

The Great Glen Challenge


By: Bart Muller


Falcon 62 "Lapsus"

Four years ago I bought at Schiphol one copy the magazine Wooden Boat into plane some reading having. Here I read a report about Sail Caledonia. This is a recreational game (a raid) across Scotland from Fort William on the west coast of the Caledonian Canal to Inverness and three long lakes on the east coast. One of the lakes which sailed to the famous Loch Ness.


I had been on a vacation once stood on the edge of Loch Ness and found it was quite a nice pool of water. I kept the article and have the home website of the organization once sought. Sail Caledonia was here that a sailing and rowing race is classically built and rigged with special boats are invited to participate. Gee, I thought, that's nice, my 70 years old Falcon classic enough? In my head I make a list of what needed to happen for such a trip. What would happen to the boat was not too bad, but the trailer was a lot of work. This addition was rotten too heavy so I had to renovate the frame and the clutch shaft and had to renew it inhibited it. It was because of a weight plate on the trailer come. I was abroad this nagging and not risk your insurance may also be difficult to do if what happened on the road.


Meanwhile I sail customized friend and brother Richard crazy received to go and but once contacted organizational. Photograph of Valk emailed asking if we this can share. Answer: yes, no problem, beautiful boat though. He is not equipped for rowing. No problem, then you just miss a lot of points and do not count towards the final prices. Okay, but if you come to have a good time, which is what this is all about raid. The boat has a fixed keel, you have a faucet? (Reply took a little longer) is a bit tricky, our yacht club has only one slope but we can rent you a mobile crane. You have to pay of course.


So far no major problems really heard and registered the ferry from IJmuiden to Newcastle booked.


After a somewhat bumpy crossing and one days ride we came May 27 in Fort William Scotland. Here we had booked a bed and breakfast the next day in peace the boat to leave and to rig. For the crane, we received a number of unintelligible but charming Scotsman who was known locally as "the Eddy Crane Driver. We had agreed with him on a local deepsea timber throughput. After launching and rigging we had to go over the bay to tell us in the Lochaber Yacht Club where the rest of the participants their boats from the ramp into the water left. From here, the first regatta on Loch Linnhe hazards.


Too bad it was just the weather that day determined touched was a big force 6 and torrents of rain, so we decided the boat at the start of the Caledonian Canal at Corpach, but by tightening the lock them to go and to build the Fingal boat basin next to the hotel or Caledonia to the rest of the week we would be home. Afterwards we drive to the Yacht Club went to tell us and see how the rest went into the water.



The first race so we could not do with it but the organization asked me if I wanted to go with Mike in Feadhanach (pronounced Feanag). This is a very nice boat (an Islay Skiff) based on the fishing boats as they used to Hebrieden used. Mike was not so much experience with small sailboats and was somewhat cautious about the circumstances under which he was sailing to Corpach. He wanted nothing more than a jib hoist so we left the game but the game and the boat quietly for wind drift left toward the lock.


The next day the weather was even worse, force 6-7 and a lot of wet spells. Fortunately it did not sail today to be. On Saturday there was the locks of Neptune's Staircase Fort William on the program and in the afternoon a rowing race 12 km canal to Gairlochy what at the beginning of Loch Lochy lies. While the locks were the cars and trailers ahead to a parking area at the terminus near Inverness driven.


The rowing race in the afternoon to Gairlochy was won by Elsie. We did it easy with our Seagull outboard rear.





The third day came our turn. A sailing race from Gairlochy to South End, a beautiful beach on the northwest side of Loch Lochy at about force 4. The organization had some difficulty in determining which class we were to be assigned. They had by now suspected that our Falcon well be a swift boat could be and had the use of the trapeze and spinnaker already banned. We of course protested, but was kindly but firmly rejected. The sympathy of the other participants was sincere: "Aye, so They have clipped your wings then Falcon's" (They've Falcon is cut off?). The divide in the same class as all the very traditional English ships would, despite this limitation, however, still considerable imbalances care. The only boat fairly close, the French seemed to Propal Protection, a modern design (a Goellette Mercator) of 7.5 meters long with two masts and another considerably more sail and a generous sponsor. This was classified as experimental vessels and 4 of the proposal from the organization was that our Falcon in this class it would sail to the opposition of what Propal needs. On my observation that it is strange to the oldest ship in the fleet in its class to share what was uncomfortable smiles but we were kindly asked to try it anyway. Well, otherwise none fuss, we go probably fun.





And then we went on the water. Signal four minutes, one minute signal and a few seconds after the starting signal on the line and go. The French were blown downwind and went somewhere just minutes later the line. Yet careful, this lake is 15 km long and the boat would really be faster than a Falcon, so they will be back. Hey, what do they do now, they crawl under the north shore! Do not you see that there is no wind. Well, bonjour, we'll see you this afternoon however. That the French crew, all experienced sailors individually, has never sailed together and the experience gained mostly at sea. You know, it's that big lake where the wind blowing everywhere and always the same direction. And then they go against such Plassenpieler from Rotterdam. The job is simple, to the wind start to the top mark and then go through a buoy on the north bank of the way to the downwind end of the lake about 15 km away. Here round the leeward mark and the wind back to a buoy about mid-lake. This must be rounded before a finish between the Lochnaggar, the finish boat and a buoy on the north bank on. Too bad the spinnaker, but then the jib uitbomen, also works. Unthreatened we come well before the Propal at the bottom mark and start adding it to the downwind leg.




During this leg was raid leader Martin in the rescue boat and see what kind of a thing that was a Falcon. While he was in for a chat and some pictures alongside the canal breaks piekeval. Damn makes fine impression. This fall, I just renew the old, because I no longer trusted. Soon the helm over to Richard and luckily I was able to span a band perform an emergency repair. Meanwhile the anxious Propal already crept close but not enough. With 30 seconds ahead, we went first to the finish.



It seemed that sailing one sort match racing went be between Propal and Valk. The rest of the fleet followed at considerable distance. This was the faster boat Propal on most rates except downwind. The difference we had to make it up to sail smarter and better boat handling. The Falcon was fortunately a lot more agile.






After lunch on the shores of Loch Lochy and repair piekeval was still half race on the program. This time a short piece with a downwind start and finish at the end of the lake. Case therefore slightly taut about startline going and would further should succeed. We succeed back to a good start and sail to the finish unchallenged, half hour away. After we had together through the lock at Laggan and swing to the overnight stop at the Activity Centre at the beginning of Loch Oich, the second more. That night there was still something special program. Participants were invited under controlled conditions to capsize their boat just to experience how much effort it takes to get things back up to get and empty scoop .. They could have borrowed wetsuits. This is fun when the water is about 8 degrees. The Elsie (one Caledonia Yawl) and Scratch (one Welsford Walkabout) went the challenge. We chose to these heroes from the side to encourage.





On day four was a race on the program over the length of Loch Oich and halfway back again to a buoy and then finish at the end of the lake between the Lochnaggar and a buoy. During the rigging was Elizabeth, the 10-year-old daughter of Jim, the builder of the Elsie very interested to look at the Falcon. When asked if she wanted to go today was an enthusiastic response. I told them that, or just to ask her father. Dad was shortly informed that today the Lapsus already sailed, and she stepped into the boat.


The game seemed a repeat of one day earlier, the prices we ran wide onto the Propal, but the wind they make with their new sails a lot. To note is that the crew of the Propal is learning to deal with their boat and become attuned to one another. Eventually won by a thrilling finish 33 seconds ahead of the Falcon.


The organization will find the battle between Lapsus and Propal nice and special for us (the rest was still working on the first race) is still just another game of organized sail. To the wind and start crossing the halfway mark of the lake, then downwind of the lake and finish bagging the Lochnaggar. It ignites a luff to the wind and Lapsus Propal duel which in turn are ahead. The Propal runs closer to the wind, but mastered the art of not sting bouts. This allows you to boot up into a frenzy somewhat higher and some fall in between. This grab every gust a few meters and you will average a little higher on the wind. Furthermore, careful where the wind is not so in the lee of mountains and forest lands. So we know the Propal just behind us to keep at the top mark and we for the wind to sail to the finish. We go over the line by up to four seconds ahead.



After this race there was a boat race Kytra from the canal at the end of Loch Lochy to the locks at Fort Augustus at the beginning of Loch Ness.





Our English and Scottish companions find the exciting battle between the French brand new boat and the old Dutch kitchen is very entertaining and we are highly praised. The French appear to remain sporty and evenings at the bar very amiable lazy. However difficult that they almost do not speak English, but with hands, feet and a good bottle of malt show you a long way to come.







The next day was scheduled for a sailing race halfway Foyers Loch Ness and the fanatics of the Loch Ness Challenge. This is a race over the whole length (34km) from Loch Ness and then back to mid lake in Foyers. Of course we wanted to be happy and join the French and a Swedish team wanted to do. Unfortunately, that morning a force 6 to 7 and the organization felt it irresponsible to go sailing. That's why we got that morning to leave the tourists to play in Fort Augustus.





That morning had Richard are head ugly open persuaded by him knocks to deckhatch of Fingal. A lot of blood was the result. Luckily we were not fewer than five physicians in the company to have such a veterinarian, a French army doctor and a Swedish doctor. The vet looked at first and noticed that he had no injection, the French army doctor concluded that the wound was fatal, and the charming Swedish doctor stuck a bandage on.





That afternoon the wind was slightly reduced to a force 5. The organization decided to organize a regatta on Loch Ness at Fort Augustus on a triangular path over three rounds to be hazards. Richard was still much pain in his head and decides in his cage. Fortunately there British Osbert, skipper Scratch who weather his slight boat still overweight finds and gladly wants. Jean Yves, a French journalist who normally the Propal meevaart, goes along





This race is emerging as the culmination of the struggle between Lapsus and Propal. We are starting off well and my opportunity to show crew experience and understand my commands quickly. I hoof luckily frequently only somewhere pointing and understood. Explain something in English succeed me still but in French I that anyway harder. In the first round, we take a lead. At the starting vessel Propal they think we have lost and the race is decided yet they succeed in the second round again to relax and just behind us to pass the finish line. In the upwind leg of the final round they grab the lead. The wind is actually a bit too much for the fun, but by balancing the wind, we can control the boat and stick with gusts even higher than the run Propal. Osbert and Jean-Yves observe with interest how to squeeze the most out of the boat. We continue to fight for the lead until the final upwind leg toward the finish. We had a small lead but Propal came up strong behind us and threatens us with sailing upwind on starboard to catch up. Now I learned that if you're faster you are not particularly annoying to do. I brand casually my crew that probably one lot panic aboard Propal will cause if we now forestay were going. They look me uncomprehendingly which I boat tack throw and with sail about portside further ga. The Propal can be completely surprised, and they have to do everything on time even to tack. The moment they were over we turn back to the old course and go on towards the finish. What was all from the French boat was called, I fortunately do not understand, but the grinning face of Jean-Yves said enough. The result was about 50 meters ahead. Just before the finish line we were in a difficult position. We were really just too low to the Falcon over the line to prick, another battle was necessary. Propal was a few feet more height and it would probably just get it. They came back to sail to windward on starboard up to us to walk past the same joke so I decided to try once again and just in front of them to tack. Now they were aware, however, and run along behind us. Too bad for them that this action was only a few meters high cost they are needed. They try their boat to the finish to poke around and two meters before the line is the Propal helpless to flinch. We run along behind them, to tack and catch the last two meters of the race. This finish caused a lot of hilarity on board the ship finish. There's even a movie made that night by saying "Guys, you guys need to see" the entire group was shown. (This movie is still on Facebook).





The next day it was still time for the Loch Ness Challenge. There are three boats that have registered for the Challenge, Lapsus, Propal Sommarvind and Swedish. The rest of the fleet sailing race chooses to Urquhart Castle just past the half of the lake. The wind in the morning a delicious 4 strength, great for us and we are looking forward to. He comes out of the southwest which means he is right on Loch Ness. This means that the second leg, the entire length of the lake (34 km) the wind is right. Of course we were one of the first path at the start and try to grab the lead. The Propal shows them the past few days has learned a lot and walk past us while they take care on the other shore of Loch far from us to stay. If we allow that then we lost them so we send the Falcon slowly to the mirror of Propal. The Propal is not yet far enough away from us and we manage to run into her constantly to keep our bad air so they do not like us can get away. After fifteen minutes or three Propal is fed up, makes a jibe and sail away from us. Everything is apparently good, as it is far from us! After this we know to build a big lead. In the second half of Loch Ness draws to a force 6 wind. Also waves ever higher and we starting wave to wave surfing. At the GPS we read now and then speed off of more than 20 km / h! Further, the waves are even higher. They lie shortest alike that Falcon when the wavesurfing the bow next protrudes. Once such an extent that the bow does not automatically come up. By sending the boat fast cross we avoid to overturn. When downstairs buoy circumstances really on edge. Close to each other ranging from one meter high waves and wind 6. De Valk has so far banned brave but is now difficult to control. Too bad we can not use the harness, so we can keep the boat flatter and better control. Since we can not reef stabbing Genoa but we decide to win. The boat is now easier to control but we can run much lower altitude. The Protection appears more resistant to these conditions and comes after two strokes over our sails. Under these circumstances, we stand a chance. De Valk has hit now that I've never before experienced. The foam flies us around the ears and under the decking has become a thick layer of spray. We wonder extent our Valk withstands this punishment. We look at each other and decide to just have to stop. Under these circumstances we chance and becomes dangerously also. The chance of damage is too great. We leave the race and looking at the end of Loch Ness in a sheltered spot for lunch. The Swedish Sommarvind little later we pass heavily reefed, who love it also seen. Afterwards I learned that in a time of 2 hours and a quarter of the 34 km length of Loch Ness have sailed. When towing one day it turned out that this trial Falcon fortunately without damage has passed. Apparently, we have little confidence in our boat. The French deserved to win the Loch Ness Challenge.





On Friday and the last day, a boat race on the program of Dochgarrog at the end of Loch Ness to the sea locks in Glachnaharry at Inverness. These give access to the Beauly Firth, an inlet opening so that the journey from coast to coast completed. Here another sailing race scheduled whereupon we the Inverness Marina one appointments to hoist.


As for the rowing race, we thought it was a bit unfair that everyone was working up a sweat while we are lazy with our motor passed tuffs. In the race lead but once informed or perhaps paddle a form of rowing. It was looked surprised and yes, it is indeed a form of rowing, so it should. Canoe paddles we could borrow from the Fingal. The plan was to Falcon packed with about eight paddlers so like a dragon boat filled with water to the Indians. Recruiting paddlers did not so and we find the only Mike Feadheanach crazy to help us. The tournament looks surprised at this time our announcement that we participate in the rowing race and laughingly noted that "Lapsus Has Been Writing converted an Indian Canoe". We turn during the race not even a very odd figure, but ended it last. Our paddle stunt is very appreciated.





After the rowing race we had in the sea lock, locking Glachnaharry. During locking, the skipper briefing held for the last race on the Beauly Firth. This race would be held over a triangular course with the added challenge had to be taken into account due to flow of the tide. Been reported that the currently high tide and ebb tide was going to come any moment. The start would be to the wind inland, so against the tide. I therefore decided at boot upwind and upstream of the start line to stay. The rest of the fleet, this is not so good through and below the line will hang. At the starting vessel they are already wondering what the Dutch yet so far are doing. It seems as if we did not want to join. We succeed in our time to hoist sail and while the one minute signal is heard throwing the boat before the wind and sail with the stream to the start line. Surprising Soon we again with line. The starting gun goes, we'll tack and his first away. Propal the following at a distance but has difficulty in estimating the flow. They miss several times the buoy and must therefore extra strokes. Now we had an appointment later than 4 hours to rig and time was running out. Fortunately the track was shortened and the organization kind enough to call the Marina just to comment that "We were held up by the railway bridge. To 7 minutes before we finish the first four and four for one minute we arrived at the Inverness Marina. It was special to the Falcon in a 40-ton crane hanging, it was probably the lightest boat they ever have taken this out of the water.





At night, the raid ended with an excellent buffet, awards ceremony and Scottish folk music, including bagpipes. We were not in prices but did get an honorable mention and a bottle of wine for "showing great sportsmanship. I had to promise to get back to the Falcon. We enjoyed the competition, the beautiful sailing and the beautiful surroundings.





There are still adventures with an old wooden sailboat. We very enthusiastic people met all crazy small sailboats. Some come back every year and have already joined from the first edition, now ten years ago. I too am addicted to this raid hit. Next year I sail along with Mike on the Feadheanach (which now has turned three times, is fun), but in 2013 the aim is that we go back to the Falcon.


Come on, do something crazy with your boat. Who dares the Great Glen Challenge 'also?
