
From the Editor’s Shelf

The pilot book is a mysterious object. In prehistory, the pilot was
presumably a bearded cove standing at the helmsman’s shoulder,
mentioning that it would be a good idea to lay off five degrees to

port as the whirlpool would be forming any minute now, which
always put that old Kraken in a nasty frame ofmind. At some point
someone started to write down sailing directions. In the early days
of exploration by sea these might remain confidential, as they were
a handy part of a trader’s armoury; but eventually they were shared

among seafarers, and added to with the benefit of experience, some
of it hard-earned.

Until the 1950s the best that could be done was the Admiralty
Pilots. I have in front of me the Mediterranean Pilot Vol. II used
by my late friend Barend Wolf, who sailed the Brixham trawler
Bonaventura hither and yon in the western Mediterranean in the
middle fifties. It is a charming book, and not only because of the
hints of lipstick on some of the pages - the Bonaventura’s charterers
tended to be the beautiful people ofthe era; Barend was by no means
immune, and nor were they. Like all Admiralty Pilots of its era it is

a nuts-and-bolts set of sailing directions, referring to paper charts
and illustrated with profiles of coastlines and harbour entrances (it
is a measure of the recent explosion in Mediterranean cruising that
the pilot book in use in 1955 carries an illustration of the Golfe de

Fréjus executed in 1876).
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