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Croeso and welcome to RWYC Caernarfon’s festive feature-length winter 2022 bulletin. We 

have plenty of content to keep you entertained over the Christmas break, including the 

impressive endeavours of The Round Britain & Ireland Race’s youngest ever competitors, an 

epic voyage across the Pacific, a sociable rowing excursion, a fascinating bi-lingual special feature, 

plus all the news from our AGM meeting and annual dinner dance.  This month we will be 

seeing the changing of the guard as Chris Jones steps down as Commodore and Tom Edge takes 

on the mantle in the New Year in addition to the appointment of several new Flag officers and 

Committee members. We will be hearing from Chris throughout this bulletin and Tom’s first 

official statement as Commodore will be featured in the upcoming yearbook. In the meantime, 

enjoy the final quarterly bulletin of 2022 and have a lovely Christmas! 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



 

 

 

RWYC’s 175th AGM  

Saturday 26
th
 November 2022 

The club’s 175
th

 anniversary annual meeting was presided 

over by Commodore-elect Tom Edge and co-hosted via 

Zoom by outgoing Commodore Chris Jones all the way 

from New Zealand – who was remarkably chipper 

considering he and wife Fi had to get up in the middle of 

the night New Zealand time to join the meeting.  Thanks to 

Eric Crowther and his team of ‘techsperts’ successfully 

installing a top-notch new sound system in the club, Chris 

and Fi, and other members who couldn’t be with us in 

person, were able to join the meeting remotely without any 

hitches or glitches.                                                                                   

 

Our Club   president and Handshaker-in-Chief Nev Roberts was 

also in attendance to present this year’s worthy winners with our 

traditional annual awards and trophies to acknowledge the 

impressive nautical achievements and many amazing 

contributions our members have made to support the RWYC 

over the past 12 months. After all items on the agenda had been 

ticked off, Treasurer Jane Crowther had presented the club’s 

2022 financial report, and the new flag officers and management 

committee for 2023 had been officially voted in, we could then 

get down to the equally important business of donning our glad 

rags ready for our 2022 AGM dinner dance later that evening! 

 

 

Nautical News 

Club president Nev Roberts presenting the Caernarfon Bay Cup for 
Tenacity to Karl and Henrika Behler of Canta Libre via Zoom 

Eric Crowther being presented with the Brian Lux Salver 
award for Services to the RWYC 

Our new Flag Officers for 2023: 

 

Full details of the new 2023 RWYC 

management committee and all this 

year’s trophy winners will be published 

in our upcoming yearbook. 

 



 

 

 

A few words from outgoing Commodore Chris Jones 
following the RWYC AGM 2022 

With the AGM now over, I’d like to offer my congratulations and best wishes to 

our newly elected Flag Officers and Committee members for a successful and 

progressive 2023.  There is much to build on and we can be confident that the 

new team have the breadth of experience and ability required to achieve our es-

tablished aspirations and to continue to carry the Club forward in every re-

spect. For us, being able to join the AGM was something of a challenge, since we’d 

only stepped on to New Zealand soil a few hours before, but it was great to be 

back in the Club, albeit on Zoom, for such an important occasion, even though it 

meant getting up at 0300 in the morning local time. Thus ended our trip out to 

Fiji to join friends on their catamaran and help crew on the 1100 nm passage down 

to New Zealand. This was a great adventure and lived up to expectations in every 

respect. We had last done the passage from the sub tropics down to more tem-

perate climes in 2006 and the decision when to depart on the best weather window 

didn’t prove to be any easier the second time around. The first 4 days traversing 

shallow troughs with light and variable squally winds proved frustrating but once 

south of 28S WSW winds between 25 and 35 knots filled in with a 3 - 4 m of 

westerly swell and gave us a lively 10 knot ride in during the last 3 days of a passage 

that one veteran of 14 previous crossings described as the bumpiest ever. Such 

unpredictability can be true of both ocean crossings and life in general would seem 

- but if we persist, we get. 

 

You can find out more about Chris and Fi’s Pacific passage in this edition’s Sailing Section 

 
 

 

 

 

 
 

 

 

 
 

Nautical News 

ATTENTION ALL MEMBERS! 
We still require the following Flag Officer positions to be filled:  

❖ Social Secretary 

❖ Rowing Secretary 

These are both incredibly important roles within the club, and we are hoping to 

fill these posts as soon as possible. If any members would like to express their 

interest in either post, or you would like more info about what is involved and the 

level of commitment required, please email Tom Edge at: 

commodore@royal-welsh.com 
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The AGM Dinner Dance  
Saturday 26

th
 November 2022 

As tradition dictates, our AGM meeting was swiftly 

followed by our annual dinner dance which was held at 

Wal Restaurant in Caernarfon again and a fantastic time 

was had by all. The night featured great company, lovely 

food (especially the homemade chips), a very 

accommodating DJ who played every song request that 

was thrown at him, some questionable dance moves, and 

for a few of us, far too much wine… 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

A huge thanks to outgoing Social 

Secretary Fi Jones, Treasurer Jane 

Crowther, Linda Park, and the 

rest of the volunteers who worked 

so hard to make it all happen! 

 

Nautical News 

https://www.walrestaurant.co.uk/


 

 

 

RWYC Sailor Elin Breaks Records in  

the Round Britain & Ireland Race     

By Chris H. Jones 

RWYC member Elin Jones and her Skipper Lou Boorman from Pembroke 

have been awarded the Royal Western Yacht Club's Endeavour Cup for their 

part in the 2023 Round Britain & Ireland Race. They were the youngest 

competitors in the race, finishing 6th overall in their first offshore race. The 

Endeavour Trophy is a special prize voted for by all the competitors in the 

race. The decision was unanimous. Lou, who celebrated her 20th birthday a 

few days before the race, is the youngest ever skipper. Elin at 19 is the 

youngest ever female participant. Elin started sailing at Gresford Sailing Club at the age of 8 in Optimist dinghies, 

before progressing through RS Fevas and Toppers.   Her family joined RWYC in 2020 when they moved White 

Knight to Caernarfon.   

The RB&I is a 2 handed sailing race starting from Plymouth with mandatory 48-hour stopovers in Galway, 

Lerwick and Blyth before returning to Plymouth. At over 2000 nautical miles long the race has been described 

by Sir Robin Knox Johnson, himself a 4 times winner, as "The toughest race in Northern Europe".  

Elin and Lou were sailing RWYC Contessa 32 “White Knight of Purbeck” owned by Elin’s dad Chris H Jones 

(not to be confused with our Commodore Chris N Jones!) with Ian and Jonathan Happs. It was not all plain 

sailing for Elin and Lou; on the first day they had battery problems and navigated to Galway without any 

electronic aids, using paper charts and Elin’s grandad’s old hand-held GPS. During leg 2 to Lerwick they were 

riding Storm Alex for 5 days from St Kilda to Shetland. By the time they reached Muckle Flugga, the northern 

tip of Shetland, the waves were over 10m high. Light winds plagued the next 2 legs. The tide stopped them 

rounding Flamborough Head for 5 hours. On the last night of their race their genoa halyard broke. They carried 

on by hoisting the genoa with the spinnaker halyard. They celebrated their finish in Plymouth at 22:48 on 26 

June with Champagne and kebabs.  

Elin is not the first RWYC member to be awarded the RB&I’s Endeavour Cup, our Commodore Chris N Jones 

won the Endeavour Trophy along with Mike De Petrovsky for his completion of the RB&I in 1989. Chris 

commented, “it is undoubtedly the hardest sailing experience I have undertaken either before or since - but it’s 

also where I learned most and that sustained me over the following 33 years sailing over 125,000 nm. Storms, 

fog, calms, breakages, hallucinations from lack of sleep together with a sharing of absolute trust in your crew and 

unrivalled hospitality at all of the compulsory stop overs are all part of the experience. There are very few events 

in life that have more meaning and such a lasting impact. A brilliant achievement girls, you just stepped up a 

dimension in self-awareness, sailing ability and courage.”  Elin & Lou have raised over £3,000 for Alzheimer’s 

in memory of Elin’s Grandad and Lou’s Grandmas all of whom died from the condition. They are very grateful 

for all the support and encouragement they have been given by members of RWYC.  
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Royal Western Yacht Club Round Britain and Ireland 

Race 2022 Report  

By Lou Boorman and Elin Jones 

White Knight of Purbeck 

After months of tumultuous preparation and support from so 

many incredible people, we were finally in Plymouth, ready to start 

the 15
th

 edition of the RWYC Round Britain and Ireland Race on 

29
th

 May 2022. The week before our start was crammed with 

intense preparations; not only of Contessa 32 White Knight but of 

ourselves. We said our goodbyes and slipped lines from Queen 

Anne’s Battery Marina, towing our fellow competitor, Polished 

Manx, out with us to the start line in Plymouth Sound.  

We crossed the start line, that many thought we’d never even 

reach, rounded the breakwater and headed out towards Eddystone 

Rock. Our competitors flew by, but we were quite excited to still be able to see Orbit off our port bow, however 

temporary the sight may have been. Looking at the tracker, we noticed the majority of the fleet halted off Lizard 

Point, giving us time to catch up. As the sun set, we made some gains back towards the fleet, but were soon in 

the same pocket of no wind. The decisions of few outlying boats to stay much further south became obvious as 

we drifted closer and closer inshore towards the Lizard. The entire fleet was stuck between Land’s End and the 

Scilly Isles, doing about 0.4 knots in the wrong direction. 

As well as our progress dying, so were our batteries. We suddenly had no GPS, AIS, nav lights, fridge, cabin 

lights or any power to charge our devices. Only 12 hours into our race, having not left sight of the coast. We 

were NOT retiring. Both of us adamant that we had worked too hard to give up now, we powered through. 

Armed with torches, we started listing our options and brainstorming how to fix our first real issue that could 

potentially shatter our dream. After several unsuccessful attempts to jump start the engine in order to recharge 

our batteries, we started a deeper troubleshoot. Our watch pattern became 4 hours sailing, 2 hours 

troubleshooting and then 2 hours sleeping. While Elin worked tirelessly on the engine, Lou was searching the 

darkness for any lights and charted objects to attempt what felt like a week-long “blind nav” exercise in a 

Yachtmaster exam.  We didn’t even discuss retiring; we knew we had to carry on and make it work. Our phones 

were dangerously low on battery now and we wanted another way to reach help if needed - Navionics was no 

longer an option either. Of course, our trusty paper charts and tidal atlases weren’t affected, and they were a 

godsend. My late grandad’s handheld GPS, that I (Elin) was adamant we put in “just in case”, ended up saving 

us. 

Sailing Section 



 

 

 

Lou’s biggest worry 

was “the safety of 

Elin and this lovely 

boat that wasn’t 

mine; so crossing 

Traffic Separation 

Schemes and 

shipping channels 

in the dark with no 

lights onboard was 

not something I was comfortable with”. To solve this, we disconnected our fridge from the small solar panel on 

deck and rewired it to our navigation lights. The sun was just about to rise so we angled our solar panel towards 

the sun at every opportunity. That day, we saved up enough solar power to use our tricolour at night or our 

VHF, but not both. With the fridge no longer connected, our fresh food was somewhat insulated as we used it 

as a cool box instead. Elin scrambled a written note to send to our families and the race office to inform them 

of our situation. One lesson learned was that WhatsApp notes can send with limited mobile data and don’t use 

up as much battery.  

We sailed around the beautiful coastline of the Scilly Isles under beaming sunshine which was incredible after 

our hectic time with the batteries. Two days of our first leg were spent bobbing around in the Celtic Sea, stuck 

in another pocket of no wind, significantly delaying our ETA to Galway. On the slow evening approach to Fastnet 

Rock, we were greeted and escorted north-easterly for hours by a pod of around 300 dolphins. Our phones 

were still dead so we couldn’t capture this special moment on camera, but to be able to experience it alone at 

sea without looking through a screen was magical. We treated ourselves to half a pack of strawberry jelly each 

as we watched them playing off our bow. On our approach to Fastnet TSS, we tried to avoid sailing through as 

per the SIs, but we just clipped its corner.  Elin developed a nasty cold with a really loud and painful cough, 

leading to several of my watches being disturbed by a half-asleep Lou asking me to “die a bit quieter.’ “Huge 

respect to Lou’s navigation skills for safely getting us around unlit rocks for days up the jagged west coast of 

Ireland, without electronic aids, other than my grandad’s old Garmin Etrex”. We began tanker dodging across 

the River Shannon entrance trying not to get pulled in by the tide. It was a hard nighttime beat through South 

Sound between Inisheer and Doolin Point, fighting the weather-helmed tiller whilst trying to count the light 

sequences of cardinals and lighthouses. It gradually built to a force 6 at the entrance of Galway Bay, making our 

final night of the leg intense to say the least! The first stop over went by very quickly and we left Galway Bay for 

Lerwick at 0931 on a lovely broad reach with our sails out and spinnaker flying in a gentle breeze. 
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 We felt optimistic thinking of how we had overcome our setbacks so 

far and entered the next leg with a sense of calm. As we sailed north 

once again, we floated in a few patches of no wind which was frustrating 

when we had previously worked so hard. After rounding Black Rock, 

and every other little rock off the west Irish coastline, we were on a 

bearing straight for St Kilda. The steady breeze continued to build as we 

sailed further offshore and whilst monitoring the weather forecast, we 

could see tropical storm Alex bombing across the Atlantic directly 

towards us.  

Alas, battery problems reoccurred, and we were back to navigating the 

old-fashioned way, and rewiring solar panels once more. Continuously 

monitoring our battery charge levels, we were running our engine for 30 

minutes every 4 hours to attempt to recharge our batteries. However, 

still not getting any output back into our batteries so all it achieved was 

using up our fuel. We set a schedule for turning the chart plotter on for 

1 minute every so often to double check our course.  

When we announced we were sailing a Contessa 32, people said, “you 

won’t win, but you’ll finish” and she got us round every headland! Leaving Northern Ireland behind us, we began 

to see and feel the effects of tropical storm Alex. A four-day beam-on battering by force 7-8 sometimes gusting 

9 forced us to reef down considerably. We considered using the storm sails but decided it was too dangerous to 

be on the foredeck in those conditions. Lou kept thinking, “If I fall in I’m 90% dead already, there’s no way 

someone could recover me on their own, in time.” Helming on deck alone in this weather, I could hear a roaring 

sound behind me and didn’t turn around to look because I knew it was a wall of seawater and soon enough the 

crest broke over my head and filled the cockpit like a bath. 

To which I laughed to myself like a maniac. Many watches later, I was forced out of the leeward saloon bunk at 

great haste, popping my head out of the companionway to see a towering rock cloaked in fog that we were 

barrelling toward; quickly running out of water. Elin was clinging onto the tiller trying to counteract the weather 

helm, but we couldn’t bear away. At one point Elin counted 68 bruises on her legs which is a new PB. Through 

this storm, we barely had time or the stability to eat or sleep which added to the stress on our minds and bodies. 

You start to hear and see things that aren’t really there, and it’s scary. We had no contact with the rest of the 

world this far offshore, so had no idea that several boats had retired. We just kept going because we’re stubborn 

Welsh girls. One of the best things about sailing with Lou is that when one of us was struggling, we helped the 

other up.  
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As we sailed up the west coast of Shetland, the 

fog cleared, the sun was out, and the wind 

decreased to a force 4 and 5. Again, we 

underestimated the length of Shetland; round 

every headland and rock there was yet another. 

As we closed in on Muckle Flugga, the most 

northerly point of the UK, the wind direction 

changed unfavourably which meant instead of 

bearing away, we were fighting a harsh beat. The 

wind picked back up again, and we were reefed 

down yet again. A dramatic and hairy rounding in 10m waves battling the elements. Later, we started heading 

South towards Lerwick. These last 12 hours were hellish. We were bow into huge seas, really beating us  and the 

boat up. With every wave we slammed down into the next which sent the cupboards flying open, their contents 

all over the floor, the heads seat came off as well as the mirror. The lee cloths ripped, and our sleeping bags 

were soaked through in the 3 inches of water sloshing around over the floorboards. The windows were leaking 

as they were mostly underwater on the leeward side, this included the window above the chart table, so our 

charts were rather soggy too. Contessa 32s have a well-deserved reputation for “going to windward like a 

submarine”. Trying to find out where we were in very poor visibility, no electronics was hard enough without 

having to plot our position on a wet chart zooming around below deck, all whilst Lou was also being thrown 

around “I tried to use the heads and started climbing towards the bow below deck when a wave knocked the 

hook off the sliding door which sent it flying shut on my hand. Running completely on adrenaline, I didn’t even 

feel it but went to show Elin the side of my finger hanging off with blood down my arm. Elin didn’t find it as 

funny as I did, understandably”! The near-constant daylight being so far North was very disorientating, at one 

point Lou thought it was 3pm when it was actually 3am. After nearly being run down by a supertrawler, we could 

finally see Noss Head, then Bard Head and finally made our approach into Bressay Sound. A narrow, rocky 

entrance lead us into Lerwick’s South Harbour where we crossed the 2
nd

 finish line.  

We had at last arrived in our next port, but before heading to shore we had another near disaster. Our genoa 

halyard had snapped in the storm, but our sail remained hoisted with the compression of the reef, so as we 

attempted to furl it away, it didn’t want to co-operate. We tried hoisting, lowering, furling, nothing would get this 

sail away and our genoa lines ended up in the water; one whipping Elin in the face. Lou couldn’t use the engine 

with the lines in the water and they weren’t recoverable in the conditions. “I put the engine in astern to keep us 

off the rocks and called for help from Lerwick Harbour, very close to calling a Pan-Pan”. A pilot vessel was sent 

out tow us into the dock and we threw our mooring lines across and stepped ashore, our genoa  
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still flying. As soon as we touched the pontoon, our supporters and fellow competitors were ready to help with 

a bacon and egg butty, one up the mast to get the genoa down and all offering to help in any way they could. 

Lou: “I started bawling my eyes out with the overwhelming sense of relief for at least 30 minutes as I wolfed 

down some of the first food I’d eaten in days”. The next morning, we went to Lerwick Boating Club to use the 

wi-fi, charge our devices and plan the next leg. We were instantly met by renowned French sailor Christian 

Chalandre and told that we had won the leg outright, we were gleefully gobsmacked. 

Bruce, former Lerwick Lifeboat Coxswain, really looked after us and managed to dry out all seawater-soaked 

gear, as well as provide us with an IKEA bag as a replacement for our ripped spinnaker bag. Back under way 

again, we crossed the start line avoiding the huge, anchored cruise liner, Costa Fortuna. Tropical storm Alex 

had long passed over, giving us grey skies and a gentle breeze as we beat out of Bressay Sound. A band of thick 

fog stripped us of visibility and speed for a couple of hours as we continued south. After exiting Shetland’s 

waters, it was a due south bearing towards Blyth. However, the wind decided to be southerly as well, so it was a 

long slow beat with full sails all the way down the east coasts of The Orkneys and mainland Scotland. Each tack 

seemed to take us further away from our destination and we spent most our time dodging oil rigs and vessels 

restricted in their ability to manoeuvre. 50 miles off Scotland we saw a minke whale fin appear off our starboard 

beam, it was so close but didn’t stay around. About halfway to Blyth, our chart plotter over heated and stopped 

working completely even after long periods of being turned off. Then the inevitable battery failure happened… 

After swerving round lobster pots in the dark off the English East coast, the sun rose behind us casting a bright 

orange ray across the sails. We were closing in on Blyth, worked out which wind turbine and which lighthouse 

marked the finish line and sailed through. Not able to start our engine with our battery failure, Lou radioed 

Blyth Port Control to request permission to sail up the waterway into our berth in the marina outside the Royal 

Northumberland Yacht Club. Our request was granted and the Rival 32 who greeted us, lead the way back into 

their home port. With a few spectators on the pontoon, the pressure was on to execute a textbook-worthy sail 

alongside the pontoon. 
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Greeted again with a bacon butty, we started our last stop over. After 

donations of alternator parts from locals in Blyth, we finally sorted out our 

battery issues and could recharge our batteries once again with the engine. 

Lou had already decided we would have to retire if we couldn’t fix our 

battery problems as it was too dangerous to cross the entrance of The 

Thames without lights or nav. Having had a light wind sail down to Blyth, 

we were less physically tired but more mentally drained. Our restart was 

even less eventful - after dodging the lobster pots - the wind was extremely 

light and barely filled our sails as they flapped disappointingly. The East 

Coast was littered with wind farms and outside the River Humber, there 

were 7 wind farms in all directions, mostly on sandbanks. At night, they 

were swarms of red blinking lights that the tide swept us towards. We spent 

several hours struggling to sail round Sheringham Shoal Windfarm against 

the tide, but the sunset was spectacular. There was a huge climate 

adjustment between sailing from Lerwick to sailing round sunny Lowestoft. It was so much warmer, and the 

winds and seas were much less harsh. Once we rounded the most eastern point of the UK, we cut right in close 

to Great Yarmouth, taking the shallowest water possible to stay out of the tide. Shortly after exiting South Road, 

we hoisted our red spinnaker and sailed as high as we could towards Orford Ness. Elin handled the spinnaker 

by herself with ease as Lou got an hour of sleep. When she came back up on deck it was time to take the 

spinnaker down as the wind was becoming stronger from a less favourable angle and more unpredictable. I also 

noticed patches of yellowish water dotted all around us as we sailed amongst the sand banks – definitely time to 

drop and head further offshore. Sailing upwind towards Margate, I finished off our passage plan for crossing the 

entrance to the Thames Estuary, marking out the TSSs clearly this time to ensure we didn’t get penalised. We 

were crossing in darkness but at least we had nav lights and AIS now. Each tack seemed to take us closer to a 

sandbank and a huge tanker hurtling towards us at 20 knots. We monitored the shipping movements via VHF 

like hawks, waiting for one of the many ships to weigh anchor or leave the estuary. Without deck lights, they 

appeared quickly out of nowhere blocking out the light from the land.  

Finally, after the sun rose, we were facing the white cliffs of Dover, something else we had never seen. Border 

Force were very vocal on the radio warning all ships to maintain a good watch for small vessels attempting to 

cross the Strait. We made a contingency plan of what we would do if we came across a rib full of refugees, 

agreeing that we would provide any help we could such as food, water and rescue equipment. We knew the 

finish line was just one coast away and it was all we could think about. Getting stuck at our next headland: 

Dungeness, was disheartening, knowing that every time we slowed down we were finishing later. 
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These were more familiar waters; it went by slowly but sailing south of the Isle of Wight was another new 

experience. The sun was out still, but the wind had gone again, and we were floating with the tide near several 

anchored and slow-moving, large ships. The sky clouded over quickly, and the visibility became rather poor. 

Heavy rain was tipping down on us, dissipating any wind that was left. Eventually, the front passed over and we 

were sailing once again.  

A gentle breeze increased and created a choppy sea, and we were battling against wind and tide without gaining 

much ground.  Just off Portland, our genoa halyard broke again and left it hanging over the guard rails. Elin went 

to the bow and we used our spinnaker halyard as a genoa halyard which worked quite well. Elin got absolutely 

soaked bouncing around on the bow in the waves trying to re-slot our genoa and hoist. She was up there for over 

an hour while I was juggling lines and a tiller in the cockpit. Keeping the boat into the wind with the tiller between 

my legs without tacking whilst hoisting and dropping the genoa whilst getting thrown around by the boat was one 

of the most difficult things during the whole race. I ended up steering with my feet and jumping to open the 

clutch when Elin needed it lowered again. Thankfully, our safety harnesses kept us fairly safe and, most 

importantly, onboard. But unfortunately, it wasn’t enough to stop me from being launched across the cockpit, 

planting my ribcage on the port genoa winch. I was beginning to lose hope that we would get our sail back up 

and envied Elin’s determination in that moment. No matter how many times it popped out of the slot, she tried 

again, and we eventually got it all the way to the top and could carry on sailing. Once Elin was back safely in the 

cockpit, we were both so tired we just slumped against each other and carried on. During this episode, we were 

very nearly run down by a huge cruise ship who definitely never saw us. 

Closing the finish, we got stuck with the tide again at Start Point, our upwind track was actually a N – S route 

and wasn’t taking us any closer to Plymouth. Finally, we could see the lights of Plymouth and eventually the 

break water came into view. Another Contessa came out in a 

squall to show their support and escorted us in from a distance, 

this was very emotional for us as we realised what we had 

achieved. We listened to More than a Woman by the Bee Gees 

dancing on the deck and crying whilst eating tinned fish – a sight 

to say the least. A Brittany Ferry started coming out of the 

harbour just as we entered, but I stuck to my guns and continued 

towards the lighthouse, determined not to lose ground so close 

to the finish. Broad reach & gybes down the harbour and over 

the line.  Best feeling ever. A crowd was there to welcome us even 

so late on a Sunday evening. We were also the most viewed 

finishing video with 15,000 viewers online. We were welcomed 

ashore with chicken kebabs and Champagne. 
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Back on the Ocean Waves: Fiji to Zealand 2022 

By Chris N. Jones 

Outgoing Commodore Chris Jones recounts his Oceanian Odyssey with wife Fi as it happened 

It’s 0330 in the morning and I’m sitting / hanging on at the nav 

station in the s/v Kallima four days out from our departure 

from Fiji. We’re at 33’ 15S 173’ 55E and it’s halfway through 

my night watch. The French designed nav station seat on this 

47’ catamaran is designed to rotate and hinge. And it does 

both, with supreme efficiency, every 15 seconds or so as the 

cat shoulders aside the long 3 metre ocean swells and lurches 

every which way but loose at a steady 10 knots on a course of 

185 degrees true with 310 nautical miles to go to the Bay of 

Islands in New Zealand. A good whole-body workout as it 

happens, but not exactly my first choice of either time or 

venue. So why are you sitting down below instead of up on 

watch in the cockpit I hear the mono-hull skipper ask. 

Answer, this boat doesn’t have a cockpit, it has a covered 

outdoor recreational space the size of a small back yard with 

comfy wheel steering stations positioned at the aft end of each 

hull. As it happens these seductive perches are also situated in 

the perfect spot where an inattentive watch keeper might miss time a violent lurch, while making a desperate 

grab for a secure handhold, and inadvertently do a forward somersault down the bathing platform and into the 

foaming wake. Neither a happy prospect nor, as it happens, a good spot for keeping watch.  Assuming a safe 

arrival at this idyllic refuge, sitting comfortably is undoubtedly an attractive thought - but with 50% of the visible 

horizon obscured by superstructure, mast and rigging there has to be a better way of monitoring our 

surroundings. Not that our surroundings are visible on this particular night which happens to be as black as a 

crow’s backside without a glimmer of a star in sight.  

So here I sit in the semi darkness, sailing by numbers. A wing with two reefs and a headsail with three carry us 

on through the night. The AIS has gone AWOL so it’s back to basics with an occasional glance at the radar. 

The apparent wind angle hovers around 85 degrees in a solid 28 knot breeze with the occasional 35 knot gust. 

The noise of wind and sea is incessant. The sound of water rushing past and between the hulls punctuated by 

regular explosive crashes as waves combine beneath the bridge deck make the saloon table twitch. But overall 

things are going fine. This is the night, and this is the ocean, and this boat is doing exactly what it’s designed to  
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do - well balanced, powered up, on auto helm steering with the wheel showing hardly any movement to correct 

the course. I am momentarily distracted by the antics of a half empty bottle of red wine. It sits exactly midships 

on the shiny galley work surface and appears to have set itself the extreme challenge of defying gravity. The 

minuscule sound of glass moving across a stainless steel reminds me that any challenges I have relating to bottles 

of red wine have nothing to do with gravity, so I make a timely dash across the saloon and quickly stow it in the 

fridge. And back to the smudges 6 miles ahead on the starboard bow - rain squalls moving east across our track. 

No problem, they should pass clear ahead in this breeze and so it goes on. 

This passage undoubtedly 

has a reputation among 

circumnavigators as being 

one where the timing of 

departure is pretty critical 

both to escape the 

impending cyclone season 

and to ensure a reasonably 

comfortable journey 

south. The key date in 

terms of cyclone risk, 

according to insurance 

companies, is November 

1st.  During the preceding weeks liveaboard cruisers gather in numbers and compare grib files, look at previous 

years’ weather patterns, consult ‘professional’ weather routers and, if they’re not careful, end up in a distressed 

state of analysis paralysis. Then, when the due date arrives, herd instinct takes over and some leave in droves to 

avoid being uninsured and take what comes - which is actually what we all end up having to do anyway. By way 

of contrast seasoned Kiwi skippers, some of whom have done the trip many times, ignore the insurance issue 

and wait for the right moment - often late into November or even early December. We opted for the latter 

approach. 

So, what’s the big deal? It’s actually much the same deal as the passage back from the Caribbean to the UK in 

that it involves leaving the sub tropics, passing through the mid latitudes high pressure belt and entering the more 

volatile northern, or in our case southern, circumpolar low-pressure belt. In this part of the world that normally 

involves timing the passage of high-pressure cells moving east from Australia. First taking advantage of the 

easterly wind on the north side of the high to sail south, then motor sailing through the slack central zone before 

picking up the northerly flow on the west side to get down to New Zealand before the next low approaches from 

Tasmania. As shown above an unstable trough usually forms between each high bringing  
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squalls and thunderstorms. So, it’s when the normal pattern is disrupted, that the decision around how and when 

to pass through this area preoccupies those cruisers heading south - and that’s what happened to us. 

This season that regular pattern never appeared with the high pressure cells being distorted by strong lows 

moving north from Tasmania feeding a wavering convergence zone trough stretching from Vanuatu to the east 

of New Zealand. We watched it for a week or more and then just took our best shot. We went for light winds 

to start, with squalls etc then, as the map above shows, a brief slack area as we move through a ridge of high 

pressure and finally a strong flow from the west once we were south of 30S to take us into New Zealand.  

So here we are in the middle of the night on Thursday, our fifth day out, and the predictions proved to be 

accurate. The first four days were a mixture of delight and frustration. During star lit nights Orion hung clear 

above us, on 

vacation from 

the northern 

hemisphere, 

while just 

above the 

southern 

horizon Alpha 

Centuri and 

Hadar pointed 

towards my 

favourite 

constellation, the Southern Cross. Then came the cloud and squalls heralding the arrival of another variable 

convergence area presenting frustrating choices of sail plans and engine combinations. Gradually, on the fourth 

day, the wind backed from NW to west and increased to the current 25 knots and this long 3 metre swell arrived 

from the Tasman sea making moving around the boat a little more of an adventure - especially if you’re a wine 

bottle. But now it’s nearly 0500 and change of watch. Fi arrives five minutes ahead of time as usual and the kettle 

is on for a cup of peppermint tea. A glimmer of light in the crows arse bleeds colour into the eastern horizon 

highlighting the odd cresting wave and promising a clearer day ahead. And so it turned out. By Friday afternoon 

fragmented hills appeared over the southern horizon and by late evening we spotted the winking green and red 

lights marking the channel into the Bay of Islands and up to Opua marina where we would check into New 

Zealand.   

Another fine, unforgettable 1000-mile ocean passage nearly complete and under the belt. Maybe it’s my last - 

but there again maybe not. 
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Fort Belan Revisited and a Grand Day Out 
By Angie Laing 

After featuring the highlights of the RWYC 

rowers’ trip to Fort Belan in the previous 

bulletin, Angie Laing has offered us a full recap 

of a great trip 

Following last year’s successful rowing trip to Fort 

Belan, we agreed that it would be great to return this 

year, and possibly invite a few friends along too. Sarah 

had agreed a date with Paul, who chairs the Friends of 

Belan Association, of Sunday 21
st

 of August 2022, and 

we put it in our diaries.  

Now being a certain age and the agreed date not being today, tomorrow or in the following week, I promptly 

forgot all about it, until about a week before the event, when it crept into my brain’s narrow attention window 

and then I thought I had better get on with checking on the arrangements, the tides and the crewing. 

We firstly had to establish who else intended to come. The very kind owners of Fort Belan along with the 

Friends of Belan Association had extended the invitation to all the local rowing clubs, and the response was 

fantastic:  Moelfre - two Celtic Longboats and a yole, Beaumaris- four Celtic Longboats, Porthmadog - two 

Celtics, Conwy - one Celtic… it was lining up to be quite a jolly! 

After checking the tides, I was 

delighted to see that high tide 

5.49, with the low at 12.37, so we 

would be carried on the ebbing 

tide. Well planned, thought I. 

Next to check, the Doc Victoria 

gate times, and I was then 

dismayed, as there was just a one-

hour exit window from 7am to 8.02 am. 8.02am on a Sunday morning? Good grief, I thought, that’s just sacrilege! 

And then I realised we could add that extra hour for BST, phew, meaning we had to be made ready, launched 

and out on the waves by 9.02 am. A little better, but Good Lord, on a Sunday morning and all!  

 

The next challenge was to persuade a crew to be up and ready at this almost ungodly hour. David our sculling 

champion was first on the keen list, but the offer of a space on a yole was calling him. Why pull one oar when 

you could pull two (I’ll answer that sometime, but that’s another story…). 
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Marion was also keen as ever, but also, 

like myself, attached to a nice Sunday 

morning lie in. Bethan and Dawn 

stepped forward, looking for all the 

world like ladies who launch in their 

sunglasses and designer flip-flops, and 

Lois, after only one previous longboat 

outing, bravely stepped in, and there we 

were. As promised the morning was fine 

and fair and we left the docks as planned, found somewhere to leave the boat (that’s another story too….) and 

spent the next hour having gorgeous bacon rolls and teas back in the dock, aboard Crwydr, thanks very much 

Bethan and Dave Majski. 

Fed and watered and feeling much better at last out on the water we went to greet the gathering crowd of Celtics 

amassing on the Aberforeshore from the other clubs. What a glorious site on a Sunday morning, reminiscent of 

our league races day, but without the anxiety. In fact in was very jovial, those who are our competitors on race 

days are of course just like us, folks who love a good sea-row and a social, and once on the water I would say 

only 70% of the boats raced off to ensure they weren’t trailing behind, but not us, in our role as very semi -hosts, 

we thought we’d just take it easy and take our time, it’s the polite thing to do isn’t it (wink)?  With such perfect 

rowing conditions, why not enjoy the journey? Even the Moelfre yole went bombing past us at a certain point, 

with what would have been a wave from David, if only he’d had a free hand! 

As we neared the fortified outcrop of Fort Belan we realised that a few of the front running boats were circling 

around, and one or two venturing out 

into the mouth of Abermenai bar, 

possibly not sure where to land. We 

pointed them towards the steep 

shingle beach and pulled up in turn. 

Longboats are heavy when the beach 

is steep, but many hands make light 

work. As one we all lifted the boats in 

turn to a place beyond the high tide 

line (or so we hoped) and made our 

way over to the Fort itself. 

There were too many of us for just one guided tour, so off went some of us with the knowledgeable tour guide 

Ifor Williams, while the others enjoyed the sunshine and company.  
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We learned about the restoration projects, which to date include restoring the railings to the turrets, the cannons, 

the bakehouse, completely renovating the watchtower with its unique sundial, restoring the tabernacle and flag-

pole, restoring the turret bell, and work on the forge. The Friends of Belan Association are committed to pre-

serving this piece of Welsh history for genera-

tions to come to enjoy. They have also put 

much effort into the flora and fauna, having 

planted an orchard of rare varieties of Welsh 

fruit trees to help keep these strains alive, and 

seeding areas of wildflower meadows, which 

are delightful. We met their ecologist and bot-

anist Julie, who has since joined us a couple of 

times out on the longboats. 

A short history of Fort Belan 

 It was built in 1775 for a reported cost of 

£30,000 by Thomas Wynn, then MP for 

Caernarfonshire, and later to become Lord 

Newborough. That’s equivalent to over 4 million pounds in 2022. He built the coastal fortress as he was worried 

about the vulnerability of Britain's coastline to attack, particularly because of the recently begun American War 

of Independence. Fort Belan was the only purpose-built fort of the American Revolution on the eastern side of 

the Atlantic Ocean. It guards a narrow passage of water between the mainland and Abermenai point of 35 m 

(115 ft) in width. In the late 1780s, the barracks were used to ward off raiding American privateers from the Irish 

Sea, but despite its military history, "no shots have been fired in anger from the fort". In the 1820s, the Wynn 

family turned it into a private fort for themselves, adding a small harbour for Spencer Wynn's steam yacht. Major 

construction works took place between 1824 and 1826. The watchtower was built in the 1890s by Freddie Wynn, 

and it housed a telescope. It is known that in the early 1900’s the dock had workshops for repairing vessels, 

marine storehouses, winches, and cranes. During World War II the fort was again used for military purposes as 

the base for the Home Guard and two rescue launches.  

The fort was still owned by the Wynn family until 1992, when they sold the property to the Blundell family as a 

base for marine biology exploration. The fort was reclassified ad a Grade I listed building in 1996. The Blundell 

family still own the fort, and in their time, it has housed a maritime museum and a pottery, and more recently it 

has been re-purposed as a self-catering holiday complex, arranged around a pretty quadrangle. They have six 

cottages, and some can be interlinked, providing accommodation for up to 45 people. This makes it a rather 

unique venue for families and groups, and also they are registered for weddings and civil ceremonies. The houses 

have been given a farmhouse feel and either heating or fires keep them warm. Looking at their website, they do 

look rather nice. 

After the tours had concluded we said our goodbyes, reboarded our boats and off we went. Once again, no boat 

was left high and dry, the crowd of rowers made sure no one was left shorthanded with all the boats safely afloat. 

The fine weather held and, back in Caernarfon, we waved our goodbyes, and headed back into the docks For-

tunately, we got the timing right. 

A big thank you to the owners, to Dr. Paul Nickson and his team from Friends of Belan Association to Sarah 
for organising, and to whoever made the huge pile of lovely cheese sandwiches. 
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Festive Feasting at the Clubhouse! 

We had Christmas cheer with 

plenty of beer along with some 

seasonal snacks and a secret 

Santa at the Clubhouse Christ-

mas Party on Saturday 10
th
 De-

cember, followed by mince pies 

and mulled wine merriment at a 

special daytime event for our 

members on Saturday 17
th
 De-

cember.  

Dates for Your Diary  

 

 

Clubhouse Chronicles 

 

Saturday 31
st

 December 2022: Join us at the Clubhouse to see in the New Year   19.30  

Saturday 14
th

 January 2023:  Cheese and Wine Evening (booking required)   19.30 

Saturday 28
th

 January 2023: Burns Night Supper (booking required)    19.00 

Saturday 18
th

 February 2023: Gin and Salami Evening (booking required)    19.30 

Saturday 4
th

 March 2023: St David’s Day Lunch       TBC 

Thursday 30
th

 March 2023: Craning In Supper       TBC 



 

 

 

Place Names from the Bar to Caernarfon 
By Ifor Williams 

Ifor Williams offers us a bilingual breakdown of the place names from the Bar to Caernarfon 

and their historic and linguistic significance 

When wandering on foot, we will see historic 

names on old farms and houses that have 

been with us for centuries. There are also 

place names in our waters and coastline. 

Here is a list of them from the Bar to 

Caernarfon. Many of these names were 

acquired by Tony Lovell, one of the last 

salmon fishermen of Caernarfon. 

Sianel Gwyr Nefyn: This is a deep channel running 

along the coast of Morfa Dinlle, where some boats 

were able to take a shortcut when sailing towards 

Nefyn and avoid going round Y Bar. The oldest 

record of this as far as I know is on the Lewis Morris 

map from 1748. This can be seen clearly on satellite 

images such as Google Earth.  

Morfa Dinlle: This is the sandy headland from 

Dinas Dinlle to Caer y Belan, formed by the long 

shore drift. Morfa is lowland by the sea and Dinlle 

is Din (fort) and lle open place around the fort. 

Trwyn y Monk: Location on the beach between 

Abermenai and Rhosyr/Newborough, following the 

shipwreck of a ship called Monk in January 1846, 

sailing from Porthdinllaen to Liverpool.  

The Gap: (SH 441 612) This is the gap between the 

mainland and Anglesey near Caer y Belan. This 

name goes back to the 13th century. I have come 

across two other names for this, namely Adwy 

Bennog (adwy – gateway, bennog or penwaig – 

herring) and in T. Hudson Williams' book, 

'Atgofion am Gaernarfon' Ceg y Botel, a good 

description of the rough sea here during a particular 

time of the tide, like water pouring out of a bottle. 

Caer y Belan: (SH 440 609) The barraks was 

originally built in 1775 by Thomas Wyn who 

became Lord Newborough, (this was Newborough 

in Ireland, which is Gorey today). After his death, 

his son, Thomas John Wyn expanded the fort and 

built the dock and changed the name to Fort St. 

David. On the 1841 census list, we see a new name 

for the fort, Fort Belan, the meaning of belan in this 

case is seawall.  

Cei Bach (SH 440 610). We see this on the tip of 

the Morfa Dinlle peninsula, where there is an eddy 

current formed on the beach, where there was an 

abundance of fish.  

Y Foryd: Foryd means mor, (sea) and rhyd (ford), 

with the m mutated to f because of the article Y a 

vowel in Welsh. We see paths crossing the Foryd on 

early maps from the 1840s.  

Abermenai: A medieval port. Here Gruffydd ap 

Cynan landed in 1075 to attack Gwynedd in order 

to recover his lands from the Normans. People in 

the old days used to cross from here to Caer y Belan 

from Anglesey.  
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Braich Abermenai is the ‘arm’ that extends from the 

Rhosyr (Newborough) area to Abermenai point.  

Southcrook: A name for the tip of Abermenai point, 

the explanation for this name is the shape of the 

landscape at this point, see O.S. maps. There is a 

record of this in 1284.  

*Twm Grafal: The beach on the Abermenai arm on 

the Traeth Melyn side. Twm is a corruption of the 

word Tywyn, and then gravel. 

Penrhyn Mulfran: We see this to the right of Traeth 

Gwyn, a small peninsula extending towards Hen 

Eglwys Llanfaglan. Cormorants are often seen here, 

hence the name. This name appears on the O.S. 

map of 1841.  

Y Snowt: (SH 449 610) Sand at low tide, extending 

towards Caernarfon from the Penrhyn Mulfran. A 

corruption of the English snout.  

Tocyn Isaf / Tocyn Ty Calch (SH 445 615). A pile 

of stones in the water near Tŷ Calch, where the 

town's fishermen set their nets.  

Tocyn Uchaf (SH 47 618). Another pile of stones 

used by fishermen nearer to Porth Lleidiog, for 

setting out their nets. 

Glasddwr or Basddwr. There has been some 

argument about this, some say its Basddwr, dwr bas 

is shallow water or Glasddwr blue water both of 

which describes the location. 

Bar Bach. (SH458622) We see this location at a 

certain time of tide, where waves break more or less 

opposite Porth Lleidiog. They say that there is a 

causeway crossing the Menai, and according to  

 

 

Tony Lovell, he remembers someone mentioning 

that they had seen a steppingstone in the water, but 

there is no visual evidence. I contacted the 

Department of Marine Sciences at the University in 

Bangor, in the images I had there was no evidence 

of stones anywhere, unless, they are covered by sand 

here, who knows?  

Four coastal historic house names, in Llanfaglan and 

Caernarfon:  

Ty Calch. We see “Limehouse” on Lewis Morris' 

map from 1848, but the lime kiln is about 200 

meters down the road to the south, in the field and 

it is still intact. This cottage had to be painted white 

to aid navigation through the Bar into the Menai. 

Porth Lleidiog. Possibly the site of an old port, this 

is the plural of llaith, an abundance of wet mud. 

Heard that the Romas had a port here but no 

evidence. 

Bath Cottage. This is the only clue we have today of 

the site of the old Caernarfon baths. If someone 

were to change this name, we would lose knowledge 

of the location of the old baths that was built in 1905. 

There is no law to ensure that historical names are 

protected, and this is an example of how important 

it is to ensure that people do not change historical 

place names. 

 Coed Helen / Is Helen. Is Helen is farm below 

Coed Helen. The correct name for Coed Helen is 

Coed Alun, but because of the popularity of Helen 

in the history of Caernarfon this evolved to Helen. 

Coed Alun mentioned from 6th century. 
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Enwau Lleoedd o’r Bar i Gaernarfon 

Ifor Williams yn cynnig dadansoddiad dwyieithog o’r enwau lleoedd o’r Bar i Gaernarfon a’u 

harwyddocâd hanesyddol ac ieithyddol 

Wrth grwydro ar droed, fe welwn enwau 

hanesyddol ar hen ffermydd a thai sydd wedi 

bodoli ers canrifoedd. Dyma restr o rai 

ohonynt o’r Bar i’r Gaernarfon. Cafwyd 

nifer o’r rhain gan Tony Lovell un o “hogia 

cwch samons” olaf Caerneafon.  

Sianel Gwyr Nefyn: Sianel ddofn yn rhedeg gydag 

arfordir Morfa Dinlle, lle'r oedd rhai cychod yn gallu 

cymryd llwybr byr wrth hwylio i gyfeiriad Nefyn, ac 

osgoi mynd rownd Y Bar. Y cofnod hynaf o hwn 

hyd y gwn yw ar fap Lewis Morris o 1748. Mae hwn 

i’w weld yn glir ar luniau lloeren fel Google Earth. 

Morfa Dinlle. Dyma’r penrhyn o dywod sy’n 

ymestyn o Ddinas Dinlle i Gaer y Belan, a greuwyd 

gan ddrifft y glannau.  Tir isel ger y môr yw Morfa, 

a Dinlle yw Din (caer) a lle yw lle, sef y lle o amgylch 

y gaer.  

Trwyn y Monk: Lleoliad ar y traeth rhwng 

Abermenai a Niwbwrch, yn dilyn llongddrylliad 

cwch o’r enw Monk ym mis Ionawr 1846. 

Y Gap: (SH 441 612) Dyma’r bwlch rhwng y tir 

mawr ac Ynys Môn ger Caer y Belan. Mae’r enw 

yma yn mynd yn ôl i’r 13g. Mae dau enw arall ar gael 

yma, sef Adwy Bennog ac yn llyfr T. Hudson 

Williams, ‘Atgofion am Gaernarfon’ Ceg y Botel, 

disgrifiad da o’r môr garw yma yn ystod adeg o’r 

llanw. 

Caer y Belan: (SH 440 609) Codwyd y gaer yn 

wreiddiol yn 1775 gan Thomas Wyn a ddaeth yn 

Arglwydd Newborough, (Newborough yn yr 

Iwerddon, sef Gorey heddiw sydd yma) ar ôl ei 

farwolaeth, fe wnaeth ei fab, Thomas John Wyn 

ehangu’r gaer a chodi doc yno a newid yr enw i Fort 

St David tua 1824. Ar restr cyfrifiad 1841, gwelwn 

enw arall am y gaer sef Fort Belan, ystyr belan yn yr 

achos yma yw morglawdd. 

Cei Bach (SH 440 610). Gwelwn hwn ar benrhyn 

Morfa Dinlle, ble ceir tro lif ar ran o’r traeth.  

Y Foryd: Ystyr Foryd yw mor a rhyd, gyda’r m wedi 

ei threiglo i f oherwydd y fanod Y. Gwelwn lwybrau 

yn croesi’r Foryd ar fapiau cynnar o’r 1840au. 

Abermenai: Porthladd hynafol. Yma glaniodd 

Gruffydd ap Cynan yn 1075 i ymosod ar Wynedd 

er mwyn adennill ei diroedd oddi wrth y 

Normaniaid. Arferai pobl groesi oddi yma i Gaer y 

Belan a’r tir mawr o Ynys Mon.  

Braich Abermenai: yw’r fraich sydd yn ymestyn o 

ardal Rhosyr (Newborough) i drwyn Abermenai. 

Southcrook: Enw ar drwyn Abermenai, esboniad 

am yr enw yma yw siâp y trwyn. Gwelir cofnod o hwn 

yn 1284. 
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Traeth Gwyn: (SH 442 607).  Dyma’r traeth i’r 

chwith o Gaer y Belan. Dau reswm dros yr enw, yn 

ol Tony y tywod yn chwythu’n wyn ar y traeth yn 

ystod gwyntoedd ac o brofiad fy hun, sylwais ar y 

traeth yn adlewyrchu’n wyn yng ngolau’r haul.  

Twm Grafal: Y traeth ar fraich Abermenai ar ochr 

Traeth Melyn. Llygriad o’r gair tywyn, ac yna grafel. 

Penrhyn Mulfran: Gwelwn hwn i’r dde o Draeth 

Gwyn, penrhyn bychan yn ymestyn tuag at Hen 

glwys Llanfaglan. Mae Mulfrain i’w gweld yn aml 

yma, a dyna’r rheswm dros yr enw. Gwelir yr enw 

hwn ar fap yr A.O. o 1841. 

Y Snowt: (SH 449 610) Tywod ar drai, yn ymestyn i 

gyfeiriad Caernarfon o Benrhyn Mulfran. Llygriad 

o’r Saesneg Snout. 

Tocyn Isaf / Tocyn Tŷ Calch (SH 445 615). Tocyn 

o gerrig yn y dŵr ger Tŷ Calch, ble roedd pysgotwyr 

y dref yn gosod eu rhwydi. 

Tocyn Uchaf (SH 47 618). Tocyn o gerrig gan 

bysgotwyr yn nes at Borth Lleidiog 

Bar Bach. (SH458622) Gwelwn leoliad hwn ar adeg 

o’r llanw, drwy i foryn gael ei ffurfio mwy neu lai 

gyferbyn a Phorth Lleidiog. Ar lafar ceir son fod yna 

sarn yn croesi’r Fenai, ac yn ôl Tony Lovell mae yn 

cofio rhywun yn son am gerrig steps yn y dŵr. 

Holais adran Gwyddorau Mor y Brifysgol ym 

Mangor, a chefais luniau ganddynt yn dangos gwely’r 

Fenai, ond nid oedd tystiolaeth o gerrig yn unman, 

os, nad ydynt wedi eu gorchuddio gan dywod yma, 

pwy a ŵyr? 

Tri enw tai hanesyddol ar y Fenai, yn Llanfaglan a 

Chaernarfon. 

Tŷ Calch. Gwelwn Limehouse ar fap Lewis Morris 

o 1848 yma, ond mae’r odyn galch tua 200 medr i 

lawr y ffordd i’r de, yn y cae ac mae hi’n dal yn gyfan. 

Porth Lleidiog. Bosib safle hen borthladd, ystyr 

lleidiog yw lluosog y llaith, sef lle mwdlyd. 

Bath Cottage. Dyma’r unig adeilad sydd yn nodi 

safle hen bwll nofio Caernarfon. Pe bai rhywun 

anwybodus yn newid yr enw yma, byddem yn colli 

gwybodaeth am leoliad yr hen bwll nofio a godwyd 

yn 1905. Nid oes deddf yn bodoli i sicrhau bod 

enwau hanesyddol yn cael eu gwarchod, ac mae hwn 

yn enghraifft o ba mor bwysig ydyw i sicrhau nad yw 

pobl yn newid enwau hanesyddol. 

Coed Helen / Is Helen: Alun yw’r enw personol 

cywir yma. Daeth yr enw yn Helen i fodolaeth 

oherwydd ei fod yn enw poblogaodd yn hanes y 

dref. Cawn gofnod o Coed Alun yn ystod y7fed 

ganrif. 
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If you have any comments, suggestions, photos, words of wisdom, tales of seafaring 

adventures or anything else you would like to be featured in the first bulletin of 2023, 

please email Jo at:  

marketing@royal-welsh.com 

Until next time, I wish you all fair winds and following seas! 

Jo Smykowska, Editor 

You can stay up to date with RWYC news by visiting our website, where you will 

find contact details for all of the Club’s Officers: 

https://www.royal-

welsh.com/officers.html 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

Useful info 

You can also follow us on 

Facebook 

Handy links: 

https://www.tidetimes.org.uk/ 

https://www.caernarfonharbour.org.uk/ 
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Wishing all our RWYC members 

a Merry Christmas and a happy new year! 


