

























































































































































































MULTIHULL CAPSIZE
by Derek W. Norfolk

By courtesy of the Editor, YACHTS AND YACHTING

The prejudice against multihull craft by the general sailing fraternity
seems to be the question of safety, particularly with the difficulties encountered
in the event of a capsize.

There can be little doubt that capsizes will occur and it is up to those who
like sailing these craft to devise means to make it easier to right an overturned
boat.
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It is with this in mind, that I suggest the following method which would
seem to make the operation less difficult and require less effort on the part
of a tired crew.

Fig 1 Normal position of hull in static conditions showing emergency
equipment.

Fig 2 Capsized position. The crew now remove the two bungs to allow
the water to enter the one hull.

Fig 3 The hull is now full of water but is kept just afloat by the foam
filled section.

Fig 4 A suggested method of rolling the boat overusingexternal assistance.
The spar and ropes etc, being stowed on the underside of the bridging structure
would be readily available.

The small amount of buoyancy remaining in the hull would require the
minimum effort for it to be submerged.

In the event of there being no one to give assistance, it might be possible
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FIG. G /

INSERY SMALL BUNG [ATTACHED To TWIN Roo)
THR: HOLE IN DECk. INTo THE LOWER TUuBE

to right the boat by dropping the anchor from the outboard side of the nearly
submerged hull and use the tidal stream to pull the hull under.

Two ropes would probably be required, one forward and one aft to keep
the boat at right angles to the direction of flow.

Fig 5 The hull is shown just after the boat has been rolled over. The water
now runs out through the lower tube due to the buoyancy of the foam filled
section being greater than the displacement of the water filled hull. As the water
runs out, air takes its place entering through the upper tube.

Fig 6 The water has now drained out of the hull and before sailing away, a
new small bung is inserted into the lower tube by the means of a thin rod. A
new bung is then fitted to the upper tube at deck level.

Letter from: Ralph Martin to John Morwood

The trimaran is generally considered by those who have sailed them as
safe sea craft. But how safe is a trimaran on a reef? I was unfortunate enough
to find out. I put my 40 ft Piver designed tri SEEKER on the Nasilai Reef
in Fiji in the early morning hours of October 18, 1970.

After she hit, the 20 hp Albin diesel was too small to get her off. SEEKER
hit head on but was slewed around until the starboard float was taking the
brunt of the seas. The surf was really heavy and relentless—waves 4 to 6 ft high.

As each wave came in, it would lift the boat and drop it on the coral reef
with a sickening crunch. However, holes did not begin to show for about an
hour. Then the bottom of the main hull started to break up and by dawn
there were great chunks torn out of the bottom.

As it got lighter we could see more of the damage. It appeared the tri was
breaking up at a progressively faster rate. The water was about afootanda half
over the floor boards and getting higher all the time. We had decided shortly
after grounding that we should prepare for the worst and had gathered
survival stores to take in our dinghy. As none of our flares or other distress
signals had been answered and the dawn showed no prospects of rescue we
decided to row ashore. The water back of the reef was calm although the
breakers were still pounding us onto the reef.

We should have stayed with the boat longer as I could then report what
happened. As it is I can only make an intelligent guess. We must have hit
with the tide going out. When we left SEEKER it was low water with the tide
beginning to turn. As the tide came in it must have gotten under the wing
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sections and the waves lifted her over the fringing reef and onto the tidal
flat behind the reef.

When I next saw SEEKER about 3 pm she had worked her way in toward
shore about 150 ft and was well out of the surf line. The bottom of the main
hull was ripped open from the forward crossarm to the after crossarm. The
port float was holed for nearly the whole length. The starboard float scemed
to be intact, and we later found that the only damage to it was a broken fin.

Nasilai reef extends out from land about three miles where we hit and there
is an extensive tidal flat behind it. From Sunday morning when we went ashore
to Thursday morning when we finally got her afloat she had worked her way
in toward the shore about half a mile. Salvage operations were comparatively
simple. At low water we floated 13 empty oil drums and a big timber 6 > 14 in

- 30 ft long out to the wreck. We then lashed the drums to the timber and
floated them under the port wing. As the tide came in it lifted the boat off.

For the salvage operation I had the help of 24 men from a village close
to where we went ashore and a tug from Suva. After we had all the drums
in place and the tide had lifted us off the bottom those men all waded behind
the boat and with shouts of laughter and contradictory argument from the
“bosses” pushed her to safety. A line was passed to the tug and we were off
to the repair yard at Suva.

The damage to both the main hull and the port float was so extensive that
the bottoms of both had to be rebuilt. However the structure above the
damaged point was sound. There wasn’t even any cracking of paint around
structural stress points. When I got the boat out on land where I could inspect

Damage to port float
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it in detail I was simply amazed at the way the boat had held together under
the pounding and stresses it had gone through.

In Piver designed 40 ft trimarans there is a fore and aft stringer about 8 in
below the chine line. All the plywood had been broken off just below this
stringer. It was jagged in spots but nothing was broken above this line.

All the ribs of the port float were cracked and the planking was broken off
in a jagged line about 2 ft down from the deck. However there was enough
left of the float structure to make rebuilding practical. In both the main hull
and the port float the basic lines were intact so that all we had to do was to
replace the ribs and replank.

The sensations of being shipwrecked are hard to describe. There is first the
frightening appearance of the surf line pushing you onto the reef. Darkness
was an added handicap. But as time passed and the boat held together the
first fear dissolved and we began to think of what to do. The tri stayed upright
all the time with never more than 15° list. Outside of the hollow feeling in the
pit of the stomach there was no real danger. Although I would not like to
repeat the experience, especially if the seas were bigger or in storm conditions,
I know now that trimarans are incredibly tough boats. In addition to goingover
the reef the boat went through 12 changes of tides before we were able to get
all the salvage material on the site and start getting her off. It takes a lot of
pounding to break them up.

Letter from: Raymond Reitz to AYRS
February 4, 1970

Gentlemen,

I intended to contact you last year in September, when I was building
TRI-BIDON but could not find your address. I only obtained it late in
November and could not find time to write before sailing off.

In August 1966 I sailed away from Europe, with my wife Tati, aboard our
trimaran BAGALI, with the intention to go to Australia to see one of my
brothers. Finding opportunities in the Canary Islands, we stopped here.
We sold BAGALI to an American and crossed the Atlantic, landing in St
Croix Island, to deliver the boat to the buyer. Crossing the Atlantic under
sails, in the Trades Winds, is nothing to brag about.

Last year we had the intention to cross the Ocean once again on board a
trimaran, but a quite special one . . . built of 50 and 12 gallon drums, ordinary
oil drums offered by Shell Co. We built the trimaran TRI-BIDON entirely by
ourselves with the elements available in the Canary Islands: main hull, floats.
cabin, masts, rigging, sails . . . We launched her on October 17th with the
intention to give her one month test but I immediately found that the rudder
blade was too small and that she was difficult to steer. She did not reach and
was hard to come about. Few days after, when I was ready to fit her with a
larger rudder and centre blade, she broke her mooring and landed on some
rocks on the beach. We managed to float her back but I had to pull her out
to check and repair the damages, light by luck.

On November 25th a crane lifted TRI-BIDON back into the water and we
sailed off the Canary Islands. Because I did not have time to test the boat

64




TRI-BIDON being put back in the water

under sails I thought it would be safer to follow the coast of Africa before
tacking West toward the Cape Verde Islands and the West Indies. In case of
repairs or changes we had the possibility to reach some ports, Villa Cisneros
or Port Etienne. Up the November 30th everything went alright. TRI-BIDON
was easy to handle, steering by herself almost to the rearwind. The cabin was
comfortable and cosy, very dry. She floated high on the water in spite of the
load she was carrying. She was quite fast and gave a strong impression of
safety.

Late in the afternoon the wind shifted to the cast and started blowing hard,
raising high waves due to the shallow water. We were 20 miles off the coast
with only 20 fathoms. I put a sea anchor and the trimaran, facing wind and
seas, hove to perfectly. At night we had the surprise to find ourselves in the
centre of a circle of more than 200 trawlers, fishing the banks. It gave us a
recomforting impression of presence. We slept, checking from time to time
if any of the boats was dangerously close. The wind was force 6 and the
waves 15 to 20 ft high. At the first hour of December Ist, the sea anchor
cable broke and the trimaran started drifting across the waves. They were
so short and high that every ten seconds the starboard float was hitting the
water with terrific force. After a pair of hours of astounding blows the eight
10 mm connccting rods started to break. I managed to secure the float with
cables. We started being in danger, in case the waves spinned the trimaran
around, to capsize. I lit two red flares with no other result than badly burning
my hands. I send SOS signals with a torch in the direction of the boats which
seemed closer. One of the boats came so close that we were afraid a net she
was towing hooked the port float . . . but she did not stop to rescue us. At

65




Raymond Reitz’s three oil drum hulls

66



AR

e

s

R

SRR

st

e

S e

-BIDON under way

TRI

67



dawn we were alone and drifting fast westward. The wind was force 9 then,
and the waves more than 30 ft high, the sea was white with foam. We inflated
life raft and donned the jackets. We were not really afraid, probably anaes-
thetized by the noise of seas and wind and the shake the trimaran was giving
us. My wife managed to put some of the things we had aboard in three bags.
A japanese trawler came at less than half a mile and ran parallel to us but
did not stop in spite of the signals I gave her with an orange awning. She
was so close that I clearly saw the men on deck and on the bridge. I was so
mad that I cussed them with the dirtiest words I know in several languages

. . around 10 my wife yelled that she saw a small boat behind us. A small
spanish trawler was fighting the seas and the wind, pitching wildly. I made
frantic signals . . . and we let a big sigh when we saw her swerve and come
across the seas, rolling, towards us. It took us one and a half hours to get a
towline aboard. One second we were 30 ft higher and afraid of being washed
aboard by a wave, the next second her prow was towering over us and we
were scared of being crushed underneath. With the rubber raft my wife was
easily transboarded. The men pulled the safety line and when a wave put the
raft 6 ft over the rail they pulled it aboard. The trawler started towing me
aboard the trimaran and I took punishment I am going to remember. Water
slapping my face every ten seconds, eyes burnt by the salt, wet and cold.
Climbing on the waves the boat stopped, almost vertical, and fell splashing
foam and it gave the tow line terrific pulls. The port float had been damaged
when hitting the boat’s hull and the two crossbeams, 2} in Tes, bent 20°
backward. The connecting rods started breaking: I'd try to catch the float
with cables. It tore loose and floated away. 1 was left balanced just on the
three pipes of drums of the main hull, with the masts swinging overhead.
It was terribly dangerous and the boat stopped. I managed to save two of the
bags we had inside the cabin but did not dare enter the narrow door, afraid
of getting caught if the boat capsized. I tried to step into the rubber raft but
the wind stole it under my feet and I fell in the water. The men pulled me
aboard the trawler. At night we reached the mooring of the factory boats
but the weather was so bad it was impossible to transboard and even to pass
them the towing line of the trimaran. She capsized half an hour after I had
left her. The trawler anchored with the wreck secured aft. It was still dark
when the man on guard told me that the trimaran broke her mooring and
floated away. The fishing boats were notified of the danger of the wreck.
We stayed overnight aboard the trawler, eating seated on the floor, braced
against the walls of the berth to try to catch some sleep. The next afternoon
only we acrobatically jumped into a launch to transboard to a factory boat
who put us ashore in Villa Cisneros.

We had lost the boat and almost everything we had aboard; all hope to be
the first to cross the Atlantic aboard a trimaran built of oil drums, all hope
to make a leisurely cruise in the West Indies . . . but we were alive and it was
the most important. My wife 1s not very enthusiastic about starting again
the same expedition, specially after the financial loss this one had been but
I am quite sure other people will try and succeed in crossing the ocean with a
trimaran copied or inspired by TRI-BIDON. 1 will anyway advise them, for
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safety sake and rest of mind, to fill up all the drums with plastic foam and to
over-reinforce the connections between the floats and the cross beams. We
had the bad luck to meet that extraordinary storm, but the good luck to be
close from the coast and within the limits of the fishing banks. People on the
Canary Islands told us that it was years since they had seen such a bad storm.
It caused heavy damage all over, tearing off 500 ft of the new breakwater
under building. The waves were breaking clear over the pier at the port we
started from, leaving 3 ft of water on the quay and preventing all work . . .
the oldest men did not remember it happening before. Several yachts suffered
damages in Las Palmas port and two local inter island schooners lost their
masts. A Zodiac rubber raft, manned by a crew of three, was turned over by
a huge wave during the Sunday night. The crew spent 10 hours on the over-
turned boat before being rescued by a tanker . . . the rubber raft was found
several days after by a fishing boat who did not know what happened to the
Crew.

I am quite sure that the wreck of TRI-BIDON is still afloat, drifting across
the Ocean with masts and cabin in the water. It will finish by reaching the
West Indies and probably will be destroyed on the reefs. More than a dozen
of the 24 50 gallon drums of the main hull were still intact and it is more
floatation than necessary to keep her afloat.

If you, or readers of your magazine, want more details, plans and informa-
tions of the building of TRI-BIDON, I will be glad to send them. I wrote a
complete report in French covering the building and the badly ended cruise.
I have the intention to translate it in English, but did not have time to do it
up to now.

I send you some photos. I have a lot more, but the photos taken during the
few days we were at sea were ruined by sea water.

Hoping to read from you, I remain, Gentlemen, very sincerely yours.

Raymond J. P. Reitz

KLIS

Bernard Rhodes describes the last lap of his lone voyage
to New Zealand

By courtesy, Editor: SEA SPRAY

Our arrival in Tahiti was not as it should be according to the books. In fact,
Didier first sighted a dim shadow of land among the dark clouds, then it
was blotted out by heavy rain, accompanied by head winds, then no wind,
the sails slatting wildly and our nerves jangling. We finally entered the pass
at midnight in an interlude between two rain squalls, and thankfully anchored
close to the leading lights.

Papeete’s traffic scared us half to death after four months’ tranquility,
and everything was, as we had been told, very expensive. Didier left to go to
work; and I soon also found a part-time job, and made new friends. I spent
the hurricane season in Tahiti and despite its brash modernisation, grew to
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like it a lot. The island is still beautiful, and so are the vahines, and I love
their music. I moored at the Yacht Club about four miles outside Papeete,
where it was very pleasant and the members gave me a great time. Five times
altogether I visited Moorea, a haven of peace after the rush of Papeete, and,
moored in Robinson’s Cove (said by many to be the most beautiful anchorage
in the world) I found a deep sense of fulfilment and content.

A notable characteristic of yachtsmen is that whenever they forgather to
swap yarns, the talk ncarly always turns to gale stories, whereas in fact,
most ocean cruising contains only a tiny proportion of rough weather.
Something to do with the inner psychology, I suppose—however, as a tri-
maran sailor I was duly regaled with gruesome stories of the then current
crop of multihull accidents, and was getting a little tired of giving the same
old arguments in reply. An Amateur Yacht Research Society publication,
called MuLTiHULL CAPsizING finally caught up with me and gave food for
thought. Actions speak louder than words, and conditions were ideal, so |
stripped KLIS of her furnishings, ballasted her to compensate, and with the
aid of seven men, turned her upside down in the lagoon. Then using only the
ship’s gear and a method I wanted to test, I proceeded to right her single-
handed and bail her out. It took two hours’ hard work, but I got some good
ideas as to how it might be done in the open sea. The full findings should be
published in the AYRS issue, MuLTIHULL SAFETY STUDY. For muyself, I
never expect to have to use the information, but it would be comforting
knowledge if ever I struck really bad weather in KLIS.

I left Tahiti singlehanded, at the end of March 1969, and for four months
cruised the Iles-sous-le-vent, or Leeward Islands of the Society group—
Huahine, Raiatea, Tahaa, and Bora Bora, my favourite for its sheer beauty
and the friendliness of its people, where I stayed for two months. Eventually,
my visa ran out and money was pretty low, so it was time to leave. I had an
American boy Willie Callan crewing as far as Rarotonga. We called at
Aitutaki first in the Cook Islands, and there had a very friendly reception;
a bevy of pretty girls piled aboard, grabbed my guitar and were soon singing
the beautiful island songs. They were followed by their brother and sisters,
until water started welling up through the daggerboards trunks, and we had
to order “‘all kids ashore’ before KLIS sank. At one stage there were twenty-
five people aboard! We spent a very pleasant two weeks there—it was a
change to speak English after ten months in French Polynesia—then sailed
south to Rarotonga. Here Willie left, and I stayed to watch the annual Con-
stitution Celebrations, a fortnight of dancing, with groups from most of the
out islands arriving on the traders to take part. Again I made many friends,
and had a lot of fun. However, the stay was marred by cold weather—worst
winter for 25 years, they said—and the exorbitant harbour fee of $1:00 per
day after the first two weeks. The harbour is very poor anyway, almost
untenable for a small yacht with the wind north east.

[ decided to go and visit Tom Neale who has lived many years alone on
Suwarrow, in the Northern Cooks. I'd heard a lot about him, and of course
read his book AN ISLAND TO ONESELF and also thought the weather should
be better 500 miles further north.
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The passage up was pleasant enough, but I found thc atoll the hard way—
by running on to the reef in the middle of the night! At the time KLIS was
working her way slowly to windward under jib alone, standing offshore as I
thought and she actually ran on to the lec side of the atoll. It was pitch dark
with rain squalls but luckily the surf wasn’t very high, though it soon had her
firmly planted on the reef. My initial horror turned to rage at myself for
being careless cnough to let it happen. Of course, plenty of other ships are
lost on these atolls, but that should be all the more reason for caution. Two
hours’ struggling failed to shift her, then I recalised the tide was falling. I
made cocoa to try and cheer myself up, then turned in to wait for daylight.

Back to square one

Next morning at low tide I laid an anchor out to the edge of the reef, rigged
a tackle on it and led the fall to thec sheet winch. Then I inflated the dinghy,
unloaded some of the heavier items of gear into it, and jettisoned most of
the fresh water. Then it was an anxious wait, hoping the next tide would be
as high as the last.

She started to come okay lifting as the wave crests passed under her then
bumping down again, leaking a little wherc the keel was strained; then just
as she was nearly off the anchor dragged home, and we were ‘““back to square
one’’. The second try got her off, but as the undertow washed her out, the
anchor fouled and prevented her drifting clear. She swung broadside, and the
next wave flung her against the reef with a sickening crash, pitching me
overboard. Before I could cut the warp the anchor cleared itself and we
drifted clear.

I could feel her settling under me—obviously holed badly—and found the
cabin already half full of water. I salvaged the dinghy and contents and found
its bottom all cut up on the coral, then made sail. Supported only by the two
floats, the wings were just clear of the water, and she made 2-3 knots close-
hauled in the smooth water—but was she a pig to steer! Staying as close as |
dared to the reef, to keep in smooth water, I beat slowly around the atoll
looking for the entrance (I had no chart). By nightfall I still hadn’t found it,
and was very puzzled and tired so had to stand offshore till daylight, praying
the wind wouldn’t get up as she couldn’t have gone to windward in any sea
in that state.

Next morning I continued working along the reef, and cventually saw
Tom Neale walking along the beach of one of the inlets. He camc out in his
outboard dinghy and showed me the way through the pass. At anchor, just
after midday, he came aboard, and was aghast at the mess in the cabin,
which was indeed not a pretty sight. He immediately invited me to stay with
him, and we unloaded my valuables into his dinghy. Ashore at his house, he
gave me some ‘“‘duff” and a cup of tea, and I promptly fell asleep.

Recovery, cleaning up and repairs took ten days; we unloaded everything
and stored it in a little shack on the beach, then rigged a tackle to a palm tree
and hauled KLIS out on rollers. Repairs were a temporary job, as I had no
glue or resin, but afloat again, she made very little water. Tom was wonderful
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to me, it was a privilege to know him. I supose if I had to go and get stranded
on a coral island, I couldn’t have picked a better place!

I spent a few more days waiting for bad weather to pass—writing meantime,
and going spear fishing and trolling with Merv Lippiatt of the 50 ft catamaran
LONGSHIPS who had just come in. Then when I left it went dead calm!
After three days of virtually no wind a light breeze filled in from the sou’wast
so instead of going to Tonga as planned, I ended up in Pago Pago.

Time was getting on now, and money was really low. I wanted to be in
New Zealand by mid-November, before the hurricane season. During a
week’s stay in Pago Pago I met the schooner MARIE CELINE of San
Francisco, and had some good times along with her crew. Then on to Apia,
where 1 also stayed a week, then a light weather passage to Suva. Here it
rained a good deal, but the wonderful hospitality of the Royal Suva Yacht
Club was the saving grace. Several more ocean-cruising yachts were in,
including many old friends, and we passed many a pleasant hour sipping
beer, swapping yarns and watching the rain come down.

Another American boy, Dan Heron, joined me for the passage to New
Zealand. He’d never been sailing before, but was keen to learn, and we got
on fine. We spent a few days around Kandavu in company with the MARIE
CELINE and had a glimpse of Fijian out-island life, but it kept on raining,
so we set sail together for New Zealand.

Quite rude

Poking our nose out from bechind Cape Washington we found the Trades a
full force 6, with seas to match. Soon we were down to storm jib alone, and
still doing 5 knots, very uncomfortable! At night the wind rose to force 7,
so I sheeted the jib flat and put the helm a lee, which cut her down to about
2 knots and 15° leeway, and made life more tolerable. It was quite a rude
initiation for Dan!

Four days this carried on, then the sky turned blue and the wind went down,
and the second half of the passage was a really nice sail. We entered Russell
on 11th November to find MARIE CELINE in a day ahead of us. A bigger
boat is definitely more comfortable in rough going, though not necessarily
safer.

Ocean cruising is over for KLIS for the time being, but weekending is a
lot of fun in a country where almost everybody seems to sail.

Having sailed half way round the world, crossed two oceans and known a
great loneliness, KLIS sailed with friends aboard, among 1,000 or so other
vachts in the world’s biggest regatta. It scemed like a home from home.

Ed: Bernard Rhodes is now back in England, writing a book.

72




BUILD YOUR BOAT OF CONCRETE

(Ferro Cement)

All materials for the hull, deck, and keel of mastmang

‘Queenslander the 33 ft. 4 in. concrete motor P SAIL PLAN ror C._

sailer illustrated on this page, cost £150 sterling / ] A SALLAREA

plus £57 for the plans, and full size patterns. 7 I\ SR .
/ 4 | ‘ L 0 L I E'n

‘BOAT BUILDING / ¢ Ve oS M £ M

WITH HARTLEY’ Y : 7 [SPiNnaxER (6P )] ang - .

MNinety eight pages // i’

with 270 photos and /~ ; \ ¢

drawings, showing how / |

plywood and concrete v .

(ferro Cemento) boats :

are built.

75p sterling, U.S.A.

$1.50 post free surface : FQUE STAY 147 CI

mail, or £2 sterling, ; e

U.S.A. 85 post free air- | ¥

mail to anywhere in
the World.

ALL HARTLEY plans
are complete with
construction drawings,
lists of materials and
FULL SIZE PATTERNS
of the stem, stern,
frames etc. Post free
airmail.

‘TASMAN'

27 ft 3 in. x 9 fr. 0 in.

x 3 ft. 9 in. concrete
motor sailer, plans

and patterns:—

£45 sterling $108
U.S.A. Airmail post free

‘QUEENSLANDER’
33 ft. 3in. x 10 ft. 8 in.
x 4 ft. 6 in. concrete
motor sailer, plans

and patterns £57
sterling $135 U.S.A.
Airmail post free.

'SOUTH SEAS’

37 fe. 8in. x || ft. 2 in.
x 4 ft. 6 in. concrete
motor sailer, plans and
patterns £69 sterling
$165 U.S.A. Airmail
post free.

TAHITIAN

45 ft. 3in. x 13 ft. 6 in.
x 5 ft. 9 in. ocean going
ferro cement motor
sailer, plans with
patterns £108 sterling.
8256 U.S.A. Airmail
post free.

COASTAL

ferro cement launch
38ft. Oin. x 12 fc. O in.
x 3 ft. 6 in. plans with
patterns £72 sterling
£171 US.A. Airmail
post free.
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QUEENSLANDER.
CONCRETE (FERRO CEMENT) MOTOR SAILER.
LENGTH_33-3. BEAM 10-8.  DRAUGHT 46"

SEND FOR YOUR FREE CATALOGUES TO

HARTLEY FULL SIZE BOAT PLANS, Box 30094,
TAKAPUNA NORTH — AUCKLAND

NEW ZEALAND
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Y on
45 ft. POLYNESIAN
CATAMARAN

Quotes from Bob Rochester owner/builder
of SOLANDAI, ORO Class Catamaran

“l am extremely pleased with the craft and the flexibility factor seems
to me to be the answer. It shook me to see the hammering she would
take to windward. One night of the voyage gave us a force 10. | base
this estimate on the opinion of my crew who is a Meteorologist by
profession and a regular sailor in small boats. We were surfing at
speeds never reached before, (12 knots), in perfect comfort under
the small jib and 25%, mizzen. | am convinced she is uncapsizable.”
““l have a very high opinion of your design principles and feel that the

boat would go anywhere in comfort and safety.”
POLYNESIAN CATAMARAN DESIGN PLANS are available from:

BROMLEY BOATS
Southlands Road, Bromley, Kent. BR2 9@ X.

Send |5p (25p overseas) for illustrated brochure.

James Wharram’s latest book:
TWO GIRLS TWO CATAMARANS
is available from Bromley Boats or any bookseller. Price £1-50
Canadian Agent: P. McGrath, Canadian Multihull Services, Suite 1808, 47 Thorncliffe
PK-Drive, Toronto 354, Ontario.
Australian Agent: Ken Lawson, Auscraft, Box 84. P.O. Pymble, N.S.W. 2073.
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LEARN BOAT DESIGN

NEW MODERN correspondence
course. 20 lessons, seven textbooks,

—

UNDERSTANDING | 55

80AT ==~ 12 sets of plans to study, plastic
DESIGN | :=- experiment kit, drawing tool discounts,

P .
—

~ certificate given at end. Tank testing,
annual seminar, internship, plans sales

Y™ - help, post-graduate special program,
——=— monthly newsletter and more.

ol -
S 1

- hmes -

= | Also: Special extra 4-lesson series on
multihulls!

This new course covers it all: first line to writing the
advertising. Sail, power, cruising, racing, modern and
character design methods. Includes wood, metal, fiber-
glass & ferrocement.

Special reduced price on “audit” method of study where
you take no tests and get no certificate. Designed for
the racing skipper or other serious boating enthusiasts
(and for salesmen, brokers and manufacturers) who just
want to learn more about their hobby or business.

EASY PAYMENT PLANS: Pay as you learn, by the month
or by the lesson. Total cost $190 to $325 depending on
method of payment and course.

Write for free 12-page illustrated booklet.

OUR NEW—JUST PUBLISHED—BOOK (shown above)
“Understanding Boat Design”, 68 big 8% x 11 pages,

24,000 words, 26 pages of illustrations, 10 pages of study
plans. POST PAID $3.95.

YACHT DESIGN INSTITUTE

Edward S. Brewer, NA—Director
BROOKLYN, MAINE, USA 04616
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The A.Y.R.S.
Woodacres,
Hythe,

Kent,
England.

Dear Sirs,
1. Please enrol me in the AYRS. $5 or £2 is enclosed.

2. Please enrol our Yacht Club in ‘““Associate Membership’ of the
AYRS. 825 or £10 is enclosed, for which we understand that 5 copies
of each of the AYRS publications will be sent as they come out, and
our members may attend AYRS meetings in London or any centre,
the room hire being paid for by a collection.

3. Please send leaflets of the AYRS to the name and address below.

*Delete whichever item is not applicable.
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Yours every monk

New ideas

Every month Practical Boat Owner 1s filled
with a wealth of features and illustrations
on every important aspect of the yachting
and boating scene—new ideas, new boats,
new gear, new materials, new equipment,
repairing and overhauling, building,
maintenance, gadgets you can make, special
hints and tips, and much more for everyone
who goes afloat.

MAKE SURE OF THE LATEST ISSUE—
NOW! by sending a year’s subscription
(£3-10 for United Kingdom subscribers) to:
The Subscription Manager, Practical Boat
Owner, IPC Magazines Limited, Dept. SIG,

Tower House, Southampton Street, London,
WC2E 9QX.

Subscription rates for overseas: USA & Canada: 10-00
dollars. Australia: 6:66 dollars. New Zealand: 6-66 dollars.
Holland: 27-09 guilders. France: 41-:29 francs. Sweden:
38:47 krona. Germany: 26-97 marks.

This month and every month read

BoatOwner

Britain’s biggest-selling boating magazine




HORIZONTAL AXIS MOUNTED WIND VANE SELF-
STEERING GEAR

< (——\ As efficient as the most expensive . . . The

best value on the market . . . Ocean proved
... easily Stowed ideal ocean Racers Greater
power output on a wind change POSITIVE
ame. DIRECT LINE TO TILLER. Control on all
points of sailing . . . Finer course setting . . .
NO UNDERWATER PARTS FITTED TO
YACHTS UP TO 20 TONS . . . SHIPPED
TO ANY PART OF THE WORLD WILL FIT
ANY STERN-MULTI HULL PROVED vir-
. tually indestructible indefinite life span.
Highly developed and proved.
' . OCEAN PACER KIT

THE QME PENDULUM BLADE

The most sensitive and powerful wind vane system available
for large and heavy displacement yachts . . . Designed by
Pete Beard for ocean voyages . . . Exceptional value . . .
Simple and strong with all moving and working parts in
nylon and stainless steel. Nylon bearings

easily replaced.

A Main frame and support heavily galvanised
steel. Direct line control with no mechanical
linkage problems.

WIND VANE—""OCEAN PACER""—£25
“"PENDULUMSERVO"—£40

(plus p. & p.)

This new addition to the QME
ocean pacer is for yachts over 40
foot. Limited numbers available
in 1971 — Ocean voyagers will
get first preference.

QUANTOCK

MARINE ENTERPRISES
82 Durleigh Road, Bridgwater, Somerset
Telephone 2043

Printed in Great Britain by F. ¥. Parsons, Ltd., London, Folkestone and Hastings.




