Pathfinder Summer Cruise to Normandy
August 21 — 29 2004

Well that was the idea, but the weather had other plans for us. So
for Normandy read Le Havre and Honfleur.

I think we had all spent the preceding few days continually
checking out weather forecasts in the hope of finding one .
which we liked. Finally Saturday morning came — D ??@
(departure or decision) day. Sumprezi was still not back in
action so only two boats were to take part, Abraxis, crewed by Julia and
Martin with Paul and Sue and Caribbean Blue, crewed by Richard and
Jenny. None of us had actually made the Le Havre trip before and we had
only had Caribbean Blue for two weeks so it was definitely new territory.
So there we were at Eastlands deliberating over the weather. The
forecasts were unpromising; it was possible that we would get to France
and get stuck there! Paul laid it on the line; there was a window of
opportunity that day to get across to Le Havre and if forecasts were right,
perhaps another on Thursday or the following weekend to get home again.
We all made the decision to go for it.
Final preparations were made for a lunch time departure and when
Abraxis was fuelled we set off. The sun was
shining and the sea state to begin with was
moderate. Paul filed a route with the
coastguard and we stopped at each
waypoint to make sure everyone was OK.
Caribbean Blue was very comfortable.
However it is a long trip and by the time
we were half way across the wind was
freshening and the sea was becoming
rougher. Richard took any spray which came our way, apart from a few
spots on my sun glasses. Abraxis did not fare quite so well; all her crew
got very wet and cold. The sea state meant a much slower journey than
we had expected and we were all very pleased to reach our
' ¢t destination.

@@ , 1 was concerned that French restaurants do not seem to serve
Qo food very late, so we opted for food rather than showers and

» found a welcoming restaurant. It transpired that | was the
main French interpreter and we were all extremely tired, which
does nothing for my unpractised French; hence there was some
confusion over French time. | struggled to book a table for 9
p.m. and the perplexed waitress pointed out that it was already 9
p.m.! All was well though and our first meal in France was good and the
restaurant staff helped Paul and Sue find a hotel for the night.

We were at least safe in the marina for the night even though the boats
were rocked about a bit since the marina is at the entrance to the busy
port and is therefore affected by the wash from ferries and large container
ships coming and going.




Sunday began cloudy but the sun soon came out and Paul showed us his
plans for going on to Honfleur. We had located the fuel and headed
straight for it only to find that we would have to wait until half past one to
fill up. So we settled down to lunch on board our boats while we waited;
it appeared that boats can only be refuelled for a few hours either side of
high water. It certainly was a long way up steep steps to the road and
the French interpreter of the group does not like heights much, so it was
not until 1.45 that | was brave enough to climb up and go to the petrol
station where | was told that we could not buy fuel because they had lost
the key! Désastre! We were not amused. Abraxis was definitely too low
on fuel to leave without. Just as we set out to buy fuel in cans — eureka —
the key was found. So off we set around the corner and down the mouth
of the River Seine to Honfleur. It was free flow at the lock so we were
straight through in no time and moored up next to some very nice boats
from Lymlngton waiting for the road bridge to lift to give access to the
Vieux Bassin where visiting yachts can stay right
in the centre of town.

Now I must explain that Richard does not like an
audience when he is manoeuvring his boat. On
our first Shakedown trip with Pathfinder he
preferred to slip quietly into Mercury
unannounced, considering it better to have no
help getting into a berth, sooner than have
strangers watch him arrive. | must also explain that it was féte day in

Honfleur. .r' m

Imagine then Richard’s horror when the road
bridge finally lifted and we followed £1000s of
expensive boats into a small space completely
lined by 1000s of tourists and local onlookers
who had all stopped whatever they were doing
to line the quay and watch the spectacle of the .
arrival of all these boats. We now know what it feels like to be in a gold
fish bowl, Watched by 1000s of curious eyes.

SSE——L Richard and Martin of course handled their boats
like pros and we were soon safely moored to
pontoons. Most of the crowds melted away, but
over the next few days the crew of Abraxis
especially, found themselves treated like
/ exhibits in a zoo. Watching them relax with a
=  drink is obviously a fascinating spectator sport.

The plan was to spend two nights in Honfleur and then carry on up the
coast of Normandy towards Cherbourg for the return Channel crossing.
So it was off to a restaurant for an excellent dinner, rounded off with
Calvados which was not to everyone’s taste. Then on to a bar for a night
cap or six. You can see that the crew of Abraxis were to lead us astray.
It was past 1.30 the next morning before we swayed back to our boats;
not just caused by the wobbling of the pontoons!

Monday was a day of complete relaxation, exploring the beautiful
medieval port of Honfleur and soaking up the ambience. After another
good meal we needed an earlier night.



On Wednesday the forecast was still for winds

Force 5/6, so it was safer to stay put in

Honfleur, with which we were now very

familiar and the local mozzie population were

making a meal of Martin, Paul and me. We

walked out to the beach to see for ourselves

the wind condition and confirmed it was

***%** strong. Paul seemed very concerned

that we were not getting any closer to

Cherbourg, but the forecasts were still bleak and there was no alternative
but to wait it out. So we got more R & R and found yet another excellent
restaurant — there are 100s in Honfleur, and this time Martin decided to
try the oysters. Now let me warn you, if Martin has the oysters with a hot
sauce, do not sit opposite! Richard found out the hard way and was very
nearly wearing one of Martin’s oysters. | suppose we should not have
laughed at Martin choking, but Richard was having hysterics!

The plan for Thursday was to get up early, ready to depart at 8.30. Paul
decided to wait another hour and walk out to the beach to check the
weather conditions. We had no accurate local forecast — problem with
their computer, so we were relying on messages from home. Paul and
Martin decided we should make a break for it at 9.30 and so off we went
but there was still a strong wind blowing — at least Force 6 and the sea,
although not as rough as Tuesday, was still going to give our boats some
trouble. Caribbean Blue was handling the waves fairly well, but we could
not make more than 13 knots. At that rate we would use enormous
amounts of fuel. Paul decided it was not worth the struggle. We aborted
our attempt to get further up the coast and headed for the safety of Le
Havre. It was a pleasant enough day to take a walk in the sun but the
constant strong wind was getting everyone a bit fed up. Would it never
ease?



