
Viking Lord Summer Cruise 2010: 

South Brittany & The Journey Home. 

Fri Aug 6 – Sat Aug 21        
  On Board- Paul, Sandra, Eimile, Aoife & Roise McSorley 

Port de Foleux  – Port de Crouesty - Port Haliguen - Sainte Marine – 
Audierne - Camaret-Sur-Mer - Brest. 

Trip- 164nm 

 
After issuing instructions for the launch of Viking Lord in less than perfect French, it 

was a relief to find her floating by the dock in Port de Foleux on the appointed day of our 
arrival.   Just before casting lines to move to the nearby marina, a check on the engine found 
the bilge rapidly filling with water.  The heat-exchanger had not survived the severe winter 
frost and was spewing water from both ends.  I had drained the engine at the end of the 
season but some water must have remained to cause the damage.  We were not going too 
far for the minute.  

The pilot states that once on the river Vilaine you may never want to leave.  Situated 
in the southeast coast of Brittany, a barrage at Arzal (5nM inland) has created a superb inland 
waterway which is navigable for over 25nm to the town of Redon.  Here it connects with the 
Napoleon’s Nantes-Brest Canal.  Port de Foleux is located about 13 miles from the sea on a 
gentle bend in the river.  It is a charming serene spot set in sleepy Brittany pastureland.  
Cattle graze and life exists at an easy pace.  The Port boasts little beyond a bar/restaurant & 
a marina.  But in France what else would you need? It was far from the worst place to be 
stranded. Although it took 5 days to get the engine fixed, it was difficult to leave this placid 
location. 

The open sea beckoned and we had to make Brest for a crew change.  The soft 
placid waters of the Vilaine were transformed to the salty muddy waters of the estuary below 
the barrage.  We traversed the barrage shortly after low water and motored out against a 
freshening westerly breeze and a rising spring tide.  Viking Lord navigated the narrow buoyed 
channel between drying mud banks and moored boats.  We touched bottom once but 
managed to maintain our way.  If doing it again I would exit closer to high water as the tide 
runs fast and our progress was slow.  Charts warn of  “brisant au jusant par vent d’ouest” 
(breaking seas during ebb & west wind) at the river mouth.  As we motored into the West 
against the wind, the short choppy waters at the mouth were a reminder that we were 
entering Biscay and leaving the sheltered inland waters of the Vilaine behind.   Beyond the  



 
 



mouth seas became smoother and we continued along the coast towards Port de Crouesty.  
The French enthusiasm for the sea was again much in evidence.  They take to the sea at 
every opportunity and in every type of craft imaginable- the spectacular, the extreme, the 
bizarre and the magnificent.  On the Vilaine we left behind a motley collection of multi-hull 

craft from a previous generation.   A 
windsurfer planed passed us 3 nautical 
miles out to sea.  He was heading south 
and didn’t appear to have any intention of 
turning back.  We also came alongside a 
16-foot catamaran driven by a kite rather 
than the traditional sloop rig.  I could not be 
sure about their windward performance but 
they seemed happy to be at sea.   

We overnighted in Port de 
Crouesty – a huge marina & holiday 
development but one that works very well.  
Restaurants & cafes are a plenty.  With 
supermarkets and all yachting needs on 

site, it is the perfect place to supply for a trip into the Morbihan.  However our time was 
limited, so once again the delights of the spectacular inland sea, that is the Morbihan would 
have to wait for another time.   

On Friday morning we slipped out, bound for Port Haliguen on the other side of the 
Baie de Quiberon.  It was a French national holiday and it seemed that the entire French 
nation was putting to sea on that fine morning.  The Bay was awash with sails in another fine 
display of the French enthusiasm for the sea.  With a light breeze just north of west we shook 
out the sails for the first time and beat lazily across the bay.   The headsail furling gear had 
been replaced over the winter and it was good to have the use of the big Genoa again.    

Port Haliguen is another large marina development with all facilities for visiting 
yachts.  We dined on some fine seafood in the local hotel by the “Veillle Port” and the girls 
tried their hand at windsurfing.  A very nice little stopover.  From Port Haliguen we pushed on 
to Benodet/Sainte Marine at the mouth of the the River Odet.  The weather was fair and the 
northerly wind light but cool.  Entertainment for the 12 hour trip was provided by a large & 
boisterous pod of dolphins off the Ile de Groix.  The frolicked around us, and the girls even left 
their iPODs for over half and hour to watch.   

Benodet/Sainte Marine is one of our favourite stops in France.  The twin towns sit on 
opposite banks at the mouth of the river Odet.  It is a bustling, restless yachting centre, that 
like the fierce tidal flow never seems to sit still.  Boating is widely spoken here in many 
languages.   Posh is also a common tongue.  We sipped refreshments from the trendy 
waterfront establishments and watched an international parade array of fine watercraft go by.  
evening we followed the hordes to the beaches for a waterfront fire-works treat.   It was a 
lovely finale to our stay in Saint Marine.   

From here our onward journey would start to turn north.  We slipped out of  L’Odet on 
a grey dawn.  We rounded the Pointe de 
Pen’March in drizzly but calm conditions.  
Viking Lord turned north for the fishing town 
of Audierne and took advantage of a 
moderate westerly breeze to quicken the 
passage.  There were a number of other 
yachts headed the same direction and I 
knew the marina to be small and crowded.  
We arrived ahead of the fleet and took a 
free berth on the end of the visitors 
hammerhead.  The day remained damp and 
we were confined to quarters.  The girls 
never seemed to mind as they had an 
endless supply of DVDs to work through.  
Audierne is a charming holiday & market 
town.  In Brittany we were never far from a 
fresh fish market and the seafood is just 
fabulous.  A rather tasty white fish called “Jaune Lieu” had become a staple and I picked 



some up at a poissonerie beside the marina. The fish was delicious but the attempt at 
battered was not quite a success.  Best leave the frying to “Bridie" in future.   An interesting 
attraction to this Breton village is a scattering of restored working boats and cars from a 
bygone era.  Well worth a stopover. 

The West coast of Brittany is exposed to the prevailing conditions.  Add in shallow 
waters, rocky outcrops, some islands, tidal flow and a couple of headlands and you have the 
makings for an interesting passage.  The Raz de Sein could be described as the “Horn” of  
Brittany.  It is the narrow inshore passage between the Pointe du Raz and the offlying cluster 
of islands including the Ile de Sein.  The tidal flow is forced through this passage and with any 
sea or wind running it has a fearsome reputation.  The pilot advises passage only in calm 
conditions and at slack water.  The return through the Raz had been overshadowing the trip 
so far.  On last years trip we had arrived late.  The rising  tide had turned strongly against us 
and slowed our progress.   With a northwesterly Force 4 against 3 knots of tide we spent 
rather a long time of “La Platte” light in steep breaking seas.  That hadn’t gone done well with 
the crew and now it was time for the sequel.  

We had been blessed with settled conditions to date.  Forecasts hinted at a change 
and rising winds.  So it was time to take on the Raz and make for Camaret-Sur-Mer. Fortune 
smiled on us on this occasion and we rounded the Pointe du Raz with a no wind and blazing 
sunshine.  Rather than foulies and harnesses, swimsuits & screen were the order of the day.  
Much relief all round when we tied up in Camaret.  

 Camaret-Sur-Mer is a popular stopover for yachts transiting north and south and well 
worth a visit.  On this occasion it was proving popular with commodores.  The ex-commodore 



of the the Royal St George Yacht tied up in front of us in a rather impressive Sweden 43 and 
bow-thruster.  The town has made quite an attraction out of some decommissioned fishing 
trawlers.  These have been beached on the promenade between the “Centre Ville" and the 
marina.   The rotting hulks from generations past make quite a spectacle.  We also took in 
some of the German contributions to rural architecture from the mid-20

th
 Century.  Brest was 

a important U-boat base during the war and required stout defences.  Numerous pillar-boxes 
and gun emplacements dot the sea cliffs over Camaret.  They were extremely well built and 
designed to withstand considerable abuse.  Unlike our WWII defences, these remains bore 
the scars of repeated bombardment and the surrounding landscape was littered with old shell 
holes.  A posting to Camaret might have been by the seaside but it didn’t look like it would 
have been much fun during the War.  Thank heavens for peaceful times.   

 
 
 
 

 

 
 

 



 





Sat Aug 21- Mon Aug 30   

On Board- Paul McSorley, John Gray, Philip Burgess 

Brest - Camaret-Sur-Mer - L’Aberwrac’h - Milford Haven - Bangor – 
Glenarm – Derry.       Trip – 577nm 

 
Brest - Camaret-Sur-Mer - L’Aberwrac’h.     45nm 
        Sat 21 - Mon 23 Aug 
 
  Brest is well serviced by flights and is a good spot for a crew change.  Sandra and 
the girls returned home and John and Phillip, who had sailed on the outward trip the previous 
year, joined me.   With provisions on board, including a substantial quantity of less-than-top 
quality French wine, we were keen to make some way.  The Brittany weather of the past 2 
weeks had been settled and calm.  I was concerned that my barometer had ceased to 
function as it had barely moved from 1016 since our arrival in Foleux.  However the weather 
pattern was about to get more active and by the end of the week we would be in no doubt that 
the barometer was working normally.   Predictions had a number of fronts moving in from the 
West.  The weather for the week ahead was to be determined by a high pressure system 
located to the west of Ireland and a complex series of lows located in the North Sea to the 
East of UK.  The effect of High Pressure from the west nudging against slow moving 
depressions to the east would be to establish a northerly airflow   
 

It looked like a trip against the wind & weather all the way. We set off from Brest on a 
blustery Saturday afternoon. We had a good shake-down beat back to Camaret.  As soon as 
you go to sea bits of the boat begin to break.  First up was the depthsounder.  It kept flashing 
and after some deliberation it was clear that the depth displayed could only be relied on when 
it was steady.  The depthsounder was only reading accurately in depths below 20m.  Well we 
were going in the big sea and we also had a plotter so it wasn’t likely to be a problem.  
Saturday was a lively night in Camaret.  The seafood on the waterfront was again superb. We 
finished off the evening in a trendy bar where anything seemed to go.  The naked French men 
crawling along the bar seemed to go down well with the crowd.  A little bit different from a 
night in the Tavern.  But then that is why we travel. 

 

 

The Crew L-R:  Hydrovane, Phil & John 



 

Crossing The Channel. (L’Aberwrac’h – Milford Haven)  209nm
        Mon 23 - Wed 25 Aug 

 
 

We set off on Sunday Morning taking the Chenal du Four between Ile  D’Ouessant & 
the mainland.  The day started well enough, as they often do, but the forecast was for a 
severe gale 8-9 later. A deep low pressure in Sole was moving rapidly in a north-easterly 
direction on a path that would take it directly over our heads.  There was little choice but to 
put into L’Aberwrac’h, and allow it to pass.   

The Chenal du Four is a narrow reef-strewn passage that is notorious for fog and 
poor visibility.  On cue the cloud base descended at the very moment the chartplotter decided 
to go on the blink.  With visibility reduced to 0.5nm it was not the ideal time.  The back light 
had failed so despite the GPS functioning we just couldn’t read the display.  We confirmed our 
position by reading the name of each navigational buoy and putting waypoints into the backup 
GPS.  The breeze picked up and lifted the cloud enough for a visual approach to 
L’Aberwrac’h.  The helpful capitainerie guided us into an empty berth just before the driving 
rain started. Not long after the rain was horizontal and the full gale developed.  Definitely not a 
evening to be at sea.   
 

L’Aberwrac’h is very useful stopover on the western end of La Manche (Channel).  
The port is about 2nm from the coast.  It is well marked and accessible at all tides.  There is a 
marina and the charming village offers an extraordinary number of restaurants and bars.  The 
bar at the marina entrance has a warm celtic flavour and offers a fine selection of traditional 
ales. Quieter than Camaret perhaps, but a great spot to sit out a storm.   

Monday morning brought signs of a passing front.  Clearing skies to the the west, 
dense squally showers and fresh gusty breeze which had veered to the north.  The forecast 
was improved but still marginal.   We picked up the good old shipping forecast from the BBC 
on LW. It was giving gales to the North< South and East -Irish Sea, Biscay & the Channel. 
Plymouth forecast zone however was faring a little better. North-easterly 5 to 6 backing NNW 
later. Sea state moderate to rough and squally showers. Outlook unsettled. With some 
trepidation we said “au revoir” to France and cast off for a channel crossing. The portents 
were not good. As we motored down the channel we were hit by an unholy squall of wind rain 
and hail. In true French fashion a sailing school was out in full force. Strong wind sailing may 
not have been on the syllabus but the youngsters in their dinghies were making the most of it.  

Out from the coast, conditions were not as bad as expected. We brought Viking Lord 
going as close to the wind as her furled main & genoa would allow. Making 60 degrees to the 

Lands End 



wind and with the ebb tide we were holding a good course for Land's End. It was time to 
engage the 4th crew member - Hydrovane the self-steering system. With the sail plan well 
balanced, Hydrovane took over. Look no hands! A marvellous invention. We left her to it and 
huddled forward in the cockpit to keep dry. 

The shipping are closer to the French coast and on this occasion, we slipped through 
them in daylight. After that it was time for dinner. How to cook at 30 degrees in Force 6- Brace 
yourself in galley, chop chicken, onion, and broccoli quickly in large pieces.  Heat oil in deep 
pot and fry until nausea takes over.   At this point add pepper sauce and place in oven.  
Retreat to cockpit until feel ready to return to galley -(about 1hour). Serve hot in bowls with 
spoon.  Best eaten in cockpit.  Absolutely delicious. 

 
   

The night was uncomfortable as the North wind continued fresh to strong.  The flood  
tide and our leeway on a port tack meant we were drifting further east than was useful.  To 
clear Land’s End a couple of tacks were required.  I had hoped to be rounding the Southwest 
corner of England at dawn.  Instead it would be early afternoon.  We were able to pick up the 
UK coastguard forecasts on VHF from the early hours.  While this was reassuring, the 
forecasts were not.  The next 24 hours would see the wind moderate and back further West. 
However for the following 24 hours (Tuesday) an aggressive front was approaching from the 
Southwest and would deliver gale force conditions to the Irish Sea.   The decision was easy- 
make for Milford Haven and take cover.    
 Once round Lands End we were able to come off the wind and conditions on board 
improved.  Hydrovane had lost her vane in the early hours when we altered course under 
motor and neglected to reset the angle of the vane to the wind.  Fortunately we had a spare  
 
 
 
on board which was the original plywood vane.  It was cracked at the base and needed some 
modifications before it could be deployed.  In true “Practical Boat Owner” tradition we 
produced a functioning windvane, somewhat shortened but with an ingenious addition to 
prevent us losing another one.  This was a piece of string that would hold it on should it break 
again.  All this was achieved with rudimentary tools and no additional expense.  We must be 
in line for a prize.   

Hydrovane sailed us on a very pleasant beam reach into the early hours of Tuesday 
evening.   On watch the night sky was clear and The Plough stood directly in our path pointing 
to the Pole Star.  A reminder that we were going North and home.   Conscious of the 
approaching storm we motored to maintain speed and a gloomy dawn found Viking Lord in 
the approaches to Milford Haven.  We arrived in Milford Haven Marina just after high water 
and were able to transit the lock without delay.  Tim, a very chirpy Welshman was in buoyant 
form and attended to our re-fuelling.  It’s hard to knock a friendly welcome but there was a 
little bit too much exuberance at 6 in the morning for a tired crew.    No sooner had we 
secured our lines in the berth than the heavens broke.  The storm had arrived but we were 
well tucked up in the sheltered marina.  Not bad timing after a 200 mile passage and nearly 
48 hours at sea. 

Milford Haven was a useful stopover.  I discovered that my expensive new Sterling 
Power battery charger was in a state of green corrosion.  It was stored in the battery 
compartment and with the boat heeled one of the batteries had leaked over it.  The charger 
was beyond repair but the very helpful local chandler managed to get me a replacement 
battery before the end of the day.  With time on our hands we discovered a rustic old pub 
hidden behind the harbour.  Not only did it offer a great selection of ales but it had a large 
scale chart of the area mounted on the wall.  Without the plotter we did not have a chart of the 
area south of St David’s Head.  So passage planning was conducted over a relaxed pint in 
that litle snug and we were set to get underway again. 

 
 



 
 
Milford Haven – Bangor.       206nm
        Thurs 26 – Fri 27 
 

 
The following morning we slipped out of the lock before high water, after confirming 

on VHF that we had settled our affairs in full.  We found the Welsh people very friendly and 
welcoming and we will certainly be keen to return to Pembrokeshire on future voyages.    
Wind remained in the north and the tides on this section of coast run strongly.  Between 
Milford & St David’s Head we took full advantage of the North-going flow.  At times we were 
making over 9 Knots over the ground.  With wind against tide you can expect turbulent water.  
Between South Bishop Rock & St David’s Head we encountered the roughest waters of the 
trip.  The decks were awash and we huddled under the spray hood while Viking Lord 
slammed through the short confused seas.   

 
 

 
 
 
By late afternoon we were in sight of the Wicklow Hills and the Irish coast.  The wind 

was in the North but forecast to back Northwest.  The tide was due to turn north again. The 
chart indicated overfalls on the Eastern sides of the banks.   We sought shelter and smoother 
waters, so decided to traverse inside the banks between Arklow and Howth.  In darkness we 
motored past Wicklow Head, across Dublin Bay and past Howth Head.  We were rewarded 
with calmer seas.  The following morning was a fine dawn in Dundalk Bay.  In the early light of 
day, a mist hung over the mound of the Mourne mountains with only the highest peaks visible.    
Winds fell light and we continued under motor.   Off St John’s Point we spotted a Minke whale 
about 100 yards of the port quarter.  It continued on a parallel course with us for nearly 30 
minutes.  It was a relief to be back in familiar waters.  Although the old landmark of the South 
Rock Light Vessel has been decommissioned since our last trip.  It has been replaced by a 
red navigational mark.  

 

Mourne Mountains at Dawn 



 
 
With a few extra revs on the engine, we managed to catch the very end of the flood 

tide through Donaghadee Sound and put into Bangor in the early evening.   Spot on timing 
after 36 hours at sea.  The highlights of Bangor beckoned and John recommended an 
excellent Indian on the Main Street.   Washed down with a few pints in a local gin palac, it 
was a good night.   

 

 
 
 
 
Bangor- Glenarm – Derry.      117nm 

Sat 28-Mon 30   
 
 The forecast for Saturday could optimistically have been interpreted as windy but 
improving.  John had to return home, so Phil and I set off for Ballycastle in a fresh and gusty 
Northwester.  The sailing was good with deeply reefed main and genoa.    The Westerly is a 
strong and solid boat.  At all times she felt safe and was rarely overpowered. We tacked along 
the coast seeking the calmest water and the ebbing spring tide augmented our progress 
along the North Channel.  The wind was rising and we endured several heavy rain squalls.  
The updated late afternoon forecast left no doubt that conditions would deteriorate with winds 

Minke Whale, St John’s Point 

Red Dawn, Sanda Island, North Channel 



up to gale 8.   Still optimistic that we could reach Ballycastle we pushed on past Glenarm, with 
a little reservation.  We had timed the passage so that we would pass Fair Head near slack 
water. This was to avoid the worst of the turbulence created by strong winds against tide.  Our 
timing was near perfect.   Off Torr Head, 4nm Southeast of Fair Head, the sea went flat for an 
instant but almost immediately a strong flood tide turned against us.  Motoring into wind and 
tide we were making less than 1Knot over the ground.  We released a bit sail and bore off the 
wind.  On starboard tack we were pushed towards Torr Head.  On port tack we were carried 
back into the North Channel.   Daylight was fading and more squalls approaching.  The heat 
exchanger, which had delayed our departure in Foleux, was once again leaking and we were  
 
entirely dependent on the engine to make any progress. It was not a nice place to be.  Time 
to do a “Ross Kemp” and get out of there.  We turned around, eased the sheets and ran with 
wind and tide.  What a transformation!  The motion of the boat was comfortable and made up 
to 8 Knots over the ground.  An hour and a half later we were tied up in Glenarm and tucked 
into a late night Chinese.  Most delicious.  Lesson learnt – don’t go to sea in bad weather.   
 Phil departed in Glenarm and I didn’t require much convincing to do without sailing for 
a day.  On Monday, Eimile joined me for an early departure from Glenarm.  We rounded Fair 
Head on a spectacular red dawn and made a smooth passage to Derry.  I choose not to risk 
the leaking engine around Malin Head in light winds.  Viking Lord would return to Fahan after 
engine repairs, so our journey ended from where we had set off more than a year previous. 
  

We had had a great trip even though it hadn’t all been plain sailing.  We had 
overcome adversity and coped with malfunctions.  We had seen some fabulous sights and we 
all brought home many memorable experiences.  Brittany is probably the finest cruising 
ground in the World.  There is much that we didn’t see and I look forward to a return.   

There is nothing quite like a voyage by sea but wisdom would recommend that 
gentlemen and ladies should always sail with the wind. 
 Looking forward to the next cruising season. 
 
 

Dr Paul McSorley 
Commodore LSYC 2010 
 

 
 
 
 
 
 

Rounding Fair Head on 2
nd

 attempt 



 
 

 

           The summer cruise 

 
        

 

‘Whoosh’, goes the waves against our boat, 

I finally realise we are afloat, 

I need to get up to find my coat. 

 

‘Flap’, goes the sails in the breeze, 

We are once again on the high seas, 

I must wrap up before I freeze. 

 

‘Creek’, goes the tiller as we set our course, 

I better stop shouting before I am hoarse, 

The whining wind is like a wild horse. 

 

‘Poop’, is the sound of the fog horn, 

In the mist of the early morn, 

I really wish I was home an warm! 

 

By Roise McSorley. 
 
 


