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Presidential Report Guy Mayger


2025 Solo Nationals – North Berwick   

Venue & Atmosphere 


Having had to cancel the 2020 Nationals due to Covid, I’m super excited that the Solo fleet finally get to go 
to East Lothian Yacht Club (ELYC), for this year’s Nationals.  
The event promises a spectacular blend of competitive sailing and coastal charm. North Berwick, nestled on 
Scotland’s East Coast, offers a stunning backdrop with its sandy beaches, historic landmarks like Bass Rock, 
and a welcoming seaside vibe. The town will also be buzzing with the Fringe by the Sea festival, adding music, 
arts, and entertainment to the mix. The Boomtown Rats are playing on the Wednesday, and we have arranged 
the social schedule around this to allow the aging punks and New Wave fans in the fleet to attend. Thursday’s 
racing might be interesting after this! If you haven’t already booked your tickets, they can be purchased here…  
https://www.fringebythesea.com/ 


Racing Conditions – fingers crossed! 


North Berwick is renowned for its steady sea breezes and sheltered bay, making it ideal for dinghy racing. 
ELYC has prepared multiple race areas depending on wind direction, with the Elcho Green dinghy 
park providing easy access to launch zones. The eastern race area offers exciting wave conditions, while the 
western course features scenic sailing between The Lamb and Craigleith. With racing planned to start each day 
at 13:00 this will allow for a very relaxed start to each day and the best chance for the sea breeze to set in. 


Logistics & Hospitality 


The club’s Beach Team and RIB crews will assist with launching and navigation, ensuring smooth transitions 
from shore to racecourse. After racing, sailors can unwind at the clubhouse with sponsor supported beers and 
sweet treats from Tunnocks! Oh yes J 


As always with the Solo Nationals, we will have a daily prizegiving at 21:00 in the clubhouse bar.  
Race winners will be awarded their trophies, and the infamous random number draw will see our excellent 
sponsors swag dished out. Remember, you must be there to pick up your prize! 


Bonus Perks 


If we're lucky, we might spot dolphins surfacing alongside mid-race—though they won’t offer a tow or Tunnocks 
teacakes, sadly. 


Final Thoughts 


With top-tier race management, scenic sailing waters, and a vibrant local culture, the 2025 Solo Nationals in 

North Berwick is shaping up to be one of the most memorable championships in recent years. Whether you're 

competing or spectating, this event offers a perfect mix of sport and seaside relaxation.  





Jump on the event WhatsApp group to keep up with the latest info and our excellent race coverage from 

Will Loy.  You must join before the event to see all the event posts. 

Don’t forget your tow rope! 


https://chat.whatsapp.com/C1MVQpmTEvu67m4TKpxuFt 


 


Solo Nationals North Berwick – sailing and social schedule. 

Saturday August 2nd  

1. Registration 10.00 - 1300  

2. Equipment Inspection 13.00 - 17.00  

3. Practice race/session 14.00 - 16.00  

Sunday August 3rd -  

1. Registration 10.00 - 11.00  

2. Equipment Inspection 8.30 - 10.00  

3. Briefing in Marquee 10.30  

Social schedule – daily prizegiving at 21:00  

Sunday 3rd - Commodore's Reception sponsored by Fidra Gin 6.45pm in the ELYC Bar  
  
Monday 4th - Solo class AGM - 19:00 in the Sail Loft Cafe at ELYC Clubhouse  

Tuesday 5th – Noble sponsored class dinner - 7.30pm in the Sail Loft Cafe at ELYC Clubhouse.  

Wednesday 6th – Free evening or Boomtown Rats at Fringe by the Sea  

Thursday 7th - Noble sponsored class dinner - 7.30pm in the Sail Loft Cafe at ELYC Clubhouse.  

Friday 8th – Free evening  

Prize Giving - ASAP after racing  

 






Race 1

The pin end looked favoured and with Solos already bailing out with ten seconds to go it was no surprise to 
have a general recall.

The second start saw a more even spread, I would suggest some of those a third of the way up the line were 
those that had been burnt in the first attempt.

NSCA Chief measurer Jonathan Woodward, midway down the line must have used a Ford Transit with the 
handbrake off as his start line reference point and was judged UFD along with Ted Bakker and Innes 
Armstrong who were just a second early at the favoured pin. The real culprit was Chris Brown who was 
arguably so far forward the line judge he was out of his peripheral vision. My theory is that the chap owns the 
local Gelato shop and they are on first name terms.


The fleet smashed through the chop, the lake produces some decent action and it tends to swirl around like a 
big bath of water so current also has to be factored into the computer.


Top mark and Tom Gillard rounds from Chris Bunn and Chris Brown and with Ted Bakker UFD, Steve Denison 
inherits fourth with Gilles de Coombe hot on his transom. The fleet navigate the spreader before heading off 
down the long run to the gate, splashes of aqua blue cooling and exhilarating as they weave down the 
complex wave systems.


Gillard extends on Bunn with Denison up to third, no mean feat since his initial flight out to Italy was cancelled 
before being delayed and then diverted to the other side of the country due to Storm Verstappen.

He eventually arrived one hour before the race, no time to dwell and the technique seems to be paying off 
though his wife would argue the performance does not justify the stress.

Gilles de Coombe is forth from Brown and a fast improving Matthew Frary with Menno Huisman starting to 
look dangerous.

The left paid on lap one and my driver, Claudio advised that this was the way to go in these prevailing winds 
and Gillard was all over it, flicking across on small port knocks before heading back to the left to gorge on 
more lefty, extending to a commanding position with Bunn holding off a fast finishing Gilles de Coombe for 
second. Bakker must have been gutted to see his number on the board and so Frary took fourth, robbing Paul 
Davis on the line. The finish was well down from the gate which made it a run, entertaining from a spectator 
viewpoint but heart stopping for the gaggles of Solos as they weaved left and right to the gun.


With the first race in the bag, competitors finally had a chance to replenish depleted energy stocks and analyse 
what went right and what went wrong. For the three UFD casualties the obvious improvement would to be 
below the start line for race 2 and after a ten minute rest we were into the start sequence.


                                                                                   My apartment was here!





Race 2

Breeze fluctuating between 8-12 knots, full on tanning weather for me and factor 50 for the majority of the 
sailors. 

Hans Duetz nails the pin end with Bakker and Bas de Regt on his bow wave, the distinctive Ferrari red numbers 
of Woodward’s sail bow forward on the fleet in the middle of the course….UFD.

Vice Horey, Gillard and Brown are flying in a tight formation as they bank left, only a few are breaking rank and 
heading towards the right.

Duetz leads into mark 1 and heads to the spreader mark with Horey throwing the dice and tacking on top of 
Davis whose expression was of surprise and astonishment. Deep down though he knew that Vince would now 
owe him big-time. Bas de Regt, Gillard, Frary and Bakker T completed the top seven from Bunn, Robert Witt and 
Brown.

The short spreader mark provided a moment of optimum boat speed before driving the bows down onto the run. 
That sounds more exciting than the reality but it makes the report pop a little.


Hans pretty much did the identical route to the top mark on lap two but Horey, who had made big gains down 
the leg opted to choose the gate which would take him to the right of the course and the separation so eagerly 
sort in Sail GP. Didn’t help him though and he would drop a place or two  but he was not finished yet.


I locked my broken body into the bottom of the press rib and gesticulated to Claudio to accelerate towards the 
top but he must have been paying for his own fuel so we held along the rhum line and waited for the fleet to roll 
down to us. 

Duetz had worked the favoured side and held a decent lead as he passed by, sitting quietly, peaceful and 
without an ounce of panic, the cookies he consumed before racing, direct from Amsterdam and totally legal, 
keeping his heart rate below 50 bpm.

The gentle giant took his first win of the week with Horey recovering to second, third fourth and fifth filled by 
Gillard, Huisman the Bakker T.


The fleet returned to shore, past terracotta roofed houses, diminutive in size but blessed with one of the nicest 
views in all of Europe. Their eyes though, already trained on the beer tent which would provide free beverages 
and focaccia.


Tom Gillard leads overnight from Hans Duetz and Menno Huisman with Matthew Frary and Vince Horey 
completing a star studded top five. Admittedly I am stretching the realms of imagination but an AI algorithm 
would not be allowed to. Human creativity lives!


The UK have bragging rights but the Dutch spirit is strong so let’s see what day 2 brings.

Jonathan Woodward finished day 1 with a brace 
of UFD’s. I wonder if he saw red?



Hans Duetz 637 nails the pin end with Ted Bakker 649 on his shoulder while Steve Denison 6126 and 
Chris Bunn 6067 decide to give the Dutchmen a head start.



Hans Duetz 637 nails the pin end with Ted Bakker 649 on his shoulder while Steve Denison 6126 and 
Chris Bunn 6067 decide to give the Dutchmen a head start. Day 1  HERE

Paul de Gues interview HERE



Day 1  HERE

Paul de Gues interview HERE



Transom Cam 

Jonathan 

Woodward

Our class Chief Measurer may have started 
the regatta with two UFDs but he did it with 
style.

Jump on Board  HERE



Day 2

The night had been sultry, and not in a Monica Bellucci kind of way though I would have happily discarded my 
pyjamas in her presence. The skies had become overcast as the Sun fell between the mountains on the western 
horizon and the humidity could have provided a perfect environment for the fermentation of focaccia, no wonder 
it is so abundant here.


Fortunately, the accommodation’s air con of open doors and fans presented some release from the torture my 
feet were experiencing. Outside, my trusty boots stood obediently, the stench from the trip out here had nearly 
dissipated and soon they would be re-united with my feet which do not smell at all.


With racing not scheduled to start until 1pm I took the opportunity to prepare breakfast for my room mates, they 
all seem very friendly when I am writing reports pertinent to their sailing performance so I figured a good meal 
would at least reward me with free beers later. 


Sous chef Paul Davis was sent out to procure a list of ingredients which proved a task too hard so muffins were 
replaced by ciabatta rolls and a form of edam substituted the extra mature cheddar I had demanded. After 
blasting the team with expletives and getting my KP to pick up the pans and pots I had thrown we all settled 
down for toasted ciabatta, a bed of lightly seasoned sautéed spinach providing the super food. Perfectly 
poached eggs would add some protein and a perfectly smooth cheese sauce topped with locally sourced 
chorizo provided a nice alternative to the ketchup which I had hidden from the northerners.


The breeze, as gentle as a first kiss filled with promise was enough for the PRO to send us out to the race area 
which was further towards the opposite side of the lake than on day 1.


We launched into a light 6-8 knots, my press team of young Italian males doing nothing to boost my masculinity, 
thank goodness Monica was not coming aboard. I dragged myself towards the bow to extract my phone from 
it’s water-tight bag, the four metre rib, six feet too long in my opinion but I made it back to the cockpit with no 
real drama. Behind me, Marco and Alessandro muttered away in their native tongue, possibly discussing how 
much I eat in a period of 24 hours.


Alessandro                                                                     Marco

Peak Production                                                            Rib Driver



Race 3

Pin biased possibly but with the Lake Como current strong along the banks of Bellano it was really the only way 
to go. The fleet inched forward as the seconds ticked down, Denison and De Gues, just two of many who gybed 
off and hooked onto port, a tactic which seemed to pay as they would be in good positions at the top. It would 
be remiss not to mention the others so… Phil Popple, Bas de Rugt, Saskia Arnold and Hans Duetz, thanks for 
making that start so exciting!


The bow of Matthew Frary’s Solo punched out on the gun and he quickly tacked onto port, crossing ahead of 
the majority of the fleet and would work the middle with Chris Bunn, Menno Huisman and Michiel de Boer 
following and all in good pressure. 

Tom Gillard, his bright green leader vest illuminated by the Sun’s rays was again working the left and would 
round a close third with Menno and Gilles de Coombe playing nice just ahead, Michiel de Boer, Mark Lee and 
Chris Brown completed a top six from Denison, Bunn, Frary and de Gues, nice recovery! The beat had been 
exhausting so I sat down and let the young lad take photos as the fleet piled through.


The spreader was very generously far away, I did question if it was indeed course one requiring a triangle but 
not so, had it been windier, Alessandro, the official club photographer/videographer would have got some 
money shots.


The competitors soaked down the run , their Solos at various angles to minimise wetted surface area though a 
few seemed unsure which chine to choose, opting instead to tilt between the port and starboard one with some 
alarming regularity.


Gillard, along with de Boer and Denison opts for the right-hand gate mark and heads left into the shore, 
choosing the perfect moment to tack off, away from the lee of a nearby mountain and just low of the lay line. 
Huisman had rounded second but, wary that Tom had passed him on that last downwind opts for the left gate, 
giving him clearer air but less pressure and current, a bold move and a minority follow the Dutch hotshot to the 
right of the course including Woodward who managed to start behind the line for a change.

The breeze has dropped and everyone is searching for maximum drive, some footing off for fast mode while 
others pinch and negotiate the small wavelets to maximise VMG. Acting NSCA President in waiting Paul Davis is 
having none of it, choosing instead to bulldoze his Boatyard at Beer/Impact radial sail straight through the eye 
of the wind and has Dutch Chairman Paul de Gues in his sights for the Battle of the Presidents.


Gillard extends up the final beat and is home and dry with De Boer and Denison nipping in ahead of Huisman 
who rolled the dice and paid the price. Brown, Frary and Bunn complete the top seven as the humidity rises and 
the fleet head down to the finish with no changes to the standings. Only one sailor managed to capsize, 
notorious for his Wally of the Day highlights and no surprise that it was Vince Horey who went for a swim, 
allegedly getting his leg tangled in a   disobedient control line though Spurs forwards are known for their diving 
antics.  


The Sun’s opacity was reducing with every minute and with it the wind strength so the PRO wisely postponed 
for twenty minutes, allowing the competitors time to rest weary limbs and take on much needed fluids. The 
course was reconfigured with the axis further right and back towards its original position for race one and we 
went into sequence.


Marco, my rib driver had been deep into conversation with his compatriot, possibly discussing the balance of 
basil with salt for the perfect pasta sauce so we were a little late to the party for race 4 and this was 
compounded by our position behind the pin and a committee end busier than Milan Central in rush hour.




NSCA Vice President Paul Davis using a new

Radial cut Impact Marine sail which he bought

over on the plane.


It was literally’ fast straight out of the box’.

Day 2  HERE

Paul talks about the Impact sail HERE



Race 4

The line of silver Technora arced across the lake with only the jet black Quantum sail of Tim Deacon’s home build 
standing out like a shard of Obsidian in a diamond necklace. 


There was some interest in the right hand side of the course while a minority held on to starboard and took their 
chances on the side that had paid handsomely for the first three races of this Championship.


Alessandro, our press photographer, with an attentiveness Mary would have given to baby Jesus, laid the Ronin 
camera stabiliser on the softest part of his kit bag and pulled out a drone, he had kept that a secret.

I watched with some awe and a hint of jealousy as he booted up the high tech on his control panel and launched 
the DJI into the sky, the propellers buzzing like a bag of angry Bees before he sent them off to capture some 
action at mark 1.


The left had paid….again and this time it was the Lymington Town brothers of Rob and John Martin who would 
enjoy that magical feeling when the plan goes right. My apologies, I knew the South coast based club had sent a 
squad of finely tuned athletes but these two had slipped under my radar. Phil Popple, Peter Jansen and Firebird 
NED 629, owned by Jean Smit completed a top five containing two wooden Solos and a combined age I 
estimate to be 330 years worth of experience.

The wind had tracked heavily to the left and with the inevitable congestion a raft of port tackers produces there 
were many heated discussions, none more so than from Gillard who was seen ducking, diving and spinning mid 
pack. The fleet were now having to beat to the spreader mark which must have been frustrating for the PRO to 
see but would make great drone footage.


The second lap was largely undramatic and Rob Martin would hold for the win with John just behind and a fast 
finishing Salcombe based Roger Guess third. Hans Duetz took fourth and afterwards explained he did not know 
why he did so badly in race 3 or so well in race 4! Fifth went to Ted Bakker who is putting together a series after 
an initial UFD.


Annemieke Beemster eyes up the beat, go left!

Meanwhile, Tim Deacon heads towards the 

right side, oh dear.

Rob Martin interview HERE





Day 3

Before I get into the action on day three, first a quick recap on the previous evenings Italian themed Solo social 
which took place in the shaded area of the nearby Palasole Pavilion. This must have been a popular choice as 
every seat was taken and the traditional antipasto and risotto, finished with a choice of tiramisu or panacota went 
down like a plate of mackerel in a seal sanctuary. A plentiful supply of red and white wine ensuring that the 
conversation got more raucous with every passing bottle. The combined class associations social experiment to 
mix the  fleets failed miserably though with the UK to the left and the Dutch to the right. It was no surprise then 
that Jeff Dahl, from the USA but racing for the Netherlands, Patrick van den Zijden, Dutch but racing for Portugal 
and Maria E Franco, Colombian but racing for the UK found themselves in the middle of the table.

Fortunately everyone has a common love of the Solo so the night was a complete success with every competitor 
leaving with a goody bag and a pair of high protection safety glasses. The instructions were minimal but in about 
thirty languages so they must be universally recognised as the dogs.


It had turned out to be quite a late night and by that I mean after 9.30pm, the local bar providing Mojitos for a 
modest price and the fresh mint was a nice touch, that dried stuff you get in ASDA is just not the same. Our party 
had decided that the young American honeymoon couple required some companionship, their reward for putting 
up with us was some free drinks so they went away with a renewed love of the UK. It may have been awkward 
had been Iranian.


I awoke around 6.30am, as did most of Bellano, the sound, familiar and recognised universally a as the most 
annoying way to wake up, punctured the silence with an insensitivity only traffic wardens and building surveyors 
possess. I watched as the road sweeper continued its way along the street before turning around and doing the 
other side. A vital service but bloody noisy.


Breakfast was provided today by Georgina and Steve Denison with Chris Brown our Maitre D and the eggs on 
toast were just perfect following a stomachful of Rioja.


Regarding the protest that was lodged against the Committee for race four, well it was heard but unsuccessful, 
apparently you can move windward marks when the fleet are on the same leg.


So, out the race course and with the conditions pretty much standard Lake Como dreamy, 10-12 knots and 30+, 
we were set for an action-packed day with three races planned.


The course would be triangle sausage with a final windward beat, perfect for those who prefer the upwind 
challenge rather than the downwind aspect, so the heavier ones then.


Photos: Chris Brown Photography



Race 5

Ted Bakker and Chris Bunn hit the pin end with speed, Hans Duetz deciding to foot off rather than sit in their 
wind shadow as they head left along with the Dutch class Chairman Paul de Gues and Bas de Rigt. The Ferrari 
red third place rash vest of Davis is again prominent and he punches forward, the tactic of starting 75 metres up 
from the pin giving him plenty of room and options to tack off but wisely he holds to the favoured left side with 
Mark Lee and Chris Brown showing good speed and height.

Winder jockey Steve Denison is ducking transoms having been in the second row off the line but is once again 
showcasing the performance of the Winder hull. The time he spends building relationships with the sailors 
remains one of the strongest reasons the fleet go to the northern based builder and he has been seen splicing 
lines and offering advice every day this week. 

Event leader Tom Gillard had been equally hindered off the line and throws in a few tacks to get into a fast lane 
out towards the left, why anyone would go right I do not know.


Bakker tacks on the lay line with those nearby following in unison while others including De Coombe have tacked 
slightly early to factor in the strange current which is prevalent here. The guys on the right which I am hash 
tagging as the ‘expresso line’ since they can almost smell the coffee must have hated the view as they tacked, 
seeing the majority of the fleet close reach into the top mark is humbling and I speak from a lifetimes experience 
of corner hitting. 


Ted foots off with his disciples following closely, rounding from Menno Huisman and Paul Davis with Gilles de 
Coombe a close fourth. The cream is already rising to the top with two podium rash vests in the top three. Mark 
Lee sneaks inside of Roger Guess with Bas de Rigt completing the top seven, Gillard is in eleventh with race 4 
winner Rob Martin, who had made a great start midline, on his heels and proving his win was no fluke.


The breeze holds at 8-10 knots, enough to get the Solo planing if you are the optimum 80kg or less and Gillard 
makes the most of the gold in them hills and is up to eighth by the leeward mark with Bakker still leading from 
Huisman, Bunn and Davis, his new Impact Marine radial cut sail glistening against a lush green mountain back 
drop which would not look out of place in any of the Jurassic films.

The leading group take the opportunity to tack early and head towards the favoured side, full hike mode with 
masts pitching forward and back as they punch through the wave formations which are increasing in number and 
height.


Top mark and Bakker is in control, his nearest rivals, much like formula one drivers, following his line through 
each apex, their hope is that he either misses an apex or his tyres degrade but that is unlikely. Gillard picks up 
another place to seventh after taking a short hitch in towards the middle of the course and with the run and final 
beat to negotiate, would be asking Scotty for maximum warp speed.


Bakker takes the win, the final beat to the finish line taxing on mind and body but after opening the 
Championship with a UFD, is displaying the form more appropriate for this top athlete. Huisman in second is 
putting together a great series and though he is getting into a few tangles, is able to compartmentalise, analyse 
and action, all in the space of a second. NSCA Vice President Paul Davis finishes third from Chris Bunn with 
event leader Tom Gillard gaining two more places to count a five.


The competitors take a breather, apply heavy layers of sunscreen and hydrate as the temperature rises to 33 
degrees, the breeze holding at 8-12 knots from the prevailing south west.

Lake Como and the town of Bellano is delivering possibly the best event I have experienced and I do 
recommend it to any class, despite half the fleet nearly dying on Saturday.


Peter Jansen and Phil Sturmer battle it out in Bellano



Transom Cam 

Paul de Gues

The Dutch Chairman put on a great display 

and showed some pretty slick boat handling.

Jump on Board  HERE



Photo: Alessandro Cazzulani / Peak Production

Bakker brothers Interview HERE



Transom Cam 

Alex Butler

Alex has shown some sparkling 
form in the UK and had a great 
final day in Bellano.

Jump on Board  HERE



Maria Interview HERE

Maria enjoyed a fabulous week in Lake Como 
and competed against a strong field of Dutch 
female helms, Annemieke Beemster claiming 
the title.



Race 6

I sheathed my bottle of Fanta from the penetrating heat of the Sun and re-loaded a fully charged lithium battery 
into my Samsung 5 as Alessandro made his last minute flight checks to the DJI. We went into sequence and, 
with the drone hovering above the pin, awaited the competitors as they expertly steered into position, pinching 
into the very eye of the wind with the intention of developing a pocket of space below.


Vince Horey fancied the pin which usually provides me with the material for ‘how not to do it’ but on this 
occasion, and with a few tardy results on his scorecard, he delivered inch perfect timing, the P+B emblazoned 
Technora blasting forward of the fleet. Bas and Ted are keeping him on his toes with Bunn and Huisman 
prominent. Paul Davis is already bow forward as is Gillard, Denison and Jan Arends and they are holding nice 
clean lanes out to the left.

Davis looks in control but as the group cross he drops his mainsheet, fortunately all on camera so look out for 
the slow motion replays.


Roger Guess has nailed the beat, judging the lay line in and rounds from Horey with Davis, Brown and Gillard 
completing a UK white wash. Bakker is the leading NED sailor in sixth with Menno Huisman again in the top ten.

The first reach is a bit too deep and with the wind softening a knot or two, improvements were hard to create, 
therefore it was a surprise to see Gillard up to second by the wing mark and ominous for those with dreams of a 
race win. No wonder he does not want an NSCA transom cam on board, it would reveal his secrets.


We motored at some speed up towards the top mark as I continued to text updates on the WhatsApp group 
chat, I would recommend this form of media to other classes as the way forward, viewers get regular updates 
and audible notifications, maybe mute if you are at work though. 

We enjoyed a moment of complete silence before Alessandro’s control panel burst into life, warning the pilot 
that the drone’s battery supply was almost depleted. I squinted my eyes to the horizon and picked out the dot of 
black tech as it weaved towards us like an over-laden honey bee before it was grabbed from the sky and 
immobilised.


Vince Horey has worked his Solo into the lead but, with Tom Gillard to leeward and in his clutches,    holds the 
final tack past the correct windward mark and heads to the yellow finish line autobot which is not yet live. You 
could argue that he is more entertaining to watch than Tottenham.


Gillard would extend down the final run and hold up the beat to take his third bullet of the week and a tight grip 
on the Xalient Solo Nation’s Cup. Roger Guess would take second, one better than his race 4 finish with Horey, 
Davis and Bakker your top five.


Vince Horey rounds the correct mark this time.



Race 7

The conditions, as though they could not get any better did,  33 degrees and 10-14 knots, if you contemplated 
entering and did not then those words must sting your eyes. Never mind, there is always Quiberon next year 
(provisionally).


The line seemed to suggest a more starboard side favour and this was re-enforced by the number of 
competitors who positioned themselves there but it was still those on the left, hooking into an almighty lefty 
who bore into the top mark, and with some force. Apparently the wind, when in the left quadrant, tends to roll 
down the mountain and explode across the lake, and does so with some force and with an erratic nature more 
common in the early stages of pregnancy.


It was no surprise that the top mark was busier than Milan Central on a bank holiday as competitors blasted in 
from both tacks, the mavericks amongst the sailors crash-tacking into almost invisible gaps.


Huisman comes in hot on starboard with Davis ducking his stern and tacking but the Dutchman is hit with a 
header from hell and goes head to wind right on the mark, eventually extracting his Solo from the mark but with 
the loss of the lead to Davis and with Bunn over him like a rash. Brown, Roel den Herder and Mark Lee 
complete the top six with Gillard seventh.


Gillard leads out of the leeward gate with Huisman and Davis following him up the right of the course before 
they tack in unison, already in their own personal battle away from the pack. The beat was without drama and 
with the breeze up to 14 knots, there was really no excuse for not enjoying the slog up to the top mark. Roel 
Bakker decided that a swim would complete his day and was later re-united with his broken ‘joy stick’.


Gillard covered Huisman up the final beat, both going to the un-favoured side of the course but with enough 
separation from Davis, Brown and Bunn to guarantee they would be first and second overall going into day four. 
The vindication that the leader rash vests were on the correct sailors was confirmed with Davis in red 
completing a great score-line of 3-4-3 and so we would go into the final day with some excitement with a 
second discard kicking in. Twenty points separate fourth to eleventh but the top three look safe to me.

Huisman and Bunn in close company

Day 3  HERE



Transom Cam 

Paul Davis

Our Vice President finished fourth overall, a 
fantastic result and very nearly on the podium 
but for a UFD on the final day.

Jump on Board  HERE





Steve Denison making a splash on day 4 in his works Winder 1a.




Day 4

I shuffled out of bed and ventured over to the balcony with some satisfaction, the first challenge of clothing 
myself passing without incident. The mountain range to my right was already illuminated, announcing that it 
would be another sunny day paradise.


The sailing club lay idle, it was only 4.30am after all but I had made sure I was awake before the road sweeper 
got here. I readied my paper bag of rotten tomatoes and and took up position behind my fourteen year old 
MacBook Retina Air, flipping open the lid and began to type.


So, to the final day of racing and there would be three races planned before a prize giving reception which would 
be held at the Palasole Pavilion later this evening. 


I ventured down to the boat park for final interviews. Sadly, Hans Duetz mother had unexpectedly passed away 
overnight so he would not be racing today. Our love and thoughts are with you and your family at this time.


The mood around the boat park was of a heightened anticipation of excitement, the current top three positions 
still not safe and fourth to tenth requiring a level of addition beyond my pay grade.

I made my way to the jetty and after rolling aboard the Press rib, headed out to the race arena for what would be 
the final time this week. We were met by a steady 10 knots, temperatures in the low thirties and an on the water 
ambulance crew who must have witnessed my pathetic attempt at boarding the vessel a few minutes earlier.

Fortunately they could see I was still breathing so floated off with the blue lights still flashing and left me to ready 
my Samsung S5 for action.


Race 8

Huisman and Bakker hit the pin end hard with Chris Brown and Vince Horey judged UFD and with Paul De Gues 
well over towards the committee end. Some, like snakes beguiled by the mystical sound of a charmers flute are 
out of the wicker basket and off to the right of the course, their fate already determined.


Top mark and Bakker has judged the lay line in perfectly from Huisman with Brown UFD), Mark Lee, Gilles de 
Coombe and Roger Guess completing the top five. Horey (UFD) hits the mark and does a spin, he has ticked a 
lot of boxes in this race already. Bas de Rigt, Robin Millidge and Tom Gillard are in the shake-up with the tricky 
run next and Paul Davis is in the mid-teens.


Bakker is not to be denied and takes a start to finish win after the two laps, improving his overall standing to third 
with Menno Huisman and Mark Lee the top three from Gillard and Guess. 




Race 9

Davis comes out of the line like a human cannon ball and with Huisman bailing out and gybing off towards the 
right, the southern based Roker lad is contemplating the podium and the rich spoils it would bring….such a 
shame he would later find out he is UFD, especially as he led start to finish.

Therefore Roger Guess took the lead and a handy gap over Alex Butler, Ted Bakker and Mark Lee as the fleet 
headed down the first run. Gillard and Huisman were on the damage limitation mission, sitting in the low teens 
but both highly capable.The second beat saw improvement in advantage for the front two, Davis flogging his 
horse around the course not realising he had started forward of the stalls from Guess who was happy just to 
keep clean air on the favoured tack.

At the gun and after two rounds it was Roger Guess from Ted Bakker with Huisman clawing his way to third and 
cementing his second overall standing. Chris Bunn and Alex  Butler completed the top five.


Day 4 HERE



Race 10

No mistakes from Gillard this time, leading from out of the left lay line and, freed from the weight 
of expectation, never challenged with Ted Bakker second, giving him a 1-2-2 for the day and 
third overall. Steve Denison took third and showed what the Winder 1a can do when you go left, 
this result pulled him into the top ten. Menno Huisman cut it fine but his seventh in race 10 gave 
him a one point advantage over Ted, one more position and he would have lost second overall 
on count-back. Paul Davis was fourth but had that UFD been a bullet, it could have been so 
different. Finally, Roger Guess finished fifteenth and that was a counter, his 5-1 securing fifth 
overall, a great performance.


A huge thank you to Circolo Vela Bellano, to Xalient for your sponsorship and P+B for their prize 
pot. Congratulations to the Nederlandse Class Association and thanks from the UK team for 
inviting us.

Bellano has delivered a superb Championship and everyone wants to return soon.




Tom wins in Bellano  Interview  HERE

Miscellaneous Interviews HERE



Transom Cam 

Maurice Bakker

The Bakker brother displayed some moments of 
speed on Lake Como 

Jump on Board  HERE







See Alessandro’s beautiful Event Video  HERE







Solo Vintage 
Championship 2025

Leigh on Sea Sailing Club turned on the Essex magic for the Vintage 
Championship, supplying champagne conditions which even Lake Como would 
have struggled to match, North Berwick, venue for the Solo National 
Championship in three weeks take note! 




I had made the journey up from Brixham in the early hours, passing the World Heritage site of Stonehenge just 
after sunrise without even a second glance, my focus being on the relics of a Solo yesteryear and they're 
equally ancient owners.

The club is positioned in some prime real estate with easy access to local eateries, the beach, stylish 
apartments and a train line, if Phil and Kirsty had to choose a perfect location for a sailing club then Leigh on 
Sea would probably be it.

The narrow cobbled street to the club entrance would later be packed with punters sipping beer and 
comparing fake tans but for now, save for the odd shop keeper sweeping up dog-ends and eye-lash 
extensions, it was serene. 


The club have their own parking area right on the promenade, not sure how they wangled that but it was ‘a 
right touch’. The club itself, though lacking the palatial opulence of Salcombe is a good representation of the 
Essex people, being honest, robust and filled with warmth. The clubhouse is in fact the old Leigh train station, 
the addition of a top floor commanding unbridled views across the estuary and a bar which would look at 
home in Eastenders completes the experience, and that is even before we go racing!


Matt Tothill was busy cooking breakfast baps and after confirmation that I was not a competitor, handed me a 
Cumberland sausage in a roll from the ‘safe’ pile, he would later be racing his Severn Sailboats Solo, therefore 
this treachery was understandable. I made my way along the concrete corridor, passing two families with 
suitcases and, dodging the signage for platform 9 3/4s, ascended the stairway to the generous upper 
decking.

The tide was due to be high at 14.28 so it was a vista of silt that greeted me, only a snaking sliver of a 
tributary hinting that we might be at the seaside, I took another bite of my breakfast and, identifying a Lovett 
and a Miles, headed to the promenade to go and bore their owners with information as valuable as a condom 
with a hole in it.


Bryan Morum’s Miles built Solo readies itself for 
a hard day of racing


Advert circa 1998

Get a feel for the venue HERE





Alan Roberts was busy assembling his dark blue hulled weapon of choice, confirming it was not just a Richard 
Lovett build but the multiple World Championship winning ‘Pogs” 3315. Once owned by Solo legend Ken 
Falcon, this boat was unbeatable in an era which is as fresh in my mind as today’s butty, his most memorable 
win I would suggest being the Battle of Pevensey Bay when he went head to head with Dick Batt (Lovett 3300) 
and a huge sea state for 6 days.


Nigel Pybus was busy fiddling with his brother’s Andy Miles build, 4236, these were pretty successful in the 
1998-2002 period before the majority of the fleet switched to FRP.  Brian Morum was also readying his Miles, 
4443, suggesting that this was possibly Andy’s last build before resuming a more profitable career in cabinet 
making, in hindsight he made a good choice.


Mike Barnes has been campaigning his Beckett built Solo on the open circuit for the last two years following a 
sabbatical in Nigeria, the stratigraphic geologist’s oil find proceeds going mostly into the upkeep of his beloved 
3847 ‘Top Drive”. The former Solo magazine editor and class President is still as in love with the Solo as he was 
forty years ago and his Solo is immaculate, mainly due to that Gosling fairy dust. Mike was busy munching on a 
bacon bap and would be regarded as strong competition to the cook so I hoped his constitution, toughened 
from years of a Nigerian strain of Delhi Belly would be sufficient to get him through the day.


I bumped into David Goudie who won this event a few years ago, owner of an immaculate Kevin Gosling build, 
unfortunately he is injured and would not be racing but bought his binoculars to cuss out the competition for 
2026.


Former class Secretary Robert Laurie was hastily stringing his Young Brothers build (3722), his fathers boat but 
now under his vestige until he sells it. Incidentally, I purchased one (3513) in the mid eighties from Nigel, the 
novelty of waiting at Portsmouth ferry port and seeing it wheeled out by the staff seemed a little tight but now I 
know the costs of IOW ferries, it all makes sense.


Alan Roberts in ‘Pogs’ has Colin Walker in his sights 
as both battle against the steep Essex chop.



Robert Laurie leads race 3 in his Young built Solo


Advert 1989

Event Highlights HERE

Transom Cam

Robert Laurie

Robert was racing his father’s Young built Solo 
and showed some impressive speed, taking race 
3 by the scruff of its neck.

Jump aboard  HERE

Robert Laurie leads race 3 in his father’s Young 
build.

Advert 1989

Event Highlights HERE



The late arrival was pretty much the icing on the cake for me, Red Alert  (3733) in the flesh. Chichester based 
Ian Barnett has, with the guidance and skill of Gosling, brought the Phil Morrison build back to it’s head-turning 
best. The stunning striped sapele decks, rich in layers of varnish provide a depth and lustre that FRP cannot 
match. This is complemented by a shade of red that may have been mixed by Micheal Angelo and would not 
look out of place on an F40.


With the tide rushing in like a Tsunami, the competitors quickly changed and after attending a short race 
briefing, we prepared for battle.


The majority of the members keep their Solos on racks right at the water’s edge so I headed that way for last 
minute interviews and to rendezvous with my media rib, negotiating the planked flooring with some concern 
and weighed down with calorific guilt which is way heavier than the normal sort.


I bounced past Threshers, Don Marines and Duffins, and with my eyes drawn towards inlays and case 
extensions, the crease of my perfectly formed lips let out a little trickle of saliva. 

This affliction was quickly remedied, my mouth instantly dry when I saw the size of the media rib I would be 
stationed on, even the most desperate asylum seeker would have questioned the sanity.


Ian Barnett puts ‘Red Alert’ through it’s paces









Mike Barnes in ‘Top Drive’ and event winner John Charles thrash it out to 
the leeward mark with the packed beach of onlookers cheering them on.

Interviews HERE



Not only that, we were commissioned to transport two of the race team out to the arena so what followed 
was a ‘Its a knockout’ scenario of inflatable versus the elements, the estuary only losing by a pint or two. 

The team members jumped aboard the committee boat with the swell causing no damage but it would have 
looked sketchy had it been on ‘Saving Lives at Sea’, I was just relieved to stay on the waterbed, for now 
anyway.


So we finally get to the racing and after a short postponement to right some capsized Solos, we would be 
into sequence which, to keep everyone on their toes and butting the trend adopted by the rest of the World, 
would be a 3-2-1 go!


Race 1

The Easterly is blowing a nice 16 knots and even though the tide is running with the wind direction, it’s wetter 
than a car wash in the rib. Undeterred and aware that the NSCA WhatsApp community is waiting and 
watching, I pull out my phone and stabiliser, despite their protestations. My Nikon P950 has been through 
some tough times recently but I did not appreciate him sharing his negativity with the new guys.


Ian Barnett punches out at the pin end in an attempt to keep out of the strongest part of the tide while Brian 
Morum opts for the committee end with the locals, the bows bucking up and down through the short Essex 
chop. Most the rigs on these old horses are state-of-art Technora powered D+ and Superspars and while 
mast rake is limited by bulkhead position they still carry plenty enough in these conditions.

Alan Roberts and Colin Walker tack off, out into the middle of the course, Colin’s Thresher getting the better 
of the Lovett in this first part of the race but both sailors looking comfortable as the breeze pummels the 
fleet.


Top mark and it is Draycote sailor Nigel Pybus in the Miles from a group including Matt Tothill, John Charles 
and Jonny Wells. While I appreciated the ‘white water experience’ Leigh had provided it did compromise my 
media capabilities so I apologise to the front runners I omitted from this report.

The trapezoid course made a nice change from the windward/leewards and the reaches looked exhilarating, 
the Holt design giving the sailors thrills but no spills thanks to that flat aft section.

Pybus and Charles worked the middle of the course for lap two, picking up a lift and maybe some 
advantageous tidal influence over the lee bow and they would fight it out for the remainder of the race with 
Charles taking the bullet. Matt Tothill was third from Jonny Wells and Ian Barnett who had recovered from a 
bad first beat. Richard Beechey had shown some speed in his Thresher 3923 but capsized at the top mark, 
at least someone was now as wet as me.

In the Constructors Championship, Miles took the win from Thresher, Severn Sailboats, Holt and Morrison.


I took the opportunity to transfer to the sightly larger ‘Jubilee’ safety rib which went without incident as far as 
I was concerned, the rib teams though seemed amused by my technique which resembled a baby Giraffe’s 
first attempt at standing. Once aboard I was able to take up a seated position behind my driver, providing a 
welcome reprieve from the spray.


Matt Tothill leads Bryan Morum and 
Nigel Pybus into the top mark.


Advert circa 1990’s



Race 2

Matt Tothill and Jonny Wells nailed the port lay line into mark 1 and they roared off down the reach, plumes of 
spray exploding from their bows, visibility impaired by the sheets of salty water. Mike Barnes was on the pace 
in third with Brian Morum keeping him honest and Robin Tothill a distant fifth. 

The larger rib had allowed me to unholster my Nikon, it would have been criminal not to take some high 
resolution photos so with the phone safely tucked into the dry bag, I clicked away with the abandon of a 
gunslinger with anger issues.


The slog up the second beat provided some shifts and opportunities, Wells getting the better of Matt Tothill 
and Barnes losing position to Morum and Robin Tothill but in my book they were all winners on such a 
splendid day.

PRO Steve Corbet was having a lovely time on the committee boat and sent them around for a third lap, the 
finishing order staying the same but I am sure it was much closer than it reads on screen. 

In the Constructors, Holt took the win from Severn Sailboats with Miles third, Robin was racing in a plastic 
fantastic but I am unsure of the builder, analysis of the photos indicating that it might be a Don Marine, 
Beckett was fifth.

With the deftness of a London pick-pocket I took a moment to clean the camera lens on the back of my 
drivers shirt before resuming my position to capture the action. 


Jonny Wells in the foam core Jack Holt build 
leads Matt Tothill in a Severn Sailboat.





Transom Cam

Bryan Morum

The Hickling Broads based sailor showed some  
pace through the event in the Miles built Solo 
and finished 4th overall.

Jump aboard  HERE



Race 3

On to the finale of this Vintage Championship and with the breeze holding at 16-20 knots and with the tide 
now on its way to France we went into sequence. The chop was now steeper than the cost of living and with 
my camera once again dowsed, my driver offering me the use of the back of his shirt to dry it which I 
accepted with some grace.


Ian Barnett sends Red Alert off at the pin end with Robert Laurie punching out mid line and Brian Morum 
below him but showing good technique in conditions not usually faced on the Norfolk Broads.

Top mark and Laurie looks imperious with Morum on his quarter and Charles, Matt Tothill, Nigel Pybus the 
top five as the fleet scream to the gybe mark. The run is surprisingly drama free but with the front four 
extending by the leeward mark. Charles is up to second and with a race one bullet  already, is looking strong 
for the overall title but Jonny Wells, winner of race two is right on his heels from Morum and Matt Tothill.

Ian Barnett comes into the top mark well over stood and capsizes in the bear-away, thwarting his assault on 
the leader board.


Robert Laurie though, looks quite at home leading and the Young hull, which has always been a strong build 
and acknowledged as fast in breeze and waves is in its element. The top four continue to tussle with the sea 
state and each other, the racing was as close and exciting as it gets but at the gun it would be Laurie from 
Charles with Tothill, Morum and Wells completing the top five.


In the Constructors Championship, Young took the win from Thresher, Severn Sailboats, Miles and Holt.


In Summary

The fleet returned to shore which was alive with the best the Southend massive could muster, golden brown 
bodies, accentuated by their expensive bling accessories absorbing far above the prescribed UV rays, think 
of the money they saved on tanning salons. The sailors were oblivious, most still blinded by salt penetration, 
pulled Solos up the short ramp to the promenade, the sound of Ibiza anthems echoing in their ears, 
quadriceps bulging with lactic acid.


Leigh on Sea know how to do events and, after a BBQ which was both generous and delicious the Prize 
Giving took place with the sunshine still beaming down.

Special thanks to Colin Walker for organising and providing sponsorship prizes from Rooster, the winners 
receiving vouchers towards some super Rooster sailing apparel.


John Charles in the Thresher showed the fleet the way but it was tough going and as close racing as you can 
get in a one design single-handed dinghy. Jonny Wells (Holt)  beat Matt Tothill (Severn Sailboats) on count 
back with Brian Morum (Miles) and Robert Laurie (Young) completing the top five. 

Thanks to all who attended, the Solo class, designed in 1956, has evolved into the state of art racing machine 
that we have today but that is only due to the vision of the builders of yesteryear, the diligence by the class 
measurers and the energy from its members, may it continue.




Transom Cam

Mike Barnes

The former class President has been 
campaigning his Beckett build for decades, 
rebuffing the FRP derivative and instead 
choosing beauty and speed.

Jump aboard  HERE



1st John Charles

2nd Jonny Wells

3rd Matt Tothill





Some familiar faces chew the fat at North 
Berwick 2015.



Steve Denison working his Winder 
up the beat in Bellano





NEXT UP
THE UK SOLO 

NATIONAL 
CHAMPIONSHIP


Sponsored by 
NOBLE MARINE


August 3-8

East Lothian Yacht Club welcome you to 6 days of fierce competition 
and friendly rivalry on the beautiful waters of the Firth of Forth.


It is never too late to enter!

Official Clothing

Partner



Extract taken from 
2015 Solo Specifi



Extract taken from 
2015 Solo Specifi



Undoubtably the finest piece of cinematography I have been privileged to record in my short 
and unremarkable career.


We were about to motor into shore as the fleet approached the wing mark, just as an almighty 
gust hit. What followed was a white knuckle ride to the leeward mark and an experience that 
was captured forever.


Jump onboard the rib HERE

North Berwick 2015



Extract taken from 
2015 Solo Specifi
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Extract taken from 
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Mike Sims hiking hard at North Berwick 2015



Leigh on Sea Sailing Club is home to the largest fleet of Vintage Solos in the World.


Like thoroughbred horses galloping around a make-shift course, unaware that they were laid out to pasture 
decades ago, these fine specimens just do not know when to quit. Their owners too, display similar traits, one 
could argue that some should have gone to the knackers yard years ago but the Solo is forever and 
technological advances in epoxy repairs, medicine and joint replacements keep Solos and they're sailors strong. 
Good job too as generation X, fed on T foils and Sail GP media seem to have missed out on the fun you can 
have trying to push a 70kg hull through the water rather than over it.

The Solo, with its distinctive bow profile presents a challenge classes such as the Ok, Phantom and Streaker 
miss out on and that is to say, in a short chop it is nothing like putting a hot knife through butter. 


The Solo design, first pencilled by Jack Holt in 1956 (next year is our 70th Anniversary) has seen plenty of 
development but like a small tributary, initially V-shaped and narrow has, over many decades and sometimes 
painfully slowly, evolved into a full blown river. This metamorphosis has only been possible through the clever + 
and - of 5mm tolerance Jack and the Solo Committee included in the first rules of the class, a tiny detail aimed 
directly at the amateur builder but providing huge scope for the professional builder to explore.


Early Jack Holt build with transom 
sheeting and no footsteps.

Alec Stone build 1102 ‘Minstrel’. Standard 
gunwale beading and no transom flaps.

Jack Holt O.B.E

Solo Builds


Some light reading for those interested in the history of the class.



The above waterline shape of course has no real bearing on speed but the addition in the 70s of Lovett type 
gunwales made hiking comfortable. In the 90s, maximum height side tank dimensions from Thresher reduced 
water scooping during over zealous roll tacks though the overall aesthetic looked a bit funky and the 2000s 
saw a fad towards hikers and away from flared gunwales, Boon instead maximising their height at the sheer 
line (an imaginary point on the top of the gunwale determined by an invisible line using the angle of the upper 
chine). Straight leg hiking being the optimum technique for leverage and better back health.


The original design incorporated floor battens either side to stiffen the hull and the centreboard case was glued 
and screwed to the hog but araldite and brass screws were no match for water and time. Bob Beckett sunk his 
cases into the hog, seeking forgiveness rather than permission and thankfully it was voted legal at the annual 
general meeting sometime in the eighties.


The Seamark Nunn GRP hulls had their moment in the spotlight and that was in the mid 70s but unfortunately 
water ingress and therefore soft floors were common. I did see a hull which had structural bars from sidetank 
to case and I guess these were legal once!


Another rule change allowed the builder to provide a small gap between batten and floor. thus allowing the 
water to drain out through the self bailers, all small incremental changes to improve overall speed.

Thresher introduced the female mould build in the mid 90s and double thickness floors were introduced, 
negating the need for floor battens and the uncluttered look was a real game changer for the sexiness of the 
class.

Early Holt designs were very much down the middle regarding underwater shape where as Alec Stone pushed 
the tolerances in rocker and beam, his hulls winning countless Championships with him steering and also in 
the hands of some great sailors including John Conway Jones. Positioning of the centreboard case was also 
explored but early Solo rigs were upright by todays standards so the centreboard position and therefore centre 
of resistance were well forward to balance the C of E, today’s raked rig requires the case to be at its furthest 
back position and we still raise the centreboard to keep the weather helm at bay (centreboard is pivoted). 
Thresher, very much an innovator in the 80s-90s cleverly reversed the rudder shape in it’s stock, bringing it 
almost under the transom rather than the traditionally raked back (ILCA) style, again reducing weather helm.

Lovett had played around with all sorts of shapes in the late 70s, a number of his hulls obtaining dispensation 
and one in particular, with convex bottom panel was, I understand rejected. The shape that became 
unbeatable was notable for its deep rocker to promote tacking and yet flatter at the transom to aid planing 
time.

High Performance Sailboats played around with several shapes in the select number of hulls they built in the 
mid 80s, mine had a rocker as flat as a pancake and the chine at station 1 (just forward of the mast foot) had a 
very unusual kink, manipulating a Solo hull it seems is a bit like squeezing a square into a circle. I am pretty 
sure the other hulls had equally unusual measurements, albeit at the other ends of the tolerance spectrum.


Severn Sailboats composite hulls were all pretty much down the middle in regards to shape but they pushed 
for changes to the rules for cosmetic reasons, adding a thin veneer to case sides and transom, these were the 
days when no-one wanted to buy a plastic Solo! That said, Peter Bond was a formidable builder of 
Championship winning Fireballs and it would not surprise me if the Severns were ahead of the game in terms 
of weight distribution. Another Severn inspired change saw the transom thickened and this negated the need 
for the small knee which strengthened the area and almost always went rotten!


Unusual but totally legal transom mould on this 
Seamark Nunn composite build. Circa 75



The early 90s saw the introduction of the Kevin Gosling Solo, drawing on the speed and beauty of the Lovett 
but with an attention to detail that would now be classed as obsessive and these hulls proved very successful 
in the hands of Carveth, Falcon and Houston to name just three.

Again, the hull did not push the boundaries in terms of tolerance but its success was down to its symmetry and 
finish. Miles produced some of the quickest Solos in the late 90s, the ends of the hull were extremely light, just 
don’t bash them into Andy Miles Solo on the start line.


Builders were very keen to promote early planing and great emphasis was therefore put into the angle of the 
lower chine at section 1 to get the bow out of the water.

Tony Thresher had been finessing his bow profile to obtain maximum waterline for many years, some of the 
early 4000s hulls did this well, as long as you were of a John Greenwood type physique. 


The beauty of the wooden hull of course was and still is the ability to tweak the jig in order to adjust the hulls 
shape, increasing or reducing rocker curve, adjusting the aft section, widening or narrowing the beam and as 
the Solo hull is measured at 5 sections, the scope for tiny differences, matched to the sailor weight and where 
they race is limitless. I would say that over the first 44 years, over twenty professional builders dipped their 
toes into the dark art of Solo building and I will not even mention the amateur input.


Years of AGM rule proposals, resolute members votes for and against and calm balanced advice from our 
Honourable Chief Measurers, Martin Grounds, Jim Gates, Ron Green and Gordon Barclay have shaped the 
boat and the kind of sailors who race it and we may never experience AGM’s like it again but maybe that is not 
a bad thing, we have a great product.

 

The modern Solo, almost without exception constructed in FRP rules the waves and Dave Winder pretty much 
monopolises the class with his two shapes, the Mk 1 and Mk 2. This product has seen the fleet grow to 
incredible numbers and now vintage Solos are a rarity across the UK.


Unfortunately, the FRP hull, circa 2000 is banned from the Vintage Championship, its superior weight 
distribution is something the wooden counterpart struggled to attain but maybe in fifty years they can have 
their own vintage event.


The Vintage Championship celebrates the ingenuity of those early craftsmen who spent many late nights and 
early mornings struggling to find the magic formula that would propel their build to the front of the fleet. 
Whether you own a Holt, Stone, Ledger, Poulson, Beasley, Lovett, Uttley, Avacraft, Beckett, Severn Sailboats, 
Don Marine, Young, Crawshaw, Thresher, Miles or Gosling or any of the multitude of builds from yesteryear, 
you are now the ambassadors of the legacy that Jack created all those years ago.


Brryan Morun’s Miles build 4443, still on the 
pace with the modern FRP derivative. Ian Barnett’s Morrison build ‘Red Alert’




