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Introduction
As the �les for this edition of Flying Fish are handed to the printers, I can re�ect 
on the stories and adventures that will be revealed to fresh eyes as you navigate 
your way through the pages. Thank you to everyone who has torn themselves 
away from varnishing gunwales or servicing winches to write articles, it is a huge 
act of generosity for which all of us are the bene�ciaries: thank you. 

Readers, you have many a treat in store: from Harry Anderson�s remarkable 
voyage to seven continents (page 88) or honorary member Susanne Huber-
Curbey�s second time sailing La Longue Route (page 164), there are enviable 
descriptions of exploring Indonesia (page 190) and the Bahamas (page 180) 
as well as a reminder not to race past the Cabo Verde (page 135). Things don�t 
always go to plan, quick thinking and responding to adversity are an essential 
part of the ocean sailor�s toolkit. Stark reminders of how this can happen to 
anyone are shared very movingly by Miranda Baker (page 81) and Stephen Foot 
(page 215), among others. 

But the unsung heroes of producing a publication such as this are the 
generous, knowledgeable, hard-working and completely charming group of 
proofreaders who have carefully read every word of this 320-page journal. Even 
in the face of tight turnarounds and several megabytes worth of text, they have 
carved out time to pore over each article, correcting misplaced punctuation, 
rearranging sentences and bringing clarity to such a variety of stories.

Jenny Taylor-Jones, daughter-in-law of Mike (whose obituary can be found on 
page 308), has taken over the baton of drawing the chartlets. I hope you will 
agree that the results are excellent and there�s not a continent that she hasn�t 
had to outline, such is the variety of voyages undertaken in this edition. 

My �nal vote of thanks is to Anne Hammick, from whom I have taken the 
baton of editorship. The journal evolved immeasurably under her guardianship 
and her contribution remains woven throughout, including masterminding the 
book reviews (page 271). I am particularly grateful to Anne, together with Beth 
Bushnell, for their sensitive and assiduous e�orts in sharing stories of those 
dearly departed members (page 289). As a Club we mourn their passing, but to 
learn more about their lives, lived so fully, is a real privilege.

Whether you have accrued several years of membership or are �ying your 
burgee for the �rst time, we encourage you to get involved in whatever way 
appeals. If you are just setting sail, would you like a mentor? If you are actively 
cruising, how about becoming a Roving Rear Commodore, presenting a webinar 
or writing an article? Why not attend an event, and if there doesn�t seem to be 
one on your patch, we can help you organise something! Or if � as you read 
these pages � you lament a misplaced apostrophe or a glaring typo, perhaps you 
might like to help us proofread? 

Fair winds! 
Emily Winter, Editor

�ying.�sh@oceancruisingclub.org

BERTHON - (new size) 240 x 160mm   FLYING FISH / OCC    OCT 2025      RIGHT HAND PAGE
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THE 2024 AWARDS 
For only the second time, the Annual Dinner took place in the US. The historic 
Conanicut Yacht Club, Rhode Island, provided a perfect setting to congratulate 
the 2024 Award winners. Sadly, not everyone was able to attend in person, 
those that couldn�t either nominated someone else to receive their award in 
lieu or supplied pre-recorded messages and will be � or have already been � 
presented with their awards at other locations on their cruising routes. Ted 
Rice, as Master of Ceremonies, ensured the momentum was maintained and 
the gathered crowd didn�t get too engrossed in conversation!  

Bruce Bachenheimer kindly volunteered to record the occasion and 
photographs taken during the ceremony are reproduced courtesy of him. Club 
Secretary Rachelle Turk and Regional Rear Commodores Janet Garnier and 
Henry DiPietro, together with local volunteers, ensured the smooth running 
of the event.

Thanks are due to Amy Jordan, who has seamlessly stepped into the role of 
Chair of the Awards sub-committee. Together with her panel of judges they had 
the unenviable task of �elding nominations. 

The history and criteria for all the awards, and information about how to 
submit a nomination online, can be found at oceancruisingclub.org/Awards.

The OCC Lifetime Award 		      Victor Wejer
The OCC Seamanship Award 	      Pip Hare
The OCC Jester Award 		       Jacqueline Evers
The OCC Award (members)	      Zdenka Griswold
				         Bill Weigel
The OCC Award (open to all)	      Jesse & Sharon James and the Trinidad
				             Operations Centre
				         Bob Brad�eld
The Vasey Vase 			        Tim Riley & Carol Osborne
The OCC Port Officer Service Award   Cristian Yanzer
The OCC Events & Rallies Award 	      Reg Barker
The OCC Environment Award 	      Ivar Smits & Floris van Hees
The OCC Water Music Trophy 	      Carla Gregory & Alex Helbig
The Qualifier�s Mug 		       Fabian Fernandez
The David Wallis Trophy    	      Elisabeth & Wim van Blaricum
The Vertue Award 		       Pam MacBrayne & Denis Moonan

In 2024, neither the OCC Barton Cup nor the Australian Trophy were awarded.

Bruce Bachenheimer, 
photographer

Past Commodore Simon Currin 
welcoming guests

The Annual Dinner was held at the  
Conanicut Yacht Club on 5 April 2025
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With help from Ted Laurentius (Port O�cer for St John�s, Newfoundland), they 
found him a good maritime lawyer to escape punishment. 

Last year, Victor embraced new technologies and, in addition to his regular 
advice and monitoring service, he hooked up for live group video conferences 
with OCC boats as they traversed the NWP. Several non-OCC boats chose to 
join the Club as a result. His videocasts are all archived on the OCC website 
(oceancruisingclub.org/webinars) and demonstrate how much Victor�s support 
is appreciated by those hardy souls venturing to the loneliest cruising ground 
on earth.

In 2024, Randall Reeves completed another NWP transit supported, of 
course, by Victor. As a token of his thanks, Randall commissioned some local 
Inuit youngsters of Red Fish Art Studio in Cambridge Bay (red�shartsociety.
com) to make a trophy from a piece of thin steel sheet, painted with a dedication. 
The Red Fish has clocked up an impressive mileage of its own. Having travelled 
from San Francisco, it got snared in the Canadian Postal strike, returning to 
California before being re-sent from Newfoundland when Randall returned to 
Moli.

Not only does Victor have a talent for helping people with their safe transit 
of the NWP, he also has an elegant way with words in his humble acceptance of 
this well-deserved award:

�Canada�s High Arctic is a destination �lled with beauty, wilderness and 
seclusion; a place to reconnect with nature and with your own soul. It�s the 
perfect antidote to life in the current fast lane. A journey through Canada�s 
High Arctic takes you through a world like no other. While many Arctic 
adventures leave you breathless, there�s something about sailing this largely 
untraveled Arctic frontier that leaves you speechless, too. This unexpected 
Award has left me almost speechless, relying on the lyrics of Stan Rogers�s 
�Northwest Passage� for these words:

THE OCC LIFETIME AWARD
First presented in 2018 and open to both members and non-members, the OCC Lifetime 
Award recognises a lifetime of noteworthy ocean voyaging or signi�cant achievements in the 
ocean cruising world.

In a characteristically self-e�acing way, Victor Wejer has dedicated this Award to 
all those who have joined him in safely assisting over 100 sailboats undertaking 
the Northwest Passage (NWP), in particular to his dear friend Peter Semotiuk. 
Peter was the recipient of the OCC Award of Merit for his support of Arctic 
sailors in 2014. 

The NWP is an under-explored region and for good reason: harsh Arctic 
conditions with extreme temperatures, unpredictable weather patterns and 
perilous navigation in its ice-strewn waters. To the amateur skipper, the NWP 
concentrates the mind like nowhere else because the challenges are so varied: 
the great distance to be travelled in a tightly de�ned season; the spottiness of 
charting; the endless coast, much without shelter; the variations in weather 
(usually cold and contrary); the grinding need always to be moving; and that 
alien interruption, pack ice. For over 20 years, Victor Wejer has been o�ering 
free and timely ice, weather and routing advice to OCC members and other 
cruisers transiting the NWP and facing these challenges. He has become known 
as the Guardian Angel of the NWP, instrumental in assisting a safe passage, 
looking after you day and night. 

There seems to be no part of the NWP of which Victor does not have 
intimate knowledge, no part of the course that he cannot see better than you, 
even though you are in it and he is on a computer in a basement in Mississauga! 
There is no hour of the day he cannot be consulted and no wrinkle he has 
not smoothed many times before. Moreover, these intimate, knowledgeable and 
entirely free exchanges have been available to anyone who cares to establish 
contact. 

In this way, Victor has done more to enable safe and timely NWP transit  
than any other single resource. Victor�s Yacht Routing Guide to the Northwest 

Passage is now in its 12th edition and can be downloaded 
free of charge from the Pilotage Foundation website  
(rccpf.org.uk/pilots/191/Periplus-to-Northwest-Passage). 

Prior to 2019, according to International Maritime 
Organisation (IMO) code, Safety of Life at Sea�(SOLAS) 
regulations dictated that boats were required to have ice 
class hulls plus many other things which would prevent 
recreational boats from sailing freely in polar waters. This 
prompted Victor to set up a Correspondent Group formed 
of experienced specialists and delegates from World Sailing, 
national sailing authorities, international cruising clubs 
and IMO member countries. Many OCC members were 
among the participants. As a result of this collaboration, 
in late 2020, the Polar Yacht Code was born.

During the pandemic of 2020�21, only one sailing 
boat transited the NWP, skippered by Peter Smith, the 
famed inventor of the Rocna anchor. Canada revoked his 
permit halfway through his transit, Victor stepped in and 
(remotely) guided him for the rest of route to Greenland. Victor at the 2022 AGM

Polar Yacht Guide
for non-SOLAS pleasure  
yachts in Polar Waters

Published by World Sailing and the  
Royal Cruising Club Pilotage Foundation 

Clockwise from top left: NWP award; Gerd Marggra� accepting Victor�s award on his behalf;  
Victor�s Polar Yacht Guide; Red Fish trophy
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On 28 December in amazingly positive spirits, Pip made landfall in Melbourne 
with her sights set on shipping Medallia back to Europe and campaigning the 
VendØe Globe again at the next iteration. 

One often reads of yachts being abandoned mid-ocean for a lesser reason 
than dismasting and doubtless Pip�s team and the VendØe Globe organisers 
could have e�ected a rescue for her and the yacht. But instead Pip determinedly 
and single-handedly raised a jury-rigged mast and sailed the 800 miles north to 
Melbourne, an inspiring �gure of determination and seamanship to all those 
who follow in her wake. 

Although she was unable to attend the Award ceremony in Newport, a video 
recording of Pip�s acceptance speech was shown at the dinner in which she 
thanked the OCC for recognising her with this award:

�I know that you all know what seamanship is. When any of us go to sea, 
we must acknowledge and recognise all of the bad eventualities that might 
happen to us when we cross oceans. We have to take responsibility for 
ourselves, for our crew, for our boat in a way that people don�t always have to 
on the land. When I dismasted I was 800 miles south of mainland Australia, 
almost halfway between Australia and Antarctica, and it never occurred to 
me that I would ask someone else to rescue me. Once I had cut the wreckage 
clear, I was not in any danger. I was not where I wanted to be and I knew 
it would be some task to get to the land, but all of that was within my gift. I 
had the necessary tools, the necessary equipment and the necessary training, 
and we had thought about what we would do if that happened. It wasn�t the 
way I wanted to �nish the VendØe. It is still beyond devastating when I think 
of it, four years of training and preparation and then to dismast halfway 
round is brutal, but sharing the onward journey in my slow boat series, 
sharing with people how I jury-rigged the boat and how I took responsibility 

Ah, for just one time I would take the 
Northwest Passage 

To �nd the hand of Franklin reaching for the 
Beaufort Sea; 

Tracing one warm line through a land so wild 
and savage 

And make a Northwest Passage to the  
sea. 

Victor Wejer was unable to travel to 
Newport to collect his Award, but Gerd and 
Melissa Marggra�, with a recording of Stan 
Rogers� Northwest Passage (youtube.com/
watch?v=TVY8LoM47xI) blaring out in the 
Conanicut Yacht Club, received the award 
on his behalf. 

A presentation was made to him in May 
2025 near his home in Toronto by OCC high-
latitude sailor and his close friend, Richard 
Hudson, Issuma.

THE OCC SEAMANSHIP AWARD
Donated by Past Commodore John Franklin and �rst presented in 2013, this award recognises feats 
of exceptional seamanship and/or bravery at sea. It is open to both members and non-members.

Pip Hare was one of 40 entrants in the 2024 VendØe Globe race, the �greatest 
sailing race around the world, solo, non-stop and without assistance�, racing 
aboard Medallia, a foiling IMOCA 60. 

On Sunday 15 December 2024, at 2145UTC, 800 miles 
south of Australia and lying 15th, Medallia was dismasted. 
Fortunately, Pip was uninjured and the dismasting 
happened in daylight, which made the immediate aftermath 
marginally easier. Pip�s �rst priority was ensuring the hull�s 
safety. Armed with a hacksaw and gloves, she removed 
most of the rig managing to save the boom, furlers and 
one outrigger in the process. Her swift action ensured that 
the hull remained intact; she then set to erecting a jury rig. 
After only three hours Medallia had a new mini-mast (the 
outrigger, set vertically with a forestay and two backstays) 
rigged with the trysail and was making way towards 
Australia. In a 35-knot southerly wind and following sea 
Medallia made 4 knots for the �rst 24 hours, the �slow boat 
to Australia� as Pip�s blog hailed it. 

Over the next 13 days, Pip made improvements to the 
rig, adding an extra sail and carrying out routine checks of 
all parts to ensure that it wouldn�t fail her again. She did all 
this whilst alone, in up to gale-force winds, and providing 
daily video messages to her followers and sponsors. 

Victor receiving his award  
from Richard Hudson

Pip Hare 
Photo ' Jean Louis-Carli

In February 2021, Pip �nished the VendØe Globe on Medallia in 19th position,  
taking 95 days 11 hours     Photo ' Richard Langdon
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she started solo sailing on her Grinde, in 2022 she did her �rst sail across 
the English Channel to Lowestoft, in 2023 she set sail. Her husband and son 
support her journey and said: �Follow your dream, we will follow you�. They 
visit her from time to time.

So far, Jacqueline has sailed from The Netherlands to New Zealand via Spain 
and Portugal, the Cape Verde Islands, a 22-day Atlantic crossing to Trinidad, 
Grenada, Bonaire, the San Blas Islands, Panama, a 30-day crossing to the 
Marquesas, the Tuamotus and the Society Islands, a 16-day passage to Tonga 
and, �nally, a 17-day passage to New Zealand.

Her nominator cited the historical signi�cance of this award:
�Jacqueline is continuing the formidable achievements and tradition of 
the Club�s female solo sailors crossing oceans in small yachts. Her boat 
Loveworkx, a 27ft Grinde, is not much bigger than Ann Davison�s Felicity 
Ann in which she was the �rst woman to sail single-handed across the Atlantic 
in 1952. Ann Davison �ew back to England to be one of the Club�s founders 
at its �rst meeting in 1954 and thus it is appropriate that Jacqueline�s e�orts 
should be recognised in connection with the Club�s Platinum jubilee.�

Jacqueline�s account of sailing solo from The Netherlands is documented on 
YouTube @sailingloveworkx. 

THE OCC AWARD (MEMBER)
The Club�s oldest award, dating back to 1960, the OCC Award 
recognises valuable service to the OCC or to the ocean cruising 
community as a whole. It was decided in 2018 that the OCC 
Award should be split into two categories, one going to a member, 
normally for service to the OCC; the other, open to both members and 
non-members, for service to the ocean cruising community as a whole. 
Both (and in 2024 were) can be awarded to multiple awardees.

Previous Vice Commodore Zdenka Griswold joined as 
an Associate member in June 2009, qualifying for full 
membership two years later with a passage from the 
Galapagos to Marquesas with her husband Jack aboard 
their 42ft Valiant Cutter, Kite. They were appointed Roving 
Rear Commodores in 2014 and, during the course of their 

for myself and got back to Australia was important to me to get over the 
disappointment and to show that the story didn�t just end there. I am really 
honoured that you have chosen to give me this award in recognition of that. 
Thank you very much.�

Pip�s Facebook page with all the entries from the VendØe Globe, including the 
�Slow Boat to Australia� posts, is at facebook.com/PipHareOceanRacing. She 
also has a website piphare.com.

THE OCC JESTER AWARD
Donated by the Jester Trust as a way to perpetuate the spirit and ideals epitomised by Blondie 
Hasler and Mike Richey aboard the junk-rigged Folkboat Jester, this award recognises a 
noteworthy single-handed voyage or series of voyages made in a vessel of 30ft (9.1m) or less 
overall, or a contribution to the art of single-handed ocean sailing. It was �rst presented in 
2006 and is open to both members and non-members.

Jacqueline Evers�s love a�air with sailing began aged 10, spending countless 
hours on the Frisian lakes in The Netherlands. At 18, she set o� sailing with her 

friend in a Grinde on bigger lakes and the sea. She ventured 
further into the world of competitive sailing, working for a 
sailmaker, was a �otilla leader and skipper, then skippered 
a women�s racing team. Sailing evolved from a hobby to a 
passion and way of life. 

As she reached her �fties, Jacqueline decided to leave 
the rat-race for the serenity of the oceans and to bring her 
lifelong dream to sail solo around the world into reality. In 
October 2020, she bought Loveworkx, a 27ft Grinde built 
in 1977, a boat she was familiar with from her youth, 
easy to sail solo and relatively easy to maintain and repair, 
especially with so few luxuries on board (no fridge, freezer, 
watermaker, shower or rollerfurler). 

It took nearly three years for Jacqueline to raise su�cient 
funds, prepare Loveworkx for safe ocean sailing and acquire 
the necessary additional skills for her adventure. In 2021 

Jacqueline entering  
Fakavara South Pass 

Sailing to Moorea in French Polynesia

Zdenka and Jack

Loveworkx anchored in San Blas Islands, Panama
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THE OCC AWARD (MEMBER) 
Bill Weigel and his wife Helen joined the OCC in 2015 to take part in the �rst 
Suzie Too Rally in the Western Caribbean.  They continued cruising between 
the Caribbean and their home waters in Maine until 2018 when they sailed 
their Whitby 42, Alembic, across the Atlantic to participate in the OCC Azores 
Pursuit Rally. They enjoyed several seasons in Northern Europe returning each 
winter to Maine to pursue their passion for skiing. More recently, Bill and 
Helen have been cruising in northern New England with a di�erent boat, Chase 
n Sadie, named after their �rst two grandchildren. 

Over the past �ve years Bill has worked tirelessly, unremunerated, on the 
OCC�s digital systems. In the early days of lockdown, Bill volunteered his 
project management and IT skills to co-ordinate the development of our website, 
database and app. Since then, he has worked hard with our various committees 
and contractors to continuously re�ne and improve our digital presence and has 
done so in an exemplary fashion. Always the diplomat, Bill has had to juggle the 
demands of our members and our General Committee within the constraints 
of our budget and the technology. His knowledge of the technology and his 
ability to manage contractors has been, and continues to be, invaluable to the 
Club. Through his endeavours we have state of the art digital platforms. 

THE OCC AWARD (OPEN)
This award, which can go to either a member or a non-member, recognises valuable service to 
the ocean cruising community as a whole.

In July 2024, in a magni�cent show of humanity overcoming bureaucracy, 
Trinidad o�cials did everything they could to help those cruising yachts �eeing 
Hurricane Beryl. As the Category 5 hurricane approached Grenada, many 
crews wisely decided their safest option was to get out of the way and take their 
yachts to Trinidad. Their AIS tracks formed a solid block as they converged 
heading south. Not everyone had time to jump through the usual bureaucratic 
hoops and clear out of Grenada, but the instructions from Trinidad were loud 
and clear: it did not matter; �come anyway . . . even if you have pets on board, 

seven-year circumnavigation, proposed many new members from a variety of 
countries.�On returning home to Maine in 2016, she and Jack were appointed 
joint Port O�cers for Portland. They still found time for a cruise most years, 
covering the eastern seaboard of North America from Newfoundland to the 
Caribbean. �

In 2017 Zdenka joined the General Committee and was elected a Rear 
Commodore two years later. Somewhat reluctantly, she agreed to become Chair 
of the Publications sub-committee, where the editors of Flying Fish and Newsletter 
considered her the perfect �boss�, never interfering but always ready with 
constructive advice if asked. Having co-edited the Cruising Club of America�s 
journal Voyages for �ve years this advice was based on practical experience. In 
2019 she was also appointed Chair of the OCC Governance committee, which 
is tasked with the running of the Club including overseeing the actions of the 
Board/Directors. Then in 2021, at a time when many clubs were shrinking 
in the wake of Covid, Zdenka also took on the Membership brief. Numbers 
increased by 11% during her three years in post.

Zdenka invariably saw the bigger picture and, when standing for Vice 
Commodore in April 2024, wrote:

�The world is never still. Climate change, a pandemic, natural and 
man-made disasters inform blue water cruising plans worldwide. 
These challenges are balanced by unsurpassed opportunities to visit 
beautiful and often isolated places, learn from local people and 
cultures, and slowly and sustainably explore far and wide. The OCC 
works hard to provide support, guidance and inspiration, striving to 
do so most e�ectively under each unique set of circumstances.�

The description of this award, �recognising valuable service to 
the OCC� is truly exempli�ed by Zdenka�s many contributions, all 
undertaken with diligence, wisdom and an enormous smile. 

Ernie Godshalk accepted the award on Zdenka�s behalf at the 
Award ceremony and was able to deliver it to her the following day. It 
was with great sadness that just three weeks later, on 27 April 2025, it 
was announced that Zdenka had passed away at her home in Portland, 
Maine. A full obituary can be found on page 289.

Bill Bill and Helen in HortaBill on Chase n Sadie, with Chase and Sadie

Zdenka 

Four OCC boats gathered in La RØunion in 2014: Fi & Chris 
Jones (Three Ships), Roger Block & Amy Jordan (Shango), Jack 
Griswold ( Kite), Jake & Jackie Adams (Hokule�a) and Zdenka

Jack and Zdenka enjoying lobster, 
Matinicus Isle, Maine
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THE OCC AWARD (OPEN) 
While sailing in Scotland, Bob Brad�eld discovered that 
whilst the o�cial charts were adequate for navigating 
between the main ports, they had very little detail of hazards 
in the beautiful out-of-the-way anchorages, channels and 
bays that he wanted to visit in his cruising yacht, Antares. So, 
Bob started to survey the bays and anchorages in western 
Scotland properly so that he and fellow cruisers could 
enjoy visiting them safely. In 2011, he published the �rst 
Antares charts which included accurate surveys and pilotage 
guidance for 40 anchorages. By 2016 he had produced 309 
accurate large-scale charts and each year he adds around 60 
more from the surveys that he completes whilst exploring 
the Western Isles. The 2025 batch of updated charts was 
released in January and includes an incredible 755 large 
scale charts. This is a not-for-pro�t retirement project for 
Bob and he charges an admin fee of just £20 (less if you are 
renewing) for the full set of large-scale charts. 

Anyone who �nds themselves lucky enough to be cruising 
the Western Isles of Scotland is likely to be asked �have you 
got Bob�s charts on board?� They truly are an indispensable 
aid for cruisers piloting this region. Looking only at the 
o�cial charts you would be foolhardy to attempt many 
of the most beautiful anchorages. Yet the Antares charts 
enable safe pilotage around the rocks and other hazards and 
have opened up the most interesting parts of the region. 

On hearing of his award, Bob wrote: 
�I know that the OCC is �rmly in touch with the needs 
of its members and, indeed, the yachting community 
as a whole, as was evidenced by the amazing support 
it provided during Covid. So this award really is a 
very special honour, although I have to say that I was 
somewhat surprised as �Scotland� and �Oceans� are words 
that don�t sit comfortably together! I have sailed in every 
ocean and cruised in some dramatic areas � Chilean 
Patagonian, the Antarctic Peninsula and Spitzbergen 
stand out. But crossing the Atlantic has been my only 
cruise of OCC qualifying length and I did �nd it rather 
tedious � checking the GPS with the sextant was the 
chief form of entertainment! So, in �settling down� in such 
a fantastic cruising area as Scotland, I know from �rst-
hand experience that it is one of the very best, worldwide, 
especially for those, like me, who �nd too much heat to 
be sapping of energy and who derive as much pleasure 
from the changing moods of the sky as from the more 
tangible scenery. I feel incredibly lucky to have stumbled 
across such a wonderful hobby, that I absolutely love and 
am addicted to, and that others seem to �nd useful. So 
awards of this kind, while neither needed nor sought, are 
the icing on a very rewarding cake.�

just come and we will take care of you when you get here . . .� (Don�t try this 
without a hurricane!)

As nearly 200 yachts descended on Trinidad, the island prepared. Jesse 
James, Vice President of the Marine Services Association of Trinidad and 
Tobago (MSATT; previously known as YSATT), winner of quite a few tourism 
and yachting awards, and the mainstay of yachting information in Trinidad, 
was at the centre of co-ordinating the response for all the incoming yachts 
�eeing Beryl. This in�ux of yachts involved a lot of extra work for authorities. 
Jesse, together with his wife Sharon, set up a pop-up Operations Centre, which 
included all the main services such as Immigration, Customs, Port Health and 
the Government Vets together under one roof, to ensure all the necessary papers 
could be �lled out as easily as possible and the necessary documents could be 
photocopied. This saved everyone a huge amount of hassle, especially as Jesse 
recruited volunteers from the local business community to assist with �lling out 
the arrival forms. To make things even easier, the Coastguard announced that 
any yacht not wishing to land, could take safe shelter as the hurricane went by, 
and then return to whence they came without formalities. They wanted to know 
who and where they were, but there was no paperwork.

The yachts had to spread out to �nd suitable places to anchor, they stretched 
all the way down to Carenage. The bays they used are not normally yacht 
anchorages and the Coastguard, Customs and police put on extra patrols to 
make sure all anchorages were secure as well as providing extra security on the 
land side. 

News of the hurricane was all over the local TV as Jesse went on two morning 
shows and explained what was happening and lobbied to get relief supplies 
to assist the islands that were devastated by Hurricane Beryl. As a result, the 
relief e�ort was tremendous. NGOs, local community groups, local businesses, 
individuals, the business community in Chaguaramas and church groups all 
responded. Cruisers even set up a GoFundMe fundraiser which helped to raise 
funds to assist. About 45 of the sheltering boats stayed to help ferry supplies 
back to the a�ected islands. These included four large catamarans from Trade 
Wind Yachts in St Vincent as well as many private yachts. Trinidad, with 
Jesse James the driving force, has set an exceptional new standard in dealing 
with yachts escaping a hurricane and in facilitating them leaving again with 
emergency supplies for the devastated area. Let�s hope his experience is not 
called upon anytime soon.

From left to right: Jesse; �Members Only� Maxi Taxi Service; YSATT, now known as MSATT

Bob at work in the Kyles of Bute

Bob relaxing on Otter

Bob receiving an MBE in 2019
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Cambridge Bay after their autopilot failed. With masterly understatement Tim 
remarked, �Four-hour watches are not too bad double-handed once you get used 
to it but when you have no autopilot they are very tiring.� 

On receiving the award, Tim humbly said: �We did not set out to do anything 
too intrepid so are deeply honoured to stand amongst our heroes in receiving 
this award.�

With the yacht now in Alaska they are looking forward to a relaxing season 
exploring and cruising before deciding where to head onwards. When the world 
is your oyster it does create some dilemmas: across the Paci�c, Cape Horn, 
Panama, Northwest Passage again � what a choice! We look forward to hearing 
where Tim and Carol decide is next (yachtlumina.co.uk).  

 

THE PORT OFFICER SERVICE AWARD
Introduced in 2008, this award is made to one or more OCC Port O�cers or 
Port O�cer Representatives who have provided outstanding service to both local 
and visiting members, as well as to the wider sailing community.

Cristian de Lima Yanzer was appointed Port O�cer Representative 
for Lagoa dos Patos, Brazil in February 2024. His nomination didn�t 
take long to be approved by the General Committee. He ticked 
all of the boxes! Not only is sailing Cristian�s passion, he is also 
an airline pilot with a keen interest in pilotage. Together with his 
wife Andrea, he seeks out and collates safety issues and important 
navigation information which he uploads on to Navionics, ensuring 
visitors less familiar with his home waters are as safe as possible. 

Cristian and Andrea are proud to call Veleiros do Sul Yacht Club, 
one of the most important sailing schools in Brazil, their home 
club. It has a long and enviable reputation in sail training, with 
a disproportionate number of sailors from the club participating 
in the Olympics, representing Brazil (sometimes securing podium 
positions). 

But if thousands of contributions to Navionics and assisting 
numerous OCC members were not su�cient to attract the attention 
of Awards sub-committee members, Cristian�s contribution to the 
response to the deadliest and most devastating �oods in the history 
of the city of Porto Alegre in May 2024 certainly did. A full account 
can be read in Jurriaan Kloek�s article for the September 2024 
Newsletter (oceancruisingclub.org/members/Newsletters).

Cristian was a leading force in the rescue e�orts started by 
the local sailing clubs named Velejadores SolidÆrios (or �Support 
by Sailors�); together they saved countless lives. Using their own 
dinghies and motorboats, the team ventured to remote villages 
sometimes retrieving people from roofs, sometimes using empty 
fridges as �oatation devices, sometimes assisting the Brazilian 
navy to o�load supplies when their ship could not reach shallow 
waters. When not on the water, Cristian and his team organised 
the collection and distribution of food and other essential supplies 

THE VASEY VASE
Donated by past Commodore Tony Vasey and his wife Jill, and �rst 
awarded in 1997, this handsome trophy recognises an unusual or 
exploratory voyage made by an OCC member or members.

Some might say that an east-to-west transit of the 
Northwest Passage (NWP) is no longer particularly 
unusual or exploratory, but the two-handed passage made 
by new OCC members Tim Riley and Carol Osborne 
as recounted in their article (see page 254) is more than 
worthy of recognition.

Always interested in water as a means of reaching 
remote places, Tim started out as a sea kayaker but, in 
a quest to go further and remain drier, this gradually 
evolved from the kayak, to a 20ft Swallow yacht in which 
he met Carol. The quest continued with an old Ovni 
which took them initially on a �delivery� of the yacht from 
Essex to Milford Haven via, of course, Shetland and St 
Kilda, and later to North Norway. 

They had been pushing the boundaries of what was 
feasible in smaller vessels for years before a chance arose 
to buy a Boreal 47 which had become available in the 

UK. They realised that opportunities like this did not come up often, so raided 
the co�ers and upgraded, becoming proud owners of Lumina. She is well suited 
to more serious exploration, with her dry doghouse, endurance and resilience 
capabilities. Without wasting too much time getting to know the boat they made 
a shakedown voyage to Svalbard in 2023. Next on their bucket list was the NWP. 

After crossing from Scotland to Greenland in May they cruised the west coast 
of Greenland to Upernavik before crossing Ba�n Bay to Pond Inlet to begin the 
transit proper. It wasn�t long before they encountered serious ice. 

As Tim says, �the press would let you believe that there is no ice in the 
Arctic these days�, but clearly this is far from true and at one stage it looked as 
though they might have to turn back. With commendable persistence and good 
seamanship, they reached Nome in mid-September, having hand-steered from 

Carol and Tim receiving their award

Fuelling up for the last time before haul out in Kodiak

Cristian and Andrea 

Tim

Sailing Viking in strong 
winds in the Guaiba  
River, Porto AlegreCarol
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THE OCC EVENTS AND RALLIES AWARD
This award, open to all members, recognises any member, Port O�cer or 
Port O�cer Representative who has organised and run an exceptional 
rally or other event.

When then Rear Commodore Reg Barker was asked to 
organise the OCC�s Platinum Anniversary celebrations, the 
remit was loose but the focus was on one large gathering. Reg 
quickly realised that this had several disadvantages, the main 
one being that very few of the Club�s 3,000+ members would 
be able to attend the main function. Never one to shy away 
from a challenge, he instead decided on a year of gatherings, 
spread across the world, to aptly celebrate the global nature of 
the Club. 

The concept was simple but Reg needed all hands on 
deck! He started marshalling event organisers early and set 
about ensuring there would be events held across the globe to 
coincide with the usual migratory patterns of ocean sailors. In 
late 2022 he wrote to all the Regional Rear Commodores and 
the Port O�cer team asking everyone to do their best to host 
a party/get-together/cruise-in-company in their area at some 
point during the anniversary year. Many agreed with alacrity. Some required a 
little more prompting. But the number and spread of events promised at this 
stage did not �t Reg�s plan for a year�s worth of celebrations around the world so 
he wrote individually to numerous members to �nd people willing to organise 
and host events. Months of hard work and hundreds of emails paid o� and in 
2024 there were over 80 Platinum Anniversary events ranging from lunches 
and pot-luck suppers to mini-meets and cruises-in-company. In addition, there 
were innumerable informal get-togethers of crews in anchorages and harbours, 
brought together by the OCC burgee and the Platinum Anniversary �ag. The 
vast majority of the �formal� events were organised by OCC members or PO/
PORs but some were run by, or in conjunction with, sister clubs, e.g. the Royal 

for people in need. During these �oods, across all regions of the state of Rio 
Grande do Sul, at least 169 people were killed, 806 others were injured and 
56 were left missing. At least 580,000 others were displaced from their homes. 
Flood damage occurred in 431 of the state�s 497 municipalities. At least 90 per 
cent of businesses su�ered partial or total losses.

As the area gets back on its feet, Cristian has resumed his pilotage e�orts in 
his sailing yacht, Viking. Her retractable keel is ideally suited for measuring even 
the shallowest of depths, ensuring that OCC members visiting Lagoa dos Patos 
in the future will be able to navigate these waters safely. 

Cristian and Andrea celebrating

Reg receiving his award

Reg presenting the 70th Flag Nicky and Reg Reg at the helm

Clockwise from top left: Cristian together with the group Velejadores SolidÆrios  
(�Support by Sailors�) taking hot meal to people�s homes during cleaning process;  

Helping the Navy to unload 90 tons of goods donated from other Brazilian states;  
Fellow sailors saving a horse near Pelotas city; Rescuing an elderly lady from her home  

(her daughter said she hasn�t seen her smile for years due to a stroke);  
One of the kitchens working at full power helped by the organisation,  

All Hands and Hearts; Rescuing a baby  

Viking, aground in light winds
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described how young French Polynesians are saving coral reefs, how Scotland 
is leading the way in tidal energy, how an island community made their island 
fossil-fuel free and energy independent, and how turtles are being saved in Cape 
Verde. By sharing these positive real-life stories, they promote lifestyle choices 
that respect the environment and lead to a more equitable society. 

But, most importantly, they spread a message of hope. In times when so many 
news items are negative, their sailing trip has inspired and continues to inspire 
individuals, communities, and companies to change their habits and accelerate 
positive change (sailorsforsustainability.nl).

THE OCC WATER MUSIC TROPHY
Presented by Past Commodore John Foot, and named after his succession of yachts all called 
Water Music, this set of meteorological instruments set into a wooden cube was �rst awarded 
in 1986. It recognises a signi�cant contribution to the Club in terms of providing cruising, 
navigation or pilotage information and is open to members only.

The Water Music Trophy recognises a signi�cant 
contribution to the Club in terms of providing cruising, 
navigation or pilotage information. Although �The 
Marshall Islands� by Carla Gregory and Alex Helbig 
(Flying Fish 2024) was written as an account of their visit 
to the archipelago rather than with pilotage information 
in mind, there�s no doubt that it will be of considerable 
interest and practical use to those following in their 
wake. Indeed, their mouthwatering photos and patent 
enthusiasm for the islands are certain to encourage more 
OCC members to visit in the future: �We had spent a 
fabulous 2‰ months in one of the most remote areas of 
the Paci�c, an unspoilt archipelago almost lost in time.� 

Cruising Club (RCC), Irish Cruising Club (ICC), Cruising Club of America 
(CCA), Seven Seas Cruising Association (SSCA), and Salty Dawgs Sailing 
Association (SDSA) through links forged by Reg and other members.

Reg advised each of the event organisers on how to plan, advertise and 
arrange the accounting for their events and kept a close eye on all the planning 
cycles, prompting when it was clear that things were falling behind time. In 
addition to the events, he organised the printing and sale of the Club�s 70th 
Anniversary �ag (which had kindly been designed by Alex Blackwell), the photo 
and cocktail recipe competitions and a monthly article in the e-Bulletin and 
numerous ad-hoc emails to the membership to keep everyone updated. 

Not only did Reg�s e�orts ensure the Platinum Anniversary was suitably 
celebrated, he did so at a time when the Club�s usual annual events in the 
aftermath of Covid were in danger of dwindling. In all, during 2024 there were 
46 o�cial events, attracting some 1,500 attendees. But these headline �gures do 
not come near to conveying the sheer amount of e�ort Reg put in to marshalling 
the milestone.

THE OCC ENVIRONMENT AWARD
Presented for the �rst time in 2021, the OCC Environment Award was suggested by OCC 
member Jonathan Webster as a memorial to HRH Prince Philip, Duke of Edinburgh. It 
recognises cruisers who contribute towards the environment, or cruisers who raise issues 
pertinent to the environment especially where ocean cruising is concerned.

Ivar Smits trained as an industrial engineer and 
Floris van Hees as a lawyer and had busy corporate 
jobs and busy lives, but they became convinced that 
fundamental changes are needed to ensure that future 
generations can live in harmony on a healthy planet.  

It was these insights that shaped their plan to 
quit their jobs, sell almost everything they owned, 
and leave behind their family, friends and lives in 
Amsterdam. They were on a mission to �nd solutions 
to sustainability challenges: solutions that work in 
practice and which could be shared widely and for 
free. And so �Sailors for Sustainability� was born.

During their eight-year circumnavigation aboard 
Lucipara 2 they clocked up visits to 38 countries and 
travelled over 56,000 miles. They have published 
67 sustainable solution stories, sent 61 newsletters, 
created 145 videos, given 25 radio interviews and 
numerous presentations covering climate breakdown, 
biodiversity loss, pollution and social inequality. 
A book, Overstag, about their mission to further 
promote sustainable lifestyle choices is their most 
recent addition to the mission.

The solutions they cite cover a wide range of 
environmental and social topics. For example, they 

RRC Willie Ambergen (left) presenting  
Ivar and Floris with their award 

Alex and Carla receiving  
their award in Whang�rei,  
New Zealand, April 2025

Floris and Ivar

Their new book Lucipara 2 sailing along the coast of New Zealand     Photo ' s/v Pazzo

Their website
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THE QUALIFIER�S MUG
Presented by Admiral (then Commodore) Mary Barton 
and �rst awarded in 1993, the Quali�er�s Mug 
recognises the most ambitious or arduous qualifying 
voyage published by a member in print or online, or 
submitted to the OCC for future publication.

Fabian Fernandez is one of very few 
Malaysian sailors to undertake a short-handed  
circumnavigation in a sailboat. In his webinar for 
the OCC 2024/25 series (oceancruisingclub.
org/webinars) he explained some of the cultural, 
linguistic and �nancial barriers that he faced. His 1,800-mile double-handed  
qualifying passage began in Langkawi and ended in the Maldives; one of only 
two members who quote Langkawi as the starting point for a qualifying passage! 

As an Asian sailor, Fabian found himself in a minority group at almost 
every port. He contributed an article to the December 2024 Newsletter 
(oceancruisingclub.org/members/Newsletters), in which he summarised some 
of the highlights of his route, particularly the fantastic welcome he received in 
South Africa, where the Malaysian �ag was �own in his honour. Fabian received 
great support from his OCC mentor in America, Fabio Mucchi.

Once his trade-wind circumnavigation is complete he hopes to prepare 
a new boat, Courage, for a more arduous Northwest Passage and Figure of 8 
circumnavigation of the Americas. Fabian looks likely to be a regular �xture in 
the pages of Flying Fish and perhaps on the roll call of OCC Award recipients 
too. Let�s hope so!

�Sailing has changed my life, and I want to share that experience with others. 
I hope this award helps inspire more people to embrace the sea, take on new 
challenges, and discover the freedom that only sailing can o�er.�

Alex and Carla met in the Maldives on a small island in south Ari Atoll 
called Dhidhoo�nolhu in 1994. At that time the resort was called Ari Beach, a 
�no news, no shoes� island, quite di�erent to the luxury resorts of the Maldives 
today. Alex was working in the watersports centre during the high season and 
in Cannobio in Italy during the summer months. After 10 months travelling 
the world they settled in the UK, building up funds and immersing themselves 
in the sailing world, becoming members of Speedbird O�shore Yacht Club, a 
British Airways club, where they both quali�ed as yachtmasters. Carla went on 
to become Commodore and then Chairman and Alex a cruising instructor.

When they bought their dream boat, a Van de Stadt designed Trintella 45, 
in 2012 �Ari B� seemed the obvious choice for a name both of the boat and 
their next adventure. Their journey has taken them across the Atlantic via Cape 
Verde, the Caribbean, Cuba, Colombia and San Blas before transiting the 
Panama Canal, then across the Paci�c. They explored French Polynesia for most 
of the pandemic, then sailed to New Zealand via Fiji for a major re�t. Nearly 18 
months later they circled back north to Tonga via Minerva, Fiji, Tuvalu and the 
Marshall Islands. 

Carla and Alex were unable to attend the Awards ceremony in Newport, but 
joined the Whang�rei BBQ where Mary Schempp-Berg presented them with 
their award:

�We love Flying Fish, which gives us countless hours of engagement and 
enjoyment, so it�s doubly rewarding to receive recognition for our contribution 
to a publication we value so highly.

We are humbled to have been nominated for an award and most certainly 
never expected to win one, so we will �nd a prominent place aboard Ari B to 
display the trophy. No doubt it will be a great talking point when fellow OCC 
members pop over for a drink!�

Carla and Alex are currently cruising the islands of Fiji before heading back  
to New Zealand for the cyclone season. They write a very readable blog at  
sy-arib.com.

Fabian

Carla, on the foredeck with kids of friends, in Viani Bay, FijiAri B

Destiny 12 in an anchorage, St Helena; arrival into Richards Bay, South Africa;  
an article in Zululand Observer, 10 November 2023
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and sailed extensively along the Swedish coast. She purchased her own sailing 
boat, Betty Boop, a Triss, when she was just 17 and made no secret of telling her 
three children that she intended to live on a boat as soon as they left home. This 
dream was realised when she met Wim from Dordrecht in The Netherlands, 
who also has three children. 

Between 1984 and 1988, Wim sailed around the world in 24ft, Anna. 
Meeting a Swedish girl on Tahiti meant settling in Sweden. Many years later, 
he met Elisabeth and in 2012 they decided to sell their respective houses and 
buy a cottage in the country. But Elisabeth wasn�t ready to give up her dream of 
living on a boat, a determination which resulted in Bengt, a steel Bruce Roberts 
44 O�shore (built by Bengt MatzØn in his garden in Stockholm between 1987 
and 2001); they moved aboard in 2013.

Bengt left Sweden in 2016 and sailed around the Atlantic, a test for both 
crew and boat. After a year in the Azores they continued westward, via the 
Caribbean, Panama and Rapa Nui, arriving in Polynesia in 2020 which was to 
become their playground for three years. Since then, they have sailed to Valdivia 
in Chile, with overland trips to Argentina, Bolivia and Peru, before sailing back 
to Polynesia.

At the end of their article they mention �the long crossing to Polynesia�, and 
in late November 2024 emailed Flying Fish to say that they�d reached the Gambier 
Islands after a 33 day, 3,926 mile passage from Valdivia, downwind all the way: 
�a great passage under two poled-out head sails. Now we have to get used to the 
tropics again!� After hauling out in Raiatea during March/April, they plan to 
continue to Samoa, Tonga and New Zealand in October. The question is, what 
will they choose to write about for their article in Flying Fish 2025?

If these two articles only served to whet your appetite, they write eloquently 
and regularly on their blog (sailblogs.com/member/bengt), in Swedish but 
readily translatable. 

THE DAVID WALLIS TROPHY
Presented by the family of David Wallis, Founding Editor 
of Flying Fish, and �rst awarded in 1991, this silver salver 
recognises the �most outstanding, valuable or enjoyable 
contribution� to the year�s issues. The winner is decided by 
vote of the Flying Fish Editorial sub-committee.

It is never an easy task to single out a single article 
from a journal packed with tales of intrepid cruising 
and sailing escapades, but Elisabeth and Wim van 
Blaricum�s name appeared on each of the editorial 
team�s ballot paper for their article �Bengt in Chile�. 
This followed on from their equally gripping �Bengt 
in the South Seas ~ Towards Chile� which appeared 
in Flying Fish 2023/2. 

�This ticks all the boxes, being a thoroughly 
enjoyable account of cruising remote and potentially 
di�cult waters accompanied by some excellent 
photos�, �Wim and Elisabeth are exactly the sort of 

people that I like to meet while cruising� and �An excellent account of a well-
planned and successful cruise in one of the few unspoilt areas of our crowded 
planet�.

Perhaps extra brownie points were earned by the Editorial sub-committee 
because despite Wim and Elisabeth not writing in their �rst language, their 
articles have required less red pen than many submissions to Flying Fish by native 
speakers.*

Elisabeth and Wim van Blaricum hail from Göteborg on the Swedish west 
coast. Elisabeth was raised at sea (her parents were crab and lobster �shermen), 

Wim and Elisabeth

Bengt

Wim smiling, whatever the weather!

*   Although of course we truly don�t mind wielding the red pen, and would far rather hear 
about fellow member�s adventures, typos and all!

Members who become aware of achievements that may merit recognition 
should check the full criteria and requirements for each award and then 
complete the online nomination form (oceancruisingclub.org/Awards). 
You will need to provide details of both yourself and your nominee, and a 
short rationale for the nomination: awards@oceancruisingclub.org
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REFLECTIONS: 
 

THE EVER-CHANGING WORLD OF OCEAN CRUISING

by Chris Jones (s/v Pyewacket)

Husband of OCC Commodore, Chris has brought his wisdom to Flying Fish several 
times over the years. His articles include �Around Iceland� in Flying Fish 2018/1, �Sail 
Indonesia� in Flying Fish 2010/1 and  �Galapagos Update� in Flying Fish 2006/1.

As my run up to four score years looms ever closer, the urge to 
re�ect on past experiences of ocean cruising becomes as pressing 
as annual boat maintenance. So, with the toolbox back in the 
locker, here goes. 

It all started back in October 1989 when I managed to get 12 
days o� work, as head of a residential outdoor education centre, 
to help deliver a Sweden Yacht 38 from Holyhead to Las Palmas 
in Gran Canaria. A few months previously I�d also completed the 
Observer Round Britain and Ireland Race, with another OCC 
member, in a Dufour ArpŁge 29. Clearly, we had a very supportive 
sta� team at work! More to the point, why did the owner of that 
�ne Sweden Yacht, which he planned to sail in the ARC, not want 
to sail the boat down to the Canaries himself? That seemed strange 
but for some reason, he preferred that we did it and it turned out 
to be an opportunity for me to participate in a 1,000-mile non-stop 
passage. I felt reasonably con�dent that with three of us on board, 
rather than just two on the Round Britain and Ireland Race, the 
passage couldn�t be more di�cult . . . or could it?

The Sweden Yacht was equipped with a compass, both VHF and SSB 
radios, a trailing Walker log and a sextant together with the appropriate sight 
reduction tables. There was also an autopilot on board, but sadly it was rendered 
inoperative soon after we left Holyhead. A surge in electromagnetic interference 
when attempting to transmit via a faulty SSB radio may have been the culprit, 
but it could have been any number of faults. Anyway, by that time it was too 
late to do anything about it. The skipper was a reasonably experienced ocean 
sailor so, in a heady cocktail of naivety and bravado, the three of us agreed that 
we could hand steer all the way by adopting a �3 hours on / 6 hours o�� watch 
system � or at any rate, we�d give it a go! 

The memories of that passage are still as clear as day. A smooth start, to lull 
us into a false sense of security, was followed by a northeasterly gale developing 
as we crossed Biscay. We stood our lonely three-hour watches driving through 
the stormy black night, concentrating only on the dim light of the compass 
as a large quartering sea sent spray into the cockpit at regular intervals. After 
36 hours a hot southerly wind arrived, wafting with it the aromatic scent of 

Chris Jones
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crouch behind the wheel while the crew all tried to hide in the heads to get as 
far away as possible from the mast! When we �nally emerged on the north side 
of the front, stormy conditions persisted and an on-going lightshow provided a 
dramatic backdrop in the southern sky for several days. This apparently was all 
part of the game.

Less part of the game � and totally unexpected � was running over an unlit 
�shing net at night 300 miles o� the west coast of Ireland. The skipper of the 
trawler, lying at a safe distance, was sympathetic but unhelpful. Fortunately, Fi 
was prepared to adopt a more proactive approach. With a safety line attached, 
she dived over the side into the long, 3m swell, swam under the boat, braced 
her feet on the bottom of the hull and tugged the o�ending rope from around 
the rudder. It�s true that she does rather enjoy swimming but that dip certainly 
earned her a chocolate biscuit. 

 When we anchored o� Caernarfon Bar 33 days and 4,300 miles from Fort 
Pearce to wait for the rising tide, we were rather surprised to �nd that none 
of us wanted to get o�. We had all been completely absorbed by the peaceful 
routine of living at sea, 24 hours a day, working together to manage the trials 
and tribulations associated with an ocean crossing. We were reassured by our 
ability to cope. 

Importantly, I realised we had gained a valuable insight into the power, 
unpredictability and behaviour of an intense weather system. At the time, the 
learning  was o� the scale but it was invaluable during subsequent ocean passages. 
Predicting the actual way that phenomena such as the ITCZ (Intertropical 
Convergence Zone), frontal boundaries, cut-o� lows, short-wave troughs and 
coastal katabatic thunderstorms may develop lies beyond the capacity of broad-
brush shore-based advice from a weather routing service. At the end of the day, 
we realised that when we were on passage, it was up to us to adopt a strategy 
based on what we saw ahead, based on our understanding of how and why a 
weather system might behave. A ready supply of good fortune was, of course, 
always a bonus.

By 2002, we�d been operating Three Ships as a commercial sea school for a 
couple of years and we decided to enrol on the ARC, thinking it would be an 
interesting event for our crew of four previous customers, one of whom was 
a 72-year-old Master Mariner whose bucket list included crossing the Atlantic 
under sail. As we prepared for the passage in Las Palmas, we were berthed 
next to a couple with a brand new Beneteau 40. The wife looked distinctly 
nervous. When I enquired as to whether she felt able to cope if the skipper 
fell overboard, he immediately appeared in the companionway and announced 

Waterspout Dramatic sky

herbs and pine, to announce the proximity 
of northern Spain somewhere over the far 
horizon. The sky cleared and picking a star to 
steer by at night as the heavens rotated above 
was pure joy. We navigated by dead reckoning 
and a sun sight, when conditions allowed, and 
after 10 days land appeared over the horizon. 
We found ourselves on track but well ahead 
of our estimated position. We�d obviously 
underestimated the e�ect of the south-going  
Portugal current. Landfall was reluctantly 
sweet. 

Over the subsequent years navigation 
became a little easier. Used in comfortable 
parallel with well-established methods of 
navigation, technology moved on and GPS 
and radar became widely adopted on many 
ocean-going yachts. However, chart tables 
were still well named and the RYA programme 
of theory and practical courses enabled us to 
match our growing experience with a well-
developed system of ability veri�cation. 

When we bought our Gitana 43 Three 
Ships in the United States in 1999, Fi and I 
thought that sailing her non-stop from Florida 

back to Caernarfon in Wales with a couple of friends wouldn�t be too much 
of a problem. We�d only sailed her for a few hours, but we spent a couple of 
weeks prior to departure carrying out the necessary maintenance. We �tted a 
Monitor windvane and a Garmin 128 GPS, so together with the compass and 
an occasional sun or star sight we were able to track our progress. 

Two days out from Fort Pierce in Florida the power amp on the SSB radio 
failed and once more we were unable to transmit but we could still hear Herb 
Hilgenberg giving updates to other vessels nearer the coast. No worries, I�d been 
there before! Without any way of getting weather forecasts for our area, we dealt 
with what we were given. Little did I realise that we were about to experience 
�rst-hand two phenomena we had only hitherto understood in theory: an ocean 
current called the �Gulf Stream� and a meteorological event known as a �Polar 
Front�. At �rst surprising, the appearance of tidal stream separation lines 1,000 
miles from land, unpredictable back eddies and the sudden formation of fog 
banks associated with signi�cant water temperature changes, indicated the 
edges of the Gulf Stream. We sat in the �ow on the southern edge and made 
good progress for a couple of days until the stream spat us out into a counter-
current back eddy. That slowed things down a bit. 

The next lesson was heralded by black clouds and a waterspout on the 
northerly horizon. �This must be the polar front,� we thought and we were 
not wrong. A 3D collision lay ahead between the rising air of a warm, moist, 
southerly air mass and a cold, dry air mass to the north. The result was 12 
hours of hyper convection during which we passed through an unforgettable 
string of violent thunderstorms, accompanied by St Elmo�s �re and a mind-
numbing lightning show. While all this was going on, the helm could only 

Three Ships
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So perhaps it�s worth re�ecting on how the way that folk used to go ocean 
cruising �ts with a contemporary approach to the activity. As we know, ocean-
going yachts didn�t always have an engine, usually employed hand steering or a 
windvane and mariners navigated by a combination of dead reckoning and astro 
navigation. Communication was managed via VHF and SSB radios. For some 
purists this still de�nes one end of a continuum, the other end of which might 
be a yacht with a powerful engine, driven by a powered autopilot, equipped with 
a rig where all lines lead back to the cockpit and �tted with a 24/7 internet-
accessible comms suite (e.g. Starlink). Nowadays, strategic decisions relating to 
the likely weather conditions on passage seem to be delegated to a distant on 
shore �weather router�. However, this can have certain limitations at times of 
greatest need. We even heard one �weather router� direct a sponsoring vessel into 
an area of more favourable winds where a signi�cant counter-current reduced 
their expected 24-hour run of 130 miles to just 80 miles. Not ideal. 

Nowadays, with course plotting, radar, depth and AIS all displayed 
simultaneously on one screen � assuming the power supply is maintained � 
one person can, in theory, be on watch below decks monitoring a screen while 
all the other crew members play on social media or sleep. Who knows if this 
approach will become common practice or remain a rarity, but the prevalence 
of widespread screen obsession in everyday life is undeniable and the impact 
of such preoccupation among crews on passage is yet to be documented. The 
ultimate decision on determining the style of an ocean passage and where it 
sits on this historic, and constantly evolving, continuum is intensely personal 
and remains the responsibility of whomever takes on the role of skipper for the 
passage. 

Unsurprisingly, looking back on our 96,800-mile leisurely circumnavigation, 
it was how we equipped the boat that had the greatest impact in time of greatest 
challenge. The Monitor windvane drove the boat for days on end and we didn�t 
end up �tting an electric autopilot until we arrived in New Zealand some six 
years and 25,000 miles down the track. (Even then it was only because our time 
in New Zealand was to be spent coastal cruising, as we circumnavigated South 
Island and beyond, rather than undertaking o�shore passages.) Watching the 
Monitor handle a variety of wind directions and conditions, while the boat 
sailed in complete harmony with the ocean, was a delight and it seems strange 
that such equipment is apparently less popular among ocean cruisers today.

Our next favourites were a forward scanning echo sounder and foldable 
composite mast steps. This combination made navigating in poorly charted 
shallow coastal waters very straightforward. One person standing on the �rst 
set of spreaders spotting colour changes in the water while the helm kept a close 
eye on the seabed pro�le via the EchoPilot in the cockpit was all we needed, 
even when negotiating the narrow, potentially hazardous, entrance passages 
around the Tuamotu atolls. We also adopted similar tactics when looking for 
leads through 30% ice o� the east coast of Greenland, though on that occasion 
the crew on the spreaders needed rather di�erent dress! It�s true that it may be 
possible to obtain similar information today via Google Maps or equivalent � 
but is that really what an adventure is all about?

Radar is great for spotting and tracking squall development and, together 
with the forward scanning EchoPilot, facilitated passages through poorly charted 
waters in many of the south Paci�c Island groups. At the other extreme, in 
thick fog the radar accurately identi�ed the break in the high ground signifying 

that, unlike ours, his vessel had a sugar scoop stern 
and autopilot, and that if he fell overboard his wife 
could easily start the engine and back the boat up 
� and that was the end of the conversation. I�m 
glad to say that they did arrive safely in St Lucia 
but his approach was very di�erent from ours and 
as far as we know they never sailed the boat out of 
Rodney Bay after that crossing.

By way of contrast, our crew had been very 
speci�c about how they wanted to experience the 
passage. This involved a watch system with hand 
steering all the way, on-deck sail management 

and using traditional methods of navigation, none of which posed a problem 
with six of us on board. The navigation was aided hugely by having a Master 
Mariner who was willing to lead three of us taking our daily �sun-run-sun� 
sights, a delight from which we all derived great satisfaction. And no one went 
overboard, accidentally or otherwise! 

On re�ection it seems that commercial events such as the ARC are open to 
anyone with the motivation and wherewithal to apply. Crews are supported by 
some initial guidance and safety stipulations, though the e�ectiveness of this 
preparation and backup will always be up for debate and will depend on to whom 
you talk. On our passage, the crews of the vast ARC �eet were instructed to keep 
in touch via small SSB radio nets. Each net had an appointed net controller 
who was supposed to report the position of their vessels to �shore control� each 
day via sat phone. Once we were all at sea it soon became evident that sitting 
below on the radio on a regular schedule, regardless of sea conditions, was not 
what several of the volunteer net controllers had bargained for. Some role re-
negotiation soon followed. Exactly what �shore control� would have done with 
the position information had an incident occurred remained unclear and in fact 
several serious problems did occur during the passage. These sadly included a  
death on one vessel and a broken rudder on another, the latter resulting in the 
boat being abandoned. Fortunately, all the incidents were managed adequately 
within the �eet via the radio nets and with the support of a participating sail 
training vessel. 

It was sometime later, having crossed the south Paci�c Ocean, that I 
remembered why I was �rst attracted to the OCC by this ethos to co-operatively 
problem solve: a disparate �eet of ocean cruisers coming together in a shared 
appreciation of the freedom of being on the open ocean.

The reality is that humans have been crossing oceans for millennia in all 
manner of craft and for all sorts of reasons, but the ocean is still the ocean. 
Recently, a neighbour of ours had heard that we had done some long-distance 
sailing and, in general conversation, enquired as to whether any of it was 
dangerous and whether we stopped each night to go to bed. My reply �all of it is 
potentially dangerous� and �we sail 24/7�, seemed to surprise him. This response 
illustrates an issue often mentioned by crews when recounting their experience 
to friends after returning from a �rst ocean passage. How can we expect anyone 
to understand the distance, isolation and demands associated with crossing one 
of the greatest wildernesses on the planet unless they too have been there? For 
newcomers, some serious research and very well-considered preparations may be 
the only solution.

Taking a sight
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the calming impact of concentrating for a while, taking turns hand-steering 
the boat for two or three hours in rotation for a couple of days and nights, led 
to a reassuring sense of con�dence, if only in the knowledge that should the 
autopilot fail the crew knew that we could continue to keep the boat running 
in the right direction. And we shouldn�t underestimate the value, for any of us, 
of feeling the boat�s motion through the pressure on the wheel or weight on the 
tiller, of having the time to experience the revolving night sky, of seeing shooting 
stars or a fragmenting meteorite fall to earth in a shower of bright green sparks 
and, maybe, of smelling the breath of a whale as it surfaces alongside. 

Of course, things can � and do � go wrong and 
this is where we found identifying a workable �Plan 
B� came in (commonly known as problem solving 
before the problem arises). In conversation with other 
cruisers we heard of many varied problems, and the 
following examples relate only to navigation and vessel 
handling issues, rather than to catastrophic disaster: 
the motherboard failed on an integrated navigation 
system; chart details on a plotter disappeared after 
crossing the international date line; and nearby 
lightning strikes took out all the instruments. Total or partial electrical 
failure was often resolved by applying the mantra �connection, connection, 
connection�; and engine failure, the loss of battery power after a controllable 
ingress of water, and rigging and sail damage all occurred for any number of 
reasons. The phasing out of paper charts between 2025 and 2030 will make 
dealing with instances relating to the loss of navigation instruments that much 
more di�cult and how navigation training will be adapted to accommodate the 
move to �Electronics First� remains to be seen. Similarly, the training programme 
for the RYA Yachtmasterfi Ocean quali�cation � with its emphasis on manual 
astronavigation � will also need signi�cant revision to �t the �Electronics First� 
mould. Interestingly, for me, the more often we were faced with problem-
solving challenges, the more I came to rely on an intuitive response rather 
than succumbing to an avalanche of mind-numbing potential options. On one 
occasion we had an engine problem which had me completely ba�led. I could 
not �gure out how to solve it, so I �nished my watch and went to bed. Two 
hours later at 0400, I woke up with the solution, squeezed down into the engine 
compartment and �xed it. The brain is a wonderful tool given the time and 
space to work without distraction, although that too may fall into disrepair by 
constantly resorting to AI models such as Chat-GPT to solve our problems.

From left to right: Dolphin watch; whale spotting; shooting stars

the entrance to Prinz Kristiansund in southern Greenland. Fortunately, we 
also received  a VHF report from an ice reconnaissance aircraft telling us that 
visibility was perfect once we got a mile out from the entrance. All this time, 
communications within the maritime community still worked well, depending 
on propagation, via SSB radio nets. The ability to talk to a dozen or more vessels, 
some 800 miles ahead and others a similar distance astern, was comforting, 
informative and an interesting challenge. Things have clearly moved on, but it 
would be interesting to know if the �shermen in the �ords of South Island, New 
Zealand, when running out of toothpaste or needing to arrange a crew change, 
have abandoned Mary�s �Blu� Fisherman�s� SSB radio net in favour of setting up 
a WhatsApp group � I guess anything is possible. In any event, a simple, �exible 
approach to using the most appropriate equipment on board for the job in hand 
has always worked well for us and hopefully will continue to do so for others.

What motivates crews to venture out into this oceanic wilderness is eternally 
open ended and as old as the hills. Today this might vary from the traditional 
�because it�s there� to buying a spot on a commercial round-the-world rally and 
regarding it as a �potentially bloggable tick on social media�. However, regardless 
of the motivation, it still comes down to the skipper to ensure that the vessel 
and everyone on board is adequately prepared for the passage, whatever that 
may entail. 

When we had crew who were new to long-distance cruising, the rapid shift 
of an overstimulated screen-driven brain into the simplicity of life on a three-
week ocean passage was sometimes seen as boredom. However, we found that 

A bommie
Left: Fi on bommie watch 

On ice watch 

Some problems are worse than others
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PACIFIC CUP REGATTA:
 

THE BEST GRADUATION PRESENT, EVER!

by Heather Richard  (s/v Carodon)

Heather wrote to Flying Fish shortly after the 2024 deadline had passed, we are pleased 
to report that over a year after �nishing the race, Julius is now fully immersed in his 
oceanography studies � and they are both still sailing: �nedayforsailing.com.

My three kids and I had long dreamed of racing in the Paci�c Cup Regatta from 
San Francisco to Hawaii aboard Carodon, our 43ft aluminium sloop. Carodon 
is a 50-year-old one-of-a-kind cruiser, loosely based on a classic Sparkman & 
Stephens design. The race was cancelled in 2020 due to the Covid pandemic 
and our life and livelihood were upended for a few years. By the spring of 2023  
I had started thinking about the race again. My middle son, Julius, was on track 
to graduate high school in June 2024 and start university as an oceanography 
major shortly thereafter. Oceanography is natural to him having grown up 
entirely living on boats in the idyllic little waterfront town of Sausalito, 
California, with an ecosystem rich in aquatic life. He already owned his own 
sailboat, a Paci�c Seacraft Flicka 20, worked as a sailing instructor, was co-
captain of his high school sailing team, had been an open water diver since 
the age of twelve, was an avid �sherman and had sailed the Paci�c coast from 
Port Townsend, Washington to Puerto Vallarta, Mexico. In fact, he had never 
actually lived on land. 

It seemed a �tting high school graduation present to a budding oceanographer 
to give him the gift of crossing an ocean � even if it proved a stretch for me to take 
that much time o� work, not to mention the expense. The original crew we had 
lined up for the 2020 race (including his two 
siblings), now had summer commitments, 
so the two of us decided to doublehand the 
2024 race. I sel�shly thought that if I knew 
he could turn and turn-about with me across 
the Paci�c I would not worry about him as 
much in the future when he might decide to 
sail his own boat o�shore. It was potentially 
also the last quality time sailing together 
� he might want to do his own thing after 
college! And, the race could serve as our 
qualifying voyage for OCC membership 
because, although we had both clocked up 
many thousands of sea miles, neither of us 
had done a non-stop ocean passage that far 
o�shore. Carodon and Captain �Mom� with passengers
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DAY � & � ~ We had little wind at the start. We were on the line with the ten 
or so other slow or doublehanded boats. The faster boats, of which there were 
60, would start hours or days behind us depending on their handicap, in this 
pursuit-style race. Our family stood on the Golden Gate Bridge to watch us head 
out to sea. It was calm enough for us to hear them, cheering us on, as we beat 
upwind to the Paci�c. We played the tidelines well and stayed in the mix for the 
�rst 12 hours or so, despite our not having a light-air genoa for sailing upwind 
in 10 knots and despite Carodon weighing close to 30,000lbs (13,000kg), the 
heaviest boat of its size in the race. It was a really exciting and fun day: our music 
blared out, our adrenaline pumped and our smiles beamed. By nightfall it was 
clear that the wind would die and we would have a challenge keeping up. Some 
of the �rst starters made it out of the land shadow and into the synoptic breeze 
that �rst night, or had enough light-air sail-power to keep going, but we struggled 
just to keep the bow pointed in the right direction. We drifted with the tide 30 
or so miles o�shore near the Farallon Islands and still had the Golden Gate 
Bridge faintly within sight while our competition disappeared, over the horizon.

Out came our oldest sail: a wire lu� drifter. It had been lovingly dubbed �The 
Rainbow Barf� by my children when they were little because they said it looked 
like the sock was vomiting a rainbow as it was hoisted! This sail is probably 50 
years old (we think it is original to the boat), made of a thin parachute-style 
ripstop nylon that isn�t used anymore and the blue dye has leached out giving 
the entire sail an unintended tie-dye look, right out of the 1970s. Luckily it was 
light enough to stay full with the wind aloft through the night and managed to 
keep us pointing in the right direction, albeit moving slowly. We had time to �y 
the drone and catch some really cool shots of the whales that 
surfaced in every direction. Sea lions tried to jump aboard 
and thousands of sea birds surrounded us those �rst two 
days. We also saw a large shark, which we think was a great 
white. The bioluminescence at night was spectacular and, 
with a full moon rising a few hours after sunset, it was quite 
easy to trim sails for the �rst few nights and stay awake as we 
adjusted to the new rhythm of our watches.

We had decided on �ve watches each 24-hour period: 
three four-hour watches at night and two six-hour watches 
during the day so that each night we will rotate from standing 
the sunrise and sunset watches to taking the dreaded middle 
shift. It also gives us each a longer chunk of time to catch up 
on sleep during the day when it is easier for the other person 
to stay awake. We didn�t deviate from this for the race � or 
at least, not until the �nal 14 hours when the navigation 
into Oahu became tricky and it was all hands on deck for 
the last hurrah. Perhaps a more surprising decision was that 
we decided to hand steer for the entire race, even though 
we had a Hydrovane and a tiller-pilot that worked perfectly. 
The race instructions allowed the doublehanders to use an 
autopilot, but we chose not to. I am not sure what prompted 
this choice, but we both agreed and stuck to it. Hand-steering 
de�nitely forced us to trim properly at all times and, though 
it was exhausting we had no regrets and felt proud to have 
helmed the whole way.

The 50-year-old drifter,  
dubbed �rainbow barf�  
kept us pointed in the  

right direction in zero wind

It was a good thing that I started musing about the race early in 2023 because 
the prep took a full year to accomplish. The rules, equipment requirements and 
inspection checklists speci�c to this race have been developed over many years in 
response to the unique challenges of crossing the Paci�c in mid-summer. There 
is potential for intense fog and heavy tra�c just o�shore along the northern 
coast of California, a chance of typhoons rolling o� Mexico, a notorious squall 
alley for a large portion of the course and no medical services once you get 
past the US Coast Guard�s helicopter range. All create serious challenges, with 
lessons learned from mishaps in past races dictating the long list of requirements 
to enter now. I had 276 items on the list and approximately US$10,000 to spend 
before we were allowed over the starting line, and that was for a boat that was 
already well-equipped and out�tted to US Coast Guard chartering standards! 
Carodon is also our family home (for myself and three kids), so there were a 
lot of things to remove for the race. Plus, we had to take the required safety-at-
sea courses, beef up on our o�shore �rst aid skills, and get health checks and 
prescriptions for just-in-case medication. On top of all that, I had to plan for 
crewing and out�tting the boat for the delivery home without my son, who 
would be �ying back in time for his �rst day at university.

The weeks and days leading up to the race were a race in itself. I called 
in a handful of tech-savvy friends to help me set up the new PredictWind 
DataHub that would be used to track us. It would also allow us to maximize 
data downloads of GRIB �les, make the mandatory daily check-ins with the 
race committee and permit our laptop and phones to access the internet whilst 
o�shore. I called in a rigger friend to teach Julius to handle the foredeck with 
our new 20ft spinnaker pole and heavy new asymmetric spinnaker, the only 

�race� sail I could a�ord to buy. Our budget 
was a fraction of that of the racing boats and 
mine was almost entirely spent on mandatory 
safety gear rather than race optimization. With 
a heavy displacement cruising boat, we knew 
we would not be competitive but we did want 
to keep up and be in the mix, so competent 
spinnaker handling would be essential. 

We had little time to practise but Julius 
caught on quickly and embraced the 
challenges of doublehanding. In fact, he 
singlehandedly sailed Carodon for a full 24 
hours on one of our race qualifying voyages 
when I had the worst bout of seasickness I 
have ever experienced. It taught me to be sure 
to have prescription anti-nausea medication 
on hand. As a professional captain who had 
never before been debilitated by seasickness, 
my ego was hurt and my con�dence shaken; 
a little doubt set in about whether we could 
actually pull this race o�, just the two of us. 
But once we were underway, the adrenaline 
kicked in: we just felt so excited and there was 
nowhere else either of us wanted to be but at 
sea together, racing our home to Hawaii. 

Julius, moments after leaving the  
Golden Gate Bridge behind
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There are now no more birds or seals 
accompanying us, just a few ships in sight and 
white �u�y clouds rolling over us all day. The 
winds went light and variable and the port 
spinnaker halyard chafed through its cover and 
got stuck in the sheeve at the top of the mast 
so we had to spend some time together sorting 
that out. I had carefully inventoried everything 
that was on board and had brought a few spare 
halyards and sheets so we had a chance to 
replace it. Within hours, the second halyard 
also chafed through and we had to haul the wet 
spinnaker on board as fast as possible before 
we ran over it. No rips, fortunately! It is warm 
enough now to go without shoes and to wear 
only one layer at night. Julius plays his small 
didgeridoo at random intervals to break the 
monotony of steering and trimming; somehow 
it �ts the mood perfectly.

DAY � ~ The �eet newsletter this morning brought interesting news: �Our 
Top Story � FIVE boats now retired:

Rum Tum Tugger: Medical, advised
Keaka: Steering, heading to Santa Barbara
Imagine: Steering, tied up in Santa Cruz
Pendragon: Steering, heading to Monterey

And the weirdest one . . .
Rapid Transit: Collision with a shark, damaged rudder and transom. Heading 

back. A prior racer (Hula) had reported a shark circling and charging 
them. THIS shark, at least, will not be doing any circling or charging in 
the future.�

Power issues prevailed as it became overcast again and our batteries drained 
down to empty. We attempted to deploy the 50-year-old hydrogenerator which 
had worked for us before but which needs some adjustment, a task neither of 
us is up to doing underway as it is quite unpleasant down below in the rolling 
sea state. Instead, we just turned everything o� and conserved power. There 
has been nothing on the horizon in any direction all day. We have eaten nearly 
everything in the fridge (except some cooked sausages and the parmesan cheese 
that Julius spilled in the bottom and didn�t feel like cleaning up) so we shut the 
lid, turned it o� and forgot about the fridge. 

We both agree that this race would be much more fun with a full crew on 
a really fast boat, which is how we will compete next time. We are doing �ne 
despite the lack of sleep but it is really monotonous at the moment and we 
are both working very hard between hand-steering and trimming the sails, and 
trying to either eat or sleep all of the o�-watch time. Julius is doing all the 
foredeck work and sail changes while I do all the navigating, weather routing 
and check-ins with the race committee. I have chosen a more northerly route, 
closer to the rhumb line, since a heavy boat like ours will not gain as much from 
sailing hot angles, but it is hard not to question that decision when the boats to 
the south are getting 5 knots more wind and pulling ahead.

Julius setting up back-up solar panels

The �eet newsletter summed up the �rst 
day pretty well: �The light winds are making 
it every bit as challenging as predicted. We are 
watching with sympathy and respect as we see the 
Monday �eet [us] make forward progress in very 
challenging conditions. Some boats have managed 
to inch their way into the �synoptic� winds. Others 
continue to be stuck [also us]. Our forecast shows 
gradually building winds over the next 24 (or so) 
hours.�� It could� be worse. It could be raining. 
Oh wait . . . �There is the chance of a few isolated 
showers through the morning of 19 July, but the 
�rst few days of the event will largely remain dry.� 

Reports from the �eet:
Vera Cruz: What we have a lot of: whales and dolphins. What we have very 

little of: WIND!
Chance: Overnight was a driftathon.�Better pressure presently, but still very 

patchy. The brochure said that this was the �fun race to Hawaii�, sailed in 
the trade-winds?!?!?! 

Rägeboge: Winds light. Slow going . . . saw lots of whales and other wildlife: 
sun�sh, breaching whales and whales smacking the water with their 
�ippers.

Domino: All good on board, Domino. Just trying to �nd some breeze out here! 
It�s rather shifty this morning! 

DAY � ~ The wind has �nally �lled in and all the fast boats that started after 
us rapidly closed the gap on us. It has been damp, cold, foggy and windy all 
day. We beam reached on a course of about 220 degrees to get as far away from 
land as possible before taking up a more southerly heading. I have been wearing 
three jackets and down mittens to stay warm at night. Earlier, we passed lots of 
cargo ships which were waiting for the thumbs up to go into port so we had to 
maintain a sharp lookout night and day in the fog. We ate only snacks as neither 
of us felt able to be in the galley to cook. 

DAY � ~ We got the spinnaker up and had a fast run all day. It felt great to 
�nally hit full speed. We were in 20�25 knots of wind by sunset so we both 
agreed to play it safe and take the spinnaker down for the night. Despite the 
strength of the wind, it was a tough decision but I am not yet con�dent in our 
ability to singlehandedly helm and trim in the dark and it is important for the 
o�-watch crew to sleep. Seasickness is also a factor as it worsened for me at night, 
but I managed to keep dinner down, which felt like a win. 

DAY � ~ The skies cleared today and the solar panels �nally had a chance to do 
their job.�Before leaving San Francisco, we discovered that the main panels had 
sustained some damage during our practice sails in gale-force winds and were 
no longer putting out the kind of power they had previously provided. The day 
before leaving I grabbed a few portable solar panels and power packs from an 
outdoor camping supplier, which Julius has now soft-shackled all over the deck 
trying to catch up with the needs of the power-hungry navigation instruments 
and the all-important fridge. 

Wildlife kept us well entertained  
when the wind died
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never felt out of control.� By the end of 
the night I felt so very tired and my hands 
starting to look pretty worked. We sailed 
over a seamount called the �Moonless 
Mountains� on the chart. I wonder who 
named them and how long ago they were 
charted so deep? It is incredible to ponder 
that they are closer to us than any dry land 
this far out in the ocean!

DAY �� ~ More challenging squalls 
today but we celebrated reaching the 
halfway point. Conditions remained very 
windy and rough, gusting in the thirties. I 
feel bad about not being able to go below 
and cook because I had planned a nice 
party for Julius at the halfway stage. Instead, he downed his root beer and saved 
his favourite Italian quadratini cookies for later, but I think he appreciates the 
fact that I had thought about him and hidden the ingredients to make one 
of his favourite meals � even if I wasn�t able to actually cook it! Albatrosses 
are now regular sightings, nearly every day! Sometimes they try to land on our 
masthead but each time they give up after several attempts as it is far too roly-
poly. Today the �eet report was a bit di�erent: no individual boat reports, just 
a general one of �much damage among the �eet� and they asked us all to �be 
safe out there�. The race committee must have been dealing with some serious 
injuries or breakdowns to forego the usual report and ask for caution. So far, 
the only thing we have broken is a shackle on the boom vang and the chafed 
spinnaker halyards. We have decided to play it safe and not �y the spinnaker 
given the conditions. Our speed seems to be averaging 8 or 9 knots regardless 
since Carodon refuses to surf. I imagine the ultralights are having a hell of a time. 

DAY �� ~ Pretty miserable conditions again. It has been extremely hard to steer 
all day but we found that adopting a downwind course with a poled-out genoa 
helped. It is very loud below when trying to sleep with the foresail slamming if 
someone helms a bit too deep. The preventers are holding but have had a real 
workout! It remains very overcast so the electronics have been o� for several days 
to save battery power. Julius forgot to batten down his hatch and about a gallon 
of seawater forced it open and landed on his bunk. Unfortunately, the portable 
battery pack was also soaked and so failed, we are down to a very small battery 
and only my phone to navigate. The top windspeed recorded in a squall so far is 
55.7 knots, yet we still have not felt the need to reef the main going downwind. 
I had no idea that she would comfortably take so much wind and remain so 
steady. It is at times like these when I am very grateful for a heavy boat!

Halfway root beer celebration cheered us up  
from losing the second spin halyard to chafe

Oooops! The broken vang 
shackle, spinnaker pole and 
halyard � not too many 
breakages, thanks to a 
thorough job prepping for the 
race and constant inspecting

DAY � ~ What a bright night with the waning full moon backlighting the 
clouds. Our track on the chartplotter weaves in undulating curves as we 
chase the pressure. Julius keeps practicing his evil-villain laugh at full volume, 
relishing the ability to be as loud as he feels like without bothering anyone and 
it makes me giggle every time he does it. We have found that poling out the jib 
and sailing dead downwind (DDW) is faster in the swells than sailing with the 
spinnaker at hotter broad-reaching angles. Carodon feels quite heavy when she 
attemps to surf, it feels more like snow-ploughing than graceful sur�ng, so I have 
given her a pep talk! A front with heavy rain rolled by earlier and we donned our 
wet weather gear but it dumped it all a few hundred feet away and we stayed dry 
and windless. The daily �eet newsletter was really fun to read. It is clear that the 
other boats were having a very di�erent race to us, and also compared to each 
other, depending on how seriously they are taking the racing and themselves. 
Here are a few excerpts:

Tweety:�Lost a cool headlamp while doing midnight gybe. Also, spilled more 
coffee than consumed. The struggle is REAL!

Move: Perhaps a bit further south than we want to be but a full night of clear 
starry sky, a giant moon and sur�ng with the kite up. [Move is on a pretty 
deep track right now, let�s see how that works out.]

Cascade: A �ying �sh jumped onto our boat overnight: top of Bill�s �Pac[i�c] 
Cup� bucket list was to see a �ying �sh.�He described it as similar to the 
size of a large sardine and held it long enough for him to return the �sh to 
the Paci�c. He is happy!

Domino: We are running for our lives from a Green Bu�alo!
Green Bu�alo:�At 8 knots, we hit a log the size of a telephone pole yesterday 

afternoon � a �double bump� (bow and keel?). The Bu�alo has a half 
inch solid glass hull so shrugged it o� as a love tap! Wind continuing to 
oscillate 30 degrees while wind speed varies from 11 knots (scary, is the 
High coming to get us?) to 22 knots (sporty). Been in sight of Domino for 
two days � we catch up at times � she leaves us at times.

Festina Lente: Still going strong despite a few minor injuries (scrapes, smashed 
�ngers, etc). We broke a spinnaker halyard (cover broke under tension 
from the clutch) but managed to cobble together a repair. Much better 
sleep all around the second night. Night sailing last night was particularly 
memorable with incredibly bright stars and bioluminescence in our wake.

Rage:�We have several drivers now in the �over 20 knots� club � everyone is 
smiling!

DAY � ~ As we are approaching the tropics, I can�t tell if Julius is as tired as 
I am but he seems to be functioning really well and is yet to be seasick. The 
seasickness has hit me pretty much every night but I am �ne during the day as 
long as I stay above deck when I am not sleeping. We aren�t eating hot meals 
since we are unmotivated to make them and we have plenty of food that doesn�t 
need to be cooked. However, it is clear that we are both losing weight.�Hydration 
is our focus and having stopped making co�ee by Day 3, we drink a lot of 
electrolyte powders and eat small snacks of fruit and protein bars. 

DAY � ~ Overnight was wet and wild. We seemed to sit in an endless squall 
for six full hours with torrential rain and winds of up to 28 knots. We barrelled 
along with full white sails. The steering took total concentration but Carodon 
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below. Everything was rolling, pitching, swinging, 
crashing and scraping, even lashed down, and I 
was surprised nothing broke. We chafed through 
the tack line for the third time, so we put the 
spinnaker away to reach under mainsail and jib 
for a while and troubleshoot a better tack line 
pennant. There have been some concerns about 
a tropical storm or cyclone forming in our path 
but the race committee have been monitoring 
it closely and have kept us informed. The �eet 
newsletter reminded us in a few words that there is 
a world out there beyond the toe rail:��Note Dogma 
hit something big and soft at 31°07N 133°19W. 
Let�s see, what else . . . Biden drops out. No word 
on whether that is due to steering di�culties.� 

WRI weather report: �Will increase over the 
next few days� and �You are not about to get a 
tropical disturbance� so . . . �Carry on�.

DAY �� ~ At 2200 on Day 15 we found the �oorboards �oating with a lot 
of water in the bilge and had a panicked few hours looking for the source. It 
turned out that a brand-new bilge pump hose had popped o� the pump and 
the pump had been shooting water directly onto the electrical terminals and 
shorted out both pumps. I �xed the bilge pump, got the water out of the boat 
and then found out where the water had been coming in: when we smash down 
hard and fast on a big wave, a squirt of water comes up through the rudder 
bearing and, with both pumps out of commission, it has probably been building 
up for hours � maybe days � without being detected. Once the bilges were dry 
and we could see that very little water was actually coming in, we stopped the 
hourly checks and went back to just pumping on every watch. However, this 
event added to our exhaustion and when Julius caught a small mahi mahi on 
the handline we were too tired to gut and cook him so we let him go.

DAY �� ~ The wind dropped today and, with 
no more water coming in through the rudder 
bearing in the lighter sea state than yesterday, we 
caught up on sleep again. We are literally itching 
through a thick layer of salt on our skin to get to 
a shower and surviving on tinned �sh with either 
crackers or instant noodles; garlic mackerel being 
the favourite, of which we have four tins left. The 
breeze dropped later so we are now only making 
about 4 knots VMG, which is sad because we are 
so close to the �nish and thinking that all the 
other boats have �nished the race. A red-footed 
booby sat on the bow pulpit all day preening 
himself, reminding us of how dishevelled we look. 
In contrast, he looked gorgeous. We cleared out 
all the fresh food and tossed the compost, an act 
that emphasised our proximity to the �nish line! We had a third crew for a day

Finally hot and sunny nearing Hawaii

DAY �� ~ Fast sailing DDW and I�m feeling better, or at least I was until 
I took a �ying �sh in the face! I braved opening the fridge and managed to 
throw out all the rotting produce and cleaned up a bit down below. The reward 
was �nding a ripe watermelon which we promptly devoured. But Julius and I 
are �nding the helming very demanding and so now overlap very little, going 
straight to sleep when our watches �nish. Conversation rarely extends beyond �I 
love you, goodnight� or �Love you more, have good watch�. I feel very proud. He 
really is a good kid, a love bug in a giant�s body now at 6�3� (190.5cm). With his 
height and his long blonde hair he is looking ever more like a Viking, and for 
the �rst time he is even growing a beard!�At last, I managed to make a full meal 
comprising baby potatoes, the last sausage from the fridge and baked beans, the 
�rst meal I have �cooked� since we were becalmed ten days ago; instant noodles 
don�t count.

DAY �� ~ Moonbows last night and for the �rst time Julius understands why 
the Milky Way is named as such. We �ew the spinnaker again, on the port pole, 
using the last available halyard, and hoped to be able to stay in the race with the 
winds steady at just under 20 knots. Hawaii is undeniably getting larger on the 
chartplotter which is good for morale and we were having a fast day until . . . we 
broke the end o� the spinnaker pole. No longer being able to pole the jib/genoa 
out DDW, nor use the spinnaker DDW, means that we have to try to reach the 
rest of the way. The other notable, and distressing, change is hugely worrying; 
we have both noticed that we can no longer gaze at the ocean without seeing a 
piece of plastic �oat by. We have seen so much out there that we want to cry.

DAY ��~ Unable to pole out the jib, when the squalls came overnight we had to 
sail with only the mainsail, which was very rolly and uncomfortable, but we feel 
blessed as there are several boats with far bigger problems limping into Hawaii. 
As we get closer to land, we have seen some unusual birds, which we think might 
be long-tailed frigate birds. The day�s �eet newsletter kept us well entertained. 
Everyone is sailing with such di�erent outlooks, some serious, some downright 
silly, but it truly is a fun race with so much of it sailed downwind and with the 
weather getting warmer every day. By this point in the race it is getting very 

hot by midday: shirts o�! The daylight hours 
today brought a long, smooth spinnaker run 
and Julius drove very well with the chute 
hardly ever close to rounding up and going 
quite fast for this heavy girl. We are �nding 
the long hours of hand-steering are tiring but 
we are sticking to our watches like clockwork: 
it is working but we are undeniably exhausted 
and dreaming of hot showers.

DAY �� ~ Julius was painfully sunburnt 
today and there is no relief from the sun on 
watch. Running with the spinnaker again, 
we had a very steady 15�18 knots but our 
course took us a little too far south. At 
night without the spinnaker �ying it was 
incredibly uncomfortable and loud down Squalls for days
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DAY �� ~ We had a night approach to Oahu, not ideal but 
it was calm enough to make decisions slowly and carefully. We 
needed to be vigilant on watch when so close to the coast with 
the reefs and �shing boats all around and having never been to 
Oahu before.�We could see the clouds sitting on top of the high 
hills from far away and could almost taste landfall.�The shooting 
stars �ring away all night proved to be quite a show, celebrating 
our arrival. Julius was so happy to get back into cell phone 
coverage and text all his friends � I lost him for an hour before 
he surfaced back into the present and really noticed where we 
were and the sheer beauty of the island as we approached. We 
arrived at daybreak and crossed the �nish at sunrise on the last 
day of the allowed race period, just in time for the awards party. 

We did it! We had crossed the Paci�c, hand-steering for 18 days 
non-stop without a single harsh word exchanged between us the 
entire trip. I felt total con�dence in Julius as a sailor after all the 
heavy weather we had seen; apparently one of the heaviest races 
on record.�The post-race high was incredible, and it felt like we 
had accomplished much more than a race; it was a real rite of 
passage for us both. Those �rst steps on land were a bit wobbly 
but we had an incredible welcome. Some friends on a Swan 65 
(who had won their division and arrived several days ahead of 
us) came out on a dinghy to greet us in the channel and there 
were fresh pineapples and Mai Tais* in our hands before we 
even had the lines tied to the dock. We were presented with 
piles of leis† that smelled so sweetly Hawaiian. Carodon was 
draped in foliage by friends and family. She looked a little like a 
tired old racehorse �nally let into the barn, but we learned soon 
after arrival that she probably sustained less damage in all that 
heavy weather than any other boat in the �eet.�

I tried to gift the dried-up �ying �sh on deck to my nine-year-
old son, Sawyer, who �ew over with my parents to greet us but 
he was not impressed with my souvenir, saying it smelled a bit 
�shy! I probably smelled just as bad but he didn�t complain and 
only wanted an endless hug from me and his big brother.�I think 
both Julius and I showered three times that day and spent half 
of it in the pool at Kaneohe Yacht Club, what a luxury! Julius�s 
favourite elementary school teacher happened to be in Oahu 
and showed up with even more sweet-smelling leis of plumeria 
and we just rejoiced in the warmth of it all. The race was a 
challenge for us both, in all sorts of ways, and yet we both agree 
that we hope it will be the �rst of many ocean crossings. 

Hands after hand steering  
for 18 days

Julius�s fourth grade teacher,  
along with many friends and 
family, met us at the �nish  
line with beautiful leis to  

celebrate his rite of passage!

Little brother at the �nish 
line not sure about the 
souvenir: a �ying �sh!

*  The Mai Tai is a cocktail made of rum, Curaçao liqueur, orgeat syrup and lime 
juice.

�  A lei is a garland or wreath common in the Paci�c Islands of Polynesia.
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DIFFERENT HORIZONS: 
CRUISING THROUGH WESTERN AND ASIAN EYES

by Fabian Fernandez (s/v Destiny)

Fabian Fernandez was awarded the Quali�er�s Mug in the 2024 OCC Awards, see page 25. 
He is one of very few Malaysian sailors to undertake a short-handed circumnavigation under 
sail and describes the cultural, linguistic and �nancial barriers he has encountered, as well as 
the support received from his OCC mentor.

As I have sailed into various ports on my � soon to be 
complete � circumnavigation, one thing has struck me 
time and again: the long-distance cruising community is 
dominated by sailors from Western countries. Marinas 
and anchorages are �lled with yachts from Europe, 
Australia, New Zealand and North America. The stories 
of their crews are familiar: selling their homes, cashing  
in their savings, quitting their jobs and setting sail to 
chase the horizon. It is a lifestyle celebrated in countless 
books, blogs and � increasingly these days � YouTube 
channels.

But coming from Malaysia, my perspective is very 
di�erent. For most Asians, the idea of giving everything 
up to live on a boat is almost unthinkable. Selling 
possessions to fund a voyage across oceans is often seen 
as reckless. Walking away from a secure job, even more 
so. In Asian cultures, family responsibilities are central 
to our lives. We are expected to support our parents, 

Fabian passing Cape of Good 
Hope

The stunning contrast of colours 
at Aitutaki, Cook Islands 
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The �nancial weight of cruising is a far greater barrier 
for Asians than it is for those from the West.

Culturally, success in Asia is still measured by 
stability, career progression and wealth. The cruising 
lifestyle challenges all of those markers. To leave behind 
a steady income or a respected profession for life at sea 
is often misunderstood, if not frowned upon. Sailing is 
still viewed as a luxury sport for the rich � an indulgence, 
not a meaningful way of life. I had to overcome so many 
negative narratives when I mentioned my desire to sail 
around the world. To put this in perspective, I am only 
the fourth person from Malaysia to do so, the �rst to 
round the Cape of Good Hope and sail through the 
South Atlantic. I am also the �rst Malaysian of Indian 
origin to do so and to do so completely self-funded.

There is also the question of exposure. Many Western 
sailors grow up with dinghy sailing clubs, family 
weekends on the water, or easy access to a�ordable 
boats. That early familiarity builds con�dence and 
makes the leap to ocean voyaging less daunting. In 
contrast, most of us in Asia grow up with very little 
connection to sailing. The sea is often seen through the 
lens of �shing or commerce, not recreation. Without 
that foundation, the dream of blue-water cruising rarely 
takes root. The struggles I faced included lack of local 
skills and support, and lots of negativity towards my 
desire to complete this goal. And when we look outward for inspiration, the 
role models are almost always Western. The books we read, the videos we watch, 
the stories we hear � they all reinforce the image of ocean sailing as a Western 
pursuit. Few Asian voices are represented, which makes it harder for us to 
imagine our place in the same story.

Yet change is slowly happening. I have started to meet more sailors from Asia 
testing the waters, daring to step outside the cultural norms. It is still rare, but 
it is no longer unthinkable. Perhaps in time, our anchorages will re�ect a richer 
mix of voices and experiences. The cruising community, in my own experience, 
is such a giving community and supremely helpful, it is a community that 
transcends background. In every anchorage, sailors helped one another, no 
matter where we came from or how we arrived at sea. That sense of generosity 
is one of my greatest takeaways as I near the �nish line of my circumnavigation. 

For me, this journey has been as much about navigating cultural expectations 
as it has been about navigating the sea. And maybe that is what makes the voyage 
even more meaningful � knowing that by casting o�, I am not only following the 
wind, but also quietly charting a new path for others from my part of the world. 

This circumnavigation is, without a doubt, the greatest achievement in my 
life so far and the experiences I have had have been of far greater value and 
signi�cance to me than the costs and the di�culties I have incurred. We have 
only one life and we need to live it in our own way. 

provide for our children and remain close to our extended 
family. Sailing away for years is often seen not as an act of 
freedom, but as an abandonment of duty.

The economic realities also cannot be ignored. 
Many Western sailors bene�t from the strength of their 
currencies. A pension from Europe or the US stretches 
comfortably across the islands of Southeast Asia or the 
Paci�c. For me, and for many from this part of the world, 
the opposite is true. Every marina fee, spare part or haul-
out feels more expensive because of the exchange rate. 

Destiny in Huahine,  
French Polynesia

Clockwise from top left: The 
gorgeous colours of greens and 

blues in Tahiti, French Polynesia; 
amazing sunset at Aitutaki, Cook 

Islands; picturesque at Neaifu, 
Tonga; dining with sharks

Below, from left to right: Rattan 
hammock; Marae Taputapuatea; 

coloured ropes
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NORTHWARD FIRST:  

Warming Up in British Columbia
Rather than point the bow south straight away, in 
July 2024 we set o� north, almost circumnavigating 
Vancouver Island. Desolation Sound�s fjords and sun-
warmed coves, Campbell River�s busy channels, and 
the wild isolation of the Broughtons gave us a great 
shakedown though, it has to be said, more for our 
new engine than for the sails, as little breeze and �at 
calm seas were the conditions of most of the summer.

As always, however, there is a silver lining and the 
calm conditions made for incredible wildlife spotting. 
Daily we spotted whales, sea otters, seals, sea lions 
and dozens of species of sea birds. Ashore, bald 
eagles were everywhere, and more than once we sat 
in the cockpit as black bears picked their way along 
the shoreline. But perhaps the most incredible of all 
were the evenings we sat together listening to the sea 
wolves* howl nearby. These sightings also gave us our 
opportunity to take part in local citizen science initiatives, as we added them 
into wildlife sightings apps such as the Ocean Wise Sightings Network Whale 
Report app.

Rounding Cape Scott, we tasted the Paci�c�s edge for the �rst time this 
voyage before dropping into the whale-rich waters of Clayoquot Sound and the 
surf-town charm of To�no, returning to Middle Beach where we�d been married 
nine years earlier. Our �nal Canadian stop, Ucluelet, would also be the launch 
point for our �rst big o�shore leap.

DOWN THE COAST AND INTO THE WEATHER
Early September brought our departure south and, with it, Cape Mendocino 
at its spirited best: 4�6m swell peaking under a steel sky. �Character-building� 
is the polite term. The reward: rare whale sightings, including sei whales, and a 
blue whale so close it swam under our keel. Landfall in San Francisco was made 
at 2200, sailing under the glorious lights of Golden 
Gate Bridge. Generally, we try not to make nighttime 
arrivals, but it turns out that this is a good time to 
enter the Bay � there�s no fog and no large shipping 
at this time.

We felt very welcomed in San Francisco. This is 
truly a sailing city, with dozens of yacht and sailing 
clubs dotted around the area. We enjoyed several 
reciprocal docking privileges due to Duncan�s 
membership of the Royal Vancouver Yacht Club, and 
we managed to catch the end of the local OCC 70th 
Anniversary event held at Angel Island. We hiked 
mountain trails lined with giant redwoods and took 
part in the Sausalito Boat Show. 

BEFORE SETTING OFF
Having spent many years living and working in Europe and Africa, we moved 
to Vancouver Island in the spring of 2023 to spend time with Duncan�s family 
(including his parents and OCC members Andy and Liza Copeland) and to 
prepare Freeranger for a multi-year voyage. We also wanted our son Eden and 
daughter Skye to spend a year in the British Columbia (BC) school system 
before we set o�, as BC has an excellent distant education system, which we 
planned to use as the basis of boat school while we were away.

In parallel, we set up Free Range Ocean, a small not-for-pro�t organisation. 
Free Range Ocean brings together the best of our combined 40 years in 
environmental campaigns, development and communications, and channels 
them into a personal and professional project designed to positively impact the 
people and places we visit aboard Freeranger. Our focus is on three things: 

1.	 A Journey with Purpose: Contributing to, and enabling other boaters and 
coastal communities to contribute to, the smorgasbord of ocean citizen science 
and community projects that urgently need support and volunteers, including the 
establishment and expansion of the �rst global citizen science directory dedicated 
to ocean projects.

2.	 Adventure Science & Storytelling: Advancing knowledge and understanding 
of our global ocean by collaborating with local initiatives, early-career researchers 
and storytellers on board Freeranger in the countries we visit. 

3.	 Outreach and Innovation: Using Freeranger as a platform for outreach and 
innovation, and as a testbed for innovative research-based or green-operational 
maritime technologies, from the simple solutions to the high-tech.

THE END GOAL?
To inform, inspire and enable others to have their own positive impact on our 
ocean with an �everyone, and every action counts� philosophy.

Many of the citizen science projects the family 
participates in are full family events with everyone 

taking part bringing homeschool science to life!  
Photo ' Nikkey Dawn

Left: A Neuston Net is deployed from Freeranger  
as part of International SeaKeepers Society project 

while o�shore during their Paci�c crossing

Freeranger on anchor near To�no, BC

Duncan on deck during mixed seas  
             sailing south to San Fran 

Photo ' Nikkey Dawn* Sea wolves are a subspecies of the grey wolf, living on the Paci�c Northwest coast.
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MEXICO SEA OF CORTEZ AND 
PACIFIC COAST
In early November, we joined the Baja 
Ha-Ha rally southbound � a convivial 
�eet of over 100 boats, 30 children 
among them. For Eden and Skye, it was 
like �nding a �oating schoolyard. While 
the rally was certainly helpful in meeting 
other boats and assisting with the quite 
incredible amount of paperwork required 
to take a boat into Mexico, overall we 
found that the schedule was too fast, and 
we�d have preferred to take additional 

time to explore more of the incredible 
Baja peninsula on the Paci�c coast. Our 
amazing wildlife encounters continued as 
we migrated south with the humpbacks, 
dodged sleeping turtles and more than 
once had marlin leaping out of the water 
around us. These sightings were almost 
daily shared into relevant citizen science 
projects for the region.

We peeled o� at La Paz, swapping the 
Paci�c rollers for the Sea of Cortez�s desert-
rimmed anchorages. Isla San Francisco, 41 
miles north of La Paz, treated us to Baja�s trademark 
�northers� whilst, in the opposite direction, the little-
known treasure of Isla Isabel treated us to more 
fabulous wildlife encounters. Alive with fearless and 
massive seabird colonies (including frigatebirds, boobies and pelicans) that are 
remarkably unafraid of humans, whale sharks, humpback whales, sea turtles 
(olive ridley, green, Paci�c hawksbill) and thriving coral reefs, Isla Isabel became 
an instant favourite, a place so clearly deserving of its nickname, �GalÆpagos of 

After a couple of weeks in San Francisco � 
visiting the wider area, seeing friends and having 
an unplanned haul out � we set o� southwards 
again. We followed the California curve � San 
Francisco to Monterey Bay � where the aquarium 
enthralled the kids almost as much as the 
thousands of sea lions that had commandeered a 
public park, sprawling across swings and benches 
in an unending, barking carpet. Our thanks to 
Grant and Amelia Howerton (PO Monterey) for 
their kind welcome.

Catalina Island was a tangle of kelp (literally, 
as it wrapped our prop again and again). The prospect of going over the side 
to remove it was rarely met with enthusiasm given that juvenile great whites 
typically enjoy Southern California�s coastline as nursery grounds! Less sharky 
and more popular was a pitstop in Newport Beach and an obligatory Disney 
detour for the young crew. By San Diego in mid-October our newly-installed 
engine had reached a new low, with the third gearbox since June failing � forcing 
us to cross 1.5 miles of the bay in reverse to a boatyard to the soundtrack of The 
Star-Spangled Banner drifting from the nearby Navy base . . .

Clockwise from top left: Larissa, Eden, 
Skye and Duncan in San Francisco Bay; 
Freeranger and her crew sailing south to 

San Francisco (Photo ' Nikkey Dawn);  
Sailing from Ucluelet to San Fran in big 
seas around infamous Cape Mendocino  
(Photo ' Nikkey Dawn); Duncan, Larissa, 
Eden and Skye give cruisers talks and 

presentations on citizen science along their 
journey as in this photo in La Cruz Mexico

Family hammock time  
on the dusty shores of Baja Mexico  

and a day of turtle spotting

One of the incredible marine  
mammal encounters was the whales

Photo ' Nikkey Dawn

The Freeranger crew contemplate their  
passage from the coast in San Diego
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LANDFALL IN THE PITCAIRN GROUP
After 22 days and 3,468 nautical miles, sailing right across the tropics and out 
the other side, we made landfall at Henderson Island. To land after a Paci�c 
crossing at a truly remote and uninhabited island was a privilege. To �nd 
somewhere safe to anchor, however, was a challenge. 

Our visit was wonderful and heartbreaking. The setting and landscape are 
incredible, the unique vegetation and birdlife are breathtaking but the plastic 
pollution, for which the island is notorious, is truly awful and it�s everywhere 
along the shoreline. Some of it had obviously been at sea for a long time, some 
looked very new. Fishing gear made up a large proportion of it, but we found 
everything from toys to shoes, plastic bags to bottles.

After two days, changing conditions meant that we had to leave Henderson in 
something of a hurry as the breakers built and we set course for Pitcairn Island 
itself, a place both of us had long wanted to visit. The anchorages are awful and 
the landing, frankly, crazy, but once ashore we have never felt more welcomed, 

or been somewhere more peaceful, than 
this island and its community. To be 
able to explore Pitcairn and its history in 
person was just wonderful; to learn more 
about this community, their lives, and their 
pride in their islands and the huge Pitcairn 
Islands Marine Reserve was humbling. The 
kids particularly enjoyed their rides around 
on the islanders� ATVs and meeting Miss 
T, a Galapagos tortoise brought by a visiting 
yacht in 1935: a truly once in a lifetime 
experience.

Crossing the Paci�c also gave us the opportunity to contribute to citizen 
science projects particularly focused on the high seas. These included: deploying 
a Neuston Net at slow speeds and recording the plankton samples gathered for a 
study mapping ocean surface life run by Dr Rebecca Helm and The International 
SeaKeepers Society (for which we are a Discovery Yacht); and contributing to 
the Global Ocean Environment Survey (GOES) through documenting the 
plankton and microplastic samples taken on most days (weather permitting!).

Eden and Skye took it all in their stride, inventing �Yes Day� (mercifully 
without too many outrageous requests), staging theatrical performances in 
Skye�s cabin, and running backgammon and Yahtzee championships. School 
underway was pragmatic: whatever didn�t induce queasiness during the �nal 
nine days of lively close-hauled sailing was fair game. 

Duncan, Larissa, Eden, Skye and their fantastic  
voyage crew Emme and PiL �y across the equator at  

11.6 knots in full nautical attire en route to Polynesia

Eden investigates curious creatures in 
our Neuston Net water sample mid-

ocean on the Paci�c Crossing

The family takes a dip mid-Paci�c OceanThe crew get ready for a session towing a neuston net to 
collect water samples for a study with Dr Rebecca Helm

A happy crew reaches Henderson Island after a 22 
day passage from La Cruz, Mexico in April 2025

Freeranger looking for a place to anchor at 
Henderson Island

The infamous landing at Pitcairn Island can 
easily leave your nerves in tatters but we were 

happy to successfully make it several times
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Bora�s volcanic peaks, Moorea�s dolphin-�lled passes and Tahiti�s urban bustle 
(and incredible � albeit pricey � provisioning top-ups).

We reconnected with Sailing Tempus, OCC members and close friends from 
our years living in Norway (2019�22). Their daughters, Tiril and Frida, are the 
same ages as Eden and Skye, and the four kids had previously gone to school 
together in Norway. They slotted straight back into the easy play and shared 
adventures that mark a true �chosen family� a�oat, along with OCC friends 
from British Columbia aboard June.

June 2025 in the ocean conservation calendar was a big month. Over in 
Nice, France, the UN Ocean Conference was in full swing � it�s an event we�d 
likely have been at in person before this new cruising life. For two years now 
Free Range Ocean has been endorsed by the United Nations Decade of Ocean 
Science for Sustainable Development (better known as the Ocean Decade) and 
for the event we were delighted to do a live Instagram event to talk Ocean Citizen 
Science with the Ocean Decade #GenOcean initiative, aimed at engaging young 

ON TO FRENCH POLYNESIA
By Easter, we were in Mangareva, French Polynesia � the landscape a lush green 
counterpoint to our months of desert coasts and bluewater horizons. Here, the 
pace shifted. We explored anchorages, traded with locals and continued citizen 
science e�orts � the kids helping observe water clarity and species logs. Starlink 
meant they could join their Canadian classmates� video calls, answering the 
inevitable, �Where are you now?�

The atoll-studded Tuamotus demanded respect. Our entries were timed for 
best estimates (not always right!) of slack tide, eyes peeled for coral heads. There 
were sharks everywhere but in the Fakarava UNESCO Biosphere Reserve they 
were a particular highlight. In the Societies, the scenery turned cinematic: Bora 

Clockwise from top left: Eden collecting 
plastic; Larissa with Brenda Christian, the 
most delightful immigration o�cer you�ll ever 

meet; The family explores Pitcairn Island 
home of the descendants of The Bounty 

mutineers and visits the lush sites happy to 
be on land among the trees after the passage 

from Mexico; In Pitcairn Island by the 
original anchor of HMS Bounty

Freeranger rafted up alongside two OCC families 
Tempus and June

Rainbows, islands and a family at sea in 
French Polynesia

Clockwise from top left: Maupiha�a (Maupihaa),  
also known as Mopelia, is an atoll in the Leeward group 

(Iles sous le Vent) of the Society Islands;  
Putting the kids to work as coral spotters as the family 
voyages between atolls; Enjoying island life in French 

Polynesia; Eden and Skye demonstrate a citizen science 
app to other boat kids
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Paci�c Blue Foundation�s coral restoration e�orts. We�ve met many 
wonderful OCC boats along the way, hosted several get-togethers 
on board, and are planning a webinar with Shimshal II in September 
to share progress and citizen science tips. Just as we�d hoped, the 
OCC community�s advice, encouragement and camaraderie have 
been as tangible as the trade winds.

FINAL REFLECTIONS 
From the �rst cold spray o� Cape Scott to the balmy lagoons of the Societies, 
our voyage so far has been a blend of traditional cruising, purposeful science 
and family life in its raw, rewarding form. We�ve navigated weather, seasickness 
and repairs, met rare wildlife, taught our children in the cockpit and on the 
foredeck, and watched them cross oceans with open eyes and resilient spirits. 
We�ve met wonderful people both ashore and a�oat. Last and not least, we�ve 
seen the start of what we hope will become something useful to many. One day 
we hope that for most of us a�oat, taking part in ocean citizen science will be 
as much a part of our daily lives as our morning swim, checking the weather or 
wondering which boat job needs to be tackled next . . .

And we�re only just getting started! 

people in ocean issues. We probably don�t have futures 
as Instagram in�uencers, but the engagement, questions 
and enthusiasm of the participants was inspiring.

THE OCC CONNECTION
Mid-voyage, we were thrilled to learn that we had been 
awarded the OCC Conservation Challenge Grant � a 
boost that has enabled us to expand our Free Range 
Ocean Citizen Science Directory and widen outreach. 
With this support we�ve been adding projects to the 
directory and, increasingly, as word of our e�orts spreads, 
receiving them directly from researchers, sailors and 
conservationists who are helping us to get them all in 
one place. We�ve had some exciting local collaborations 
recently, including with Conservation International in 
Samoa in August where we hosted a joint workshop called 
�Creative and Connected Citizen Science Dialogue� with 

representatives from the national government, university and NGO community 
to explore the role and opportunity for engaging visitors (cruisers!) in local 
conservation e�orts. Later in the year, in Fiji, we�ll collaborate with the Paci�c 
Blue Foundation and Women in Ocean Science on a pilot project to get more 
local women into diving so they can become ocean guardians in their own 
communities. We will also make Freeranger available for two weeks to support 

Clockwise from top left:  
The family crew o� to snorkel with 
manta rays in French Polynesia; 
Snorkelling with Grey and Black 
Tip sharks in Fakarava Atoll in  
the UNESCO biosphere reserve  

during World Ocean Week  
(Photo ' s/v June);  

Frigate bird chicks and juveniles 
nested on Bird Island in 

Maupiha�a; The crew take a  
walk on Bird Island at their last 

atoll stop in Maupiha�a;  
Skye loves to paint her underwater 
experiences � in this case her �rst 

swim with a manta ray

OCC member 
families of 

Freeranger, Tempus 
and June sailed 

French Polynesia in 
company with friends
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making our departure to port very di�cult. Finally, early 
the following morning, the wind decreased enough to 
allow me to attempt my �rst voyage at the helm. To my 
surprise, using the bow thruster, and with crew stationed at 
vital areas, fenders at the ready, we got away from the dock 
without a problem and Varuna proved very easy to handle 
in the con�nes of the marina. We left the Jachthaven 
Bruinisse with aplomb and headed straight into the lock 
on the Keeten/Zijpe waterway. Along with another 12 
boats, of all shapes and colours, we descended into the 
Oosterschelde estuary. 

From the Oosterschelde we sailed southeast, with a 
decent breeze on the beam, to the town of Wemeldinge 
where we dropped our sails and entered the Kanaal door 
Zuid-Beveland, continuing south to the giant locks at 
Sluizen Hansweert. Halfway down the kanaal, we called 
kanaal control to open the motorway and railway bridges 
that were ahead of us but as we approached the bridges, we 
were stopped by the Dutch police, who came up behind 
us in a high-speed craft. They tied onto mooring poles 
near the side of the kanaal and insisted that we moor to 
them. In the meantime the bridges opened. They boarded 
us, took all our details, went below and had a good 
look around and, despite the production of the recently 
stamped purchase papers, they gave us a thorough going 
over. They found no contraband in all the stowed gear and 
eventually let us continue our voyage, none the wiser as to 
why they stopped us! Perhaps they were wondering what an 
Irish registered yacht was doing in the Dutch canal system?

They left, heading south and easily �tting under 
the bridges. Meanwhile, we had to contact the kanaal 
control centre again, and had a 45-minute wait before 
they reopened both bridges. Once through, we motored 
down to the Sluizen Hansweert, which we passed through 
without incident, and exited onto the Westerschelde River. 
Although technically 21 miles from the North Sea, we 
were surprised by the size and frequency of the shipping 
heading in and out of the port of Antwerp. We worked our 
way down the river, �rst with and then against the current, 
stopping for the night in the marina at Breskens, right at 
the entry to the North Sea. The next morning, we set o�, 
out on to the North Sea and enjoyed good winds but a short 
chop. We had wind against tide from Oostende heading 
south and �nally called it a day at Dunkerque where we 
pulled in for the evening, as our plan was to use the tide 
early the next morning to head across the Channel. 

At 0100 we left the marina in Dunkerque and shot 
south with the tide and a following wind. At Calais, we 
were quite taken aback by the number of lights, ships and 
the amount of general maritime tra�c. However, with all 

old interior halogen lights, replacing them with LEDs, and the old halogen 
navigation lights, which we replaced with Aqua Marine LED lights. Finally, we 
registered Varuna in Ireland which meant she was given an Irish call sign and an 
Irish MMSI number. 

We had sold our Hallberg-Rassy 352 earlier that year and packed our life 
jackets, wet-weather gear, tools, navigation equipment, galley essentials, spare 
parts and other nautical bits and pieces that we had accumulated over the years 
into nine cardboard boxes, which we shipped by courier to The Netherlands. 
We arrived a few days before our planned departure date, loaded all the gear on 
board and prepared for the journey back to Ireland.

I had taken ten days� holiday and, slowly, our assembled hardy crew of 
young � and not so young � gathered in early July, in a cold and wet Jachthaven 
Bruinisse, in the Grevelingenmeer. 

Varuna was moored in the tightest of spots in the marina and we had a 
20 knot wind, with rain, blowing us on to the starboard dock for 24 hours, Leaving the Solent

Dungeness on Varuna�s starboard bow

Lock in Bruinisse Approaching lock

Sunset in Dunkerque

Bridge opening

Leaving the Westerschelde

Above left and right: Barge along the canals

Below and right: Varuna in marina
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granted prior permission to travel. Australia was still closed to 
foreign yachts and even Australian vessels. French RØunion Island 
in the Indian Ocean might be open to vessels arriving directly from 
French territories . . . or perhaps that would only apply to French 
vessels. Information seemed unreliable.

A chance conversation with Patrick, a French yachtsman in Nuku 
Hiva, suggested he knew of two French craft that had returned to 
Panama from French Polynesia. One departed from the Marquesas, the 
other from Tahiti. Although third party stories, Patrick had real data 
on a few positions during their passages. Interestingly, they both sailed 
northeastwards across the Equatorial current into the Equatorial Counter- 
Current (ECC). Detailed analysis of pilot chart information revealed this route 
might best be travelled during six weeks each year, when the Intertropical 
Convergence Zone (ITCZ) is at its most northerly: around the month of 
August. Southern hemisphere east and southeasterly stronger winter winds 
normally reduce in frequency by the end of July, thereby o�ering a window of 
opportunity to leave the Marquesas more easily. The course initially achieved 
over the ground would be pushed more eastwards by the Equatorial current. As 
one progressed farther north and east, the current should ease and the wind 
would slowly veer more towards the southeast. Progress to the east should then 
bring the wind eventually on the beam and �nally on the quarter for a broad 
reach. The expectation was to be close-hauled on the starboard tack for some 
2,000 miles, although during this period the COG would gradually be changing 
from NNE to E. Approaching the Gulf of Panama, one would probably su�er 
light winds or calms. Additional jerry cans of fuel could help avoid days spent 
drifting during calms.

The decision was made. New sails and rigging were already in transit from 
the UK. Our existing rigging was almost ten years old and a passage of 9,000 
miles lay ahead: essential maintenance work would now be done at Hiva Oa. 
A haul-out facility, new since our last visit in 2013, gave us four weeks ashore 

Additional uncertainty was caused 
by the UK�s drawn-out departure from 
the European Union. New legislation 
was expected to impact vessels away 
on extended cruises. Letters to our 
Member of Parliament gave no clarity 
on the thorny subject of paying sales 
tax again. The response did not answer 
the questions raised and amounted to 
�Take one for the team! It�s good for the 

UK!� Indications were that vessels re-entering the UK after three 
years absence would be liable to pay VAT, regardless of prior status. 
However, the introduction of the revised legislation had moved 

later to June 2022. We could potentially get back before this date. The primary 
questions to be answered: which way to go and how to arrive within 11 months? 

We considered many potential routes. Via Easter Island and Patagonia: 
problems existed in moving within Chile and in using the Argentinian border 
for visa renewals. Across the Indian Ocean: it was unlikely we could obtain a 
permit to stop anywhere prior to South Africa, 11,000 miles distant, without 
a risk of the boat being impounded. Directly to Panama: a long slog against 
the trade winds and current. Via Hawaii to Mexico then south to Panama? 
No option was ideal. A key concern about a �trade wind delivery-trip� strategy 
via the Cape of Good Hope was that should equipment failure necessitate a 
stop, bureaucracy might detain us beyond the commencement of the following 

cyclone season. At that time national pandemic rules were in a state 
of �ux. We heard of yachts and their crews arriving in Vanuatu, 
Solomon Islands and Indonesia who were arrested in spite of being 

 Sunset near the ITCZ

 
Spruce anchored at  
Amanu, Tuamotus

 Haul-out at Hiva Oa



74 75FLYING FISH ����FLYING FISH ����

As dusk drew near, a cooling atmosphere generated more cloud during the 
�rst half of the night. Overnight the skies often cleared and dawn approached 
with a ribbon of distant cloud glowing as the sun moved up towards the horizon. 
Stars overhead gently disappeared as the sky lightened in the east. Goodbye 
hunter Orion, until the following night.

During the �fth night the foul current reduced; we were delighted. However, 
we expected the peak-�ow zone of the 
Equatorial current still to be to the north of 
us, so perhaps we bene�ted inadvertently 
from a favourable swirl. Our COG was 
038°T and we still had 410 miles until 
clear of the foul current. The wind speed 
had increased to around 14�20 knots but 
spray over the whole boat was infrequent. 
Our position was 6 degrees farther east 
and 9 degrees farther north than Hiva 
Oa and sunrise was noticeably earlier. 
Fresh fruit and vegetables from French 
Polynesia were plentiful and delicious, so 
we were feasting on cereal and fruit for 
breakfast. There was at least no risk of 
scurvy, yet! 

By day 6, the Equatorial current reduced further and even occasional bursts 
of fair current materialised, which was measured by comparing a Doppler-
log with GPS. The peak-�ow zone of the Equatorial current should still have 
been north of us. Could we be through it already? During the night watch, the 
wind backed a little and we couldn�t lay enough easting for the desired course. 
Morale dipped. However, both morale and the situation soon bettered when 
the COG improved to 047°T and the SOG to 5.5�6.1 knots. The intermediate 
turning waypoint north of the Equatorial current was now bearing 045°T and 
247 miles distant. We crossed the equator at around 4pm. Though it was our 
eighth time across, it still warranted a toast to Neptune. The wind veered slowly 
and remained steadier between 11 and 14 knots, almost �Goldilocks sailing�; 
a boisterous chop remained from squallier weather the day before, but good 
progress was being made, and conditions remained relatively comfortable for 
upwind sailing. Moonrise came later each day and in the morning the waning 
crescent glowed warmly.

On 5 August, it became clear that 
we were not fully out of the Equatorial 
current. During an unexpected period 
with no wind, Spruce pirouetted while 
drifting the wrong way. We treated 
ourselves to a couple of hours under 
engine: frugal use of limited fuel saved 
time �opping about, reducing wear on 
gear and crew. The breeze came back 
from the southeast, but it was still less 
than 10 knots. Our focus was on sailing 
in a direction that held the apparent wind 
ahead of the beam to achieve maximum 

at Atuona Harbour. Many smaller tasks were undertaken. 
However, the major job was to remove the mast, carefully 
cut new rigging wires to length and to �t them with Sta-
Lok terminals and bottlescrews. The upper end of each had 
already been swaged by the same rigger who last re-rigged 
Spruce in the UK.

Two �nal complications struck prior to our proposed 
departure date of 29 July 2021. Three days before we 
planned to sail, a gathering with over a thousand dancers 
and representatives from across French Polynesia was to take 
place in Hiva Oa. The French President would visit after 
attending the opening ceremony for the Japan Olympics 
with a globe-trotting entourage of bureaucrats and media 
personnel. People from Tahiti, a Covid hotspot, would also 
attend. We suspected � and feared � this might precipitate 
a jump in Marquesan Covid cases, which did subsequently 
happen. Although we had been vaccinated in May, illness 
during a long passage with only two aboard might become a 
serious issue. We isolated ourselves for the three days between 
the event and our launch date. The second complication 
occurred immediately prior to launching: the island�s fuel 
delivery was delayed due to a hawser snapping while the 
supply ship docked in large swell. However, within a few 
hours of launching and, thankfully, refuelled, we moved to a 
remote anchorage, conducted �nal preparations and set sail 
for Panama the following day. 

We treated the �rst few days as a shakedown cruise, if 
anything went wrong we could sail downwind to somewhere 
in French Polynesia. We set a waypoint just beyond the 
Equatorial current, over 1,000 miles o�. Our COG was 
approximately 035°T but we had shifty winds and squally 
conditions initially. Wildlife abounded; a whale surfaced 
abeam. Di�erent species of booby dived; nazca boobies with 
their bandit black eye-masks far outwitted their clumsier 
brown booby cousins. Within a couple of days most avian 
life fell astern and a few terns and stormy petrels were all 
that remained.

The wind direction was less favourable than we had 
hoped, maybe because a stronger west-going current shifted 

the apparent wind. We did not sail hard on the wind but remained a little more 
free, keeping the boat speed higher and reducing the likely time spent in the foul 
Equatorial current. Average speed was around 5.5 knots, with bursts up to 6.5 
knots. Seas typically measured between 1.5m and 2m. These came from ahead 
of the beam: maintaining a good boat speed was critical for acceptable progress.

By day 3 the current was strengthening. SOG was down to 4.5 knots, a foul 
component of current was estimated to be slowing us down by 1 knot, with 
another 600 miles before we might reach the favourable counter-current. We 
continued with a fairly tolerable motion. Apart from earlier squalls, the winds 
were around 8�13 knots with occasional periods of up to 17 knots. That was 
ample while sailing almost close-hauled.

Heading north-northeast

Plenty of mangoes

Another sunrise, still close-hauled

Not always sunny, but always close-hauled
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where speed might drop below 3 knots. We jealously 
guarded our reserves of fuel for the �nal 1,000 miles 
where we anticipated periods of total calm.

Breakfast continued to be cereal and fresh fruit. 
We added hard-boiled eggs into salads and wraps for lunch: the race was on 
to consume a copious number of eggs before they went bad. Slowly the fridge 
emptied and fresh provisions reduced, but our stores aboard included over three 
months of canned and dry goods.

Light overnight winds on day 13 were compensated 
for by 2 knots of fair current, which we still enjoyed. 
Cruising friends ashore monitored the current 
models, the data showing that we were passing on 
the north side of the centre of a huge clockwise 
gyration, which would hopefully be providing a fair 
current for a while longer. The downside of the fair 
current with the wind direction partially opposed 
was a current against wind e�ect creating short 
choppy seas. Fortunately, the waves were not yet too 
large due to less wind overnight. We had our �ngers 
�rmly crossed that the wind direction would go more 
southerly and thus remove the con�ict between these 
two elements that a�ected our progress and comfort 
so much. As the wind came more abeam, we took 
the opportunity to do domestic chores. It was good 
to clean and air the boat throughout.

The following day saw our latitude at almost 
06°N. A distance of 1,916 miles lay in our wake, 
covered at a respectable average speed of 5.8 knots 
and we estimated our distance to destination to be 
2,315 miles. The latest course made good was 095°T 
and we were now able to aim either slightly north or 
south of east to position ourselves at the optimum 

boat speed, thus making su�cient progress against the current while we awaited 
the predicted 15 knot breeze that would assist going towards the elusive counter-
current. The waypoint we had initially been aiming for was no longer relevant. 
We were cutting the corner and would make our northing more slowly while 
bucking the reducing current. If we turned on to a more northerly heading, in 
the hope of escaping the still foul current, our apparent wind speed would fall 
dramatically, along with boat speed and we would move northwards only slowly 
while being swept inexorably westwards by the current, away from Panama!

Too much whistling for wind brought a squally 22 knots of breeze. Those 
night watches, accompanied by drizzle, were miserable but compensated for by 
signs that the current was clearly reducing; it was now ranging between 0.3 
and 0.9 knots and we were at latitude 3°40�N. With the wind having been well 
ahead of the beam for the past eight days, our wind generator had been keeping 
our batteries topped up, as the solar panels had struggled to provide enough 
power due to the overcast skies. An impending major milestone, escaping the 
Equatorial current, boosted morale noticeably. Although Panama�s famous 
canal was still 3,200 miles ahead, we were well rested, eating a range of foods 
and, thus far, the initial uncertainty about the viability of our passage plan was 
dissipating. The wind steering was performing well. When one is attempting to 
maintain a constant angle close to the wind, wind steering is a boon, dealing 
with the necessary minor corrections in heading without troubling the crew.

By day 9, we had put another 200 miles under the keel and progressed another 
degree northwards. The Equatorial current was slack, indeed sometimes a fair 
counter-current of up to 0.5 knots propelled us onwards. The wind at night 
varied between 11 and 18 knots, whereas during the day it was averaging 
around 16�18 knots. We were still sailing fairly close-hauled, with the wind 
direction generally being SSE. After a night of doing a splendid 6+ knots, the 
speed diminished due to bashing into lumpy seas. Making 070°T at 5.7 knots 
SOG was satisfactory. The goal was to maintain a latitude of between 05°N and 
06°N for the remaining 3,000 miles to Panama.

We longed for the wind to veer � or reduce � a little so we could achieve 
the required course without as much heel or thumping into choppy waves. We 
were seeing far fewer birds now and only an occasional shearwater skimmed 
close. Flying �sh skittered across the wave tops and their drying carcasses lay 
on deck each morning. The seas were confused, particularly when the wind 
increased above 15 knots, so we kept our boat speed down to reduce motion 
and to minimise the risk of breakages. We still had a long way to go. During the 
beautiful sunrise on the morning of day 10, the sun came up on the opposite 
side of the bow from the day before, a visual demonstration of our course 
changing more towards the east.

By day 12, we were fully into the routine of being on passage. �Another  
day . . .� We monitored small milestones to gain a sense of progress and to feel 
rewarded: passing the 1,000 and then 500 miles to go points, countdowns of 
the estimated distances ahead and the psychological importance of reaching the 
half-way point. It was all about maintaining morale and a sense of achievement 
on our longest passage yet. There was not much point at this stage in predicting 
arrival dates, although some time during the �rst week of September was looking 
possible. Conditions could change rather a lot between here and Panama. 
Progress was fairly swift at around 6 knots over the ground. However, we knew 
there would be zones ahead with lighter winds and winds from abaft the beam 

A �ne day for laundry

Uncomfortable humidity

 Making steady progress eastward
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the North American continent drew slowly closer. However, our destination, 
the Paci�c entrance to the Panama Canal at Balboa, was still 1,600 miles ahead. 

After 21 days, clear overnight skies and a glorious gibbous moon illuminated 
our path. The favourable current disappeared, displaced by neutral or 0.1 knots 
of adverse �ow. The wind was expected to slowly increase to 12 knots, then 
up to 20 knots, from SSW during the next couple days. The juggle of which 
latitude to sail on continued. Too far south lay a foul current and to the north 
lay lighter winds and more convectional weather.

The short lull in wind, seas and rain gave another opportunity to have a 
thorough clean of the cabin, wash sheets and make extra water. Airing the 
boat with the hatches open was a boon in the tropical humidity. We tackled a 
refresher of our Spanish language skills after 16 months in French Polynesia. By 
the time we had departed Mexico a year and a half ago, we had developed a good 
smattering of the language, but this was now very rusty.

With around 1,000 miles to go, dark grey foreboding squalls periodically 
materialised. These brought winds of around 20 knots accompanied by 30-degree 
wind shifts. More frustrating was the lull of only 9�11 knots immediately behind 
each squall. It felt as if we were constantly ree�ng down and then shaking out 
the reefs. These were not the intense squalls associated with huge convection 
cells and compared with similar conditions earlier in the passage, when the 
wind came from well ahead of the beam, these squalls had less impact. San 
Cristóbal in the GalÆpagos lay south of us, to the north El Salvador in Central 
America. Only 140 miles ahead was Costa Rica�s Cocos Island. We expected to 
pass close enough to see it at dawn the following day. 

Sure enough, the following day, we carried out a check with the radar when 
we were at about 12 miles� range to verify the chart�s accuracy of the island�s 
position. It was still dark and thick rain and cloud obscured our view. One hour 
later, with dawn broken and a rain shower retreating, we sighted the island and 
ended up passing some seven miles north of it. A vessel appeared far on the 
horizon pointing in our direction and we hoped it was not a patrol boat coming 
to intercept us. Apart from anything else, it would render void the 26 days built 
up in Covid quarantine! As we scooted past at 7 knots the craft eventually 
dropped back and did not pursue us. Onwards! Only another 550 miles to 
Balboa.

The next night and morning were horrible! Convection cells with large 
thunderstorms passed just north of us 
bringing wind shifts of 50 degrees and the 
wind speed jumped between 10 and 25 
knots. We had to keep the reefs in, ready for 
the blasts, but that left us under-canvassed 
much of the time. We ended up running 
the engine for a short period while waiting 
for the wind to restabilise. Panama was 
only 400 miles away, but we still needed to 
conserve fuel in anticipation for perhaps 
two full days under power at the end.

The following night, having been 
running under mainsail and poled headsail 
at over 6 knots, the wind direction shifted 
into that annoying zone where it is far 

latitude to balance wind speed and current. Too far 
north and the wind diminished. Too far south and the 
counter-current would fade. Worst case, we might rejoin 
the foul current. The wind was almost on the beam and 
stronger than expected, up to 22 knots in squalls. There 
was a mass of roiling cloud just north of us, which may 
have increased the local wind speed. The current was 
neutral or sometimes slightly fair at 0.3 knots. 

One model showed a low-pressure zone developing 
ahead of us at latitude 08°N. We moved slowly south, 
aiming for a waypoint at 05°N 105°W. Meanwhile, just 
north of the ITCZ, cyclogenesis was in full swing as 

the northern cyclone season was currently active! As we moved east, turbulent 
convection activity increased and was occurring farther south than when it 
had been further west. If we should run into the foul Equatorial current, we 
would need to hold a more northerly latitude to stay clear and accept the more 
squally conditions. Later in the passage, we could take a view on when �nally 
to move north towards the Bay of Panama. The humidity increased and living 
conditions below became much more uncomfortable.

High astern a frigatebird (Fregata magni�cens) soared in our wake. We assumed 
he must reside at Clipperton Island, an atoll we had passed on our way from 
Mexico to the Gambiers in March the previous year. A number of di�erent types 
of shearwater often swooped past, looking for morsels of �shy fare disturbed by 
our passage.

Celebrations were in order the morning of day 16 when we reached the halfway 
point. 2,100 miles to go to the Panama Canal! From here on, we anticipated 
the wind being lighter and more often from abaft the beam. Unfortunately, a 
breeze from behind the beam at any less than 13 knots slows our boat speed 
markedly, so we speculated that it would likely be another 15 days before our 
arrival at Balboa. 

On day 18, winds of 18�24 knots came from SSW through the night. By the 
morning, skies remained low, grey and menacing but with fewer squalls. The 
forecast indicated the wind would reduce later that day and through the next 
night. A satisfyingly fair current of between 0.4�1.2 knots boosted progress. The 
nearest land was Mexico. Acapulco lay some 700 miles away. As we progressed, 

A roosting visitor

 Troublesome convection ahead Coco Islands, where we expected them! Downwind sailing
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enough abaft the beam that the headsail is blanketed by the mainsail but not 
far enough around that it is possible to use a poled-out headsail. So, we changed 
course early and turned onto a heading of ENE, towards the Gulf of Panama. 
There were signs that the current was slackening o� and we forecast that there 
would be a foul current towards Punta Mala. Our plan was to sail an extra 28 
miles on a wide curve into the Gulf, hoping to minimise the adverse e�ect 
of that current. Despite the sailing di�culties, we made positive progress in 
advancing our ship�s clock the �nal hour to Panama time.

Our penultimate day on passage was very wet with some strange winds 
which blew from all directions, not as forecast, possibly due to rain squalls 
and thunder clouds. After a few cycles of messing about with poles and the 
preventer, gybing and tacking in breezes of between 6 and 12 knots, we gave up 
sailing and pressed the �iron topsail� into service. This avoided tiring ourselves 
out with frequent sail con�guration changes in the pouring rain and, at this 
point, we had plenty of fuel in hand. Two whales cruised alongside for a short 
period, perhaps a minke and her calf. Sue�s exclamation �I can see right into its 
blowhole� brought Andy on deck rapidly. These creatures look truly huge from a 

5m range. We also saw several leaping blue marlins during the 
�nal few days on passage, their beautiful palette of iridescent 
colours shimmering in the sun.

On 28 August, at 0810 local time, we anchored o� 
Flamenco Island as instructed by the Signal Station watch 
o�cer. Over the 30-day passage we logged 4,225 miles on our 
Doppler log and 4,167 miles on the GPS Trip. During this 
time we appear to have experienced 59 miles-worth of adverse 
current and made an average speed of 5.9 knots. In addition, 
we used the engine for a total of 61 hours, mainly during the 
last two days, but also for a few hours on departure, a couple 
of short spells on passage when winds fell light, and a half 
hour run every �ve days to keep the engine sweet.

We had commissioned an agent in Panama before we 
departed Hiva Oa and he promptly arranged for our arrival 
Covid PCR tests so, by 1600 on our arrival day, we were fully 
cleared into Panama and at liberty to go ashore. Our agent 
had also made arrangements to get us through the Panama 
Canal within a few days, before any new restrictions might 

delay our transit. Three days after our arrival in Panama we motored out of the 
�nal chamber of Gatun Locks into the Caribbean Sea. We were safely on the 
Atlantic Ocean side of the Americas.

Although our experience is a �single boat� snapshot, we believe that this is 
a generally viable route during the month of August. Patrick, with whom we 
discussed this route in Nuku Hiva (see beginning of article), also sailed it, but 
not until October 2020. He experienced less favourable conditions with more 
convectional weather and more headwinds and had a rougher passage overall. 
His vessel was 57ft compared to our 42ft but his passage ended up similar in 
duration. Looking further back, in late 2012 we met a New Zealand boat that 
had previously travelled from the Marquesas in December. They had had light 
headwinds, short choppy seas and had run out of fuel near the Cocos Island. 
The Costa Rica Navy brought them fuel while at sea. 

Sue in a supermarket in Panama
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MEDICAL EMERGENCY: 
RESCUE MISSION IN WEST PAPUA, INDONESIA

by Miranda Baker (s/v Fortaleza)

Miranda Baker and Elliot Russo bought their 1985 steel hulled 48ft Mason, Fortaleza, in 
New Zealand during Covid and spent nine months on the hard there re�tting her for remote 
cruising. After selling everything that wouldn�t �t on the boat, they eventually set o� to sail 
the world in 2023 with a vague plan to head west until they ran out of money. They have 
now clocked up over 14,000 miles together. Before this adventure Miranda had no sailing 
experience but was obsessed with houses that move, while Elliot, as a quali�ed O�shore 
Yachtmaster, had already left thousands of miles in his wake. A version of this article was 
published in the June 2025 edition of Yachting Monthly. Their adventures are recorded on 
Instagram at @nosharksnopirates.

Elliot and I have spent the last four years living 
aboard our Mason 48 Fortaleza, cruising around New 
Zealand, Niue, Tonga, Fiji, New Caledonia, Australia 
and Tasmania. By November 2024 we had reached 
the vast and wonderful cruising ground of Indonesia. 
Raja Ampat had always been in the �Top 5� of both 
our bucket lists, thanks to its still thriving reefs and 
fabulous diving, so we pushed on up there as soon as 
we had checked into Tual from Gove in Australia.

Exploring the area over the next three months, we 
had our minds blown by the karst rock formations of 
Misool and the giant mantas of Wayag. We dived on 
bustling, busy and diverse reefs, hung out for weeks 
in remote spots, met some wonderful fellow cruisers 
and fell in love with Indonesians and a particularly 
friendly cuttle�sh called Colin. Our time in this 

Elliot and Miranda, in Indonesia, having 
sailed over 14,000 miles together

The couple seek out empty and remote anchorages on Fortaleza, their Mason 48
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the narrow entrance and around the bommies. We anchored there, expecting 
to head o� again early the next morning as soon as there was enough light to 
navigate our way back out.

As usual we enjoyed a relaxed evening with a meal and a game or two of Uno 
and went to bed. 

Just after midnight, Elliot woke to �nd he couldn�t move his right arm or leg. 
Initially he thought he must have slept weirdly on a nerve and a little while later 
some movement came back. He wondered if he�d had a stroke and made his way 
to the heads to see if we had any aspirin. The noise of him moving around woke 
me and I rather grumpily asked him what he was doing. 

�I think I�ve had a stroke� are words no one ever wants to hear from someone 
they love, but in this place, at this time, they were totally terrifying. Weeim is 70 
miles from Sorong, the nearest town. The nearest boats with AIS were showing 
up 40 miles south of us. The village on the island was uncontactable. And there 
was no way I could drive Fortaleza out of the lagoon on my own, in the dark. We 
were completely alone and Elliot was in trouble.

The dawning of the seriousness of what was happening clawed its way 
through our half-asleep brains. I scrambled through our medical supplies for 
aspirin. There were boxes of every other drug you could possibly imagine, for 
every single medical emergency, except this one. I panicked. I didn�t know who 
to call or what to do. Elliot was on the sofa, looking frightened. Realising that 
we had no medical way to help the situation my attention turned to �nding 
help. My phone was dead. Elliot�s was working but I didn�t know how to work 
it. Fumbling, trying not to freak out, I found an email address for our insurance 
company and bashed out a clumsy email asking for immediate emergency help. 
They replied immediately with a WhatsApp number to text and within minutes 
I was texting a medical team. They con�rmed what we suspected � Elliot had 
had a stroke. And almost on cue, he had another one. Worse. This time his 
mouth drooped into a sideways gash, and his entire right side �opped uselessly. 
He looked terri�ed and mouthed �I�m sorry, I�m sorry, I�m sorry� with tears 
soaking his cheeks. I wondered if he was going to die, here, alone, with me in 
this hot, gluey, thick-aired, dark place.

My insurance company contact said that the team was arranging a helicopter 
to rescue us but I knew that this couldn�t be true. I imagined some young girl 
sitting in a busy o�ce in London with no understanding of the isolation that 

isolated part of the world was nothing 
short of amazing.

At the end of February 2025, we 
had started to make our way slowly to 
Malaysia, heading south back to Misool 
from Sorong. We arrived at Weeim Island 
in the afternoon of 21 February. Weeim 
is a tiny jungle-clad island with a small 
longboat �shing village at one end. At the 
opposite end is a lagoon, uncharted but 
possible to anchor in if you have someone 
on the bow directing the passage through 

Elliot and Miranda enjoy a view of the fringing  
coral reefs of Wayag, Raja Ampat

Some anchorages  
are easier than others!

The karst rock formations of Raja Ampat provide  
a stunning backdrop to magical remote cruising

Fortaleza is a steel hulled, Mason 48,  
built in Auckland in 1985

Raja Ampat provides up close and personal encounters with the 
richest marine biodiversity on earth

Elliot and Miranda can�t hide their smiles  
after diving with giant manta rays in Wayag
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we couldn�t get. Just writing this now, three months later, I am 
transported back to the desolation.

I set about packing up the boat. If we were going to be 
rescued, we would need to leave Fortaleza here, inside this 
reef. Everything we own is on Fortaleza. She is more than our 
home; she is a member of our little team � precious beyond words. It seemed 
unfathomable that we could abandon her here with no idea of when or how we 
could return. I tried to make her as secure as I could while I waited for news of 
our rescue.

It was a long night. I kept busy, riding on adrenaline and fear. By morning 
Elliot had regained his movement and his face had returned to normal. It was a 
huge relief but Google had made it clear we weren�t out of the woods medically 
and we were both very afraid that he could have a third episode.

Our insurance company rep told us that they had made contact with the SAR 
authorities in Sorong and they were preparing a team to get underway. They 
estimated the team would be with us in 9 hours. Even at full tilt the journey 
was a 6-hour passage and they needed time to get all the required personnel 
together. It was something. It was hope. Help was actually coming. And, soon 
after that news, my phone rang and a voice said �Miranda, it�s Wick, I�m going 
to help you� � the �rst voice aside from Elliot�s that I had heard since this 
nightmare began. I bit my cheek to stop myself crying.

Quite quickly Wick and I hatched a plan for him to deliver two cruisers we 
knew, Josh and Albert, to the Sorong SAR boat so that they could hitch a ride 
out with it to rescue Fortaleza and sail her back, over 24 hours, to Wick�s marina. 
It was a huge act of kindness that Elliot and I will never forget and a reminder 
that the cruising community is a truly beautiful thing. To help Josh and Albert, 
I spent the day �lming operational videos about Fortaleza�s unique quirks and 
secrets, humbled by the generosity of these friends.

At some point during the next few hours, exhausted, stressed and busy, 
I noticed a dugout approaching with two men on board, one of whom was 
dressed in what looked like a homemade police shirt. There are some places in 
Indonesia where locals try to demand money from cruisers, pretending that they 
are an authority, and my tired, triggered brain wondered if I were now dealing 
with pirates. The two men boarded without waiting to be invited, teeth stained 
beetle-juice red and grinning, and I am ashamed to say that I was spooked. But 

surrounded us. The jungle on Weeim comes to the water�s edge and, as with 
much of Indonesia, there�s the possibility of crocodiles in the mangroves. There 
was nowhere for a helicopter to land or to safely deploy a rescuer. And anyway, 
in three months in this part of the country I hadn�t seen a single helicopter.

We waited . . . and after some time received a text to con�rm that indeed 
there was, in fact, no helicopter. It was time to Mayday for help.

Making a Mayday call is a thing most sailors only ever imagine. It�s the �nal 
option. It�s the last resort. My heart sank at the idea that we had found ourselves 
in this situation. It felt as if everything hung on that one word. Elliot�s life hung 
on it. I took a deep breath and radioed �Mayday Mayday Mayday � this is yacht 
Fortaleza, yacht Fortaleza.�

Slow seconds passed in silence.
I tried again. Slower, louder, and waited, my eyes locked on Elliot�s � both of 

us holding our breath.
Not a single sound broke the silence. Nothing.
There was no one out there. We were completely on our own. The �oor 

beneath me seemed to give way and I had a sense of falling as if I were spinning 
out of control in a void so vast I had no context to grab on to. It is singularly the 
most weird and terrifying feeling I have ever experienced in my life. Darkness, 
distance, heat, fear, love, isolation, panic, surrender - all spinning together in a 
whirl. A ride I couldn�t get o�.

I found myself on deck whispering prayers to the dark sky, to any God 
listening.

Down below again, I wrote a text message to Wick, the owner of Tampa 
Garam Marina in Sorong and the only local I knew in the region. I asked for 
his help and pressed send, weirdly embarrassed that my message might wake 
him up.

We heard again from the insurance company representative: the medical 
emergency team there was trying to contact a Search and Rescue (SAR) team; 
meanwhile, Elliot should rest and I should wake him every 30 minutes to make 
sure he was still conscious. Instead, every 10 minutes, I sat on the bed beside 

him holding my breath to hear his. I have never felt as alone in my 
entire life. The night was so dark. Other humans were so far away. 
The silence around us was so su�ocating. Elliot, my best friend 
and captain, usually so strong and certain, desperately needed help 

Sunsets on passage  
never grow old

Anchored beside Josh and 
Kat on Phoenix at Wofoh 

Island, Raja Ampat
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made. Without the SAR team I don�t know 
what we would have done. I don�t like to 
imagine it. We are forever in their debt and 
have undertaken to raise money to help them 
upskill on training for medical emergencies 
and �rst aid best practice. Our plan is to fund 
some  cardiac training for their �rst responder 
teams and to stock them up with aspirin � it 
seems the least that we can do.

In Sorong, Elliot was transferred to a local 
hospital that had no doctors, no bed sheets 
and, unbelievably, no aspirin. In the end it 
was the sailing community in Tampa Garam 
Marina who dug through their medical 
supplies to �nd some, delivered to us, along with hugs, in the middle of the 
night by Wick. Elliot �nally swallowing 6 years out-of-date pills 24 hours after 
his stroke.

Our insurance company spent the next 30 hours trying to organise a medical 
evacuation (med-evac) �ight to Elliot�s native Australia. But Australia wouldn�t 
take us without a doctor�s report and so, out of desperation, we were �nally 
transferred by Learjet to ICU in Singapore, seemingly straight into an episode 
of House. Every beeping machine you can imagine, every test, every specialist, 
clean, e�cient, reassuring.�An MRI taken there showed that Elliot had indeed 
had a stroke and his physical recovery was hailed as something of a miracle, one 
we will take without questions. The culprit? A previously undiagnosed hole in 
his heart. One hell of a way to �nd out.

Three months on the adrenaline is settling. I am visiting family in the UK 
and Elliot is in Sydney awaiting heart surgery to plug his hole before we regroup 
together in Sorong, where Fortaleza is � apparently � still a�oat, patiently waiting 
for us to return. 

I shouldn�t have been. After a lot of gesticulating, 
misunderstandings and failed Google Translate 
attempts, we �nally established that Bernard, the 
policeman, actually was a policeman and he had 
been sent from the local village to see if we were 
OK. It was a heartwarming moment of connection 
and, even though there was nothing he could do, 
it was reassuring to know word of our predicament 
was out there.

At 3.30pm, 14 hours after Elliot�s �rst stroke, 
the SAR boat �nally came into view. Only then 
did I allow myself a gulping sob. I stood on deck 
holding my breath as I watched the crew clamber 
o� the SAR boat into a red dinghy, which made its 
way towards us through the narrow reef opening. 

The relief at seeing other living people, other humans who were able to help, 
after so many hours feeling so alone is not something I can put into words. 
Su�ce to say the hugs were the most heartfelt I have ever given, the gratitude 
overwhelming.

Within an hour, Elliot and I were on the SAR boat � Elliot on oxygen, with 
a doctor and several other medics in attendance, and I was watching Fortaleza 
already weaving her way out of the lagoon behind us as we sped away.

The SAR boat, a large motor catamaran, was sta�ed by more people than 
I could count. They were amazing. Respectfully giving us room to rest and 
process what had happened, whilst at the same time welcoming us with such 
sweet warmth. The main area of the boat was a sort of living room � like many 
SAR boats in Indonesia, the crew members live on board. A meal was prepared 
during the 6-hour trip back to Sorong. Fresh �sh curry and rice � the best I�ve 
ever eaten � followed by bread, spread thick with gloopy condensed milk.

Incredibly they also didn�t have aspirin. And while they kept a keen eye on 
Elliot for the entire trip, the only medical intervention he received was oxygen. 
It has since come to light that these vital resources are desperately under-funded 
but, amazingly, are free for everyone, including international cruisers, to call 
upon. We were not asked for a penny for the 12-hour round trip the SAR boat 

ICU in Singapore identi�ed a previously 
undiagnosed hole in Elliot�s heart

After his 14 hour rescue, Elliot spent two  
nights in hospital in Sorong, West Papua  
with no medical treatment or diagnosis

Fortaleza waits patiently for Elliot and Miranda in IndonesiaElliot and Miranda were eventually med-evac�d by Learjet to a Singapore ICU
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years. I also started buying books, mostly cruising guides but also books about 
equipping and provisioning a sailboat for long ocean passages. Books written 
and published by Jimmy Cornell, in particular World Cruising Routes and Cornells� 
Ocean Atlas, have become fundamental sources of information for anyone 
undertaking their own voyage across an ocean. 

PLANNING THE ROUTE
I wanted to complete this voyage and accomplish my mission as e�ciently as 
possible. This wasn�t intended to be a pleasure cruise or a holiday. I laid out an 
approximate route that would take me to all the continents and then consulted 
ocean pilot charts and route recommendations from Cornell�s books to set a 
schedule. The primary driver for the schedule was making it to Antarctica towards 
the end of the austral summer when ice concentrations could be expected to 
be the least dense. That meant I had to be there in January or February at the 
latest. I also didn�t want to be crossing oceans during the typical tropical storm 
seasons. If I left the east coast of the US in late spring, May for example, I would 
miss the hurricane season crossing to Europe and then proceed south after it 
ended to arrive in Antarctica in the desired austral summer window.

I wanted to begin my voyage on the East Coast of the United States. Oddly, 
landing in Europe was out of the way because all the other continents were 
progressively south and west of my starting point. In e�ect, I would have to back-
track east to reach Europe, then begin sailing south and west to reach the other 
continents. Not surprisingly, I made some major modi�cations to the original 
route as the voyage progressed while maintaining the imperative of landing on 
all the continents. 

BUYING AND OUTFITTING THE BOAT
Because I was going to Antarctica I was determined 
to buy an aluminium boat. I considered some used 
boats I found online but they were located in places 
that were inaccessible due to COVID. I gave up on 
that idea and instead decided to order a new boat I 
could con�gure exactly the way I wanted. I had been a 
high-tech entrepreneur with a very successful business 
that made software tools for designing and optimizing 
wireless networks. I sold that business at the peak 
of the tech boom in 2000 so, unlike other cruisers, 
money was not an issue for me. I could a�ord to buy 
exactly the boat I wanted.

After considering boats from Boreal, Ovni and 
Allures, I settled on an Allures 40.9. It was not much 
bigger than the Bavaria 37 that I had sailed solo for 
many years, so I felt comfortable with handling it on 
my own. Generally, I think boats about this size are 
ideal for single-handed ocean sailing. Signi�cantly, 
Allures was represented in the US by Swiftsure Yachts 
which is headquartered in Seattle, a short distance 
from my home on Bainbridge Island. Ryan Helling in 
Seattle and Kevin Bray, Swiftsure�s project manager at 
the Allures shipyard in Cherbourg, were instrumental 

As I was �nishing the book, it occurred to me that if I 
were to sail solo to seven continents I�d become the �rst 
person to do both. I know the other solo pilots who have 
landed on all the continents � there�s only a few of us 
� and none of them are o�shore sailors. Becoming the 
�rst person to both �y and sail solo to all the continents 
became the primary objective that drove the voyage 
described in this article.

I had sailed for many years, �rst as a teenager in my 
dad�s boat o� the coast of Southern California and later 
in a small Capri 22 sailboat on Fern Ridge Reservoir 
near Eugene, Oregon, where I lived for many years. After 
moving to Bainbridge Island, Washington, I bought a 
Bavaria 37 which I sailed around the Paci�c Northwest 
for 12 years, though I never took it o�shore through the 
Strait of Juan de Fuca. In 2018 I sold the Bavaria to 
my neighbours across the street. I wasn�t sure I would 
ever own another sailboat � it seemed like sailing was a 
chapter of my life that had come to an end.

While the idea of sailing solo to seven continents was compelling, I had 
many reservations about it. With my previous sailing experience, I knew that 
sailing could be a lot of work and physically demanding. It was also really slow 
compared to �ying my plane. Ocean crossings that took hours in the plane 
would take weeks under sail. Being on the ocean for such extended periods also 
meant I would be much more exposed to bad weather. With the plane I could 
easily outrun bad weather or �y around it, something I�d done many times. If 
the weather was really bad, I could always stay on the ground and wait for a 
better day. I couldn�t do any of those things while sailing. Once o�shore, I would 
have to deal with whatever weather came along. With su�cient warning I could 
run for shelter, but shelter could be days away. Considering all of this, while 
writing the �ying book in 2015, I dismissed the idea of sailing solo to seven 
continents. �Nope, not for me� I thought.

Fast forward to 2020 when I changed my mind for two reasons. First, in the 
intervening years I had completed two more solo international �ights I really 
wanted to do. In 2018 I �ew my plane over the geographic North Pole from 
Resolute in northern Canada to Longyearbyen in the Svalbard Islands. The 
second �ight was a westbound solo circumnavigation that took me through 
Alaska, Russia, Japan, China, Kazakhstan and across Europe. With those two 
�ights completed, in addition to my original �ights to seven continents, I felt 
satis�ed with what I�d accomplished in solo international �ying. I didn�t feel a 
need to do more; I wanted to turn my attention to something that o�ered a new 
challenge.

The second reason I changed my mind was the global COVID pandemic. 
Like most people, I spent much of 2020 sitting around my house, not able to 
travel anywhere and frustrated by an inability to do something truly engaging. To 
deal with that, I decided to resurrect the idea of sailing solo to seven continents. 
If nothing else, thinking about it and planning it would give me something 
interesting to do.

I began my research into such a voyage by reading the many online blogs 
written by people who have been cruising the world�s oceans, sometimes for 

Harry�s companion book

Phywave
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get me out of the rack and up on deck wearing a headlamp to reduce sail. 
The winds and currents on the �rst ocean crossing were variable but I still 

managed to average 5 knots on that passage. I arrived in Horta on 23 August, 
happy to have made it across the Atlantic hurricane zone without having to deal 
with any tropical storms. I cleared immigration and customs and was able to 
get a convenient, close-in berth since it was now past the peak sailing season in 
the Azores. I visited the usual cruiser places in Horta and, of course, following 
tradition, painted Phywave�s name on the jetty. 

After about a week there repairing 
and improving various things, and 
topping o� the diesel tank, I started 
my next leg to Lagos, Portugal and 
my �rst continent landing. The 
winds on this passage were less 
cooperative than I had expected so 
I motored more to make tangible 
progress. As I approached the 
coast of Portugal I crossed a very 
busy north�south shipping lane at 
night. I was surprised at how well-
coordinated these ships were. Very 
little VHF radio tra�c was needed to 
avoid collisions. I had one 400m container ship pass less than 1km in front of 
me but no radio call was needed. We both were using AIS and knew no collision 
was possible. It�s important to maintain course and speed in these situations so 
that AIS estimates of the potential for collisions remain accurate.  

Pushing through an early morning fog bank along the coast with visibility 
less than 1km, I arrived at the marina in Lagos on 11 September, cleared in 
and was assigned a berth on a pontoon near the pedestrian bridge. I treated 
myself to a steak dinner to celebrate my �rst continent and then wandered 
around the centre of Lagos, enjoying the street music and the late-night crowds 
in restaurants and bars. 

AFRICA
I spent three weeks in Lagos, including a short trip to Switzerland to spend 
time with round-the-world pilot friends who were having a reunion in 
September. Though my long-term plan was to land in South Africa near the 
end of my voyage, I decided to sail across to Tangiers in Morocco to add my 
second continent. It was a short trip 
from Lagos, only complicated by 
high winds through the Strait of 
Gibraltar followed by dense fog as I 
approached Tangiers. Making my way 
into the marina I was surprised to see 
several boats still tied to the reception 
pontoon waiting for the fog to lift, the 
fog I had just come through. Every 
sailor has their own personal limits 
for safe travel. As an instrument-
rated pilot, I am accustomed to �ying 

in getting the boat speci�ed and built the way I wanted. Both are expert sailors 
and more experienced at o�shore sailing than I was at the time. 

After considering and rejecting many contrived names, I named the boat 
Phywave, a name I had used for a consulting engineering business I had started 
after selling my software business. I wanted something that was unique in the 
US Coast Guard registry and Phywave certainly quali�ed.

Allures promised a one-year delivery after I ordered the boat in September 
2020 but it actually took them 18 months to deliver Phywave, something I was 
certainly unhappy about, though there was nothing I could do to change it. My 
boat was transported fully-rigged on a SevenStar transport ship and o�loaded 
in Baltimore on 1 June 2022. Boarding Phywave as the transport ship lowered it 
into the water, I drove it south to Annapolis where I put it in a marina for �nal 
out�tting. 

I wanted a Schaefer furling boom on Phywave, something Allures wouldn�t 
install, so I had lined up a rigger in Annapolis to do that work, as well as add 
a Forespar track-mounted whisker pole, something else Allures wouldn�t do. 
I also added a watermaker, a 6 kW Northern Lights generator, an SSB radio, 
an Iridium GO! satellite data system and a dodger and bimini. In addition, I 
bought an AB RIB dinghy and a 6 hp Yamaha outboard to run it. 

With the boat out�tted, I loaded it with provisions and sailed down to 
Norfolk, Virginia, for �nal refuelling before setting o� across the Atlantic.

EUROPE
I left Norfolk on 2 August 2022 and headed east to the Azores. My �rst night 
sailing o�shore was a pivotal event for this voyage. With the AIS and the radar 
monitoring for navigation hazards and the autopilot driving the boat, I went to 
bed. Letting the boat sail o� into the darkness with nobody standing watch and 
nobody at the helm was an essential thing I needed to master on this voyage. 
After those �rst few nights I was convinced I could do this solo voyage. Every 
solo sailor has his or her own approach to sleeping and standing watch. Some 
alternate 45 minute periods, some 2 hours. At home I normally would sleep 
for 4 hours, then be awake for an hour, then usually go back to sleep for about 
3 hours. With a high level of con�dence in my boat and electronics, I decided 
to just keep that same schedule and not try to arti�cially impose another with 
shorter sleep periods.

I soon discovered that I was very sensitive to the motion of the boat and the 
sound of the wind. Rain squalls hitting in the middle of the night would quickly 

Phywave�s name on the jetty at Horta, Azores

Rain squall crossing the AtlanticApproaching rain squall Sunset o� the coast of Morocco
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around in the clouds where I can�t see anything and must rely on instruments. 
That�s a three-dimensional navigation problem. Driving a boat around in fog is 
a two-dimensional navigation problem, inherently much easier. 

The marina in Tangiers was busy and, though I had a reservation, they didn�t 
�nd a space for me until late that night. That berth was nearest the inside wall 
and I could only access it because of Phywave�s shallow draft with the centreboard 
up. 

I spent just a few days in Tangiers. I had been to Morocco a few times before, 
travelling farther inland, even landing my plane in Casablanca, so I was not 
really motivated to tour the country. I added Africa to my continent tally and 
moved on.

SOUTH AMERICA
I left Tangiers on 10 October en route to South America with a planned stop 
in the Canary Islands. Rather than go to Gran Canaria, which was getting busy 
with boats arriving for the annual ARC, I instead booked a berth at Marina 
Rubicon on Lanzarote. I had a good time there. I rented a car to explore this 
volcanic desert island while enjoying the many restaurants around the marina. I 
replaced my Iridium GO! which had failed on the passage from Tangiers. I also 
had repairs made to the lu� tape of my mainsail. I was still getting used to how 
best to use the Schaefer furling boom; if the roll up is not done properly, a lot of 
wear can result to the lu� tape, especially around the batten ends. Such cha�ng 
would be an on-going problem on this voyage.

I left Lanzarote on 21 October, headed for Cabedelo, Brazil. Though I had 
wanted to stop there, I decided to skip the Cabo Verde Islands because I was 
concerned about making my Antarctica sailing window. I had good winds for 
the �rst part of this passage, usually sailing downwind or on a broad reach. I got 
more adept at setting the genoa on the whisker pole to take best advantage of 
these winds. I crossed the equator southbound at 0623GMT on 10 November 

2022 and later made a point of sailing closely past the St Peter and 
St Paul Archipelago, a tiny outcropping of rock far from the coast of 
Brazil but still occupied as a research station of some sort.

I arrived at Cabedelo, Brazil, on 14 November and made my way 
south down the Paraiba do Norte River to the Marina JacarØ Village 

for my third continent landing. Using stern ties and bow mooring lines, the 
marina could accommodate perhaps 30 to 40 boats. While at JacarØ I enjoyed 
hanging out with a great group of cruisers at the marina�s restaurant/bar. I was 
also able to �ll the fuel and propane tanks and reprovision for the next passages 
south. 

ANTARCTICA
From Cabedelo it was still a long way to Antarctica so I planned a few stops in 
between to break up the passage. The �rst was at Mar del Plata, Argentina, after 
sailing far to the east to avoid rough weather along the coast of Brazil. I cleared 
into Argentina so I could make use of anchorages along the coast going south. 
To wait out one of Argentina�s famous Roaring Forties pamperos, violent wind 
storms out of the west, I sheltered in an open roadstead in the lee of a 300ft cli� 
just north of the east entrance of the Strait of Magellan. I had good holding in 
8m while I waited there for a few days for the 
storm to move on. 

Adjusting my speed so I would arrive at 
the entrance to Le Maire Strait when I had 
both a north wind and south-setting tidal 
current, I had an easy passage into Tierra del 
Fuego and the Beagle Channel. I anchored at 
a few places on my way to Puerto Williams, 
Chile, the usual gateway for yachts headed to 
Antarctica, arriving there on 9 January 2023. 

My time in Puerto Williams was busy 
loading Phywave with fuel and provisions for 
the trip to Antarctica. I bought extra jerry 
cans because I knew cruisers sometimes 
begged diesel from research stations there 
when they ran out. I also spent time at the Chilean Armada (navy) 
o�ce showing them the Initial Environment Impact (IEE) and 
Waste Permit documents I had submitted and had had approved 
by the US government. With that, they issued me a �oat permit 
itinerary, a zarpe, for my voyage to Antarctica.

 

St Peter and St Paul 
Archipelago, Brazil

Sailboats rafted in 
Puerto Williams

Phywave anchored in 
Antarctica
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NORTH AMERICA
The �nal, seventh, continent on my 
solo voyage was North America, which 
was still quite far away, but feeling like I 
was on the home stretch motivated me. 
I could see, conceptually at least, the 
�nish line over the horizon.

I �nally left Lombok on 4 June and 
arrived at the Cocos (Keeling) Islands 
9 days later, on 13 June. Having missed 
the experience in the Tuamotus, I was 
�nally able to anchor in an atoll. The 
10 days I spent there were some of the 
most enjoyable on my voyage. I managed 
to get some great photos and videos with my drone at this beautiful 
place.

Moving on, I had a quick trip with strong favourable winds 
across to RØunion Island, arriving on 10 July. I spent nearly a 
month there, exploring this interesting volcanic island by rental car, enjoying 
French food and taking advantage of the many large stores and the ease of 
buying things from international sources. 

I left for Richards Bay in South Africa on 8 August. This passage is often 
di�cult with strong storms spinning out of the South Atlantic and Antarctica 
and moving contrary to the strong southwest-setting Agulhas Current along 
South Africa�s famous �wild coast�. I was lucky to jump on a weather window 
where I could sail with the easterlies on the north side of a string of high-
pressure systems. Compared to the horrendous experience others have had, my 
passage across to Richards Bay from RØunion was pretty benign. 

From Richards Bay, I took the usual approach to moving along the coast 
of South Africa to Cape Town. I would wait for a weather window, when the 
wind was out of the north or northeast and blowing in the same direction as 
the current was �owing, to move down the coast to a next available port where 
I would wait again for another window. It took three two-day passages over 
15 days to accomplish this. I made intermediate stops along the way in East 
London and Knysna. I arrived in Hout Bay, past Cape Agulhas and just south 
of Cape Town, on 23 October. 

After talking to sailors around Hout Bay, I decided to add a stop at Walvis 
Bay in Namibia, primarily because I knew I would probably never be in this 
part of the world again. If I ever wanted to see it, this was the time. Exiting 
South Africa at Saldanha Bay, I had a fast sail north, arriving in Walvis Bay on 
13 November. I rented a 4x4 truck for driving the rough roads in Namibia and 
visited the main tourist highlights I had heard about, including the huge red 
sand dunes at Sossusvlei. 

Pushing on again, I was now crossing the Atlantic for the third time, headed 
for a planned stop in St Helena island before a long 4,000-mile passage northwest 
to Antigua in the Caribbean. 

I had favourable winds and currents for much of the passage, crossing the 
equator northbound on 17 December and continuing through rain squalls and 
sometimes contrary currents in the intertropical convergence zone, �nally to 
arrive at Jolly Harbour on Antigua on 3 January 2025. 

ASIA
While at home, I made a signi�cant 
change to my original planned 
route for Asia. I had originally 
planned my Asia landing in India 
but, after reviewing the monsoon 
weather patterns and the route 
beyond India to the Seychelles and 
the Mozambique Channel and on 
to South Africa, I decided that it 
would be better to make the Asia 
landing in Indonesia. From there 
I would continue west in the 
southeast trade winds to the Cocos 

(Keeling) Islands, then to RØunion Island and, �nally, around the 
south end of Madagascar and on to Richards Bay in South Africa.

I set o� from Darwin on 1 May 2024, headed for Lombok, 
Indonesia, with good following wind. Nearing Medana Bay, I 

experienced a serious leak in the exhaust elbow of my engine. It was a challenge 
for the bilge pumps, with assistance from me using a bucket, to keep the water 
level in the bilge from rising too high. I had originally planned to spend a 
week at Medana Bay but that turned into nearly a month as I repaired the 
engine, including a trip to Australia to buy parts since getting parts shipped into 
Indonesia is di�cult, expensive, and may take a long time to clear customs. In 
spite of the engine problems, I was glad to arrive in Lombok and log my sixth 
continent.

Anchorage at Cocos (Keeling) Atoll

Dinghy on the beach 
at Cocos (Keeling)

Fishing boats in 
Lombok, Indonesia
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I experienced a major autopilot problem in Antigua, but because I had 
ordered Phywave with two separate autopilot systems, I was able to complete the 
�nal legs of my voyage using the back-up system. 

With two more stops, both in the Bahamas, at Great Harbour Cay in the 
Berry Islands and at Bimini Island, I completed the �nal leg of my voyage across 
the Gulf Stream current to Fort Lauderdale, arriving there on 29 January 2025. 
With this landing in North America, I had completed my solo voyage to all 
seven continents.

CONCLUSION
My arrival was not the champagne moment you might expect. In a way it was 
anticlimactic, the di�cult parts of the voyage long behind me and the last 
legs sailing across the Caribbean a lame, unremarkable �nale to such a grand 
adventure. I had messages of congratulations from friends and family, but no 
one met me on my arrival because I really don�t know anyone in South Florida 
and my exact arrival time, until the last few days, had been uncertain.

This project had largely consumed my life since I �rst started thinking about 
it in the summer of 2020, 4‰ years before. The energy I had summoned to get 
it done, an energy level I wasn�t consciously aware of, started to dissipate, being 
replaced by a feeling of relief that the ambitious goal I had set for myself had 
been successfully achieved. With my arrival in Fort Lauderdale, I had become 
the �rst person in history to both �y and sail solo to all seven continents. 

contact:  Gustavo Herrera    
whatsapp:  +593 98 055 2428

email:  sales@galapagosyachtservices.com        
website:  galapagosyachtservices.com/informationforcruisers/

SERVICES:   ENTRY PERMIT TO GALÁPAGOS ~
SERVICES FOR CRUISERS  ~  SPARE PARTS IMPORTATION HANDLING
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WALLIS AND FUTUNA: 
EXPLORING ON NO STRESS

by Alexander Ramseyer (s/v No Stress)

Alexander joined the OCC in 2019, the same year as he began his new life as a 
liveaboard on No Stress, an Amel 54. Since then, he has logged over 45,000 miles, 
exploring large parts of the Atlantic, the Caribbean and, after transiting the Panama 
canal in 2022, the Paci�c. Tamara joined Alex in the Paci�c, and they are now 
enjoying the adventure together, sharing their love for outdoors, especially sailing, diving 
and hiking in new places.

After just over a year in French Polynesia aboard No Stress, we weighed anchor 
and headed west, our sights on Fiji. We had picked a weather window which 
promised to provide fairly consistent westerlies and set a heading of 290 degrees 
for the lesser-known islands of Wallis and Futuna. These islands sit along the 
same volcanic range that forms the Samoan and 
Fiji chains and, by all accounts, provide a less 
commercialised experience of Paci�c island life. 

We expected our planned two-and-a-half-day 
crossing from American Samoa to Wallis to be 
generally uneventful. However, high swell and 
frequent rain squalls kept us busy, scurrying up 
and down, to and from the open cockpit. The 
light winds drove us to set our whisker pole just 
before dark, both to help reduce the genoa�s 
�ogging as No Stress rolled on the swell and to 
improve our speed. In the high swell and the 
onset of rain, it took us more time to deploy the 
pole than normal. We �nished just before dark 
and weren�t in need of an additional shower that 
evening! 

Our days settled into a gentle rhythm of sleeping, reading and watching an 
occasional seabird circle our boat, usually eyeing our �shing lures with a mixture 
of suspicion and delight. The nights were dark with an early-setting moon and 
cloud cover. Bioluminescence danced in our wake, leaving a glittering trail of 
our passing. As ever, we planned our arrival to coincide with slack tide in the 
entry pass. The current in the pass is reported to run up to 6 knots, which 
makes our arrival time crucial to ensure that our boat name (No Stress) doesn�t 
turn into a lie. 

On the morning of our arrival, we noticed a di�erence between the estimated 
arrival time on Navionics and the tidal information shown on our other devices. 
This created quite a stir as we hurriedly compared dates, times and day of the 

Alex and Tamara aboard No Stress
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intersection. You can�t possibly get lost on a relatively small island 
like this, can you?!? 

Large parts of the forest are completely inundated with a fast-
growing vine called Kudzu. It was brought to many of the South 
Paci�c islands during the Second World War to camou�age military 
equipment. Known as �mile-a-minute�, Kudzu (Pueraria montana) is 
native to Japan and southeast China. Sadly, here, it outcompetes 
indigenous �ora and is choking out native plants on the island. 

After a couple of days, we moved 
our boat from the wind-exposed town 
anchorage to an anchorage near the pass, 
west of the motu Nukatea. We chose to 
anchor in 30m over sand as the shallower 
anchoring spots (24m) turned out to have 
large bommies. Once set, we enjoyed some 
snorkelling and diving. We found little of 
interest when diving the main pass, but 
on our snorkelling trips we found healthy 
coral and a beautiful variety of wildlife, 
among them turtles and Moray eels. 

We returned to the main town anchorage for the next weekend 
because our visit coincided with the island�s national day (Territory 
Day on 29 July) and there were rumours of an unforgettable 
celebration. The islanders and the French residents joined forces 
to execute an elaborate two-day celebration. Upon arrival at the 
fairground on Saturday morning, we walked along the pier to the 
community hall where we were not only o�ered a free breakfast but 

week on the various devices. We gradually realised that we had unknowingly 
crossed the dateline and, in so doing, had also crossed into a new time zone 
though our devices were still set on American Samoa time. Slack tide on 
Sunday was di�erent to the slack tide time on our original Saturday arrival plan. 
Consequently, we realised in the early morning that we had almost 2 hours less 
to get to the pass, whilst the wind was forecast to decrease. There was no other 
option than starting the engine in the ever-lighter winds in order to keep up the 
speed to meet our new ETA. 

At 10.30am, we got our �rst sight of Wallis, a faint stripe on the horizon. As 
if on cue, the sun started to show itself and some blue sky emerged from the 
monochromatic grey panorama. Our spirits rose as verdant green hills gradually 
appeared from the swell. On this occasion, navigating the pass was a non-event: 
we had made good time and the tide was slack. 

Once inside the atoll, we followed a well-marked but convoluted course past 
a variety of smaller motus and around reefs to the port. We dropped anchor 
on sand close to a French military vessel o� the end of the pier at Matu Utu, 
hoisted the yellow Q �ag and retired to bed. 

Our Monday morning check-in was very relaxed. We completed two forms, 
supplied a crew list and met o�cials from two o�ces (Customs and Police). All 
the formalities were completed within an hour thanks to the very helpful and 
nice o�cers, and then we were cleared and free to explore.  

To explore the island we rented a car for about US$60. The 
rental agency recommended we hired a four-wheel-drive vehicle, 
which turned out to be well advised. On our way south, we 
passed two big churches. Christianity is an important part of the 
local people�s culture, and the churches are much larger than 
would be expected given the size of the towns. The only other 
major town is Halalo. Here there is a modern microbrewery run 
by a Frenchman. We met the brewer and had a nice talk, learned 
a lot about the challenges of brewing a good beer in a tropical 
climate and tasted their three beers which were on tap. They 
were wonderful. The brewer was proudly sporting his �rst � and 
relatively fresh � island-style tattoo. He proved knowledgeable 
and well-trained, and took the time to explain many interesting 
aspects of the business. The place o�ered casual open-air seating 
and a small bar. On Fridays and Saturdays, happy hour, with a 
local band providing entertainment, started at 5pm and ended 
when everyone left in the morning (usually around 3am). We 
didn�t take full advantage of the opening hours! 

Afterwards we proceeded to the crater lakes which seemed to be the main 
attraction on the island. The lakes are in the midst of dense rainforest and we 
visited two � one of them had a man-made viewpoint that allowed us to spend 
time sitting quietly, observing the wildlife unfold around the lake. Wonderful 
white-tailed tropic birds hunting insects gave the place a magical touch. 

Soon after the second lake, the road began to peter out. Roadside foliage 
began to encroach and we found ourselves zigzagging around huge, muddy 
potholes. Progress slowed as we eased over obstacles in our rental car and 
then sped up again to generate enough momentum to prevent getting stuck in 
muddy ruts. Since the car rental company hadn�t provided a detailed map, we 
ended up at a dead end, needing to turn back the way we had come to our last 

Church

Above left to right: Forest 
infested with Kudzu vine; 

Crater lakes

Anchorage at Nukatea

Below left to right:  
Nukatea Territory Day; 

Evening celebrations
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the women who prepared breakfast gave us an abundance of fresh fruit to take 
away with us. Music, dancing and food were at the heart of this jovial party.  

On Sunday we were very fortunate to watch modern and traditional paddling 
and sailing side-by-side. Ocean outrigger canoes are still very popular, with the 
races starting early in the morning, and included both youth and adult events. 
It was fascinating to watch the ancient sailing methods employed without the 
use of winches or furlers. The sails are rigged on a centrally stepped mast and 
controlled with woven �bre lines. The amount of strength required to handle 
the sail is impressive, needing two strong sailors. Usually the oldest � or most 
experienced � crew member handles the rudder. After sailing, the entire setup 
can be dismantled and stowed within minutes. They call their wooden sea-going 
boats va�a tele, which translates, rather wonderfully, as �big boat�. 

On Sunday evening the festivities started with traditional dance 
demonstrations. Each island village performed its own routine in front of the 
honoured guests and spectators. Dancing is synchronised in large groups, men 
and women together, and consists mostly of strong noble gestures and stances. 
The costuming is fascinatingly detailed, each village displaying unique patterns 
and symbols. The costumes are mostly brown and earth tones, quite di�erent 
from other Polynesian costumes. 

At the very end of our wonderful stay, we 
snorkelled the famous Blue Hole. It�s a big pool, 
located in the middle of a very large reef between 
two motus (Nukuhifala and Nukuhione), where 
the water is incredibly clear. The corals are healthy, 
and we saw a wide variety of �sh including a small 
shark patrolling his territory. 

Wallis and Futuna are o� the beaten path, 
probably because many of the anchorages around 
the islands are rather challenging. It�s worth 
noting that because of the remote location, prices 
in the grocery stores were terribly high so, if you 
plan to come here, stock up in American Samoa 
or in other cheaper locations. For us, the onward 
passage to Fiji was both easy and comfortable. We 
had fair winds on our one-day trip to Futuna and 
again on the following two-day trip to Savusavu. 
For us, that route worked well and we were 
very glad not to have missed visiting Wallis and 
Futuna. 

Ocean outrigger canoes preparing to launch

Va�a tele boats racing

Snorkelling at the Blue Hole

Paddlers preparing for the start of the race












































































































































































































































