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May 2016 

 

COMMODORE’S MESSAGE 

Gareth Edwards 

It feels like summer has finally ended and the weather has turned.  That’s seen 

slightly smaller fleets on the water but great racing still.  It’s also good to see the 

moorings getting use on the nicer days.  I particularly enjoyed using the mooring 

at the South end of Matiu/Sommes to watch the sun set. 

The Clubhouse has been too quiet though on Friday nights and we need the 

numbers to pick up again for catering to be viable.  It’s great to have a small 

group of regulars but it would be good if all members could make a point of 

having at least the occasional Friday night out at the Club and taking advantage 

of Graeme’s meals.  We are privileged to have Geoff and Titus playing music 

most weeks so why not get to get together with a group of fellow members or 

even bring some visitors with you.  Compared to a night in town you’ll see more 

friends, get a better value meal, pay around half the price for drinks and get a 

park right outside.   

To help attract more use of the Club on Friday nights and Saturday afternoons 

the Executive have agreed to install a pool table in the Lowry Room.  This will 

have a cover made so that it can double as a servery for functions.   If you have a 

pool table that you are happy to donate to the Club please let me know, otherwise 

we will purchase one second hand.  If you have any other ideas on how to 

increase utilisation of the Clubhouse over the Winter months please let Margie, 

Marg or myself know. 

The Executive are starting to plan for the AGM which is likely to be in August.  

We are considering a remit for a modest reduction in membership fees and racing 

fees, made possible by the increased membership and good all round financial 

performance.   

Barbara has been leading a comprehensive review of the Club’s Rules for the 

Executive, to bring them up to date with existing practices, make them more 

consistent throughout and simpler to follow.  One small example is to allow 
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minutes of meetings to be recorded electronically instead of “a book for that 

purpose”.  The proposed changes will be available for consultation with 

members once they have been drafted and before they become a remit for the 

AGM.   

It’s also time to start thinking about whom you want representing you on the 

Executive.  If that’s yourself, I’d be happy to have a chat about what’s involved.  

  

Executive Meeting Update 

Your Executive consists of Gareth (Commodore), Brent (Vice Commodore), 

Margie (Rear Commodore), Sally (Cruising Captain), Keith (Treasurer), David, 

Judy, Barbara, Gillian and Sarah. They meet monthly and provide oversight of 

the club on your behalf. 

While various Committees look after day-to-day running of the club and its 

events, key decisions and all financial expenditure is referred to the Executive. 

This section of Cutlass provides you with a summary of the key points and 

decisions made on your behalf. 

Highlights of the 14 April Executive meeting are: 

Approved a business plan from Theo Muller for a 24 hour race to take place next year. 

Approved a request from Spring Chickens to be able to move bar servery forward 

creating a space for staff to get to Seaview Room, subject to confirming costs. 

Approved a request from Sally to have the bar open and use the Start Box on Queens 

Birthday for an ‘around the buoys’ event.  

Approved a budget from Margie for Commodores Dinner on 18 June. 

Approved installing a pool table and servery top to maximum $400 (see Commodore’s 

message above). 

Approved for Sarah a grant request seeking chain and anchors to replace the existing 

concrete filled tyres holding racing marks. 

Approved Rotary continuing with a discounted rate to hire the Clubhouse if they move 

from weekly to fortnightly hires. 

  

Marina concept update 

As advised last month an advisory group has been established jointly with 

members with expertise on the District Plan process to provide the Executive and 

members who wish to make personal submissions with advice on the process to 
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follow.  This is a joint group with the Seaview Marina Users Group (SMUG) 

since we have similar interests and members.  

At the suggestion of Alan McLellan from the Marina we met with himself and 

also John Walsh of the Point Howards Residents Association. Alan emphasised 

that the Marina’s current needs are limited to restrictions on letting of the Marine 

Centre, signage and allowing two storey buildings.  We agreed to a further 

meeting including with the Council invited to see if only this level of change 

could be proposed in the Draft District Plan without opening the door to larger 

changes such as apartments and reduced trailer parks or parking.   

 

INVITATION TO THE COMMODORE’S DINNER 

Members and friends of LBYC are cordially invited to our Annual Commodore’s 

Dinner to celebrate a very successful year for the club 

  

Date:   Saturday 18 June 

Place:   Lowry Bay Yacht Club Inc. 

Time:   6:30pm for a pre-dinner drink 

Theme:   Black & Silver 

Tickets:   $38 per person 

(Discounted to $32 per person if    purchased by 

 Friday 3 June) 

  

A 3 course buffet will be served 

  

Our MC for the night will be Bob Rowell - LBYC Club President and Chair of 

Wellington Yachting Association. 

  

Come along for a fun filled evening and hear the humorous tale of the 

Wellington Harbour Moorings Project from our very own Spring Chickens.   

What could go wrong, did go wrong! 

  

Please RSVP to:  

info@lbyc.org.nz    no later than Friday 3 June for catering purposes to 

secure your place at the discounted rate. 

  

Please make payment to the club office or by Internet Banking to: ANZ 

01 0545 0013952 00 . – Put “CD” and the code box and name of the 

person attending in the reference box 



4 

 

NEW MEMBERS 

Welcome to Avril Boswell and welcome back to Hayden Braddock.  Avril and 

Andrew own the power boat Adrenalin and Hayden has the launch Storeyteller 

and a yacht called Kaio. 

 

CRUISING 

Sally Betts- Sailing Captain 

Back by popular demand - Round The Buoys Race. Yes its coming back and this 

time we will have a proper start line and the bar will be open after the race for 

prize giving.  Come and join in this fun and possibly challenging cruising race. 

We allocate the marks you need to round, you decide which way you are going 

to go round them.  The event will be held on: 

Saturday 4th June with a reserve day of Sunday 5th June.  

We had about 8 boats out last time and it was great to see everybody discussing 

tactics and heading off in different directions. 

So come along, take up the challenge of having to think about where you are 

going to sail and we look forward to seeing you out there. 

We have for now said good by to Carpe Diem and the family of James and 

Hannah Herne.  They sailed to the Hauraki Gulf in mid April and were spotted in 

Opua in late April.  They set off for Fiji on 14 May.  Hannah reported, “Just 

letting you know that we're heading out this morning. Minerva reef then 

savusavu in Fiji. Not much wind but tired of waiting for weather.  It's been sad 

saying goodbye but we look forward to the next time!!   You can follow their 

wanderings on:  www.kidsinthecockpit.weebly.com 

  

SPRINT SERIES 

The Sprint Series was raced on the 10 and 17 April.  The days were very 

different meaning variety in the place getters.  The first weekend was one of light 

winds and delays to get under way.  The light winds benefited the smaller and 

light weight flyers. 

Only two races were held on the first day and White Heat and Mystery 

Achievement had the leading places. 

http://www.kidsinthecockpit.weebly.com/
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A week later the wind had far more force.  That enabled four races to be held and 

the competition was fierce.  The starts were far more demanding and at times it 

looked as though Impulsive, the start boat, would be overwhelmed. 

 

The wind eased a little for the second race and that enabled Amnesia to get both 

a good start, sail a fine race and win on handicap.  For race three the pressure 

increased and that enabled Alize to show form and be a winner.  That 

unfortunately had such an adverse effect on her handicap that the result was 

dismal in the last race. 
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The winner for the day went to the consistent sailing of Tatra Lass.  A first in 

race one, second in race two, middle of the fleet race three and a first in race 

four. 

It was however a weekend for some problems.  Testarossa was missing.  She had 

been competing in a race held by the Royal Port Nicholson Yacht Club on the 

Saturday.  The spinnaker had been set for the run out of the harbour and placing 

wise all was exceptionally well.  Then a gust arrived and the unusual happened. 

The part of the spinnaker boom to which the downhaul was attached broke.  The 

boom went skyward and the brace tangled with the windward spreader.  The boat 

heeled, the luff of the spinnaker having been released enabled it to belly into the 

water and the pressure on the brace ripped the spreader from the mast.  

Testarossa now has a neatly folded mast and far less windage. 
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That exercise must have affected Kiwi as during race two there was a port 

starboard incident with Alize. The net effect was that one of Kiwi’s port side 

spreaders was ripped from the mast.  Fortunately it was the leeward side and the 

sails were lowered before any other damage. 

 

DELAYED DEPARTURE 

Keith Murray 

There are times when departure is protracted and 22 April 2016 was the start of 

that problem.  I was aboard Britta at Bayswater marina and had arrived there the 

previous day.  The flight from Wellington had left at 0700 and that meant a 

difficult time for Louise to be awake for departure from Churton Park.  The 

Jetstar flight arrived a little early(to the surprise of many passengers) and the Sky 

bus departed a few minutes after I arrived at the stop. 

It was a fine calm warm day over the country and pleasant walking conditions 

from Civic Square to the ferry terminal.   I thought the driver said it was a block 

and a half, but what she meant was that if I transferred to a shuttle then it would 

be that distance.  Six blocks down Queen Street my back pack was very heavy. 

 

The ferry took me to Bayswater and I found Britta at the far end of pier F.  There 

were jobs to do.  First check the engine would run and it started with gusto and 

did all things it should.  Then rethink the volt meter that initially had shown 12 
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on the starting battery and 12.2 on the domestic bank.  Both figures far too low 

especially as the shore power was connected and red lights indicated the charger 

was operating.  The fridge tried to work but not enthusiastically.  I moved on to 

filling the spare diesel containers.  I also went to find the local bus timetable and 

failed.  However the bus arrived, the driver confirmed that there was a stop near 

the Hauraki corner supermarket and that the bus left two minutes after each ferry 

arrived. 

After a scratch lunch I used the bus and the service was superb.  A pleasant 

driver asked about my coming journey, showed me where the stop was for the 

return and dropped me at the door of the supermarket.  With remarkable speed I 

bought sufficient to fill my back pack and one carry bag and was out the door in 

15 minutes.  The return bus arrived one minute later so the service was rated as 

supreme, especially as my gold card gave me a free fare. 

Back at Britta the batteries were still not bright and after another twenty minute 

engine run I left things off and had a snooze.  There were ropes, sails and 

jackstays to put in place and the boats was tidy by the time I expected Andrew 

Swan to arrive.  He came off the 1740 ferry and after a brief inspection we 

resolved to make another supermarket run.  The same driver as in the afternoon 

greeted us and with two pairs of carrying hands we made more extensive 

purchases.  Back at the bus stop we lamented having just missed the bus, 

reflected on the cafes and bars opposite, when, to foil such plans, the bus came 

around the corner and to the stop.  Thus dinner was supermarket pizzas while we 

tried to understand why the batteries showed low voltage and the fridge only 

worked when the engine was running. 

By morning Andrew was sure that the 12 year old domestic battery bank needed 

replacement and arranged that.  It was a sensible decision and I started to 

disconnect terminals and remove the batteries ready for the replacements.  As 

promised at 0900 two workmen arrived with two batteries.  They also provided 

some crimp terminals to replace the ones on the various sense wires and I 

commenced the tedium of getting the wires connected.  The old batteries had 

bolts screwed into the lead terminals whereas the new batteries had studs and 

bolts of a larger size.  The sense wires were easy to deal with; cut off the old 

terminal put on a new one.  We had no soldering iron or lugs for the heavy wires 

so my plan was to use the boat’s battery drill to increase the hole in the existing 

lugs.  It was a good plan but execution was hampered by the drill batteries being 

old and unable to hold their charge.  The method was to take a battery off the 

charger and put in drill, put other battery on the charger and drill for 15 seconds.  

Walk around in a circle, swap batteries and drill again.  Each hole took four lots 

of drilling. 

By 1145 the batteries were in place, all wires connected, engine running, 

batteries charging and fridge freezing.  I still had a wire to connect from the trip 
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switch for the 12 volt power supply from the shore power charger.  It had to be 

lengthened and whilst doing that I realised that the switch was in the off position.  

Once the wire was connected and switch turned on, more lights appeared on the 

charger and it was pumping power to the batteries. 

We both relaxed.  The ship was properly working, all tanks were full, stores were 

aboard and Gareth Edwards had arrived looking exhausted.  He had sent a text an 

hour earlier advising he was at the ferry terminal. 

“What happened?” Andrew 

and I asked.  

“Don’t ask.  If I tell you, 

Keith will print it in Cutlass,” 

was Gareth’s accurate response. 

“But if you do not tell, that 

will be printed,” responded 

Andrew.  Gareth said he had 

experienced early morning 

frustration over transport and 

based on my experience I knew 

what they were.  He had taken the 

Sky Bus then the shuttle and still 

had to hump his heavy bag a 

block and a half.  The signs say 

the Bayswater ferry departs from 

pier 1.  When you get to Pier 1 

there is berth 1A, 1B and 1C and 

no sign saying Bayswater.  I had 

restrained myself from getting 

aboard the ferry that was berthed 

knowing I did not want to go to 

Devonport and that I was 15 

minutes early.  Devonport was at 

least on the north side of the 

harbour and after assessing 

options Gareth settled on a taxi.  It would have been quick if there had not been a 

traffic accident blocking the main road, 

It was 1352 hours when we backed out of the berth and motored down the 

harbour.  At North Head the mainsail went up and when clear of Rangitoto Island 

the jib was unrolled and engine stopped.  It was lovely warm afternoon sail for a 

short while. 

At 1700 hours we passed through the Tiritiri Matangi channel.  The wind headed 

us and the motor was back working.  The sunset was spectacular but the wind 
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continued to tease us for the rest of the night.  At times it would be at ten knots 

mostly from just east of north.  Our heading was 351 true so the mainsail sort of 

set but the headsails could not. 

 

At midnight we were midway between the Hen and the Chickens with wind on 

the port side ready to be from ahead once we turned further west.  Instead the 

wind vanished when we made the course change, the sea went glassy and we 

motored through until daybreak.  By then we were abeam of Whangaruru and the 

land breeze filled the sails giving us peace for an hour.  It was a lovely part of the 
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day.  The sea was calm, it was warm and Andrew stayed in the cockpit rather 

than retiring after his 0300 to 0600 watch. 

The morning became difficult.  There was an easterly swell with a light land 

breeze from the west.  Thus the ocean was uneasy and that meant that the wind 

was often rolled out of Britta’s sails.  With just the mainsail and motor we 

continued heading northwest following the coast.  There were boats fishing out 

around Cape Brett and across the entrance to Bay of Islands.  At 1141, when near 

the Cavalli Islands, disaster struck.  There was a strange sound from the engine 

and I noticed the temperature had risen 10 degrees.  I peered over the stern and 

was not convinced that there was water coming out with the exhaust.  Then the 

temperature alarm sounded and the engine was promptly shut down. 

We sailed and soon changed our route from the west side of the Cavalli’s to the 

east.  That seemed easier but did give us further distance to sail to Whangaroa.  

The going was slow and for most of the time the speed was below two knots.  

The mainsail had to be strapped down to stop it from crashing from side to side 

in the heaving sea.   

 

 

The jib was rolled away and the huge light weight yellow gennaker hoisted in its 

place.  When it filled it pulled nicely but the rolling of the boat meant it often 

collapsed.   
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There was discussion and rejection of a suggestion we should advise either 

Maritime Radio or the Coastguard of our engine problem.  I reflected to myself 

that 40 years previously an ex naval officer had advised me that a successful 

grounding was one where an official report was not required.  I felt that the 

situation was similar; we were well able to solve our own problems and did not 

need officialdom.  Britta was an able sailer and it would be an enjoyable 

challenge to get her into the harbour and berth without using an engine. 

The engine cooling problem was the same as Andrew had experienced at the end 
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of January.  The flange on the end of the cam shaft, that connected to the salt 

water pump, had ground itself to pulp and thus no longer drove the pump.  We 

had a spare pump but without the flange there was no way to run the engine.  It 

took from midday to 1800 to cover seventeen miles to the entrance of 

Whangaroa Harbour.  It was very slow going until we were northwest of the 

Cavalli’s; there a gentle northeast wind arrived and Britta after four hours at two 

knots was speeding at five. 

We called the Whangaroa marina and arranged use of a berth and in the calm 

waters of the harbour drifted up to the small township.  It was soon dusk but the 

wind was just enough to move us at 1.8 knots.  With a mile to go the inflatable 

dinghy was put in the water so that Andrew could go to the marina and work out 

the position of the berth and any obstacles.  Andrew got aboard and I lowered the 

oars to him.  Gareth lowered the bulky 8 hp outboard to Andrew and during that 

transfer, one of the oars leapt off the dinghy into the water.   

“I can see it,” said Gareth pointing astern into the fast descending gloom.  

“Turn back.”   

“Ah, really!” was my unspoken response.  The dinghy was the obvious 

way of recovering the oar but the outboard was reluctant.  I wound Britta’s helm 

over and very slowly she turned, completely lost way and in pitch darkness we 

found nothing.  I unrolled the job, set it aback on the starboard side, and all that 

was left of the breeze turned Britta’s bow back towards the marina 

Meanwhile Andrew had been thrashing the outboard and after the carburettor had 

been flooded and cleared, it coughed and spluttered into an unsteady rhythm. 

“What do I do if it stops,” was Andrew’s anxious and reasonable request.  

“I have only got one oar.” 

“Just paddle with that,” was Gareth’s suggestion. 
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“We will not be moving far,” was my contribution and with that Andrew 

headed off into the blackness with the outboard note improving with use.  

Meanwhile Gareth and I tidied the running rigging, got the fenders out and kept 

the sails working.  The wind vanished and we stopped so we started the motor 

and ran it in gear for ten seconds to at least recover some momentum. 

When Andrew returned we had him come up to the stern, apply gentle throttle 

and push the boat.  In that manner, in a glassy calm and darkness, we coasted up 

to the marina at two knots while furling the sails.  Just as we were getting close 

there was a black shape with a hard sloping edge dead ahead.  It was one of 

many moored boats through which we threaded.  At the southern end of the 

marina Britta had to make a 180 degree turn, come up between pier A and B and 

nearly at the end turn to starboard into the berth B9.  Andrew stopped pushing 

and went ahead to the berth to take our lines.  The 180 degree turn killed our boat 

speed so the engine was given another quick burst ahead and that was enough for 

us to glide into the berth.  It was 1930 hours, we had arrived safely and dinner 

was almost cooked.  (Roast beef, with roasted vegetables followed by fruit and 

yoghurt and preceded by a rum or two). 

 

Britta looked a little small in the marina as she was surrounded by game fishing 

boats with their high flying bridges.  On Sunday a number of boats brought in 

Marlin and Tuna to be weighed.  For us Sunday was a rest and maintenance day.  

Gareth and I went over all of the rigging checking for loose shackles.  The severe 

rolling and flopping about the previous afternoon had loosened several items.  

The pin for the shackle of the triple block under the boom for the reefing lines 
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had let go and fortunately had been found on deck.  Other pins were also loose.  

All of the shackle pins were either secured with zip lock ties or tape.  Gareth and 

Andrew took the local taxi to Kaeo to get petrol for the outboard.  I pottered 

about cleaning, tidying and writing.  The pump and flange was removed from the 

end of the cam shaft.  That required some ingenuity as the sets of Allen keys 

were in a cassette and it was impossible to get them in place.  Eventually Andrew 

used a fitting from another tool set and ring spanner. 

Various transport arrangements were made.  As it would take at least until 

Wednesday for repairs to be completed, Gareth needed to get back to Wellington 

for work.  Andrew had to get to Opua to see an engineering firm.  In the evening 

we enjoyed the hospitality of the Whangaroa Deep Sea Fishing Club. 

Andrew’s transport problem became severe when he found there were no seats 

available on the only daily bus on Anzac Day Monday.  Fortunately my long 

time friend, Janet Robinson, felt she needed a drive in the country from Kerikeri 

and on Monday arrived for morning tea.  That was supposed to be served with 

pancakes or pikelets but the frying pan produced unusual results.  They departed 

just before midday and left me with a quiet afternoon interspersed with rain.  

Tuesday there was a mass of email and text messages to process and share.  The 

net result was to learn there were no replacement flanges to be bought in New 

Zealand and they would have to be ordered from Belgium.  Peter Fromow in 

Britain had in the meantime ordered and arranged for two to be sent to 

Wellington.  Andrew had met the engineers and they commenced manufacture of 

two flanges as well as repairing the shaft of the old pump.  I cleaned, washed 

clothes, walked to the shop and enjoyed the fresh air and sun. 

Tuesday at close of work two flanges had been made and at 0822 on Wednesday 

the pump shaft had been fixed.  The bus would bring Andrew back to Kaeo by 

1300 along with Oliver to make up a crew of three.  They duly arrived and there 

was immediate action to install the repaired pump, ready Britta for sea and settle 
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bills.  When the pump had been installed the engine was started and there were 

profanities expressed by the oldest in the party.  Yes the water was being pumped 

wonderfully but it was not all contained in the pump.  Obviously the seals had 

been damaged and Andrew told me that the engineering shop had used all of the 

seals on the previous repair. 

We resolved to move out of the marina, fill with diesel and water and then assess 

the situation based on observations during the move.  Andrew felt that the seals 

might bed down nicely.  I did not share that hope.  Oliver opted to walk around 

to the Clansman wharf.  We got to the wharf, put in 60 litres of diesel and could 

not find Oliver.  Eventually a message came through.  There had been a fire 

aboard the 16 metre yacht in Opua he had been caretaking and a car was being 

sent to collect him.   

Faced with a short crew, leaking pump, no spare seals or ability to remove and 

replace, we elected to sail to Opua.  So we took Oliver back to the marina, left 

him there with his bags and at 1620 departed.  The motor ran nicely, the leak was 

at a moderate drip rate and there was a light wind.   

It was a pleasant warm evening and the harbour looked pretty and peaceful.  Out 

of the entrance the wind was from exactly where we wanted to go so the motor 

pushed and dripped.  At 1800 we were north of Flat Island and made a thirty 

degree change in course to starboard.  The wind direction held so up went the 

mainsail and we headed for the gap between the islands and found some boats at 

anchor near the passage.  Once out in clear water and a bit after 1900 the jib was 

unrolled and motor stopped.  

The boat’s speed was not spectacular but the peace and evening were.  The stars 

twinkled from a clear sky, the wind temperature was becoming cool and our 

course was being made.  There was some navigation confusion until I closely 

inspected the chart.  I had thought that the light I was keeping fine on the 
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starboard bow was on Cape Wiwiki, in fact it was on Cape Brett.  Resolution of 

that meant the light should have been on the port bow and helped the set of the 

sails no end.   

An hour later the motor was again working for twenty minutes, then peace for 

forty and then a continuous motor to Opua.  At 2330 we were anchored abeam of 

Te Wahapu Point for the rest of the night.  In the morning we motored the last of 

the distance up to the south end of the marina and tied up at the maintenance 

berth.  

Andrew went immediately to the engineers who commenced to make a flange to 

fit the new pump and put the old pump to one side while they waited for the seals 

to arrive.  I tidied ship and then gazed at the surrounding boats.  The size and 

number of them were vastly larger than my first visit in 1979.  There were works 

in progress to double the size of the marina.  A barge with a backactor was 

dredging and the crew of another barge was driving piles.  Ashore the old 

railway causeway was being used as part of the reclamation for on shore 

facilities. 

The work berths had a mixture of boats.  A Spartan trimaran was ahead and a 

much heavier catamaran behind Britta.  At the next pier was a Broward motor 

yacht that dwarfed the rest of the vessels.  Tucked in at the inner pier were 

several 10 metre launches that in comparison looked like toys. 

At midday, the promised time of courier delivery, we learned that the seals had 

left Auckland and were now missing.  More profanities.  Half an hour later 

another engineering firm in Kerikeri was found to have the right seals and a car 

was despatched to collect them.  Andrew did his washing while I had lunch and 

then went for a walk.  My journey was very successful as at Burnsco I found a 

replacement latch for the engine covers and at the General Store bought slices of 

chocolate fudge, Rocky Road and zingy lemon.  Back at Britta I assured Andrew 

that, “everything would now be fine especially after a cup of tea”.  Just as I 
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poured the tea Andrew’s phone rang and with the advice the pump was ready.  

He rushed back to the engineering firm.   

During his return Andrew paid bills and then we went to put the pump on the 

engine. 

“Where is the collar and flange?” he asked. 

“Where did you put them?” was my reply. 

“In the box with the new pump.” 

“I can’t see the box.” 

“It is back at the engineering firm,” replied Andrew and with that ran back 

along the pier and over the reclamation.  Fortunately he had been fuelled by half 

of the chocolate fudge slice.  The cup of tea was still waiting on his return.   

We fitted the pump and ran the engine.  There was a slight leak from the face 

plate so the engine was stopped, face plate removed, lightly greased, patted 

lovingly and put back in place.  Oh great joy, no leaks and all systems were 

operating.  It was 1545 when we cast off the mooring lines and cruised out of the 

work area of the marina.  Fifteen minutes later we had topped up the fuel tank 

and at last set off for North Cape. 

 


