Mostly Harmless Weymouth Race Report

At 1908, after holding a transit on the same bit of scrub on the hill above Chapman’s Pool for two hours, with at least two hours until the tide would turn favourable, and after watching our principal rivals overtake us inshore after we had left them for dead at Anvil Point about four hours earlier, the skipper faced a mutiny.   Ian, who combines role of crew boss and spokesman for the Crews’ Union, made it clear that the fleshpots of Weymouth were more appealing than the Corinthian honour of holding out for a finish in the small hours.

After the glory of winning the Nab Tower Race in next to no breeze, the prospect held out the weather charts where the arrows pointed all over the place and had no arrows on the tail held no fear for Mostly Harmless.  We played it safe on the start-line and wallowed in schadenfreude as one of Prima 38 rivals, Longbow, paid the price for their over-enthusiasm, hoisting their kite to get back across the line and twenty minutes later calling it a day – although it turned out later that they were the lucky ones.  
Going through Hurst was a laugh.  With Sconce abeam and no way on, an overfall turned us through 360 degrees.  Although we were pointing in approximately the right direction going through the narrows, the other remaining Prima 38, Bounty Hunter, went through stern first.  

Normal service was restored a few minutes later, with a pleasant breeze giving us a beat to the Needles Fairway Buoy before freeing off for a fetch across Christchurch Bay.  We had to find our way through classes 4 and 5 who, seeing big boats coming through decided that they would try and luff us to Alderney – but there again we tried to the same thing to Hope and Glory and to Predator when they came through.  
The wind began to fade as we approached Anvil Point and the prospect of getting round St Alban’s before the tide turned started to look remote.  With co-owner and navigator Natalie watching the differences on the GPS heading and speed against those of the boat’s instruments we headed a bit offshore leaving Bounty Hunter, who elected to go inshore and appear to get stuck in the east going eddy, for dead.  With St Alban’s still a mile or so away, the electronics began to suggest that the tide was turning, so we headed in for the cliffs for some rock hopping, and before long could see we were passing the higher rating boats that had been ahead.  

Now for the highlight of the race, close tacking under the cliffs.  The “Ready About” call on the inshore tack echoing off the rock face.  Playing chicken with the echo-sounder and trusting the bowman to spot anything sinister.  And have to face the ignominy of being passed by a Sigma 33!  Our old rivals from our days racing Mithril, Richard Puddifoot and his crew in Whippa Snappa, showed why Sigma 33s remain are the ultimate boat for short tacking in light airs as they managed to see off a Prima 38 and a very well sailed HOD 35 in the form  of Comedy of Errors.  
We made the tip of St Albans just ahead of Comedy of Errors, who then elected to free off rather than go for height.  Independent Bear passed us to windward before joining Comedy of Errors going for speed but falling off to leeward.  Whippa Snappa could only hold station off St Alban’s by freeing off too, but soon slid out into even stronger tide and less wind and after her moment of glory was last seen as a dot drifting back towards the Needles.  

And there we sat for the next two hours or so.  Making enough way not to drop the kedge.  Trying to edge back up towards the coast and the slacker tide inshore and the west of St Albans.  And then at around 1900 a handful of boats worked their way up inshore and picked up sufficient breeze and at an angle that allowed them to tack inshore towards Chapman’s Pool.  That was enough – anyone who finished  would certainly have earned their trophies and series points, but for us the Weymouth Tandoori beckoned. 

