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Skipper Name: David Turtle 
Boat Name: Bob 
Crew names: solo 
Type of Boat: Wanderer (808) 
Rig: Bermudan 
Date of Challenge: 18/08/2025 
LW Chi BST: 13:15 (neaps) 
Start Time: 11:17 am 
Finish Time: 18:46 
Direction of travel: Clockwise 
Wind Strengths: 15 knots to 18 knots 
Wind Directions: NE to SE 
Hayling bridge: Dropped mast and walked under 
Current under Hayling Bridge: West going  
 
 
 
Passage plan 
 
 
Well this was my first attempt at the Hayling Challenge, I got close to attempting it last year 
but only had a couple of days at Cobnor and the wind was a bit frisky so I gave it a miss. 
This year I had a little longer at the camp, the wind was still on the lively side as it had been 
for most of this summer. I attended Joe and Tom's excellent talk on Sunday night and was 
quite fired up to give the challenge a go the following day.  
 
 
I’ve read quite a few of the logs of different sailors who have attempted the Hayling 
Challenge and there are a bewildering array of strategies and routes contained within them. 
For my first attempt I decided to take a really simplistic approach. I just wanted to get around 
intact and try to set some kind of baseline for myself and my boat that I can try to work on to 
approve in subsequent years. 
  
With a low water at Chichester harbour entrance at 13:15 I thought I would catch the last of 
the ebb out of Chichester Harbour and hopefully hit a slack tide in the middle of Hayling bay. 
Then ride the incoming tide into Langstone Harbour. The rest I hoped would fall into place. 
The wind had been blowing easterly to north easterly for a few days and looked set to stay in 
that direction.  
 
 
Of course, when setting out over Chichester bar at low water wind direction is an important 
consideration. I thought that an easterly wind and west going wave train would break on the 
bar after they had passed under me so things might not be quite so bouncy as they would 



have been if the wind had been in its usual SW quarter. I knew there would be about 0.5knt 
of tide against me across the bay and this wind over tide might steepen the waves a bit. 
 
 
To work out what time to set off in order to catch slack tide in the bay I broke the journey into 
5 legs. 
 
 
Cobnor to Eastoke buoy (4NM) 
Eastoke Buoy to Langstone Harbour Entrance (5.4NM) 
Langstone Harbour Entrance to Hayling Bridge (3.7NM) 
Hayling Bridge to Fishery (4.0NM) 
Fishery to Cobnor (3NM) 
 
 
A round trip of 20NM - no shortcuts, pretty much sticking to the main channels and passing 
the listed buoys. I estimated that the midpoint in Hayling bay was about 7 NM from Cobnor 
and at an average boat speed of 3.5 knots I would get there in about 2hrs. So I decided to 
set off 2 hrs before LW at 11:15am 
 
 
I chatted to a few fellow sailors that morning as I was preparing the boat and after a 
conversation with Pat Ditton she said she might like to give it a go too. I always enjoy sailing 
in company but I was a little intimidated by Pat’s reputation as being extremely fast, there 
was a good chance I was going to be left for dust. On the other hand I thought I might be 
able to learn a few things from a seasoned racer as she disappeared over the horizon. 
 
 
Pat and I set off at 11:17am. We started on a broad reach to Cobnor point then swung onto 
a dead run down towards the harbour entrance. The wind as forecast was north easterly and 
blowing a solid force 4. I was a little way ahead of Pat sailing with a genoa and reefed main, 
Pat under jib and reefed main. As we neared East Head I checked behind me and saw that 
Pat had capsized. I immediately swung the boat around to head back upwind to see if she 
was alright, and if I could help in any way. It only took me a few minutes to reach her but by 
the time I had got there she had already flipped the mirror dinghy upright and was moving to 
the stern to re-enter. I presumed that Pat had a rope loop at the stern to help re-enter but I 
couldn't see her trying to get her foot in anything to hoist herself in. Then it occurred to me 
that maybe the distance out of the water was too great and that she was hanging on. The 
boat had swung onto a dead run and was gently sailing down wind, and towards the shore at 
East Head, I could see Pat's strategy, all she had to do was hang on and she would hit dry 
land pretty soon. 
 
 
Chichester Harbour is a pretty busy place, soon a yacht passed by and from their 
perspective it might have looked like Pat was in trouble. Moments later it was 3 yachts on 
the scene, one of whom had a small rib. In a flash one of the crew of the yacht "Musketeer" 
were in the rib and over to Pat and offering assistance. One of the other yachts standing by 
must have called Chichester Harbour Patrol as the next boat to arrive was the big harbour 
rib with blue lights flashing. Moments later Pat was in the rib and her Mirror was under tow. I 
sailed by and checked in with Pat to make sure she was alright and as I sailed around I 
noticed a map case floating in the water and managed to retrieve it and that was about as 
much help as I could offer 



 
 
It was very sobering to see how hard it can be to re-enter a dinghy from the water. As a 
bystander in another dinghy you feel helpless as practically there is very little you can do 
other than sail in circles and offer encouragement. I doubt I could have pulled Pat out of the 
water without the risk of capsizing myself. Maybe the best I could have done was throw her a 
rope and tow her bodily to the nearest shore. I made a mental note to fit some righting lines 
before I next went out. 
 
 
After seeing Pat safely on her way under tow with the Harbour Patrol I thought once again 
about going on my way, though I have to admit I felt a bit wobbly at that stage and wasn't 
quite sure what to do, maybe Pat capsizing was a sign from the gods that I should knock the 
whole thing on the head. I was off East Head and could see the Hayling shore which was my 
next destination so I thought I'd go on a bit and see how I felt. In all the confusion I hadn't 
noticed how close to East head I was and hadn't realised that the Winner bank was sitting 
right in front of me. At a low angle it's hard to see the shingle, it looks like part of the Hayling 
shore. Just in time I came to my senses and noticed that I hadn't been around the outside of 
the green buoys, after a very hasty course correction I got myself around the bank and 
headed for the lifeboat station on the far shore. 
 
 
By my reckoning the tide was still on the Ebb so I turned at Eastoke buoy for West Pole. As I 
left the harbour things got quite bouncy but it was manageable out to West Pole. I realised I 
hadn't factored in what a few days of Easterly going wind would do to the sea state. The 
waves were pretty large but not breaking. Once I turned onto a run towards Langstone 
Fairway I was on a fairground ride that wasn't going to end for a while. At this point I only 
had a reefed main up and though there was some intermittent surfing things didn't feel out of 
control. A big gust came through about 15 minutes into the run at about 18 knots and for a 
while I wasn't sure I had made the right decision, it was a bit hairy. It required constant 
attention to keep the boat on track as the boat surfed on. After a short while the wind 
seemed to ease slightly. Looking at Chimet afterwards the average wind speed for that leg 
was about 15 knots with the boat making about 5 knots over ground against a 0.5 knot tide. 
 
 
Next came an obstacle I wasn't expecting, the Laser 2000 national championships out of 
Hayling Island sailing club. A smear of about 50 charcoal sails completely covered my 
intended course. I couldn't work out the course shape, they looked like they were just sailing 
backwards and forwards in front of me. Even if I had just barrelled through I would have 
been the give way boat to at least half of them and the boats were so tightly packed that 
there were no gaps between the sails. It transpired later that they hadn't started yet and what 
I was looking at was the boats on the starting line jostling for position. I made an executive 
decision and turned in towards the shore to get round the fleet, better to do that than turn 
back out to sea where wave conditions might have been even worse. I knew I had 
Langstone Spit? to get round but I would deal with one thing at a time. Half a mile or so 
towards the Hayling shore and things were calming down a lot. The wave heights halved and 
everything became a bit more manageable. So decision time again. Hit the shore and walk 
the boat over the shingle bank if possible or head back out and around the bank? I opted for 
sailing back out because I didn't know if walking over the bank was even possible - though at 
low tide I must get down there and find out. I turned out past the bank but I was unsure just 
how far I could cut round the outside. As it turns out I found that you really have to respect 
the chart and get well outside the area marked as drying even at LW neaps. Even then I was 
close enough to see that tiny line of breaking waves and hear a strange hissing sound as the 
bank just poked through the waves. 



 
 
As I had been sailing across the bay the wind had gone from E to NE, I hoped I would be 
able to sail straight through the Langstone harbour entrance close hauled and into the 
harbour proper. In reality I had to tack through the entrance, there appears to be a local 
effect where the harbour mouth funnels the wind so it was bang on the nose as I went in. It 
was 14:00 hours as I made my way into the harbour. Langstone is such a contrast to 
Chichester harbour. As I entered the flat calm water there were no boats to be seen 
anywhere, other than a couple of dog walkers on the shore the place seemed deserted and 
a bit eerie. The sky was foreboding with dark undulating clouds. I sailed past the broken 
backed Mulberry Harbour and onwards into an unbroken sheet of steel grey water. My 
course up to Hayling bridge was NE so I was prepared for a beat. It was just past LW neaps. 
I was expecting to see channels running through mud banks but instead the water was 
featureless. Might chart said otherwise so I knew the channels were under there 
somewhere. It was a case of touch and tack all the way up Sinah Lake to the Hayling Island 
Bridge. By the time I reached the bridge, Langstone harbour had really grown on me, the 
solitude and huge open expanse of water has a beauty all of its own. 
 
 
I had to sail up the channel past the bridge to be able to tack back and lay a course for the 
entrance between the Dragon's Teeth. As I turned into the entrance the wind was on my 
nose again, and I tacked back and forth between the moored yachts to reach the Langstone 
sailing club slip on the Northshore. It was 15:30. After a 15min break and some food I 
dropped the mast onto the back deck of the Wanderer and hand towed the boat through the 
bridge. As I passed under the bridge I noticed the low hanging cables that I had been 
warned about near the north shore. As I towed, the water was getting deeper quickly, so 
whilst under the bridge I turned to the north to squeeze between the legs of the bridge to get 
back to shallow waters. 
 
 
I had to disturb a whole family crabbing at low water to pass along the shore. They very 
kindly reeled all their lines in as I waded round onto a mud bank to lodge the boat and haul 
the mast back up. All in all it took 30 mins from landing at the slip to have a snack, get under 
the bridge and be on my way again. By 16:00 I was on my way again. 
 
 
I knew this would be the slowest leg. Tacking against the wind and tide, though I hoped that 
when I reached the Emsworth channel I would be able to turn and reach all the way back 
down to NW Pilsey. However it didn't turn out like that. I couldn't work out why, as I sailed up 
the Sweare Deep and on to Emsworth channel I was still having to tack back and forth. 
Then, as I turned southerly back towards my destination at NW Pilsey I was still tacking. It 
was as if the wind shifted to always be dead ahead of where I wanted to be. Looking back at 
the wind data from Cambermet weather station that is in fact exactly what was happening. 
As I came through Hayling bridge the wind was blowing NE. During the period it took me to 
sail laboriously on, the wind dropped and shifted round until it was SSE. What's the 
chances? Or is there some local knowledge here that would have helped. 
 
 
I turned for home at 18:00 at NW Pilsey and at last managed to sail in my intended direction 
with the wind gaining strength slightly. I made 3.5 to 4 knots and reached Cobnor point at 
18:38, at the slipway I could see some of my fellow DCA members to welcome me back 
which was unexpected and really appreciated. There were lots of hands to help me back up 
the slip with the boat, and everyone was keen to know how it all went. 



 
 
For me the Hayling Challenge really is quite a challenge, I chose to sail it pretty much in one 
long run of 7hrs 28mins with only a short break. By the end of it I was whacked but had an 
enormous sense of achievement. I felt very connected to my boat and have learnt more 
about how it handles in rougher conditions and I have a whole list of modifications I need to 
make. I am already planning my attempt next year with what I have learnt. Back in my tent 
that evening at Cobnor I was out like a light and the next morning I felt like I had run a 
marathon. A week on and that sense of having achieved something still hasn't left me. I am 
off now to drill holes in my boat for capsize righting lines. 
 


