
 

 

CUAN MODH CRUISE 2008 
 

 
CUAN MODH had her maiden voyage from Les Sables d’Olonne to Clew Bay, summer  
2007, with a good testing in a variety of weather, winds and seas. The West Britany coast 
was beautiful, lovely restaurants, wine, good fun, even if we did get soaked at times. She 
logged a total of 1,200 miles in her first year. 
 
The plan for 2008 was to head to North Britany and the Channel Islands after Cork week.   
However, it quickly became evident that the weather for summer 2008 was settling into a 
long roll of Atlantic depressions, affecting both Ireland and North France. A discussion 
with crew members , Eugene O`Malley and Derek Clarke, resulted in a decision to avoid 
long hauls and where possible confine ourselves to day sails. The first stop was Clifden 
for the Wiora and Nora Regatta. A little bit of crew hijacking interfered with her racing 
form and overall result! 
 
23.00 Wednesday 2nd July, with Eugene and Derek, we left Clifden for Cork with an 
initial stop at the Beach Club. It was a lovely starry night and by early morning lovely 
westerly winds arrived which carried us through the Blaskets and to Mizen Head when 
darkness began to fall and wind died. We motor sailed through the night and then about 
10.00 am wind increasing until eventually coming on the nose, gusting 36knots, with 
short confused seas and a very slow passing of Old Head of Kinsale.  The fuel level was 
indicating empty at times when the boat was thumped with the big waves so we decided 
on Kinsale for refuge and duly arrived in about 18.00 hours. Next morning, Saturday, we 
were in the centre of the low and set off for Cork, part sailing and part motor sailing. 
Lovely day until we were about 3 miles of Roches Point when the sky turned black, 
visibility was nil and there was a thunder and lightening storm, lasting all of about 10 
minutes. We arrived in Cork about 16.00 hours and tied up. If I had not been to Cork 
Week before I would not have believed that the apparent mayhem in the marina would 
transform into the wonderful tented village that it becomes the following week. We hired 
a car and returned home. 
 
Friday 10th July to Friday 17th July we attended and raced in Cork Week with Danielle 
Ruddy and Anita Gallagher for the full week. Good food should always go with sailing 
and with this in mind we engaged not just the sailing skills but also the culinary skills of 
Noel Conlon and Pat O’Malley, on board. Forget about your TV Chefs and consider 
marine chef competition instead. 



 

 

 
 

 
 
 
Eugene joined the boat Friday 19th ready for our two week cruise.  Sadly the other crew 
had to return home.  
 
Saturday 20th we had a beautiful but leisurely day in warm sunshine and nice winds. We 
sailed first to Cobh where contact with the Cork Harbour allowed us to tie up on a 
pontoon just in front of JACOBS LADDER Pub and Restaurant in the centre the town 
which we wandered around. Next we sailed over to East Ferry where there is a lovely 
marina, albeit it in an isolated location but with a lovely pub and restaurant. We wined 
and dined there with the Quigleys. 
 
Sunday 21st we left for Youghal with beautiful wind on the beam. We negotiated the, at 
times, very narrow channel.  The Blackwater was pouring into the harbour against the 
tide and wind, churning up the harbour area. We picked up a bouy on the Waterford side 
which we were kindly allowed to stay on for the night by the owner. When the waters 
settled a bit we crossed to the town in the dinghy, had a long walk around, checked the 
restaurants and eventually decided on the Quays Pub where we had the nicest piece of 
fresh cod on mushy peas with chips, along with a few thirst quenchers. 
 
Monday 21st took us to Dunmore East, a fishing village. We could have used the 



 

 

moorings in the outer bay but instead tied up alongside the big fishing boats which took a 
high level of gymnastic stretching to reach the harbour wall. These fishermen work long 
hours and can be days to weeks away at sea but yet had the time of day for us nuisances 
tied alongside. They refused to hear of us getting up early to let them off but rather 
slipped and retied our lines. 
 
Richard, who was carrying out maintenance work on the boats was very helpful, until he 
fell into the water. True to his dedication he reappeared with a spanner in each hand but 
no glasses and minus a shoe. We lowered our rescue ladder but it quickly proved to have 
a purely decorative role. I rowed around in the dinghy and towed him to the harbour edge 
where eventually he was hauled out. I think I am in for a Gaisce award! 
 
Once again we needed diesel if we were to cross to Wales with peace of mind. I observed 
a large hose on the fishing boat beside us and ascertained they had just finished loading 
about 7,000 litres to the vessel.  Eugene crossed over with the 22.5 litre can and it was 
duly filled for us much to the amusement of the on-looking fishermen, but even better 
still managed to get 25 litres into the can! 
 
Tuesday, 22nd about 5.00 am we left for Milford Haven, Wales.  It was a dull gloomy day 
with no wind resulting in about a 12-hour motor sail. A lot of the ports and marinas on 
the west and south west coast of England are entered by locks so information on times 
and requirements are important. 
 
Sometime in the afternoon, to double check tides, times etc. we went looking for Reed.   
He shouldn’t have but he did a MOB.  I think I heard the plonk but did nothing - good job 
it was only a book. This left us without some essential information but a mobile phone 
and a very friendly marine manager resolved our problems. There is free flow at the lock 
HW+_2 and thereafter by some formula not exactly clear. Every facility we need was 
there except a well stocked chandlery. We managed to get two charts but no pilot book.  
 
As the lock was being repaired we could not leave before 20.00 hours. We exited and 
headed for Dale, a small village about 7 miles away.  We tied up on the floating pontoon 
and had a very rocky night with the wind gusting 28 knots. Incoming yachts were 
reporting 37 knots outside the bay and forecast was indicating force 6-7. We deferred 
sailing that day and instead acquainted ourselves with the facilities available ashore in the 
little village, including a Rev James. 
 



 

 

 
 
 
By a stroke of good luck I was able to barter for a 2004 Reeds for Stg£10.00 from 
another stranded sailor, and could not be parted from him, Reed I mean, thereafter. 
 
Thursday 24th, about 05.30, we left for Padstow, crossing the busy Bristol channel 
without seeing any traffic. Once again we were lucky with the wind and by midday were 
on a broad reach  and the sun was not just shinning but was warm. 18.00 hours we 
anchored at the entrance of the Padstow Bay, had dinner and were then made ready to 
approach the lock gate. We approached through a very narrow channel, testing the sandy 
bottom as usual. The final entrance is through a narrow entrance 2 hours before or after 
high water. The tide then rises over the gate. It was dark when we entered but it was a 
breathtaking experience in more ways than one. The small harbour was full of boats and 
there was a great atmosphere along the Quays. It is an old Cornish fishing village with 
cobbled streets, boutique shops, old style pubs and beautiful beaches. We quickly tied up 
and headed for the local hostelry where last call went on for about an hour. Derek, who 
had flown into Bristol, arrived just in time to quench his thirst. The next morning we 
wandered around the village taking in its uniqueness and beauty and of course taking 
every chance to hear the wonderful Cornish accent. Another prerequisite was the true 
Cornish Pasties - what a selection. 
 

 
 



 

 

Sat 26th, when the lock opened at 12.00 we sailed to St Ives. Eugine gave us a sample of 
his excellent culinary skills that evening. I had a night home alone but Derek and Eugene 
gave a very good report of the town. It could be an important stop for Seamus’ beer 
studies. A large sample of all ales was available which, I believe, were not taken into the 
calculations of total intake for the night! 
 
Sunday 27th we left for Newlyn/Penzance - lovely blue skies and the wind filled giving a 
lovely sail along the beautiful southwest coast, passing Lands End, Longships with an 
anchorage beside it and on to Newyln. I had heard from a very reliable source that there 
was a new marina there since 2007 but there had been no information on it in Reeds 
2008. The marina is for the fishing boats. Fortunately we got one of the few available 
berths. It is a very friendly location with beautiful narrow cobbled streets with little 
fishing cottages wonderfully decorated and maintained. We were directed to a pub, 
owned by an Irish woman and dating back to 1717. The cod was not much younger and 
the lamb definitely very mature. The Cornish accent was fantastic but prone to 
misunderstanding.     
 
Monday 28th, we left for Tresco in the Isles of Scilly. We had a wonderful wind on the 
beam.  Unlike last years weather the sun was out and showed the islands in all their glory.   
Passing by St Martins we entered between Tresco and Bryher. All of the 22 visitor 
moorings were taken so we anchored and went ashore. There was something very special 
about the island. It was immaculately clean, all buildings beautiful maintained with 
beautiful gardens, but it was the plants, their variety, colours and scents, that would 
normally only be seen in tropical environments, that really drew our attention. There are 
no bags, plastic or otherwise, in the pristine but well stocked mini market, so unless you 
bring your own you have to buy the local cotton bag. There is virtually no traffic on the 
island and even what is there will not break any speed limits. 
 



 

 

 
 
 
Tuesday, 29th we walked around the island seeing pheasant, grouse and other birds flying 
or walking around unconcerned by humans.  There were also multicoloured birds equally 
unconcerned by our presence.    
 



 

 

 
 
 
 
A quick look at the weather forecast, (Met Eireann, indicated small craft warning but no 
gale warning), so we hoisted sail and headed across the Channel for Dereks choice of 
Crookhaven. About two hours out the wind built up, the sea was churnings, the swell and 
wind were at right angles; there was a huge tidal stream on the port beam, altogether a 
very nasty sea.  The wind came up to force 8 and gusting 39 knots. The block for the 3rd 
reef had fallen off so there was no choice but to take down the main sail. We also had to 
bear off the wind. Right through the dark, starless, moonless night the wind blew near 
gale force, driving rain that hurt at times; the seas were short and steep. Each time a white 
topped wave lifted the boat on the port side I was almost glad it was dark and could not 
see the extent of the foaming of the sea. Dawn brought some relief, the wind had gone 
round to the south west, visibility was good and while the seas were still big the wind had 
dropped to 24 knots. 
 
We arrived in Cookhaven about 20.00 hours Wednesday, had showers and headed for 
shore. This is a small village but it was alive with sailing action. There was even a marina 
- for the tenders. There was a wide choice of restaurants and pubs but, for once, we did 
not contribute very much to their economy and had an early night.    
 



 

 

 
 
Thursday 31st we left for Dingle and, dare I say it, there was almost relief at the flat sea.   
With a combination of sailing and motor sailing we arrive in Dingle about 21.00, had the 
usual flip of the tail from Fungi and tied up in the Marina. Johnny was not there to bring 
down the diesel and this chore had now to be done by ourselves.    
 
Friday 1st, set out about 11.00 hours for Arran Mor. We caught the tide through Blasket 
Sound and with some headsail were doing 9 knots at times. The wind was southwest and 
20 knots. We opted for a broad reach, averaging 6.5 knots, rather than goose winging in a 
contrary swell and arrived in Aran at 02.00. Fortunately, in Dingle, we had some notice 
of work underway on a new breakwater in Kilronan but it did not fully prepare use for 
what was there and once again there was an attempt at membership of the beach club.   
With great difficulty and rising winds we managed to ‘attach’ ourselves to the public 
mooring.  
 
Saturday 1st, unfortunately Eugene had to take the 08.30 am ferry to get to work on time 
so Derek and myself took our leave of Arran and wouldn’t you know it the wind had 
gone west and was on the nose, blowing F6-7.  We motored towards Slyne Head, 
intending to give it a wide berth. 
 
The wind backed south-west after a while and we unfurled some head sail. The seas were 
steep and the waves became larger. Derek went below for a rest. We had tide against us 
which would be became more apparent as we neared Slyne Head. Even so I started 



 

 

sneaking in a little bit closer, probably thinking of  a cool beer in Boffin. I unfurled the 
head sail fully and starting bearing further off the wind. Cuan Modh was flying along and 
surfing the waves. The tide against us was now 3 knots but regardless I still kept inching 
towards Boffin. Then it happened, a rogue wave, from the stern I believe, upset my 
smugness, and we had a beautiful broach, throwing me over to starboard. (Unusually for 
me in the day time, I had my harness on). That was the end of Derek’s nap. Thereafter we 
took the conservative course and landed in Boffin about 17.00. We stayed there for two 
days enjoying the usual bank holiday festivities and then ended the cruise, Bank Holiday 
Monday, with a short but beautiful sail to Rosmoney. 
 
We covered a total of almost 1000 nautical miles. We could have organised our time 
differently and stopped over in some of the places and visited some other ports, .e.g 
Youghal/Dunmore East, Milford Haven, Bristol Channel etc. where there are lovely 
cruising grounds but as one crew previously commented, we are here for sailing not for 
sightseeing. The weather might not have been to everybody’s liking but we had 
wonderful sailing, long legs, and in all, only one day when we could not realistically go 
out but which afforded us a view of a beautiful Welsh village. 
 
 
 
CUAN MODH’s LOG  
          
Westport to Cork via Clifden & Kinsale   260 nautical miles 
Cork Harbour Cruise        20 
East Ferry to Youghal        30 
Youghal to Dunmore East       35 
Dunmore East to Milford Haven, Wales     85 
Milford Haven to Dale         7 
Dale to Padstow, Cornwall       67 
Padstow to St Ives        29 
St Ives to Newyln/Penzance              30 
Penzance to Tresco, Isles of Scilly                 39 
Tresco to Crookhaven                 167 
Crookhaven to Dingle         65 
Dingle to Aran Mor        80 
Aran Mor to Boffin        40 
Boffin to Rosmoney        28 
  
       Total Mileage for 2008 Cruise               982 
 


