 to 
Force 2, eventually arriving in Falmouth at 8pm feeling very pleased 
with ourselves. We rafted up against a Swedish family who we 
subsequently discovered had arrived the day before from the Azores , 
sailing non stop for 1500 miles.  We were duly humbled. 
 
Day 2 
Determined not to spend all our time in a frenzied state of pure 
sailing enjoyment , we decided to spend the day ashore shopping . 
This is the part of the holiday Mo likes the best, but despite not 
buying anything expensive, still managed to enjoy herself , but for me  
the day ended well with a visit to the maritime museum, where for 
50p I got to sail one of the training yachts on the wind tank. The 
instructor said she could see my ability and thought with a bit a 
practice I could get to novice level 1  without too much trouble. We 
left straight  after that.  



 
Day 3 
Leaving the docks at 7am on a glass level surface, we motored south 
to the Lizard. 
For navigation around the Lizard to Penzance I had decided to use 
the Seapro navigation software on the on board computer and then 
up-load the way points to the Raymarine auto helm , where by simply 
pressing the TRACK button , she would follow the course like a child 
doing a dot to dot picture.  Amazingly this all worked like a dream 
and with the Southerly filling in as we rounded the Lizard itself , we 
had a lively broad reach into Penzance harbour. 

 
Rounding The Lizard 

 
Now ; I don’t know if you’ve ever been to Penzance harbour, but 
they’ve got lock gates just like Sutton Harbour. No problem . Once 
inside the surprise was the basin is not much bigger than the one 
you wash your face in and what’s more you’ve got to share it with 20 
other yachts , 5 fishing trawlers , the IoS supply ship the Gri Maritha 
and a grotty selection of old boats which ( charitably ) could have 
been at Dunkirk. We rafted alongside another visitor who in turn was 
rafted to a fishing beamer . Once aboard her, the dock side was only 
another 8 feet above her gunwales and 4 feet away, so it was an 
easy climb with crampons and ropes to get ashore. After a couple of 
trips with yet more shopping bags I felt I was well qualified to 
commiserate with Sherpa Tenzing. 



 
Chill Out Rafted Up in Penzance Harbour 

 
Day 4 
The almanac said that the gates opened 2 hours before high tide and 
remained open for 1 hour after. High water was at 4am. We thought 
we could be up and away sharply at 4am so set the alarms.  
It was worth the restless night to get up that early to see the dawn, 
dawn was calm and gentle  but where was the harbour master?  He 
was at home in bed where any sensible person would be of course - 
silly me !  So it was back to bed and another day in the harbour 
while I re-drafted my passage plan for the afternoons high tide and 
we spent the day reading and cleaning the boat. 
 
We eventually managed to get away at 14.15 and shot out through 
the gates like a cork out of a champagne bottle as soon as they 
opened. 
 
The journey to the Scillies was fairly un-eventful as we encountered a 
foul tide initially and light winds which made for a 7 hour journey.  
 
High points were leaving Lands End astern ( strange feeling that – 
know how Columbus and his crew must have felt ! ) , passing the 
Wolf Rock lighthouse and eating a delicious meal cooked “en passage” 
by our on board gourmet chef ;  



as we got nearer to the islands the weather noticeably improved 
leaving the indifferent weather of the last couple of days behind and 
showing much more promise of blue skies to come ;  also the last 10 
miles of the journey when the southerly wind picked up and with a 
tide under us we close reached towards St Mary’s Sound at 7.5 
knots . 
 
Pilotage into St Mary’s harbour was relatively straight forward but 
nevertheless recognising unfamiliar land marks and using new transits 
added up to a huge feeling of achievement and so eventually after 
picking up the last remaining visitors buoy at 9.15pm  we felt obliged 
to sample a large glass of the red medicine we carry on board for 
such occasions. 
 

 
Arriving in the Isles of Scilly 

 
Day 6 
As dawn broke over the harbour and we treated ourselves to a 
leisurely breakfast at 7am – none of this 4am nonsense, and after 
lowering the dinghy made our way across the harbour to the new 
visitors pontoon. Now I thought I knew a pontoon when I see one , 
been on hundreds right , but not like this one – 
made entirely of blow up interlocking plastic boxes which squelch in 
turn when you walk across each box and makes you feel seasick if 
you weren’t already. 



Hugh Town was a complete joy – yes there were shops but only small 
ones , and the whole place was nicely dated – with all the nice things 
you remember from years ago, like real pubs , and a decent fish and 
chip shop.  The flowers in the gardens as you walked past looked 
and smelled gorgeous and we visited the Church, life boat station and 
museum. There was even a shop where I bought a 2nd World War 
vintage hand bearing compass made of brass and with a real wood 
handle hollowed out to take batteries to illuminate the compass dial 
for taking night sights – what a gem. Mo thought it was rubbish. 
That evening we enjoyed a meal in the Bishop and Wolf  while 
listening to an ensemble of IoS folk singers. The chap on the table 
next to me leaned over and introduced himself as from the Border 
Force ( gulp ! ) who recognised me as he also lived in Yealmpton. 
Leaving the pub before closing time we rushed back to the bouncy 
castle pontoon just in time to get aboard the dinghy and push 
ourselves off  with the oars punting  style in 3 inches of water as the 
tide ebbed. 
Another very enjoyable days cruising! 
 
 
Day 7 
Day 7 – up early (again ) with bright sunshine clear skies and lovely 
warm air . Who can stay in bed on days like this ?  I went ashore 
and enjoyed a 4 mile jog arounds the northern end of the Island 
before returning aboard to make Mo a cup of tea after her well 
earned lie in.  It was 8.30 by then and the weather promised another 
Caribbean day so we packed up our rucksacks and took the dinghy  
the 2.5 miles over to Bryher . Our journey across St Mary’s Road 
must have looked strange to an onlooker, as we passed a visiting 
cruise ship on the way – a case of little and large if ever there was 
one. The outboard pushed us along at 3.5  knots and we could see 
the bottom almost all the way over as it was low tide and the water 
crystal clear. It was the first time we had visited Bryher and as the 
weather was so nice we saw it as its best. There was only two shops 
and a pub and un-believably one of the shops was a chandlery which 
gave me the opportunity to purchase their last remaining IoS burgee,  



which we proudly flew for the rest of our stay.  Lunchtime we hopped 
back in the dinghy for the short trip over to Tesco , where we ate our 
packed  lunch overlooking Old Grimsby Sound , before enjoying the 
Tresco Abbey gardens for the rest of the afternoon.  
 

 
        Tresco Gardens                     Exhausted Crew 
 
The trip back to St Marys was just as smooth but the cruise ship had 
gone by then  and we ended the day back in Hugh Town at the IoS 
social club where a ska band happened to be playing and we enjoyed 
that with some rum cocktails to round off a truly Caribbean experience. 

 
Chill Out Morred in St Marys 

 
 



 
Day 8 
Caribbean weather continued the next day for our planned boat trip 
around the Western Isles, not aboard Chill Out you understand oh 
no ! we are not brave enough to do that . We went aboard Alfie’s 
glass bottomed boat SeaScape and for two hours he took us around 
some of the western isles – so close at times we felt that we could 
just reach over and touch the rocks. The boatmen’s knowledge of the 
history and wildlife is encyclopaedic and delivered with great 
enthusiasm and intelligence. We saw huge numbers of sea birds 
including the elusive Puffins and a family of seals sun bathing on the 
rocks.  

 
Are These Two Married!!?!! 

 
Day 9 
Time to return to reality. The homeward bound journey started well at 
0630 and we sailed east in a fresh nor’easterly making 7.5 knots 
comfortably on a flat sea.  Our attention was caught by the increasing 
numbers of boats sailing towards us and slowly we realised we were 
crossing the Solitaire De Figaro fleet bound for Fastnet on their 
Plymouth to La Rochelle leg.  It made a splendid sight to see the 30 
or so yachts  beating across our track and then we had to carefully 
time our dash through the line without incident. 
  



 
Crossing Paths with the Le Figaro Fleet 

 
Later, the foul tide and a dropping wind made rounding the Lizard a 
tedious business, but once around our spirits rose once more when 
we met a pod of 20 dolphins off Coverack . They  played around the 
bow for about a quarter of an hour before disappearing as suddenly 
as arriving. I don’t know why exactly , but seeing these magnificent 
creatures playing around the boat and simply having fun restores  
ones faith in the good things in life and is one of the many great 
pleasures of sailing. 
Still good things don’t last for ever, and so it proved to be, for as we 
motored gently into Helford River looking for a spare visitors buoy, we 
bumped into the CCC  
 
  
Day 10 
We decided to explore the shore on the south side of the Helford 
estuary and so it was as we walked through the woods on our way to 
Manacan via St Antony we bumped in to Nigel who had been trying 



to get a signal on his mobile. After a brief chat we agreed to meet up 
for a meal in the Shipwrights Arms  that evening, the Sailing club 
being closed, it being  a Monday. 
St Antony’s Church located beside Gillan Harbour was a little gem 
and our visit was made complete with the purchase of an ice cream 
from the only shop.  
We continued on our way along the side of Gillan Creek, where we 
saw lots of wild life and a couple of old gaffers laid up, eventually 
coming to Manaccan. Here  the vicar , who was cutting the grass in 
the Church yard, informed us the pub had recently closed down , so 
it was back down the valley to Helford and the Shipwrights Arms for a 
well earned pasty and a pint. Before leaving , we booked a table for 
our evening meal and the bar maid looked at me quizzically  when I 
said definitely for 2 people but could be 14 ! 
 
And 14 it turned out to be , when we enjoyed a truly splendid 
evening in the company of the CCC, part way through cruise 6. 
 
Day 11 
The good weathered continued as we departed Helford the next 
morning into a fresh Easterly as we motored out of the mouth of the 
estuary . Here I accidentally allowed the main to run out fully - 
intending to use only 75% area but then decided to leave it as it 
was . This was a mistake as the angle of heel induced mild panic in 
the crew so we re-stared the engine and motored into wind while the 
mainsail was reduced and then we were able to sail in a more 
controlled style.  As we neared the Dodman , the wind dropped again, 
storey of our cruise this , and we once again motored around the 
point , stopping only briefly to try our luck at fishing.   
That night we had sausages. 
 
Once in Fowey when found an empty mooring over at Pont Pill, 
where we had not stayed before and moored fore and aft on the trots, 
where the boats are packed as tight as the sardines they used to 
catch. 
 



 
 

Back In Fowey - It Was Not All Hard Work 
 
Day 12 
Beautiful weather . Relaxing . This is what cruising is about.  Did a 
couple of odd jobs on deck then in the afternoon we managed an 
energetic trip in the dinghy over to Polruan , where we explored to 
small village centre and visited the castle you can see up on the east 
shore as you enter the harbour. Apparently in days of yore, they 
would string a rope across the harbour entrance to be suddenly pulled 
taught if any French boats were to have the cheek to try and sail in. 
That must have been  fun and I bet they actually never did it,  but it 
makes for good tourist information ! 
 
Day 13 
What already ? Time to sail back to the River Yealm. Wind was a 
gentle Northerly and we sailed with only the geneka making 6 knots 
over a flat sea. The wind veered to Northeast off Rame and we then 
had a fast close reach across to the Mewstone and so back safely to 
our mooring . I am pleased to report that Chill Out and her crew 
behaved impeccably throughout – not sure about the kipper though?   
 
Anyone smell fish ? 


