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CRUISING WITH A RAIN GOD 
 

 
The weather had been fair for the previous three weeks and Isotope & I had enjoyed many 
glorious days at sea together.  However, that was all about to change as Rod, the Rain God, 
was due to arrive on Fri, 10 Jun 16 for our annual "Two Men" cruise.  Sure enough, Rod was 
due at the house in Exmouth at about 1100 hrs and the first rain for weeks started to fall at 
1045 hrs!!  We drove through torrential rain down to Plymouth Yacht Haven (PYH) and to a 
sodden Isotope.   
 
It was still raining when we cast off at 1420 hrs bound for Salcombe.  The rain did ease off as 
we motored out into the Sound, as did the wind.  By the time we reached the Mew Stone, it 
was absolutely still without a breath of wind.  Absolutely still only refers to the movement of 
the air mass, as there was a nasty slop running under the glass surface of the sea making for 
a fairly uncomfortable and windless motor all the way to Salcombe against a foul tide.  The 
only highlight of the trip was Rod's first sighting of a sail fish!!  As we turned into Salcombe 
entrance, it started to rain again and the Harbour Master took pity on us and let us pick up one 
of their reserved buoys off the town.  As soon as we had secured and fitted the cockpit tent, it 
was time to commence the gastronomic part of our cruise.  We had bought a couple of 
beautiful swordfish steaks in Morrison's on the way down.  Unfortunately, they were too big to 
cook together in my usual pot, so I decided to grill them.  This worked well, but took a lot 
longer than I had expected, which resulted in over cooked vegetables - Scurvy Crew was not 
impressed as that meant we did not eat until about 2030 hrs, which was 2130 hrs on his body 
clock and an awful long time since he had had breakfast!!  Day 1 - 24 nm in 5 hrs under motor 
against a foul tide.   
 
It rained on and off overnight and was still raining when we cast off Salcombe at 0930 hrs 
bound for Dartmouth.  To add insult to injury, there was no wind either!!  The upside was that 
the rain eased and stopped not long after departure and the day brightened as it progressed.  
Also we had a fair tide (good passage planning!!), which saw us doing 8 kts over the ground 
close in round Start Point.  There were no dolphins sighted enroute, just one solitary sail fish; 
was it the same one as the previous day!?!  The promised wind had not materialised by the 
time we reached Dartmouth, so another day under the iron headsail.  The visitor's pontoon at 
Dart Haven Marina was well occupied, but there was an Isotope size gap in the middle on the 
outside which we slotted into by dint of excellent coordinated crew work (it cannot all be just 
good luck!!).  As the day was still young, we took the nearby lower ferry across to Dartmouth 
to partake of our first crab sandwich of the trip, which was a bit of a disappointment, as were 
the scallops we bought and had as a starter prior to the venison fillets for dinner.  Day 2 - 13 
nm in 3:20 hrs under motor with a fair tide. 
 
It had rained again overnight and the wind had risen as forecast.  As we prepared to cast off, 
the crew on the yacht ahead of us came on deck to ensure their paint work remained 
unblemished.  However, due to the incoming tide (planned), the wind almost dead ahead 
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(luck) and the use of a stern spring slip (good seamanship), Isotope gently swung clear and 
away we went.  The other crew were good enough to bow and compliment us on our 
departure!!  The wind was already F4 from the SW as we departed, so after 2 days motoring it 
was two reefs in the mainsail and off for a great sail.  The weather was forecast F4-5 SW for 
the next few days, which is why I had headed east in the hope of at least being able to sail in 
calmer waters.  We soon encountered the F5, as the rain swept in, and in went the third reef!!  
Our destination was Brixham, but we decided to sail across Start Bay down to Torcross before 
turning for Brixham using the last of a fair tide.  (In the first draft, I had accused the Rain God 
of going the wrong way on leaving Dartmouth, but he insisted that this be corrected in the final 
version!!).  The wind eased back to F4 and we went back to 2 reefs.  It then filled again and 
the third reef went back in!!  The broad reach back down to Berry Head with the tide under us 
gave a great sail, but there are an awful lot of pot markers between Dartmouth Mew Stone 
and Berry Head!!  As we reached Berry Head, we met the Sunday afternoon race going the 
other way and held off rounding the headland until we had passed to leeward of them all.  
 

 
Berry Head and the Race Fleet 

 
It was fairly overcast and we had not been rained on for a couple of hours, however, just as 
we were lowering the sails to enter Brixham, the heavens opened and we both got soaked.  
The skies had cleared by the time we had secured in Brixham Marina and we were treated to 
the final session of the Torbay Air Show with a Jet Provost, the Red Arrows and a Typhoon.  
The Typhoon's vertical departure into a small, high level, fluffy white cloud was particularly 
impressive.  As neither of us had been to Brixham for many years, we walked into the town.  
The "promenade" from the beach into the town has been improved significantly since I was 
last there and the gardens developed and maintained by the "Pride in Brixham Volunteers" 
are outstanding.  We also spotted Tianji's Pearl, who now appears to be a resident in Brixham 
Marina.  That night we enjoyed a pheasant, gammon and mushroom dish that I had pre-
prepared for the trip.  Day 3 - 21 nm in 5:30 hrs via Torcross. 
  
Although Brixham is still a fishing port, it was much quieter than when I was last there last 
century.  We only witnessed one trawler movement in the two nights we were there.  The plus 
was that the seagulls were nowhere near as numerous and active!!  We walked back into the 
town the next morning to locate a fishmonger whose sign we had seen outside the fish market 
the previous evening.  Not only did we find him, but we were most impressed with the quality 



 

 

and freshness of his stock.  One has to remember that this was Monday morning and one 
never buys fish on a Monday!!  The white crab meat that we had in rolls for lunch was 
excellent.  We had decided to do two nights in Brixham and to sail further north up the coast 
for the day and return that evening.  The original plan was to sail to Sandy Bay near Exmouth 
to wave at Lian, but the wind was backing SSW and I anticipated a long flog on the return leg.  
Therefore, we turned back off Teignmouth, having searched the seafront to see if we could 
wave at Tony Mcleod instead!!  The winds were forecast as F4-5 again, but were more low 
F4, so we alternated between one & two reefs under the grey and threatening clouds.  It was 
actually quite a dry day and we did not get rained on until we reached Brixham on the return 
leg!!  That soon cleared and it turned into a nice evening.  I walked down the "promenade" to 
get some photographs whilst the Scurvy Crew was meant to be preparing dinner. 
 

 
Scurvy Crew Slacking 

 
Dinner that night was the dozen excellent scallops and a superb wild sea bass that we had 
purchased that morning from our new fishmonger.  Day 4 - 20 nm in 5:20 hrs to off 
Teignmouth and back to Brixham. 
 

 
Two of the Pride In Brixham Volunteers' Gardens 

 
 



 

 

 

 
                       Tianji's Pearl                                                Early Brixham Trawlers 
 
After 3 days of bird seed for Rod, and apple and toast for me, for breakfast, it was time for a 
man's breakfast!!  The café on the beach at Brixham had grown significantly in size since my 
last visit, but the cooked breakfast was still excellent.  It is not often when you order brown 
toast that you get asked if you would like brown fried bread!!  We were waiting outside when it 
opened, as Rod had a mission to go and buy some more crab meat from our new fishmonger 
before we departed!!  I prepared Isotope for sea whilst he has on his errand and we cast off 
as soon as the crab meat had landed in the fridge.  We needed to catch the last of the north 
bound tide and arrive in Dittisham before the rain, which was due at 1300 hrs.  With the WSW 
F4 gusting F6 and 3 reefs in the main, not only did we make it, but we had a great sail too, in 
company with three other yachts, including a Dutch yacht.  They were all over canvassed for 
the gusts and sea conditions, and were spilling wind whilst making too much leeway as they 
were heeled too far over.  Dittisham was more occupied than expected, but we picked up a 
9m buoy and just had everything packed away when the expected rain arrived.  We were 
happy as we had our crab sandwiches!!   The rain was only due to last a couple of hours, but 
it was a bit more than that!!  I had two attempts at bailing out the dinghy, which we had towed 
all the way and bailed out twice before!!  We planned to eat ashore at the Ferry Boat Inn that 
evening and set off just before 1800 hrs.  The Scurvy Crew went to fit the outboard but, as it 
could not have been more that two cables to the pontoon, I said I would row, which is why I 
am so much fitter than him!!  Our early arrival at the Inn was fortuitous as we had the last 
table; two other nautical couples arrived not long after us and were turned away disappointed.   

 
               Isotope Off Dittisham                                          The Kingswear Castle 
 



 

 

The meal was also a first for us in that we had flat iron steaks; they were very tasty and a 
good chew without being tough.  I had never come across that cut before, but noticed it was 
also on the Bridge menu later in the week.  It was a beautiful, still evening when we left the 
Inn, and we drifted around in the dinghy on a slack tide on our way back to Isotope enjoying 
the evening sun.  We also saw what looked like an otter swimming before diving and 
disappearing.  As always, it had gone before I reached for my camera and, despite our 
scanning the scene all round for ten minutes, it was not to reappear.  Day 5 - 12 nm in 2:45 
hrs with a fair tide.  
 
It was still dry when we awoke the next morning, but the forecast was for showers and rain 
later with winds SSW F4-5 gusting F6.  We cast off at 0720 hrs and took the last of the ebb 
tide down to Dartmouth.  It started to rain as we reached the higher ferry and it just got 
heavier and heavier as we beat down towards Start Point with our usual three reefs in the 
main.  We took the inshore route to make the most of the tide and the calmer seas and, apart 
from the rain, had a great sail.  Scurvy Crew had declined to put on his sea boots because 
they hurt his left foot.  By the time we reached Start Point, he was whingeing about how wet 
his feet were!!  I knew we were in for a shock as we turned Start Point with wind over tide, but 
the size of the waves even surprised me.  Also the wind eased slightly and we were having 
difficulty maintaining boat speed pounding into the waves.  It was time to shake out a reef and 
Isotope began to romp off towards France with another massive 2.5 kts of tide under us.  This 
time Scurvy Crew was complaining about the face fulls of water he kept encountering as the 
waves broke over us.  When we left Dittisham we were open minded about whether to stop in 
Salcombe or continue on to Plymouth.  It was at this stage that we decided we would prefer to 
be wet and miserable in Plymouth with hot showers in easy reach, rather than wet and 
miserable without showers in Salcombe!!  Having stood out about 3 nm, the wind and tide 
looked good to make the Mew Stone and we tacked.  We were still shipping water over the 
sides, but it was not until we reached Plymouth that we noticed we had also shipped a sprat!! 

 
The Stowaway 

 
The seas started to subside once we had cleared Prawle Point and our course held good all 
the way to the Mew Stone with the tide under us well into Bigbury Bay.  The rain also stopped 
at one stage, but neither of us really noticed when, as we were so wet.  Indeed, Scurvy Crew 
was now complaining that his waterproofs were leaking and that he was wet to the skin!!  As 
we reached the Mew Stone, the wind started to ease and the rain started again.  By the time 
we arrived back in PYH, the wind had died to a F2-3.  I sent Scurvy Crew off to shower as 
soon as we were secure, as I was concerned about him being wet through.  However, when 
he took his waterproofs off he was bone dry, apart from his feet that is!!  It really shows the 
perversity of human nature.  Having been rained on all day, the first thing we wanted to do 
was go and stand under a shower!!  That evening we ate warm and dry in the Bridge, enjoying 
a shared seafood plater as starter.  Rod was also very taken with the cheese board and being 
able to choose from ten different cheeses.  Day 6 -  38 nm in 8 hrs with mostly a fair tide.  



 

 

 
When we left Dittisham, Thursday's forecast was much the same as Wednesday's, but we 
awoke to no rain and light winds, and a new forecast of NW F3-4 with occasional 
thunderstorms in the East.  So it was into the car and off to Morrison's for breakfast and more 
rations before casting off westwards for Fowey.  The wind was true and it was up with the full 
mainsail and a romp across the Sound.  However, the wind died away as we approached the 
Western Entrance and we were forced to motor to clear Penlee Point because of the sloppy 
seas created by several Princess Yachts on sea trials.  The wind did revert to F3-4 but it 
swung to WSW, as you would expect when trying to make Fowey!!  We were most of the way 
across Whitsand Bay when it suddenly started to go very dark overhead.  With the wind in the 
WSW, we thought we would be able to run away from it by tacking out to sea.  Wrong!!  The 
air flow was still from the NW and it very quickly overtook us.  The thunder rolled, the lightning 
cracked and we were deluged in torrential rain.  The rain was so heavy that it was running off 
the mainsail and off the end of the boom out of the mainsail cover like a fire hose.  We had a 
cloth in the cockpit, which we had been using to dry out the dinghy; in the rain, this ended up 
blocking the leeward cockpit drain and we had over 6 ins of water in the cockpit before we 
noticed!!  The storm obviously passed directly over us, as the wind died and backed all the 
way round to return to NW. 

 
                      The Rain God                                                   The Rain Arrives 
 
Once the storm had passed, the skies cleared and the wind began to fill as we continued to 
beat our way towards Fowey.  The winds certainly built as the afternoon progressed, first one 
reef, then two reefs and finally three reefs.  I eventually gave up off Pencarrow Head when the 
wind was gusting NW 25 kts and we furled the headsail and motored the rest of the way into 
Fowey.  There were several vacant buoys and we selected one next to Saraband.  The wind 
was still gusting strongly and twitching around, but Scurvy Crew earned bonus points for a first 
time strike with the Happy Hooker and for getting us secured safely and quickly under Kev's 
critical gaze!!  Before dinner that evening, I introduced Rod to the joys of an onboard shower.  
He actually said it was great and that it was nice to have room to dry off afterwards, unlike in 
the very small shower cubicles we had come across in both Dartmouth and Brixham!!  That 
night we dined on lamb steaks, a treat for Rod as lamb is not often available in Germany.   
Day 7 -  27 nm in 7:10 hrs against a foul tide. 
 
The wind was forecast NW F4-5 for Friday with only occasional showers and our usual 
fishmonger in Falmouth beckoned.  It was a relatively early start in company with several 
other yachts to take the fair tide down and round Dodman Point.  On the forecast we kept our 
usual three reefs in the main and were quite happy romping along at over 6 kts and almost 
upright, unlike the others under full canvas who were spilling wind like mad whilst heeled well 
over.  Also, we were keeping up with them!!  With the wind in the NW and off the land, the 
seas were relatively calm and we had a cracking sail all the way round to Zone Point where it 



 

 

started to rain!!  It was also the start of the three day Classic Event and they were all rushing 
to and fro between Pendennis Point and St Mawes awaiting their start!!  We sailed across to 
close under Pendennis Point, started the engine, lowered the sails and crept in along the 5m 
line to avoid them all.  We had made such a good passage time that it was only just 
approaching midday.  I phoned Falmouth Marina and they could put us up for the night, but 
that the berth was a "bit tight" and should be vacated in the next 15 mins.  On arrival at the 
Marina, I elected to go alongside the fuel pontoon whilst we walked down to scope out the 
allotted berth.  It was definitely tight!!  The next problem was that the wind and tide had 
Isotope firmly pinned against the fuel pontoon.  Scurvy Crew earned more bonus points by 
heroically walking Isotope down the pontoon whilst holding her clear.  I just made it round the 
end into the alleyway and managed to squeeze Isotope into the allocated berth were Rod was 
waiting to catch the bows.  It was then approaching lunchtime and Scurvy Crew was sent off 
to the fishmonger's for lunch and dinner, and the neighbouring Sainsbury's for rolls, whilst I 
secured Isotope and put up the cockpit tent.  I really should not have let him go on his own.  
There was no fresh crab, but he still bought the rolls and returned with nothing to put in them.  
There were no fresh scallops, but he bought a dozen frozen ones; not a catastrophe as there 
was time to defrost them before dinner.  For the main course he had bought two wild turbot 
fillets.  When I have had turbot before, they have been good chunky bits of fish, but these 
were a couple of ounces of skin with a bit of flesh attached!!  He also bought a bottle of white 
wine and insisted in making room in the chiller for it!!  Back to lunch.  Fortunately, I carry a 
couple of jars of long life pâté onboard to cope with such emergencies, so lunch was a bit 
more than bread and water, well tea then!!  It was a miserable, damp afternoon and Rod 
decided to phone his son, who lives in Helston, to confirm the arrangements for picking him 
up at Exeter St Davids to accompany him on his return journey to Germany.  Nicky & Clive 
were going to Truro that evening to the theatre and pre-dinner and would call by the Marina to 
join us for afternoon tea, which they did and we had a lovely hour chatting with them both.  
The showers in Falmouth Marina have become more and more tired over the years we have 
been visiting and are now definitely tatty, but they still work!!  The scallops had defrosted and 
made an excellent starter, six each as always!!  Rod was also happy with his white wine.  He 
had accepted that the turbot fillets were a bit small and determined that they would only need 
ten minutes maximum in the pre-heated oven.  At the designated time, the oven was hot and 
in went the turbot.  Ten minutes later, it was still not cooked.  Fifteen minutes later, not only 
was it still not cooked, but the oven was cool.  Somewhere in the process it had been turned 
off!!  I blame the white wine!!  Out with my utility cook pot and a quick flash fry, before we ate 
the main course; not the most successful we have ever had!!  Day 8 -  21 nm in 4:25 hrs with 
a fair tide. 
 
When we left Plymouth, the long range forecast for Sunday was SW F4-5 with occasional 
showers and our intent was to either spend Saturday night in St Mawes or Fowey.  The 
forecast on Saturday morning was for NW F3-4 with an occasional shower with Sunday 
forecast to be SW F4-5 gusting F6 with rain.  We decided to return direct to Plymouth after 
breakfast in Sainsbury's and collecting some fresh crab meat.  We knew we would have a foul 
tide for the first few hours and cast off at 1030 hrs.  With the wind direction and narrow 
alleyway, I knew the only way out of the berth was fast to get the bows round into wind and 
then lots of power to get Isotope moving forward and out of the Marina.  It was all working like 
a dream and we were moving off out of the alleyway when Rod shouted that another yacht 
was backing out into our path.  Full astern to avoid a collision then gently backwards in an 
attempt to keep the bows into wind and to avoid the tide taking us into the other moored 
boats.  I was rapidly running out of space and really thought that we were well and truly 
screwed as the other boat kept moving and slowly turned outbound.  Lots of forward power 
again and we managed to escape without further incident.  However, the other yacht 
continued at tick-over pace and we had to slow down to avoid ramming her astern. which only 
just gave me enough steerage to turn into the main channel.  Once in the main channel, he 
was still pottering along and we went past him.  As we drew alongside and before I began to 



 

 

give him my views on his seamanship, he sheepishly apologised that he had not seen us 
leave our berth and accepted full responsibility.  Off Falmouth Docks, it was up with full 
mainsail and off to Zone Point.  The wind was not as strong as promised and the classics 
were preparing to leave their moorings.  Therefore, we motor sailed to Zone Point to be well 
clear of them before cutting the engine.  The wind filled as promised and we had a most 
exhilarating broad reach all the way back to Plymouth.  With her clean Synergy bottom and 
feathering propeller, Isotope fair romped along averaging 5.2 kts for the passage with a 
maximum boat speed of 7.3 kts; also we had no reefs!!  Also it stayed dry and we even had 
sunshine for most of the afternoon!!  We knew it would be a late arrival in Plymouth and we 
had elected to utilise my magic sealed stew pot.  The stew was prepared before we left, 
secured in the oven and turned on shortly after clearing Dodman Point.  Once clear of 
Dodman Point it was also time for lunch, half a pound of beautiful, fresh crab meat and a roll 
each - most enjoyable!!  We made such good time back to PYH that we had time to secure 
Isotope and put her to bed before starting on the excellent stew.  We actually turned it into a 
two course meal and had some of the juice as a bowl of soup as the starter!!  Day 9 -  43 nm 
in 8:10 hrs.   
 
 

 
 A Replica Classic Off Zone Point 

 
It rained overnight and Sunday dawned grey, misty and drizzly.  The drizzle eased sufficiently 
to wash the dinghy and wipe it almost dry before putting it in the car.  As the day was forecast 
to only get worse, I drove the dinghy home, put it in the garage and then went round to see my 
Sister.  We had catered for Sunday night onboard, but I called into my favourite butchers at 
Darts' Farm on the way back to Isotope and bought some lamb steaks as a treat for Rod for 
Monday night.  That night we had sirloin steaks with pepper sauce, which perked up the day!!  
Day 10 - Rain bound in PYH and miserable. 
 
Yet again it rained overnight and it was forecast to continue raining until midday.  The only 
choice was to go to the Bridge for breakfast.  Unfortunately, they do not open until 0930 hrs 
Monday to Thursday and we had to hang around sheltering from the rain waiting for them to 
let us in.  The breakfast was well worth the wait and was surprisingly filling.  We whiled away 
the rest of the morning and surprise, surprise the rain stopped about 1130 hrs.  We were 
immediately up on deck and Isotope prepared for sea.  The wind was SSW F3-4 as we 
rounded Mount Batten Breakwater and was forecast to rise before easing off again.  One reef 



 

 

in the main and we were off under sail again.  We headed off out to sea and encountered very 
lumpy seas, but it was sailing!!  The wind rose as promised, in went two reefs and half an hour 
later we were back to what had become our normal rig of all three reefs!!  After a couple of 
hours of being thrown around, we turned back and headed for the Eastern Entrance again to 
avoid the Navy teatime shift change.  We were rolling along happily, but the wind was 
beginning to drop and we shook out a reef and then the second.  The water was lovely and 
flat once we were inside the main breakwater and Rod had an hour's fun sailing around the 
cans before we called it a day.  All-in-all a very enjoyable afternoon sail.  Dinner was the lamb 
steaks  They were a little thicker than I had thought and I had interpreted the scales as 
reading 1 lb and not the actual 1 kg!!  I wonder if we will go back to proper imperial units as a 
result of the outcome of the Referendum!?!  The steaks were delicious and definitely filling!!  
Day 11 - Heavy rain until mid-day and then 24 nm in 5 hrs.  
 
Tuesday was our last day and the forecast was fair with light winds.  We sailed gently under 
full sail across Whitsand Bay in a SSW F3 and light clouds with sunny intervals to Downderry.  
There we gybed about and sailed back along the coast.  A near perfect day's sailing which put 
the rest of our cruise into a better perspective.  That night we returned to the Bridge for our 
last meal.  Rod finished with an even larger selection of cheeses!!  Day 12 - 25 nm in 6:30 hrs.   
 
The weather did have the last word and it rained heavily overnight again and was still drizzling 
when the Rain God stepped ashore and we started the drive home.  By the time Rod & Clive 
were on the A303, the sun was out and I had the first of the four washes on the line.  Rod 
encountered heavy rain on his return journey to Germany and there was a hail storm shortly 
after his arrival home which left dents in his car roof.  Was I right to call him a Rain God!?! 
 
 


