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Joint winner of the Strangford Cup 2007 
(The Strangford Cup is awarded to Beowulf and her skippers: Bernard Corbally, Bruce Lyster, Eleanor and 
Brian Cudmore, Ann Woulfe-Flanagan for cruises covered in the logs 2007.  026, 027 and 028.) 

Cruising “The Inland Sea” and Ionian 
Islands on Beowulf 
Clive Martin 
 
It was a wonderful moment when we got an invitation from Bernard Corbally and Ann Woulfe- 
Flanagan to join them on a cruise around the Ionian Islands.  This would be the sixth occasion that 
my wife Mary and I have cruised with Bernard.  We flew directly from Dublin to Athens, and spent a 
night there before flying to Prevesa to join Beowulf.   
 
We arrived there at 10.45 and spent the rest of the day getting settled in on the boat.  We were 
joined by Robin Clapham from Cork, who arrived armed with plenty of information on all the 
interesting places to visit in the area.  He had received this from his cousin Kevin Dwyer (ICC), who 
had been in the area last year.  We also received advice from Mervyn Hall (ICC), who keeps his 
Oyster Baily of Howth at Nidri on Levkas Island.   
 
Prevesa is a fairly dull place but we dined at Regantos Restaurant (2645022855) which was 
excellent.  After dinner, strolling along the waterfront, the whole place seemed to spring to life.   
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We were ready to cast off from the marina in the morning.  The channel from Prevesa is clearly 
marked with buoys so we had an uneventful trip to Levkas, but had to time our arrival to coincide 
with the opening of the lifting/swinging bridge which only opens on the hour.  Before reaching this 
one, must round the end of the Yera Spit, which has a shifting sandbank at its outer end.  We were 
early for the bridge, but the weather was so beautiful we could admire the Santa Maura Fort and 
picturesque Galley Harbour.  We were sorry that we had not allowed sufficient time to swim off the 



little sandy beach on the Yera Spit.  The swinging bridge opened on time, to let us enter the 
northern end of the Levkas Canal and pass between the salt marshes and motor to the Levkas 
Marina, where we got a good berth on finger B close to the showers and WC block.  This marina 
has all the facilities including a swimming pool, and the nearby town has good supermarkets and 
shops for provisions. 
 
We were advised that the best way to see the island was to hire a car and drive to the lovely 
beaches on the west coast.  We did this, and spent some time at Kathisma in gorgeous weather. 
We had two swims off the beach and a light lunch at the taverna.  We then drove right along the 
west coast and on to Vassiliki, where we took a tea break, did some shopping and watched the 
wind surfers and yachts manoeuvring.  We came home via Nidri and the east coast so that we had 
driven around the entire island.  Levkas was one of the places which suffered badly from the 
earthquakes of 1948 and 1953.  The town now has brightly-painted, distinctive houses, a lively 
square in the middle of town, and delightful quaint narrow back streets.  It was while dining at a little 
restaurant on such a back street that we had to move from our table to allow a Toyota car pass.  
We were furious, having settled down again to eat our meal, to find that the same car came back 
again in the other direction and we had to move again! 
 

 
 
 



The Levkas Canal 
Before departing next day we filled up our tanks with diesel from the fuel berth, as we left the 
marina and entered the Levkas canal.  The canal which makes Levkas an island runs through the 
salt marsh between it and the mainland.  The present canal was built by the Greeks with British 
help in 1905, but the original one dates back to the 7th century BC.  The canal is dredged to 6 
metres and has port and starboard markers down to the exit.  There was plenty of traffic in both 
directions.  We proceeded down to Nidri, but unfortunately found no space on the quay walls, so we 
decided to anchor in Tranquil Bay.  We dropped our anchor in mud and weed, but it seemed to be 
good holding ground, and there were plenty of other yachts in this most peaceful anchorage.  The 
slopes around the bay were covered with olive trees and spiky Cyprus trees which pointed up like 
pencils, and there were people strolling around the walks.  Some of the yachts were moored in the 
mud around the edge of the bay.  We met up with Mervyn Hall (ICC) who sailed up to us in his 
magnificent Oyster 46 Ketch Baily of Howth.  It is quite a long way from Tranquil Bay to Nidri itself, 
and unfortunately our outboard gave us trouble as the water-cooling system was faulty.  It was 
necessary to take it to Nicos Marine for repairs.  They seemed very efficient and said they would 
have it repaired by the following day.  Without an outboard, we did not want to row the whole crew 
ashore for dinner, so Mary improvised from the ship’s stores and fed us all on spaghetti Bolognese. 
 
Next day 25th September we set off for Meganisi Island which is not far away.  On the way we 
passed Skorpios, which is the private island bought in the 1960s by the late Aristotle Onassis.  He 
never slept on the island but preferred to live on his yacht or ship Christina, despite the luxurious 
guest accommodation on the island.  Jackie O had a chic beach-hut on the south side of the island, 
which we could see.  They still keep a staff to look after the accommodation, tennis courts, gardens 
etc.  There is considerable security and it is forbidden to land, but you can anchor and go up as far 
as the high water line.   
 
Meganisi Island 
Arriving on Meganisi Island we made for Spartakhori Bay, where you have a choice of going to the 
west side where the ferry goes, and there are tavernas and yacht moorings, or going to the south 
corner.  We chose the latter, and tried to tie up to the small pier, but were advised it would be too 
exposed in the weather conditions, and were encouraged to move to the quay wall near Taverna 
Spilia, and tied up bow-to the quay wall.  This proved to be very comfortable for the night.  There 
was a delightful beach there, where some lay in the sun as others walked around to Porto Spiglia.  
All the yacht crews moored in our half of the bay dined in the taverna, which was run by a very 
friendly family who provided an excellent dinner, after which we were able to order fresh bread 
which would be baked for our breakfast.  This was a little spot which we would thoroughly 
recommend, although there was no electricity available.   
 
Having had an excellent breakfast with fresh bread we had  to return to Nidri to collect the repaired 
outboard.  True to their word the repair was completed, and the outboard was in working order.  We 
were free to set off for Sivota Bay.  On the way the winds increased to 24 knots on the nose, 
despite the forecasts of winds from the north, and we encountered quite rough seas going through 
the narrows of Steno Maganisiou.  It was a pity the weather was so bad, as the channel is only a 
half mile wide at the narrowest point, between the cliffs of Levkas, which have a number of ravines 
cutting down to the sea, and the lower slopes of Meganisi.  Crossing the entrance to Ormos Rouda, 
we soon found the entrance to Ormos Sivota, at the same time as an Irish yacht flying the tricolour, 
which we later discovered was registered in Howth and belonged to Dermot Flynn.   
 
The weather was getting worse and the barograph dropped to 1010.  As most of the quay wall 
berths were taken, the skipper wisely decided to drop the anchor in the middle of the bay in 8 
metres.  We could settle down to an excellent dinner of coq-au-vin in the saloon, which had been 
prepared by Robin Clapham.  The barograph told no lies, because as we enjoyed our dinner there 
was a sudden outbreak of thunder and dramatic fork-lightening followed by torrential downpours of 
rain.  We were thankful that we had decided not to go ashore.   
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The next day, we were delighted that the storm had passed through and we awoke to a beautiful 
calm and sunny morning, which enticed us to an early swim before breakfast.  It was also good to 
have a day of rest and to go ashore and wander around Sivota where there were good shops and 
friendly shopkeepers.  Later that evening we dined in the Stavros Restaurant, upstairs with a lovely 
view of the bay. 
 
On to Cephalonia 
We now felt that we had seen plenty of Levkas Island and it was time to move on to Cephalonia, so 
we set off from Sivota for Fiskardo.  At the northern entrance to this fine harbour there is an old 
Venetian lighthouse, with a more modern one higher on the hill.  Both of these are conspicuous.  
We were early and so had no difficulty getting a berth on Tassia’s pontoons.  We dropped our 
anchor and came stern-to.  Fiskardo is a picture-postcard spot which gets overrun by tourists in 
high summer, but it was not too bad while we were there.  It was one of the few places which 
escaped total destruction in the 1953 earthquake when over 90% of buildings on the island were 
destroyed.  We all liked this town, which had a fair share of quayside cafés, good walks and coves 
nearby with crystal clear waters.  Some of the crew was able to take showers ashore, and we dined 
in an old local restaurant which did not, however, get top marks in our book.  One of our crew, while 
strolling ashore, spotted a strange character under a tree with very high-tech photographic 
equipment, taking photos of every yacht entering the harbour and individual photos of each member 
of the crew.  He was convinced that this was a CIA agent watching the movements of everyone 
sailing around the islands! In fact it was a photographer from one of the charter companies, taking 
pictures of each yacht in their fleet and members of the charter crew.   
 
Cephalonia is very mountainous and sailing along the east coast we had a splendid view of the 
island of Ithaca and noted that its west coast was very sparsely populated.   
 
The east coast of Cephalonia has many little coves and quiet anchorages, and as we passed, we 
ventured in to explore some of these, finally choosing Sidiki where we dropped an anchor in 8 
metres which gave us plenty of room to swing, as each side had rocky shoreline.  This blissful spot 
gave us a chance to swim ashore to a rather rocky beach, which can be easily recognised by three 
olive trees planted in line at the back of the sand.  Snorkel masks and some form of bathing shoes 
are an advantage on these occasions to spot the rocks and sea urchins.  The crew of Beowulf 



delight in swimming in such peaceful and secluded coves.  We passed a few more little coves, one 
called N. Limant with two beaches, and also a fish farm with cages, before reaching our destination 
Áy Eufimia.  Cephalonia is the largest of the Ionian Islands, very mountainous but not as green as 
the others. 
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We got a good berth, stern-to on the quay wall on the northern side past the breakwater.  Taking 
the road to the east, quite a way out of town there is an excellent restaurant in an elevated position, 
high over the cliffs with great views over the bay.  The owner speaks quite good English, and was 
very keen to tell us all about what he could offer.  The dinner was good and a visit is recommended. 
 
There was really only one way to see around the island of Cephalonia, so next day we took a rest-
day from sailing, and hired a car to drive around the island.  Robin was deemed to be the most 
suitable driver.  Having crossed the mountainous route over the centre of the island we arrived on 
the west coast and looked down on the great beaches of Mirkakas, which we decided to visit, but 
this entailed rounding some thirteen hairpin bends, bad enough to beat all hair-pin bends!  Our 
driver was not amused!  The seas were rough, with on-shore winds, and generally it was an 
uninviting scene, so we decided not to stay.  We continued our drive southwards along some poor 
quality roads and a very craggy coast line.  We had to watch all the signposts on the way along, 
and passed through a few little villages with plenty of character.  The road took us to the Kipoureon 
Monastery.  This is perched out on a rock cliff, high above the sea, and seems to have been 
refurbished in recent times, either as a Retreat House or for guests.  There seemed to be only one 
monk in this place and he was most curious to see what we were doing, as we looked over the very 
ornate little Orthodox chapel.   
 
Some parts of the mountainous drive brought us through very barren countryside, and we 
encountered several very large flocks of goats.  They must have plenty of goat’s milk to make their 
Feta cheese. 
 
Ferry to Argostoli 
Our drive took us as far as Lixouri, where we took the car on board the ferry to Argostoli.  Both of 
these are substantial towns and the ferry trip took just over 30 minutes.  Disembarking from the 
ferry we drove up to St. George’s Castle built in 1507.  This is perched on top of a hill and used to 



be the capital of the island.  Before going into the castle, we had an excellent lunch at restaurant 
Tiravilata, which is just at the entrance to the castle.  It is run by an English lady, who is married to a 
Greek who keeps a most colourful garden.   
 
Having seen over the castle, we continued our journey over the mountains past the very large 
winery and on to Sami which is the main ferry port, since much of Áy Eufimia was destroyed in the 
1953 earthquake.  If you are in this region, a visit to the Mellisani Cave is recommended.  From the 
entrance you go down a tunnel to the cave and underground lake with its inky deep water.  
Boatmen take you around the cave pointing out certain features, and explaining the roof did not fall 
in during the recent earthquake but many thousand years ago.  The water in the lake is seawater 
and a French team, using dyes, traced its source to Argostoli on the west coast.  Apparently it 
travels to the lake by a series of underground passages. 
 
Captain Corelli’s Mandolin 
Before returning to Beowulf we thought we would visit Antisamos bay, which was the film set for 
“Captain Corelli’s Mandolin”.  However, our driver, faced with the prospect of another series of 
hairpin bends, positively refused to do it.  When we did return to our boat we persuaded one of the 
local waterfront tavernas to put on the Ireland v Argentina rugby world cup match on TV.   Possibly 
it would have been better if we had not seen it, but we did get one of the best moussakas after the 
match. 
 
Having failed to reach Antisamos beach by car, it was much more sensible to sail there the 
following morning.  It was only a short trip, the anchor was dropped and we swam ashore, after 
which we had sufficient wind to hoist sails and set off for the island of Ithaca, where we found a 
lovely cove at Sarakiniko, and arrived in time for another swim before lunch, in a sea temperature of 
28°C.  This was a very picturesque spot and in the evening Ann and Mary went ashore and walked 
over the headland.  On her return, Ann cooked a delicious chicken dinner.  There was quite a lot of 
activity here from locals swimming off the beach, or launching small craft, and also a few local 
fishermen with their boats.  Because the water was so warm we had another swim before breakfast 
and setting off to Kiont.   
 
The island of Ithaca was, of course, immortalised by Homer in his Odyssey, but the modern island 
of Ithaca bears little resemblance to Homer’s descriptions, nor is it the most westerly of the islands.  
In 2003 a team of geologists, classicists and archaeologists set out to discover if there had been 
some dramatic geological changes in the landscape since the Trojan War, around 1200 BC.  They 
have been unable to establish the enigma of the location of Homer’s Ithaca, but one theory is that it 
is the western part of Cephalonia, which might explain the geographical mismatch.   
 
Part of the trip to Kiont was made under genoa alone, and the entrance to the harbour cannot be 
easily seen approaching from the south, but there are three windmill towers in line at the end of the 
point which are quite clear when you get close.  This is a village with plenty of character, good 
quayside restaurants, shops, and many older houses which have been restored.  We had no 
difficulty in finding a good berth on the north quay just past the ferry pier, so dropped an anchor and 
went stern-to.  Later in the day the port became quite busy as many large yachts arrived, and also a 
Sunsail charter fleet which seemed to have followed us from port to port.  We had met them all in 
Sivota, Fiskardo, and in Evphimia.  They were mostly in small Jaguar 25 yachts, and we were 
surprised by the age profile of the people chartering, which tended to be on the elderly side for such 
small boats. 
 
While in Kiont we met Frank Sadlier and Allan Aston, members of ICC.  A lot of tourists came 
ashore from cruise ships and ferries.  We had an excellent dinner at one of the quayside 
restaurants, and as it was 1st October were able to order a huge plate of whitebait, which had been 
out of season in September.   
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In the morning we cast off and went across to Atokos Island, which rises high and alone in the 
middle of the Inland Sea.  This island is uninhabited except for one house and a small chapel at 
One House Bay.  A fisherman occasionally takes his family there.  It is a popular spot, but we were 
able to have a peaceful swim before several yachts arrived.  There was a most unusual limestone 
rock formation on the southern side of this little bay.   
 
Leaving One House Bay we had the most magical passage up towards Meganisi Island.  This is the 
real Inland Sea.  The colours were beautiful and the sea ranged from a pale Cerulean blue to a 
deep French Ultramarine, lacking any hint of the green that we see at home.  All this was framed in 
a backdrop of high-rising majestic mountains both on the islands and on mainland Greece and the 
Peloponnese.  Steep chalk-coloured cliffs stretched down to the golden beaches that bordered the 
blues of the sea.  The islands are green, and punctuate the crystal clear waters with the numerous 
white sails of the yachts gleaming in the sun.  It was a beauty to behold.   
 
Abelike Bay on Meganisi Island provides many alternative places to drop an anchor, and each 
would provide shelter from winds coming from any direction.  We chose the innermost anchorage 
and anchored so that we could swim and have lunch, before departing for the southern end of the 
Levkas canal, which would bring us home to the marina in time for a farewell dinner ashore.   
It had been a most enjoyable cruise.   
 
Although we only travelled just short of 100 miles we visited 14 different places, dropped our anchor 
at least seven times, and never encountered any difficulty.  Our skipper and Ann had been 
magnificent hosts throughout.   


