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GUIDELINES FOR CONTRIBUTORS

Subject matter: absolutely anything which is likely to interest, inform or amuse
other members. PLEASE concoct your own title - my powers of invention
frequently fail me here.

Length: preferably no more than 3000 words, based on the fact that Flying Fish
as printed contains approximately 500 words per page, nine pages is neat
maximum length, and a balance of two-thirds text to one-third illustrations is
about right). However exceptions may be made.

Format, in descending order of preference: 3%4” disk with accompanying
copy (please specify software programme used); good quality typescript w
can be scanned (preferably using 12pt or ‘typewriter’ sized script and the
print quality your printer can produce); faxed or photocopied typescript;
handwriting; faxed or photo-copied illegible handwriting!

In deference to my cabin lighting, please use double spacing for
which might need to be copy typed, PARTICULARLY hand-written

Ilustrations: preferably colour or black and white prints (no need to send
negatives), or failing that colour slides (please specify ‘viewing’ side) - all
CAPTIONS please! (Please note that photocopies, including colour laser
will NOT produce bromides of usable quality.) Black and white line

of approximately final size make an interesting alternative, in which case
quality photocopies are normally fine.

Please ensure that you either own the copyright to photographs or have the
photographer’s permission for them to be reproduced. Neither should the subject
matter be copyright - eg. a book or chart. Please also include a sketch or
photocopied chart (with place names etc) if relevant, which can be professionally
redrawn. In this situation a photograph IS acceptable, as it will not be reproduced
in its original form. :

I always take great care of photographs and other artwork and return them
after use, but the Club cannot be held responsible for loss or damage.

Deadlines: Deadlines, as always, are 31 March for the June issue and
September for the December issue, but it eases my life considerably to
articles several weeks - or months - in advance.
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Once again we have a really great collection of cruises in Flying Fish - and I do
mean ‘great’. Working from south to north, Roger Wallis visits Antarctica with
Parmelia, Paddy Barry and friends attempt to follow Shackleton’s wake in the
diminutive 7om Crean, and Maurice and Rosie Sumner cruise Australia aboard

Of course Flying Fish wouldn’t be Flying Fishwithout a good crop of Caribbean
cruises, but while Bill McLaren and Vagrant enjoy the well trodden route, and
Doug and Dale Bruce aboard Bluewater venture up the windward side of
Martinique, Bob and Angelique Crampton conclude their cruise of Cuba in

Beach Bum and John and Jean Armitage work even further west aboard Ostrica
of Orwell.

Changing the subject totally, but still thinking particularly of founder or other
senior members, does anyone have any early copies of Flying Fish they might be
willing to donate to Club archives? So far as the Committee is aware there is no
complete set of Flying Fishin existence - we're not even certain how many have
been produced or who edited it in the early days. With the Club’s fiftieth



winter. And very lastly let me remind you that the DEADLINE for Flying Fish
1999/1 is 31 MARCH - though as always I'd much appreciate receiving articles
(and particularly longer articles) earlier if possible.

Meanwhile, good sailing if you're in sailing latitudes, and Happy Christmas

wherever you are!

THE COMMODORE

OCC events around the world seem to have prospered in 1998, with the possible
exception of the Forty Baskets Beach party in Sydney which was, we hear, driven
indoors by the weather. Here at home the Beaulieu and Falmouth events at
each end of the season were well attended and much enjoyed. Tony and Coryn
Gooch from Victoria, BC were in Falmouth in 7aonui and even as | write Tony
is getting that singlehanded yearning out of his system by sailing to the Falklands
without Coryn. We wish Tony every success and sympathise with Coryn waiting
at home before rejoining for the onward passage to South Georgia and Capetown.
Also in Falmouth was Brian Coad who sailed Raasay all the way from Waterford
in Southern Ireland especially for the event and all the way back again. What is
more he was singlehanded both ways. [ hope he thought it all worthwhile - we
certainly enjoyed his company! This is what the club is all about - knowing that
one can choose an objective from the club calendar and be sure that there will
be a great welcome and a good party when one gets there. '

I had a letter recently from some lapsed members wishing to rejoin, and one of
their comments was that there is no longer a desire among sailors to entertain
on board but rather to meet in bars on shore. Pat and I have noticed so often
that one crew will call on another and instead of being pressed to come aboard
they will talk for ages with the visitors sitting in their dinghy and being talked to
from above by the owners of the yacht they have called on. If you stop by a yacht
flying the Flying Fish burgee I hope you will get a better welcome than that. As
the fleets of cruising yachts get larger it is more difficult to make that initial
contact that leads to longer friendships. Between members it should not arise, so
fly your flag and look out for others and go and call as soon as you see one.

This is certainly the spirit in which I hope the Millennium Cruise will be
conducted. Details are enclosed with this mailing and enthusiasm is steadily

growing.
Mike Pocock, Commodore

Bill Howell, Founder Member

William Belford Howell died suddenly on 26 July this year at the age
of 72, and it is almost impossible to think that we shall not cross tacks
again with our fellow club member ‘Tahiti Bill’. (And who ever knew
him as William Belford?).

Bill was perhaps the perfect prototype for a founder member of the
Ocean Cruising Club when it was set up by Humphrey Barton in 1954.
He was using the oceans as a highway for his chosen life rather than
for holidays or adventures. His chosen life, of course, was worldwide
cruising supported by professional dentistry. The dentist chair and the
lf)(;ot operated drill were notable and unusual fit-out items in his first

at.

After serving as a bomber/navigator in the Royal Australian Air
For;le, Bill Howell went to University to train as a dentist before coming
to this country to practice in Hammersmith. His qualifyi
the OCC was Falmouth to Gibraltar in 1951 in t}?e fanfr:;i %ﬁeg
Il In 1955, with Frank McNulty, he set off to return to his native
Australia, filling teeth and writing White Cliffs to Coral Reefs along
the way. Wanderer IT'had to be sold when he got to Vancouver and
he returned to London to marry Gwen and set up a full time and very
successful dental practice in Wimbledon. Bill specialised in, and became
a world authority on, reducing pain and trauma in dentistry.

However, there was plenty of boating to go with it. He had a
catamaran Golden Cockerel, later renamed Tahiti Bill, built, and
cruised and raced over many years including several singlehanded
transatlantics. His next and last boat was the trimaran 7zhiti Belle.
Perhaps we shall miss him as much as anywhere at our Club meetings
where his presence was always notable and his Australian origins
apparently undimmed by a lifetime in London.

Colin Mudie

Robin Graham Cooper

I am sure there are many wives out there who will understand when I
, R .

say that there’s a certain sinking feeling when you discover that the



man you've fallen in love with adores boats - I spent most of our
courtship cowering in the saloon. However, eight years later and [ was
more than happy to be sailing off into the proverbial sunset with my
darling Robin.

Amongst the beautiful places we've sailed and lived have been the
Morbihan in Brittany, Sardinia, the Bay of Islands in New Zealand,
Vava'u, Fiji, the islands of Venezuela, most of the Antilles, Maine and
the Bahamas. Impossible to précis a journey like ours: fifteen years of
adventure and love. Our epiphany came in the shape of Hurricane
Alison. We met her in the Gulf Stream, en route from Bermuda to
Newport - 65 knots of wind and horrendous seas. I'm sure it was only
Robin’s sailing ability and confidence that pulled us through. Needless
to say, if it hadn’t been for my love and admiration for Robin I would
never have sailed again.-

Robin died in April after a short, sudden illness. He was only 61. He
had a sailor’s soul, full of hope and enthusiasm. Even in his last days
he had such plans for us and his much loved and cared for Honey Girl.
There were so many places he wanted to sail to and explore, and despite
the sadness of it all I hope to read all about them in future issues of
Flying Fish.

Finally, I would like to say ‘thank you’ to my family and friends, who
have been and remain invaluable to us.

Nicola Cooper

Martin Clucas

Martin and I first met in the early 1980s, but it was not until 1993 that
we sailed together. Between 24 July and 29 August that year he sailed
with me for 2600 miles in Arabel, a 33ft Bermudan cutter.

The 1993 cruise plan was to sail from the Orwell to Scoresby Sund
on the east coast of Greenland, then back to the Orwell via Iceland.
Martin was gratifyingly enthusiastic about the expedition plan, but
having read about Arabel$ trip to Spitsbergen he wanted my assurance
that she had now been equipped with a heater and a reliable engine!
I reassured him warmly on both counts. A few months later, in the
Greenland Sea, the newly installed heating system failed to work at
all.

On our passage up the North Sea, Martin distinguished himself not

just by being the only man aboard not to feel sick but, more importantly,
by his invention of the wholemeal bread, ginger preserve and cheddar
cheese sandwich. In Lerwick, he famously prosecuted the search for a
really good Stiltun right up until the moment of our departure, when
he appeared laden and jubilant on the quayside.

On the volcanic island of Jan Mayen, while I was gale-bound ashore
with half the crew, Martin was in command of Arabel. When the
chain parted after a day and a half of gales it was Martin who steered
out of the bay under bare poles, made radio contact, and directed us
to a sheltered rendezvous some twelve miles up the coast.

A few days after the crew was reunited Arabe/was stopped by 10/10
pack ice, with Greenland in sight about 10 miles off. So we never did
enter Scoresby Sund - but it was a good cruise and it saddens me that
Martin will not be coming on any other such jaunts.

Christopher Hamblin

A YEAR IN AUSTRALIA

Maurice Sumner

([n Flying Fish 1997/2 we left Christobel of Hamble, a Halmatic 30, just arrived
in Cairns, Northern Queensland, At that time Maurice and Rosie were planning
to push on for Southeast Asia that coming spring. But plans are made to be

Christobel continued her charmed life by arriving in Cairns in mid June 1997
after a hard, twelve day voyage through the Coral Sea from New Caledonia,
peppered by continuous strong winds and squalls. Making our base in Port
Douglas, sixty miles north of Caimns, we did much essential work to our ageing
boat in the cooler winter months. As the seasons advanced, and realising what
a huge country this is, we decided to pause on our journey home and explore
Australia for a full year, a decision that has proved to be an excellent one.
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In that time we have cruised the length of the Queensland east coast and the
Northern Territory round to Darwin, travelled overland to visit the major cities,
and seen something of the interior of this vast country. Throughout our stay we
have been struck by the friendliness and generosity of the Aussies we have met.
Many have British origins and take great pride in their adopted country’s
achievements with its tiny population (18 million) taming an enormous and less
than friendly dry landmass.

In October, as settled spring weather approached, Christobel joined in the
annual Port Douglas Yacht Club Rally to Lizard Island, 120 miles to the north.
This passage is particularly interesting as it covers the most traumatic section of

Watson Bay anchorage at Lizard Island, taken from near Cook’s Lookour



At 0600, in the cool of the day, we also climbed Lizard Hill (358m) in the
footsteps of the great man, and stood at Cook’s Lookout seeing the six reef
passages to the Coral Sea ten miles to the east. Then swiftly downhill as the sun
rose and back in time for a good cholesterol breakfast.

About thirty boats joined in the Rally, and barbecues on the beach were enjoyed
each evening. The Watson Bay anchorage on Lizard Island appears to be sheltered
from the prevailing southeasterly winds, but was still uncomfortable with regular
bullets of wind descending across the saddle in the hills and making dinghy rides
ashore very damp. It is possible to fly to Lizard Island in a light aircraft and stay
in a posh resort which is off limits to scruffy yachties.

Our journey back south was a hard motor-sail into the teeth of the southeast
trades, first to Cooktown where we spent a few days absorbing the history. The
museum houses Cook’s original anchor and cannon jettisoned from the
[Endeavourwhen they tried to lighten ship to get off the reef. These artefacts were
recovered as recently as 1969 when modern magnetometers were used to detect
metal hidden on the reef under layers of coral growth. On our first attempt to
leave Cooktown we were beaten back by 25 knot southeasterly winds with 2m
swell - after six hours of endless tacking to a point where it took just one hour
to return to port. Later, in more moderate winds, we sailed down to the idyllic
Hope Islets anchorage next to the infamous Endeavour Reef, followed by a rolly

The Endeavour River at Cooktown

A monitor lizard at Lizard Island

night anchored at Cape Tribulation. This part of the coast can only be reached
on land with four-wheel drive vehicles via a dense tropical rain forest track
Tht.? southeast trades are a real force to be reckoned with on this coast - ;)nl
occasionally is there any relief with periods of east or northeast winds allowiny
reasonable southward progress for small sailing boats with auxiliary engines tg
mat.ch. These winds occur over the New Year period so Christobels sgummec;
cruise began in the torrid heat of December, heading south from Caims down
the Queensland coast to somewhere south of the Tropic of Capricorn, wher
the incidence of cyclones is less and our insurance company happier. We ,headej
tﬁw%rds Brisbane to seek a safe spot where we could leave the boa;t and travel
Itv1 :r:;lt'enor of Australia during the hot/wet summer season up to the end of
Good progress was made in the heat of the day calling at various anchorages
Then .ovemight in cooler air we reached Magnetic Island and Townsviglle'
Hur.rymg south to take advantage of the favourable winds we arrived at th(;
Wh}tsunday Islands and Airlie Beach, a tourist and yacht charter centre. The
\\)/VI_}Ilgsundays have a multitude of idyllic anchorages and posh resorts an.d the
Ve dicsr:Sctl:lre: continuously with charter fleets discussing their latest destinations
Another good overnight trip brought us quickly down to the Curtis Coast and
the Keppel Islands where we coincidentally bumped into fellow survivors of the
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1995 Caribbean Hurricane Luis. Curtis Island to the south of the Keppels straddles
the Tropic of Capricorn and is separated from the mainland by the Narrows, a
drying channel negotiable by keelboats only at high water springs. Vehicles and
cattle can cross the Narrows at low water so timing is crucial. Entering the
Narrows at dusk we anchored for the night just short of the drying section, along
with the friendly sandflies and mosquitoes from the nearby mangroves. Early
next day, with pounding hearts, we gingerly motored through at the top of the
tide without incident, along the well marked channel. Like many experiences
the anticipation was worse than the event and we soon emerged at Gladstone, a
pleasant town and industrial port with an excellent marina and hospitable yacht
club.

Christmas was spent in Gladstone with fellow cruisers, followed by New Year
celebrations in Hervey Bay 130 miles further south. This was greatly enhanced
by a family reunion with younger son Edward and girlfriend Kate on holiday
from the UK. They arrived laden with Christmas mail and presents from home,
including much prized sloe gin and marmalade from Rosie’s sister Sal. It was
great to see Edward after nearly three years and we had much to catch up on.

The Great Sandy Strait to the south of Hervey Bay runs between Fraser Island
and the mainland. It forms a wide expanse of sheltered water spread thinly over
sandbanks, with a navigable channel through its forty mile length. Fraser Island
is one of nature’s oddities as the largest sand island in Oz, yet it supports a large
rain forest in apparently poor soil, with an abundance of rainfall which creates
freshwater lakes. We navigated the Strait in two legs to take advantage of tidal
flows which meet in the centre. It is essential to tick off each numbered beacon
as you pass and not cut any corners or you are soon aground - we made it fine
right up to our night anchorage point, where we promptly grounded right
alongside a marker beacon and had to lay out a kedge to pull ourselves clear.
Our summer sailing destination was a small, well protected marina in Tin Can
Bay at the southern end of the Great Sandy Strait. Here we put Christobel to
bed and made preparations for an overland trip to the other side of the country.
Our cruise had taken us nearly 700 miles south of Caimns in hot and humid
conditions and yet on the Oz map we seemed to have moved about an inch. The
distances take some getting used to. Australia is bigger than the USA, and you
can fit the Indian sub-continent within the borders of Western Australia alone.
How do you tackle such a place if you wish to sample the interior and see
something of the other states? Buying or hiring a car is one option, but the roads
and scenery do not change much in hundreds of miles and road signs warn,
‘Passenger! Is your driver alert?’. Air travel is obviously the quickest and most
efficient but is expensive and you don’t see much. So we plumped for train
travel on the Indian Pacific railway which goes twice weekly from Sydney to
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Perth via Adelaide and across the Nullarbor Plain, a distance of 2400 miles, in
four days ir-ld tbree nights. Buying a fifteen day Rover ticket for $600 we planr;ed
:al;i)l:;el ::e r1.ng in most of the major centres other than Darwin, which we would
Qur great train journey began with a bus to Brisbane and train to Sydne
using backpacker hostels - rough and ready accommodation but good value anZi,
bookable, with double rooms at $35 a night. Sydney was impressive with the
great Bridge, elegant skyscrapers and the Opera House on the waterfront the
perfect centrepiece. A cruise around the enormous Sydney Harbour in lovel
weather convinced us to stay a week to fully explore the area. !
Boarding the Indian Pacific railway was like boarding the Orient Express, with
car a.ttendants welcoming and ticking off names, then showing us to ou,r air-
c9nd1tioned cabin which converted to sleeping berths with linen sheets and
p1119w cases. A shower and toilet were down the corridor and a fold-away wash
basin en suite. The restaurant car served sit-down meals of good quality and value
There was even an enclosed saloon for the unspeakable smokers among us. '

A Jabaru’, or Black Necked Stork, at Kakadu National Park



Cristobel rounds Cape York

And so we trundled out of Sydney in the afternoon sunshine towards the
Blue Mountains and settled in for the long haul of eating, sleeping and drinking
on a grand scale. The landscape looked parched and brown as we passed through
places with evocative names like Katoomba, Menindee and Broken Hill, reaching
Adelaide in South Australia on the evening of the second day. Then we settled
in for the crossing of the Nullarbor Plain, 600 miles of flat, lunar, scrub desert
hiding the sinister remnants of weapons test sites — Woomera and Maralinga -
beyond the limitless horizon. The railway boasts the longest section of dead
straight, level, track in the world here at 300 miles, but the train still trundled at
a steady 50mph while we sipped our sundowners before retiring - and then
watching the dawn rise over the same endless desert. I wouldn’t want to walk it!

With a stop at Kalgoorlie we reached Perth on the morming of day four - a
very English flavoured city in Western Australia, with the beautiful Swan River
and estuary at Fremantle. Jim and Margaret, cruising friends from our Pacific
crossing, met us at our YHA hostel and immediately invited us to their home in
Perth. They were great hosts, showing us around the area even including early
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morning swims in the Indian Ocean. Back on the train visitin:

Canl?erra and back to Sydney gave us a good sample of the countfyl;d:cibl(i)fl:rg,
:‘171; ll1:(une :e ret}l:med to Tin Can Bay we had covered over 6200 miles in 'ﬁvZ
e th.: ?:nga}:atulen::sh?f March approached we set about preparing Christobel
. The distance from Tin Can Bay in south Queensland to the tip of Cape York
is about 1000 r.niles, before turning left in the Torres Strait for Darwin in the
Northem Territory, a further 600 miles westward across the top. Christobel’
cruise north began on 9 April with the help of regular southeast trade winds
stopping at a number of new anchorages en route. The big ship channel u th(;
coast inside the Great Barrier Reef has excellent sea marks, making navi :tio
relatively simple even on the occasional night passages. Bacl:( in Cairns b‘;% Mar;

we stored up to the limit and bade fond and sad f: ;
there and in Port Douglas over the year. ad farewells to friends we had made
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moonlit nights.

The Australian Customs Coastwatch aircraft is vigilant in this area, searching
for illegal immigrants, fishing and drugs from neighbouring southeast Asia.
Coastwatch regularly flies over yachts on passage or at anchor and we were
visited four times between Caimns and the Torres Strait. Over the VHF you are
asked to identify your vessel, port of registry, last port and next port. All vessels
are listed on their central files from the time of entering Australia, and they will
see us off the premises when we leave.

Gove is a major bauxite mine and refinery producing aluminium oxide for
smelters elsewhere. Gove Yacht Club is the kind of friendly place where yachties
call, find work and stay for years. Some boats remained in Gove to join the Over
the Top Rally to Darwin in late June. Christobel, in company with Moming
Tide and Myvanwy, sailed northwest to Cape Wilberforce and to negotiate the
‘Hole in the Wall’, a 65m wide channel through islands in the Wessel group.
This pass runs at up to 9 knots, and we careered through just before slack water
into the relative calm in the lee of the island where we anchored for four days
while the wind blew up to 30 knots. A two night passage brought us to Port
Essington on the Cobourg Peninsula, anchoring at Coral Bay. Victoria, at the
southern end of Port Essington, is the historic site of the first township of European
settlers in 1839. But after eleven years of deprivation and disease the few survivors
were shipped out and only a few stone walls, chimneys and tombstones remain
to mark their valiant colonisation efforts.

From Port Essington we sailed round the headland of Cobourg Peninsula to
Cape Don. In a moment of inattention one of our fleet ran aground on a hidden
reef. We stood by as the tide made and the local Park Ranger launch came out
quickly to free the stricken yacht. This was a very anxious wait and it was fortunate
that help was near, and yet another reminder of the dangers around us. Taking
the tide at Cape Don gave us an overnight roller-coaster ride through the Vemon
Islands down to Cape Hotham at speeds up to 10 knots over the ground, and by
mid-morning of 27 June we motored into Cullen Bay Marina in Darwin.

In Darwin the entrants are gathering for the Darwin-Ambon Yacht Race/
Rally which starts on 25 July. We have joined this rally mainly for the mutual
protection of strength in umbers as we move into strife-torn Indonesia. Consular
reports say conditions are now stable for visitors and we anticipate a smooth
run, however the irksome safety requirement of the race organizers to have all
entrants conform to Category I of the AYF Racing Rules has been an expensive
exercise which we could have done without. In spite of this we intend to enjoy
the event in which we expect, as the smallest boat, to come last!

Well that was Australia folks - now for southeast Asia! $1
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FOR ONLY £99 DEPOSIT*
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DISCOVERING
THE (ALMOST) DESERTED
EAST COAST OF MARTINIQUE

Doug and Dale Bruce

Who would have believed that finding a beautiful, deserted anchorage without
a single charter boat or other cruiser wa

Caribbean? It can be done, and there are |

towns and delightful restaurants to enj

wait for appropriate weather and to navi

The east coast of Martinique beckons th

a desire to escape the typical over-crowded Caribbean anchorage - the sort that
makes you feel as if you've rejoined, rather than escaped, the rat race.

In February 1998 two OCC boats, Honey Girl, a Hallberg Rassy 49 with Robin
and Nickie Cooper in command and our own Bluewater, a Tayana 55, decided
to get off the beaten path as part of a leisurely cruise north from Trinidad through
the Lesser Antilles. A stop in Martinique is always a refreshing change, at the
very least to stock up on good cheese, wine and other delectable items not found
in the typical Caribbean grocery. The island is a study in contrasts, as it provides
amenities not found on other Caribbean islands - good roads, shops with worldly
goods and most modern luxuries - and deserted areas where sailors and tourists
can experience a remote Caribbean existence. However, the crowd of boats and
tourists in west coast harbours such as Cul-de-Sac Marin, Fort de France and
Anse Mitan tends to lessen the enjoyment. So the four of us decided to attempt
a journey to the overlooked ‘other side’ of Martinique - the east coast (locally
called La Céte au Vent) where the trade winds pound the rocky shoreline with
their unyielding seas.

It should be said that sailing in this zone is less straightforward than elsewhere
in the Lesser Antilles, although not as complicated as regions such as Brittany or
the coast of Maine where the navigator must also take into account tides, currents,
poor visibility, lobster pots and boating traffic. Nonetheless, one must have solid
experience with coastal navigation, good charts with close-up detail, an accurate
compass and GPS, plus binoculars, polarized sunglasses - all the expected tools
of yachtsmen travelling in the tropics. One should also limit movement in and
out of harbours to the hours of good overhead sunlight, to allow for unrestricted
visibility of charted and uncharted reefs.

Keeping a close watch on weather conditions is also critical. Many islands in
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t;;l:nreg'lo.n have AM or FI‘VI radio forecasts, useful around Martinigue if one's
DaViSaJIs is astﬁood ials one ; Anglais. We relied on the daily SSB broadcast by
ones, the well regarded ‘Caribbean Weatherman’
: : and former yachtsman
E;){v: :?sggl;g T(:;t;)ll?);} Bk\I/{I. Hlso\éoluntary appearances on USB frequencies 4109
any z at 0845 local time (AST) we ful i
each moming. Assuming David ca il e
n hear your call, he will i i
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‘ a winter gale in the North Atlantic. Eith
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around the many reefs and harbou artom and ususlly
rs where entrances are n d
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arbours where one can find ref :
notably Havre du Robert which h o and propes buows
as a broad, deep entr d
poaby Havre ¢ , deep ance and proper buoys.
ges most yachtsmen want to see and t isi
somewhat trickier ones to negotiate. nethe ones we visiced arethe
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Bluewater (left) and Honey Girl at anchor in Baie du Trésor,
seen from the ruins of the Chateau du Dubuc ’

FOEE

19



Caribbean
Sea

61°W

STMARTIN T BARTS
) 'Q;r KITTS

Atlantic w0 wmavs
Ocean powTsEmRAT® .
GUADELOUPE ) O-

Do_lcdg

IAARTINnUE%

Caribbean stwon)
Sea
ST VINCENT, @
3
THE ¢
GRENADINES '*

(} GRENADA

Baie du Trésor

PRESQU'ILE DE
LA CARAVELLE

Cote au

Vent

Bale des
Anglais

20

writing, calling or faxing the publisher, Trois Rivieres in Fort-de-France (Tel:
(19) (596) 750707 or Fax: 750312). This book contains excellent large-scale
hand-drawn harbour charts, sketches of landmarks from offshore, and superb
aerial photographs that provide essential guidance for exploring the reef-strewn
areas - the whole point of the exercise. Text is in both French and clearly
translated English. As the ad used to say, ‘don’t leave home without it".

The adventure for Bluewaterand Honey Girlbegan in Cul-de-Sac Marin where
a good source of culinary essentials is located, most notably the Supermarche
Annette. Marin also houses numerous chandlers and a few good restaurants. It
is a perfect starting point from which to approach the east coast, as the harbour
entrance is only about four miles from Ilet Cabrit, the southernmost point on
Martinique where Céte Sud becomes Céte au Vent.

expected, we were bucking a noticeable 1-2 knot westbound current just as we
rounded the corner.

sandbar blocking what appears to be the continuation of the channel directly
ahead. Fortunately, Robin caught the attention of a local fisherman who directed

glass and looked as if it would be peaceful in most conditions. The channel
continuing on to the inner bay carries 2.5m according the chart, but we would
suggest not venturing too far up in a keelboat without careful soundings. A
catamaran? - no problem, mon!

Once anchored and revived from the trauma of transiting this narrow pass,
we began to look around and observe the unspoiled lands and uninhabited islands
surrounding this lovely bay. It was at this point that we realised we'd discovered
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end of the rainbow for cruisers who cherish

J bial pot of gold at the i
o ech E nique, are former sugar plantations

i ion. To the west, on Marti .
f:r\;lae? ?on ?otC}:;iage. To the east are several small islar.xds each frir}ged with
reefs, offering good snorkelling and sandy beaches without a swimmer -oli
sunbather to be seen. On weekends a few locals reportedly. use this bay (\;m
their small runabouts and kayaks, but it has the feeling of undlstflrbed sp;len (?clln
at every turn. We spent two days enjoying the sights,.sounds (hghF sur ;utsx lcel
plus a few birds) and the underwater delights of Baie des Anglais, anf cou t
easily have stayed longer. But not wfan(tiing to waste a favofuralr)al‘fczi i\a;/:ithf:r orecast,

er up the coast to find our next piece of pa .
WeDr;‘;) :Ecriefeurgr}:)ughpt) clear skies and more light south-southeasterlz; brjceze-s to
permit pleasant broad-reaching as we found the way to our next lcltstma;tl.on;
Leaving in good light to see our way through the narrow pass, we allowed f]us
enough time to reach Havre du Francois by 1400 also in good light - .evden'l kwcel
had to motor to make the fifteen-plus mile distance. F?rtunately the wn;1 pic ;
up enough to set gennakers as the two boats ‘race@ e?ch .otl.ler to the r}llort ci
Bluewater taking the outside route and Honey Girl going inside, throug an
behind the barrier reef at Passe Sud du Vauclin. Although narrow and requiring

Baia du Trésor as scen from the surrounding hills, with
Bluewater and Honey Girl just visible at anchor
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close attention to position at all times, the pass does have some buoys and
several prominent landmarks, making it a comfortable trip out of the swells.
But it is not for the faint of heart - certainly no-one ever accused Robin Cooper
of being faint of heart, or lacking competitive spirit. Aboard Bluewater we later
discovered that Robin was constantly tracking us on radar, with a special feature
that told him our course, speed and closest point of approach. Amazingly, the
‘race’ ended after fifteen miles in a dead heat, giving everyone cause for
celebration.

Havre de Francois is a more proto-typical east coast harbour, with vacation
and everyday homes dotting the shore, docks for landing the dinghy, and a town
with basic amenities (phones, fresh baguettes, wine, and tempting restaurants)
nearby. It is tucked in the lee of several outlying reefs and islands providing good
protection from just about any weather conditions. While anchoring we observed
a gleeful group of teenagers leaming to sail Martinique’s equivalent of the
Bermuda fitted sailing dinghy - too much sail area and too little freeboard - but
they certainly were having a ball! Once ashore and after a walk to town to
stretch our legs, we decided to reward ourselves with dinner at what appeared to
be a pleasant small hotel plus restaurant on the waterfront with its own dock.
The town of Francois is a nice spot - nothing remarkable except cheerful people
and lovely green sugarcane fields everywhere in sight. Our evening at La Riviera
Hotel proved memorable in more ways than one.

The meal was superb - the attractive French Creole owner charmed us with
amusing stories, and the waitresses entertained us with their noble efforts to
speak English. After perhaps a bit too much wine we walked down to the dock
to discover, much to our dismay, that Honey Girfs dinghy was missing and
nowhere in sight. This set off a considerable effort on the part of the hotel staff
to recover our indispensable transportation. One man jumped in his four-wheel
drive truck to comb the nearby shoreline, while others dug out big torches to
scan the harbour. When all these efforts proved fruitless the hotel owner’s
husband was summoned. He quietly jumped in his fishing boat and motored
into the blackness of the harbour. After a brief search he brought back the
dinghy amidst gleeful cheers from the growing contingent on the dock. How the
dinghy came untied, and how it drifted out into the harbour, were subjects of
much amusing speculation. But who cares - a lively evening which could have
ended badly left us instead with an even more positive impression of the delightful
people at La Riviera Hotel and everything associated with Martinique’s east
coast.

Havre du Francois features several secluded anchorages, plus a pair of protected
islands near the outer reefs where one finds a shallow white sand bottom perfect
for snorkelling. The space between Bouchard and Thierry Islands looks tempting
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on the chart, and on some days it might be worth exploring with fin and mask,
but when we were there the area was besieged with tourists ferried out from west
coast resorts so we quickly escaped to our next destination.

Havre du Robert is a large and attractively situated bay just a few miles north
of Francois. Martinique’s towering mountains and broad green valleys dominate
the view. It is reasonably well populated, but not crowded like the bays around
Fort de France, and an easy sail or motor around a couple of unmarked reefs
leads into the well-buoyed channel. On each side are numerous islands, cul-de-
sacs and sheltered anchorages for vessels of any size or draught. Our guidebook
suggested that Havre du Robert is about to undergo increased industrial
development and shipping activity, but for now this appears a long-term goal
rather than a reality. We chose to anchor tucked up behind Ilet a 'Eau where
the reefs and bold shores provide nearly complete protection. No other cruising
boats came into view, aside from a few friendly fishermen waving greetings from
their motorised pirogues.

We took our speedy dinghies into the village of Robert, about a mile from our
anchorage. There we found a friendly tourist office and a few amenities. From
Robert we ventured a bit further inland, and took a fifteen minute minibus ride
to the more substantial town of Havre de Trinite. This town lies along the shore
of an absolutely gorgeous bay — one that looks treacherous to enter by boat and
exposed to the moderate northerly swells coming into the bay - but beautiful
nonetheless. The shops were enticing, the coffee and baguettes delicious and
the outing provided a good diversion from boat maintenance chores. And unlike
our experience on the busier west coast, here we found the local people to be
more outgoing, more willing to accommodate our limited language skills, and
generally more helpful and pleasant.

At Raisiniers, on the outskirts of Havre de Trinite, there is a customs and
immigration office (douanes) which will handle check-ins and check-outs for
yachts. We found the officers to be very cordial even though our departure date
was uncertain. As our next stopover was to be The Saints near Guadeloupe

(where there is no customs facility) we were not too concerned about the precision
of our paperwork. Fortunately most officials in the French islands appear to
share this relaxed attitude.

Our next and final destination on the east coast proved to be the most beautiful
of all. Baie du Trésor is neatly tucked under the outstretched peninsula called
Presqu'ile de la Caravelle, about two-thirds of the way up the coast. It is a
magnificent natural harbour with mountainous hills protecting three sides and
several shallow reefs preventing any swell entering from the south. The water is
so clear we could see bottom at 15m. Bluewater and Honey Girl shared this
anchorage with one other small boat, but the area is so large that we felt we had
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it to ourselves. The vegetation along the shore is interrupted only by the remai
of an old_ plantation and an unmanned lighthouse at the top of a cliff. Eve thirrl1 ;
e'lse is wild nature preserve. A few paths allow tourists to explore tl;e ruir:s thg
!1ghthouse and the beaches on foot. Although a road comes into the reser\,re 'i
is not noticeable and there is a long walk to the nearest village. The opportunitZ :
to explc')re by dinghy, on foot and with the binoculars seemed endless. I')I'he eal:eS
ar'1d quiet were surpassed only by the visual feast of gorgeous sunsets ovcfr th
hﬁlls. It wasa _special time that will not be forgotten, both for the sheer beauty oef
;ﬁ: :;;roundmgs and the unbridled joy of spending quality time with truly good
We c01'11d have stayed a week in this idyllic spot, but the urge to sail to ou
next destination overtook us and we exited Baie du Trésor on a morning wh :
the easterly trade winds and seas had built back up to their more normal bglustee .
levels. On this day we learned why the east coast of Martinique has e,amed i?l
rl{gged reputation. The seas near shore were quite steep and this, combin. ;
with waves bouncing off the rocky shores and heading back to’ sea ma:le
ev.erythmg quite confused and lumpy. Having a reliable engine (plus just éno h
sail to quell the motion) allowed us to punch our way out to windward beycl:ﬁd

the reefs t i .
o nir?}: point where we could bear off and sail comfortably for the islands

Dangerous surf outside Baie du Trésor
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The indomitable Robin Cooper in February 1998
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We felt most fortunate to have éxperienced ‘the other side’ of Martinique at a
time when the weather treated us gently. It is an area we look forward to exploring
further, as we visited only four of the thirty-eight different harbours listed in our
cruising guide. But we will wait for a good weather window and treat the area
with the respect it deserves. ’ ’

Handling a small yacht in a big, steep sea is a grand
experience not easily forgotten, especially if it be
attempted on a pitch-dark night, with a little too much
canvas aloft for comfort, too big a sea to allow you to
take your eyes off each phosphorescent crest as it
comes crashing towards you, and with a dangerous
shoal somewhere to leeward. Under these conditions
you generally wish to goodness you hadn’t come and
begin to wonder exactly how long the boat will stand
such a terrible pounding ...

Maurice Griffiths, Sailing on a Small Income (1953)
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DUET — THE DREAM MACHINE

Kitty van Hagen

designed by Judell & Vrolijk. Slile was
o of Brouwershaven, that built Slmo.n s
ime was that this was to be a genuine
soap dish with hand-holds and kidney
ter ballast even on a cruising boat, but
planning it became quite clear that, on

battened mainsail - 100m? of sail. Simon

sll-length cockpit. Either side there is a
of which lead to the two winches. Thus
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as it covers the whole north Al

forecasts.

tlantic and gives the clearest synoptic charts and

Strong to gale force headwinds en route for Madeira caused us to pause for a
couple of days at Porto Santo - much nicer, we thought, than the crowded and
doubtful delights of Funchal. There are large mooring buoys now that cater for
yachts up to 15 tonnes. The harbour is secure, but a truly vicious swell moves in
when the wind decides to howl at you from the southwest. The helpful ladies in
the harbour master’s office did our laundry, so we were able to pack our thermal
gear away in the deepest recesses of Duet.

With a fair wind and hot sun we set off for Las Palmas, Gran Canaria. After a
couple of days there we decided we could no longer stand the noise and dirt so
departed for Puerto Mogén on the southwest coast, a far more pleasant alternative.
Due to its popularity and limited space, it is vital to reserve a berth at Mogén
prior to your arrival. It also pays to be a little economical with the truth when
saying how long you intend staying - longer the better. To our delight and surprise
we met up with Robert Nickerson, OCC, aboard Panic Major. We enjoyed several
good parties with them before leaving on 18 November, four days before the
ARC rally.

A day and a half out from the Canaries we decided it was time to try out the
water-maker. (We had not tested it previously as once used it has to be run
continuously). First of all we were disappointed by the amount of water it
produced. The manufacturers claimed that it made 26 litres per hour, but after
careful measuring it only amounted to about 12 litres. The water-maker runs off
12 volts but the drain is such that we have to run the engine. After four days the
alternator burnt out so no more electrics. We even unearthed the sextant, blew
off the dust and wondered which way up to hold it. Thank heavens for wind
vane self-steering! Ours is German-made, a Wind Pilot, Pacific model.

Our original intention had been to head for Tobago, but in light of the lack of
power we opted instead to head for Guadeloupe where we thought we might
find a Volvo agent or at least someone who could rewind the alternator - and so
we did. However, we later realised that a single alternator simply could not cope
and that what was needed was a second one, which we added in Martinique. It
is so easy to be wise in retrospect and we should have realised the need for two
alternators in the first place. We have also decided to change the water-maker
we have for one that runs directly off the engine.

Of course the main problem in any yacht is lack of space for the amount of
equipment to be installed. Thus the builder finds he has to fit in all these bits
and pieces and often doesn’t care if they turn out to be in the wrong place. For
example, when the salt water filter for the water-maker leaked it dribbled onto
the electric pump for the sea water cooled fridge compressor. Naturally enough
that pump packed up - although it has to be said that it worked again after a

great deal of cleaning. There’s not much we can do at this stage, other than to
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take two spare pumps and hope the leak doesn’t happen again.

The more time we spent on board the more it became obvious that cruising is
really about maintenance and more maintenance. Another problem occurred
with the outlet pipe from the loo. We have two outlets, one direct into the sea
and the other into a holding tank, so fortunately we were able to use the holding
tank which was pumped out every other day or so. It seems the pipe became
blocked by a build-up of sediment caused by the reaction between uric acid and
seawater. | suppose the chemical reaction is faster in the warmer water of the
Caribbean than Europe. Also continuous use has to be taken into consideration.
Normally we would expect to clean the pipe once in a season, Or even every twWo
seasons. Being a chemist Simon went for the hard hit - sulphuric acid no less! It
took several days to clear it when we were in Trinidad laying up. We then puta
paint dye down the loo and found that it took twenty-five pumps before the dye
showed in the water. That means a minimum of thirty pumps to really flush. So
we will see how long it is before it builds up again - if at all.

Another problem which may be of interest occurred with the pipework on
board. We have a pressure pump for the deck wash, via a flexible plastic hose
reinforced with stainless steel wire because it has to go round corners.
Unfortunately it soon self-destructs as the wire inside pokes through when the
hose is bent around too tight a turn. You can imagine our frustration when we
found water in the bilges without knowing where it came from - yet again all the
floor boards came up to unearth the problem. We also had to replace quite some
length of the hose.

These are the sort of problems which the first year of cruising in a brand new,
purpose built, yacht are all about. We also learnt, and Mike Pocock had wamned
us of this, that you underestimate the amount of power you will need. We have
now installed two big solar panels to supplement our wind generator. Wind

ring - they put in nothing when you are
; unless well insulated. We intend to try
‘ort to stop the thing sounding like a jet
ts with wind generators mounted on the

Our cruising this year has included all the islands from Barbuda south to
Trinidad. With the exception of Michael and Eve Bonham-Cozens, OCC, aboard
Gemervescence, whom we ran into on several occasions - Antigua, Bequia and
Grenada as well as in Trinidad - we saw very few OCC burgees until we reached
our final destination. Where do they all hide?

We plan to return in September and, once fitted out, cruise in Venezuela
before making our way north to Cuba for January and February. Then towards
Panama and into the Pacific. Oh what a dull life!

Call

0800-895473 (ux)
1-800-262-8464 (usa)

1998 Catalogve!

THE WORLD’S
FINEST PRODUCTS

FROM AMERICA'S
LARGEST SOURCE!

SERVING 150 COUNTRIES!

P

: YES. Send Me a Free da/// West Marine "

®  Please complete all the information below and mail to: TNT MAILFAST
REF: FF98 o ond moil fo: SFO\SFONB 1793401 |
Nome PO. BOX 66
] HOUNSLOW
] address T 98T UK
Country
] Tel:



PUFFIN’S MAINE CRUISE

(to give way or nof, that is the question)
Lee Rice

This saga had its beginning some time ago, in fact in December of 1997 when 1
reached the proverbial three score years and ten. For many years it had seemed
to me that my sailing career would terminate when I became old. However,
now at seventy there was a problem. I did not want to stop sailing and cruising,
so why should I? So where should I cruise and when? Attending an Ocean
Cruising Club Rally was one idea that came to mind, and I casually mentioned
it in a letter to our Past Commodore, and he replied that he was surprised to
find any founding member still sailing, let alone contemplating a voyage of some
1500 nautical miles.

The challenge was on, and after much soul searching, crew searching, and
information searching we, that is Puffin, a 25ft Bayfield sailboat, Andy Soutar
my brother in law, and I set out from Little Current on Manitoulin Island on 12
May 1998. We were bound for Tobermory, our first port of call on the trip to
Maine some 1500 miles away.

In reality the cruise proved easier than anticipated, the fog much worse than
anticipated and the dangers of being run down far greater than ever imagined.
In the end we came to the conclusion that it is better to heed the soldier’s
maxim when desisting from the fight, ‘Better to be a coward for five minutes
than a dead man all your life’.

The weather was cold and showery with mist patches, and after exploring the
well-known flowerpots near Tobermory we were glad to get into port for the
night. More fog and headwinds kept us there until 17 May, when we had a fine
sail for the best part of a day. We tried out our new Navik self-steering gear with
good results, but by dusk the wind had gone and we started the engine, a trusty
little one lung Yanmar diesel. By noon next day we were under the great Bluewater
Bridge at Sarnia and Lake Huron was but a memory.

The passage down the St Clair River was relaxing, despite the odd dollop of
water from a passing stinkpot cooling off from the heat ashore. Even the Great
Lake behemoths with their enormous cargoes of grain, coal, iron-ore and fuel
did lictle to disturb the placid scene that May day as they pushed their way
slowly ‘Downbound’ towards the Lower Lakes.

Our anchorage that night was, quite unexpectedly, one of the best | have ever
been in. Unlike the surrounding area, the whole of the great marshland that lies
between Walpole and Squirrel Islands is quite unspoiled. Time has stood still
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Puffin enters Chamcook Bay, New Brunswick
at the end of her 1789 mile cruise
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Locking through the Erie Canal

34

the friendly atmosphere, both in the town and at the marii:a. A very nice port to
visit, and we were glad we had aborted our efforts out on Lake Erie.

Andy had to leave as his two week vacation was over, and | was fortunate in
getting an old sailing friend and ex-racing skipper to come for a time to help me
through the locks of the Erie or New York Barge Canal. Stu Greig is a great
raconteur and bon vivant and we fared very well, especially in the evenings
when Stu would regale me with tales of his student days in the west of Scotland
as we washed down a good meal with the appropriate wine.

We had the mast taken out at Wardells famous yard at Tonawanda, near
Buffalo, just before the first fixed bridge on the canal, and so we became a
motorboat of sorts. ‘You'll find the canal the best part of your trip’, said an
experienced sailor in Erie, and he was so right. For a completely relaxing
atmosphere the canal is the place to be. We sailed past fields and forests, flowers
and farms, and even saw a young deer swimming across the canal ahead of us.
The old tow paths have been preserved for public use and, as we cruised on our
way, we passed joggers, walkers, cyclists and strollers enjoying their evening
outings.

At Fairport, New York, we found a village completely restored from the former
canal-side factory town. It is now quite a people place, with cobbled walks,
boutiques and an amazing variety of quaint little restaurants. Strollers, who
came mostly from nearby Rochester, would stop by the boat and chat. It was all
very pleasant and we gave full marks to the designers and city fathers for their
efforts.

But as they say, all good things must come to an end. Ours did on 31 May
when we had ‘the day of the tornadoes’. Five in one day, and there had only
been three in the previous fifty years! One completely demolished the lock-

but fortunately it never came.

The lock-keepers on the canal, which is now run by the very efficient New
York Thruway Authority, were helpful in the extreme and exhibited a true
American hospitality that we were not to see again until we arrived in Maine.
Most keepers had us through their locks in fifteen minutes or less and no waiting
- quite a feat, we thought. They made our day and everyday on the canal. What
a group of wonderfully friendly and super efficient men and women. We finally
left the canal at Lock One near Troy, New York, and after thirty-four locks we
were ready for a change.
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At Castleton-on-Hudson we stepped the mast, Stu left as his vacation time
was over, and | went for a medical check on a suspected cracked rib. Fortunately
it turned out to be just a bad bruise, the result of a fall on Lake Erie, and the
bother it had been causing soon went away. So off I went, singlehanded, cruising
down the river, in this case the Hudson, bound for the joys of New York City.

Viewed from the Hudson and East Rivers the Island City, for such it is, of
New York is quite a marvel. And what a great way to see that fabled place, with
each building easily recognisable as it appears like the map said it would. However,
if you go there avoid the dark blue shuttle boats on the East River as their
demented drivers create enormous washes, refuse to slow down as they
manoeuvre close to you lest you miss their ‘Kiss of Death’. One scared the hell
out of me as he came within a few feet of Puffin and put the bow right under,
doing some damage below as gear flew all over the place. Not even the open
Atlantic could compete with this idiot. Long may he rest where I wished him to
be!

Long Island Sound gave us a taste of things to come - fog, more fog and yet
thicker fog. Without our radio, radar reflector and above all the little GPS we
would never have made it. Then on 10 June the log showed that we had
completed 1000 miles from Lake Huron, so I decided to take a day off. And
having decided that I took two days off, and anchored in the peaceful Hamburg
Cove just above Essex on the Connecticut River.

Friday and Saturday 12 and 13 June were days I would as soon forget. We lay
storm-bound at the east end of Fisher Island in quite a good little harbour, well
sheltered from the strong southeast wind but not the torrential rain. It was
absolutely awful, like the rain that comes with a line squall and lasts for about
fifteen minutes, but this lot was different, very different. As I listened below for
thirteen hours to the bombardment on deck, a sound like a full scale aerial
machine gun attack, I concluded that it was only a matter of time until this
torrent stove in Puffin’s deck. When it all ended I was genuinely surprised not to
find the expected wide scale pitting. Earlier that morning the forecaster had
announced, in his best funereal voice, ‘Rain, rain, and more rain’. That, [ felt,
was the understatement of the year.

A fast passage - fast for Puffinthat is - followed, and we bounded into Newport
on top of the usual big swell at 4% knots under jib alone. A beautiful schooner
passed me to leeward and I envied her her large crew. She carried full sail and
looked magnificent as she tore up the Bay with a huge bone in her teeth. I
puzzled at the number of lighthouses I could see flashing in the area, as it was
only 1400. It was then that I truly recognized the tenure of the day’s weather.

Newport, where I stayed for four days, offered us lots of treats - fog and lots of
it, rain, great gusts of wind, and nightly serenades from all the local fog horns.
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boat. If it had not been for the efforts of managers Mike and Mike at West
Marine in Falmouth, Maine, we would still be waiting at Woods Hole. “We’'ll get

of wind against tide). We arrived, as anticipated, at slack water and had a
favourable push out into the Atlantic Ocean. The canal was most pleasant and

devoid of traffic for my passage.
Once out in the open Atlantic we set a course across the Gulf of Maine for

The Skiroer, an Ocean Cruising Club Founding Member
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Seguin Island with its powerful light, and things went reasonably well despite
the by now omnipotent fog. The new radio proved its worth, and the ships I
called up all said they saw me on their radar screens and would take avoiding
action. These people were, of course, professional sailors and I was glad that
there were no ‘yachts’ out there with skippers who did not know the rules of the
road, but I am jumping ahead of myself and more on that sad topic later.

The second night on the ocean proved to be the real test, and leaving a very
dark deck at 0200 to literally crash onto a bunk depressed by the continual fog
and very tired, I asked myself, ‘why in the hell am I here?". Of course I already
knew the answer, and | was there whether or not I liked it.

Dawn comes very early in these latitudes and at this time of year, and with it
a measure of relief. At 0455 on 26 June we picked up Buoy R18 near Seguin
Island, which we never saw or heard even when quite close to it. As we felt our
way into Boothbay Harbor entrance at the Cuckholds in dense fog we were
nearly run down by a fishing boat, which had neither slowed down nor sounded
his horn as required by law. Shortly thereafter the same happened again, this
time with a powerboat which was clearly the burdened vessel but which refused
to give me the right of way. A collision was narrowly averted when I altered
helm just in time. Feeling my way along the foggy shore I anchored at the first
suitable spot and sighed with relief.

Saturday 27 July found me quite depressed and needinga shower and a chance
to do some laundry, so I called up the yacht club at Boothbay and asked for a
mooring as the fog had lifted somewhat. A very pleasant female voice answered
my VHE call and asked if I had been in Boothbay Harbor before. When I replied
in the negative she said, ‘Well then, let me come out and welcome you in’.
What an uplifter, and when Erin Murphy appeared - for such was her Irish
name - she obviously knew how to handle a boat, and later told me that she
held a US Coast Guard 100 ton skipper’s licence. With her red hair she was as
attractive as her friendly voice on the radio suggested. I mentioned a need for
some groceries and she told me where the store was, so | planned on going there
in the morning. However there was no need as Erin delivered all my wants,
including the Boston daily paper, before I was even up. What a girl! She was, to
my mind, the best tourist advertisement that the state of Maine could possibly
have.

JLater in the day I met Phil Brooks, the local OCC rally organizer, and discussed
plans for the July rally which, due to unusual circumstances beyond my control,
I was not able to attend. Castine, my ultimate destination, was getting closer. So
on Sunday 29 July I sailed out of Boothbay on a beautiful clear day, bound and
determined to see my landfall at Seguin Island as I had missed it in the fog.

All went well until we were almost out of the harbour, when I spotted a large
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sailboat approaching from seaward on a collision course. We were under full sail
and close-hauled on the starboard tack. Safe as houses you would say, windward
boat keeps clear, but not so this boat. Had I not altered at the last moment I
would have hit him on his port quarter, and he had a boatload of women and
children with him. Later [ met some kids in sailing classes at Castine who knew
more than this skipper, and they were all of ten years old.

On talking this and other incidents over with experienced American sailors,
got the reply, ‘Oh, there are lots of them out there. If you think your experiences
were bad than listen to me’. One, an OCC member, related how he had been hit
amidships by a fishing boat with nobody in the wheelhouse - they were all working
in the stern of the vessel which was under autopilot! A US Coast Guard officer
told me, as he laughed at my stories, ‘It’s simply a case, Sir, of fat wallets and not
too much up top’. | heard that theory several times and there was much evidence
to support it.

Next day gave me the best sail of the cruise to date, when we headed for
Tennants Harbor in a moderate southwest wind. And yes, we had to alter course
while under full sail to avoid a lobster boat which came from over a mile away
apparently intent on cutting us in half. I spoke to her skipper later and suggested
he should make his intentions clear, as the law states, long before a collision
could possibly take place. He said that he would never run a boat down, and as
he was a very pleasant fellow I had to believe him. We managed to run the

McGlathery'’s Island, Merchant Row, Maine
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Roseledge bookstore. The owner, 2 delightful and well educated lady, spent
most of the afternoon discussing Arctic and Antarctic literature with me, and
we both agreed that the best adventure story ever told was by Sir Ernest
Shackleton in his book simply entitled South. I purchased a book about the
famous schooner Bowdoin which I had last read at Hope Bay in Grahamland. It
brought back fond memories of happy times spent ‘Down South’. Imagine my
joy when I docked at Castine and looked at the name on the beautiful schooner
beside me. There she was in reality, so as I passed I saluted and paid her the
respect she was surely due from one Arectic sailor to another.

clear day and a fair wind.

For those, and there must be many, who know Marji and Den Bancroft it will
be superfluous to say that a warm welcome awaited us when we arrived at their
Smith’s Cove anchorage a few miles south of Castine. Mariji, of course, is Port
Officer for Smith’s Cove and both are long standing OCC members.

There were many highlights during my stay of several weeks, and the one that

several members present at the turkey supper that Marji and her daughters had
prepared for us.

Again, two six day cruises stand out in my memory, one alone and one with
my family, around the delightful island paradise that is Penobscot Bay in, believe
it or not, ideal conditions - free from fog and with moderate winds, always fair,
and bathed from dawn to dusk in sunshine. I firmly believe that Marji, with her
magical touch, had arranged all this. Imagine our final day, when we sailed at
near maximum speed on a broad reach in bright sunshine all the way from North
Haven to Castine. To add to this scene of perfection we had a grandstand view
of all the Rockland and Camden schooners as they passed us, one by one, tacking
down to a rendezvous at Stonington. Our cameras were busy.

Yet once again there was a sour note to add to this utopian experience. It
came in the form of a 40ft Albin powerboat. Her owner refused to give way or
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even slow down for Puffin, broad-reaching in a stiff breeze, i'n Fhe narrowest part
of the Casco Passage. As we approached the red buoy defining tl:\e passage he
kept his course for the same buoy at full speed (but from t}Te. opposite illlrectxolx)l) ,
and only a quick, ‘throw her into the wind’ avoide?d a collision when ; \j\;aj u’t
two boat lengths away. As a thirteen year old girl in our crew remarked, hon (;
know about these rules of the road, but I do know that you shou’ld nﬁt ez{(
straight for a little sailboat at full speed ina big motor boat like that’. Fu‘ m}fr si
to that owner — he took the prize for the worst case of non-seamanshl‘p that
have ever seen. As instructed earlier by the Coast Guard, we reported the incident

the VHF. '
to"lc":i::nr:d:ur;sr(l)ut on all of us, and on 23 August we set sail for St Andrews in
New Brunswick, Canada, where Puffin was to be laid up f(‘)r the winter. A rczitu}rln
voyage is contemplated, starting next spring and sailing via Nova Scotia ;n the
St Lawrence Rivers back to Lake Huron and Little Curren‘t. To return the same
way as we had sailed out was unthinkable after our experiences with near run-
downs and the East River shuttle drivers in particular. _

With Bruce Campbell and Bill Taylor as crew we were well equipped for ;he
expected fog and the fast passage dictated by a lady f:alled Bqnnyilw:lo wasd ast
approaching our area from the Carolinas. We made it okay Yvuh the log reading
just a few miles short of 1800 miles. For me it had been an u.\structlve le;: as
I had never sailed long distance singlehanded before. Feelings had run from
tired to terrified, from bored to bedlam in the Fisher Island storm and from great
memories to marvelling at the abilities of GPS receivers. ‘

It was hard to leave the little boat which had been my sole companion for O
long and had looked after me through thick and thin. But not as hard as it wa;
to leave beautiful Smith’s Cove and the sanctuary that the Bancroft_s have crea.ti1
there, and which they so generously share. They made kindness their accomplis -1-1
ment, a kindness that it would be difficult to repay in full and.one. that {x\)m
never forget. To me they are the heart and soul of what Amerl'ca’ls gll about.
Long may they live as the unchallenged King and Queen of Smith’s Cove.

May the road rise up to meet you,

May the wind be always at your back,
May the sun shine warm upon your face,
And the rain fall soft upon your fields,
And until we meet again

May God hold you in the palm of his hand.

44

LITTLE BOATS v SMALLER BOATS

Peter Rose

The arrival of Flying Fish s always welcome in our home. For many years I have
been unable to sail. [ have no complaint about that, as I had a fair share in my
time, but an occasional wallow in nostalgia is always enjoyable!

Two articles attracted particular interest in the 1998/1 issue. Jill and Tony
Vasey's delightful account of their passage from Maine to the Chesapeake in
their 24ft gaff cutter was very similar to part of my cruise along that part of the
eastern seaboard done in the opposite direction in my first Odd Times, a 23ft
gaff cutter, in 1966. But I did not even think of attempting the Harlem river!
What memories this article evoked!

I'was also most interested in Richard Lowery’s Big Boats v Little Boats. I suppose
that all is relative, but my experience is that his little boat, a 35 footer, was only
slightly smaller than my ‘big’ boat - my second Odd Times - which was 37ft;
whereas my first crossing was on the already mentioned 23ft boat. On the first I
crossed from Las Palmas to Barbados in 1965/66, on the second the west-bound
ocean crossing was from Madeira to Cayenne. So, for me, 35ft is already quite a
‘big’ boat. It may be that a few reflections might be of interest from this rather
different perspective.

My first Odd Times was built for pleasure day fishing in the Thames estuary.
She had been built in 1956 by Woodhams of West Mersea to a design of John
Leather, and she was built solidly! I purchased her (for £800, believe it or not) in
1961 and after a few weeks of sailing locally and getting to know the boat, I
spent about the same again on making a few changes, persuading the fish hold
cum cabin to become a liveable home, some new sails, etc. In 1962 I sailed her
via the Canal du Midi to Malta, and in ’63 on to Greece and then back to
Britain. In 1964 I sailed round Britain, but I was ‘chicken’ and went through the
Caledonian canal! From time to time I was singlehanded, but various friends
sailed with me for considerable periods.

By late 1964 I reckoned that I knew the boat and what she could cope with. I
handed her over to Ian Brown at his yard at Rowhedge for a re-fit to make her
ready for the Atlantic. Not that there was all that much to be done. For, and
this is my first main point, the sea-keeping ability for a boat destined for an
ocean crossing is actually identical to that which is not going further than the
English Channel. Even on a ‘mere’ hundred mile crossing, say from Cornwall to
Brittany, anything can happen weather-wise, and sometimes does... So, for even
the relatively modest passage, both the boat and those who sail her must be fully
prepared for any superfluity of naughtiness that the sea might provide. So I
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contend that a vessel, properly equipped and maintained for the channel,-is fit
for the Atlantic. ‘ o
The main differences in preparation are to do with logistics and navigation.
So, for the Atlantic, I had to contrive a degree of minimal competence with a
sextant and sight reduction tables, deduced reckoning obviously was madequa‘te
after leaving the Canaries. This competence came thanks to a wc.)n'derft'll s)hri\
volume Celestial Navigation for Yachtsmenby Mary Blewett. (Is it still in print? ).
Actually you only need a few pages of her book - wbere she tells you in the
simplest language what to do, (almost starting from which end of the sextant }t,o
look through!). Providing you can add and subtract, and you do ex?ctly ast e
lady says - it works! Beautiful simplicity. And nthmg to go wrong if you dc'm t
drop the sextant or your little portable radio which gives the Greenwich time

planning, and obviously water and allied
Times had a 35 gallon water tank and a
board for the ocean crossing. We boosted

day except on Wednesdays and Sund:
Coéte du Rhone - a wine that stands u
We also had a carton of long-life milk (t

ing was with the appropriate mix ¢
gl)to.kl-l;;glf a gallon of w:f;r ger day per person is perfectly adequate for health
and comfort, particularly as we both chose to shave on alternate days. We
showered courtesy of rain showers, which usually stopped abruptly when t_he
hair was full of shampoo. We reached Barbados after thirty-seven days with

ater.

ple\;/z E:;V no fridge, so fresh food was purchased accord.ing to our estimate of
how long it would keep. We had fresh meat for only the first couple .of days, but
the onions lasted us all the way. Our reliance on canned food slowly increased as
the voyage progressed, though curry powder helped make even t.he dullest of
cans edible. And we had on board some well hidden dehcac%es for St?te
Occasions. Thus on Christmas Day we feasted on Roast theasant in Port Wine
(out of a splendid tin from Fortnum & Masons!) On onmg day we ate cold
roast pheasant for breakfast - without either of us having to get up to prepare
that or the coffee. One advantage of a very small boat is that everytl,lmg is within
reach of one bunk or the other - food, water, the stove... You don’t have‘ t(_) get
up before having breakfast in bed. I recall describing this breakfast as ‘dicing

* Yes indeed! The eleventh edition came out last year - almost half a century
after it was first written. Ed.
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with death at every wave’.

In 1965 Blondie Haslar’'s wonderful invention, the wind vane self-steering
gear, was just becoming available. But I didn’t have one. So it was with the
traditional boomed out twin staysails linked by bits of string ingeniously adjusted
to the tiller that we waddled across the ocean. A back of an envelope calculation
indicated that we would have saved a week had we steered. That leads to another
point which I feel is important. I am truly amazed that anyone should wish to do
such a delightful crossing as a trade wind ‘milk run’ rapidly! Were I in a hurry to
get there I would go by plane. Not all have unlimited time available, it is true,
yet most who cross under sail are free from the Monday moming deadline that
afflicts most cruising in the English channel. Although it is good to reach one’s
destination, is not the actual voyage a very large part of the fun? Why curtail it
by rushing, if not in a race? Quite by the way, I found that first crossing to be an
admirable convalescence after having my appendix out in Las Palmas in
circumstances that left much to be desired.

Finally, on the very small boat, crew compatibility is really essential. I was
extremely fortunate with Dick Maddison, who was with me on that voyage.
Indeed we are still friends. I recall a 28ft ketch arriving in Barbados with the
crew packing and the owner inflating the dinghy before even putting down his
anchor - 5o that no time need be lost in their parting company after immigration
had dealt with them! The owner continued round the world on his own - happily!
Yes, when you can’t get more than 15 feet away from someone for several weeks,
compatibility becomes important... If in doubt, sail alone.

1 lost my first Odd Times off the coast of Newfoundland in 1967. But I didn’t
lose the name, which I used for my next boat, the ‘big one’ at 37ft, and later for
a gaff cutter. The second Odd Times was also designed by John Leather, with
much input from Monique and myself, and she was built by Ian Brown at
Rowhedge. By then I was married to Monique, and this Odd Times was our
home for a couple of years. No more even potential ‘crew problems’!

The second Odd Times was, for us, real comfort afloat. The cabin had room
for all that we considered essential for long distance cruising. Loads of storage
for food, a galley which was comfortable for cooking at sea as well as in port,
decent heads, a convenient navigation centre, substantial book shelves, a good
tape recorder plus masses of tapes... What more could one wish? Water was
carried in two 50 gallon tanks - more than adequate. We never saw any need to
ration ourselves, but we did not waste water. You want to drink half a glass?
Pump out half a glass!

As a home for two people, our heavy 37 footer served us very well. We had
comfort without luxury. Indeed I think that comfort and luxury are mutually
exclusive afloat. One can only be subjective, as one sailor’s luxury might be
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another’s comfort. As an example, we were perfectly comfortable without any
refrigeration. Oh, there were times when it would have been very agreeable to
have ice in a drink! And of course there would have been the advantage of
longer availability of fresh food. But we then would have had to run the engine
or a generator regularly, and that was a discomfort I could not live with. On our
ocean crossings, when we used the substantial batteries for nothing other than
lighting, I grudgingly accepted one hour or so of charging every Monday morning.
It was all that was necessary. We had a good radio receiver, but no transmitter.
Never saw the point. One of the many delights of ocean cruising was, for us,
NOT being on the phone.

Our ‘big’ Odd Timeswould have won no races. She was a bit under canvassed,
by choice, as there were seldom more than the two of us, and neither of us were
exactly athletes! But given a moderate breeze she sailed well enough, and the jib
headed tops’l was excellent - douse it, with great ease on any point of sailing,
and that was one’s first reef equivalent with no effort at all. During a wonderful
passage from Bermuda to Horta we enjoyed a full week averaging 140 miles
every twenty-four hours.

Clearly we all have different requirements. Ours was for a safe, strong, solid
vessel that would be sea-kindly and look after us in a blow, modest but adequate
comfort, and as much simplicity as seemed reasonable. Both boats could cope
with worse conditions than I could. Indeed the first Odd Times proved that
conclusively during forty grim hours between Morocco and the Canaries when,
so the port captain at Las Palmas told us, force 10 (50 knots) had been consistently
recorded over the whole area. The sum total of damage was one broken hatch
clip and two sets of shattered nerves. I think that the boat being solid and simple
had much to do with this. Whoever it was that coined the notion of the KISS
factor (Keep It Simple, Stupid!) seems to me to have had the right idea. I suggest
a choice for ocean sailors between little boats and smaller boats - and fewer
gadgets make for more fun!

I end by wishing the present generation (whatever they may sail) fair winds,
bright sun and sparkling seas.

The wide loneliness of a great ocean breeds a

humility that is good for the soul.
E A Pye
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BETA MARINE

Small Diesels — Big Reputation
We make What You Want

BV 1505 37.5 bhp with 3 5 kVA AC generator engine mounted

14 Engine family from 10 to 75 bhp

Built in the UK to any specification

Based on Kubota diesel

Lloyds and Rina approved

They run like sewing machines

50 International dealers give service support

We can mount your pump, compressor etc on the engine to give a “power pack”

Wh)( not treat yourself to 3.5 kVA AC power using the Electrolux generator and run
a microwave, etc off your main engine

Saves ££ s and weight

Contact Beta Marine Limited
Merretts Mills, Bath Road
South Woodchester
Stroud, Glos. G15 SEU UK

Tel: 01453 835282 Fax: 01453 835284
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RIO’S DELIGHTS

Maria and Guus ‘t Hart

(Dutch members Maria and Guus ‘t Hart have been cruising Brazil aboard their
42ft Zouterik.)

The town

Our first encounter with Rio de Janeiro was no great pleasure. Pitch darkness
was enhanced by a rich tropical downpour and strong gusts. We felt very lost
and lonely. The water became quiet when we entered the wide and shallow bay
in front of Niteroi just opposite Rio. We dropped our hook in what seemed a
safe place and after having set the anchor light took to our bunks. The next
morning morale was better when we met the hospitality of the Clube Na val at
Charitas, with its charming Commodore Justus Garcia. This well protected marina
with its luxury swimming pool served as our base during our stay in Rio. The
additional sixty minutes’ travel time were easily compensated by the safety and
charges of the club.

We were told that Carnival in Rio is not to be missed. It takes place in the
Sambodromo, a specially constructed arena about 1.5km long and with
amphitheatre seats on both sides. Through this alley an incredible and endless
exhibition of mind shattering and senses killing processions proceed. It is
magnificent in every aspect with each procession containing some 3000 people.
We enjoyed it until we were literally bumnt out, and at 0500 left the arena,
gulped down a few beers at one of the many stands in the neighbourhood and
went exhausted back to the boat.

There is also the other and more recognizable camival of the streets. The
participating families in the Rio Branco (Centro) were our first encounter with
the real Cariocas (inhabitants of Rio), and we met many nice, warm people. Our
Portuguese lessons whilst crossing the equator paid off.

Copacabana was a deception, however the Centro with its rich colonial
inheritance was beautiful. Many hours were spent in the Centro Cultural do Banco
do Brasilwhere we saw a fine dancing performance, the Casa Franca-Brasilwith
an original exhibition about Afro-Brasilian religion and the Museu do Correos.

There was much more like the Salvador Dali exhibition - what a fascinating
artist - which we visited at the end of our stay. The characteristic Museum of
Contemporary Arts dominating the skyline of Niteroi, which we passed in the
bus on our way to Rio, was so obvious that we almost overlooked it. Its view is
gorgeous and architect Oscar Niemeyer shows us what modern Brazilian creativity
can achieve.
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The Costa Verde

cruising ‘chute and mizzen staysail, in the light winds which are so characteristic
of this part of Brazil. Ilha Grande, the largest island of the Costa Verde and
considered to be one of the navigational jewels of Brazil, was soon visible on the
horizon. The six weeks spent in this region were very rewarding and we found
another Brazil, totally different from Bahia.

The Sugar Loaf at departure early in the moming



Parati, a jewel of Brazilian colonial architecture

Angra dos Reis is the largest town in the area, not a thing of beauty bu.t
convenient for its multiple facilities. Opposite the town lies the Angra dos Reis

out of the direction where we wanted to go so the engine was used frequently,
but this was not a big item as distances are moderate.

At Bracui, a marina village west of Angra, we met the first 0.0(0) m‘embers
south of the Equator, our compatriots John and Rija van Logchem in their Swan
47 Queen of Hearts. They have lived in Brazil for some years and are a rea!
source of information, and we shared quite a few anchorages. Between Bracui
and Frade, our next stop further west, lies the lovely island of Cunhambebe.
This is a pleasant weekend refuge when one wants to escape the jet-set of Frade
with their ultra-fast and very loud boating playthings, even including a seaplane.
The latter had the habit of starting through the anchorage, which we considered
rather unsafe. This aspect of Brazilian life will become a burden on the future
development of the region with its sensitive nature. '

We learned about the existence of a large tree of Frute de Pio (breadfruit) on
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Cunhambebe and appreciated this traditional staple of the locals. The tree stands
on the east side of the island. With Pasqual and Gloria, an Argentinean couple,
we collected a bucket of little shells just buried underneath the sand in half a
metre of water at low tide. Cleaning them was time consuming but rewarded by
the delicious dish prepared by Maria.

Parati

The loveliest place in the region is the well kept and colourful village of Parati,
where gold and precious stones were shipped to Portugal from the 17th century.
The town was built with an important influence from Free Masons who came to
Brazil to escape from the Inquisition in Europe. They wanted to create a new
world. Many architectural and ornamental signs can be identified by the trained
eye, as was explained to us. The streets are V-shaped and this ingeniously allows
tidal cleaning. This was a clever invention in the days when mule transport left
large amounts of smelly manure.

We met Rachel and Marcus, the owners of the Teatro Espaco. They are very
world-wise and travelled extensively in Europe and the States during their hippie
years. Their puppet theatre is adorable and with plenty of humour. We spent a
day with them exploring the nearby jungle, swimming in the different cachouiras
(waterfalls) and feeling like Tarzan whilst swinging on the lianas. This was a trip
very well remembered as our stock of insect repellent was left on board. In the
evening we were invited to their place, where we enjoyed a tasty dinner and
discussed the opportunities and constraints of modern Brazil. -

The old Defensor Perpetuo fort, built in 1703, is used today by the Centre of
Arts and Popular Traditions of Parati. The influx of money over past centuries
attracted artists, and as a result the canoes and paddles became more elegant
and violin-type music instruments were developed and used at parties. These
and other handicrafts are shown at a permanent exhibition.

Ilha Grande

During the last week of our stay we explored the ocean side of the island, although
the anchorages are less comfortable due to the ever present southerly swell.
Some unspoiled villages like Provets and Aventureiro have kept a very distinct
identity. Most children go to school and the church imposes some discipline in
clothing. We left these places with a good stock of fresh fruit and fish, gifts from
the hospitable locals. The snorkelling was terrific - it was a long time since we’d
seen such an abundance of large fish in such variety. Our last night before
returning to Rio was spent with Roberto and Claudia on board their ketch
Malagueta. They had an ample quantity of /ula (squid) and dining took a long
time. We had many good memories to take along! &



BEAUTIFUL BITTANGABEE CREEK

Hugh Garnham, Roving Rear Commodore

(Glenshiel VII, whose cruise around the Louisiade Archipelago featured inFlying
Fish 7997/1 and 1997/2, is an Adams 39 ketch.)

Even with swell breaking across the entrance, ’
Glenshiel VI lies comfortably inside ‘Beautiful Bittangabee Creek
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However it is also a very busy commercial fishing port, and laying alongside one
can be, and often is, disturbed at any hour of the day or night by arriving and
departing fishing craft. And although one can anchor well southwest of the
town at East Boyd Bay, the large woodchip plant in that area doesn’t help the
serenity.

The second reason for Bittangabee Creek being rarely visited is that it is a
fairweather, daylight only approach. Unless one has a full moon and calm
conditions it would be inadvisable to try and enter at night, but as a hideyhole to
await good conditions for crossing Bass Strait, usually when a strong sou’westerly
is expected to abate, it cannot be beaten. I would never attempt to enter in
strong, or even moderate easterly weather, and once inside one should make
certain not to be bottled up by strong easterlies which are, in any event, ideal for
making a passage either north or south.

The approach is from the southeast and the entrance, about two miles north
of Green Cape, is quite difficult to spot from seaward. Some years ago fishermen
painted a white cross on the northern headland, but this has faded quite a lot.
Once inside the northern headland the approach is parallel to the shore keeping
clear of the disturbed water to port. When the entrance opens a sharp turn to
port, through the exact centre of the break to the south and the inner northern
head, is essential to avoid submerged and very nasty rocks on the northern side.

[ have twice seen these exposed, though usually they are just below the surface,
and they must be treated with great respect. Most skippers concentrate on the

Bittangabee Creek in relaxed mood



break to the south and tend to edge too far north, which looks to be clear water.
Even in daylight I find radar helps greatly in positioning oneself. I would also be
wary of entering in any sort of sea in a boat drawing more than 6ft (1.8m) -
Glenshiel VIIdraws only 5ft (1.5m) - as although there is more water than this
the margin for error north or south is reduced.

However once inside it is all worth it, with good holding and little or no roll.
The best anchorage is just off the ruined supply shed, which was built to service
Green Cape lighthouse. I have only ever seen one or two people on shore, except
last year when we spent three days there in January and went ashore, instead of
our usual twelve to thirty-six hours with no shore excursions. Much to our surprise
we discovered a large, well-appointed camping ground not far inland but
completely invisible from the anchorage, and although a larger number of people
were fishing and swimming it was still an idyllic spot. Apart from summer vacation
time, I doubt if you would see anyone.

So next time you're in Eden waiting for that sou'wester to ease, consider a short
passage to one of the prettiest anchorages on the South East Australian seaboard.

(Unfortunately it was not possible to reproduce Hugh'’s sketch chart in Flying
Fish, but copies are available from the Cruising Information Service.)

Hail, Captain, man of Kent our Navy’s pride
To famous mariners by birth allied,

Though who deep versed in the Surveyor’s art
Provid’st the sailor with a priceless chart
Wherein are seen inscribed in black and white
The rocks and soundings of each bay and bight.

Seen on a memorial stone to a naval hydrographer
on a headland near Sydney Harbour. Dated 1877.
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RED SEA WARNING - The Hanish Islands
Richard Le Quesne, Diamond for Ever July 1998

It is not a new danger, but I would like to emphasise the warnings that others
have given about the risks associated with approaching the Hanish Islands in
the southern Red Sea. They lie in the middle of the Red Sea, and their possession
is contested by Yemen and Eritrea. It appears that they are occupied by Eritrea.

Recently we made a passage through the Red Sea and experienced these
problems at first hand. We were motoring northwards against a moderate
northertly breeze on a large sailing yacht about six miles west of the islands, when
we were approached by a fast open launch about 8m in length carrying a bunch
of scruffy looking individuals and what looked like a bloody gredt gun or rocket
launcher wrapped in tarps. The boat bore no markings and flew no flag. The
crew did not appear to be carrying guns.

The boat came up from astern and attempted to run parallel to us about 25
metres off. Because of the seas and our bow wave they could not hold station
there and surged in and out. They were shouting at us, but we could not
understand what they were saying so I made hand signals that they should call
on VHF radio. Eventually they produced a large portable radio from a locker
and tried to use it, but I received no signal on Channel 16.

Eventually I slowed to slow ahead and they came in close enough to shout.
When I told them that I did not speak Arabic one of the started to speak English.
They claimed to be Eritrean navy, said that we were in a prohibited military area
and invited me to accompany them into port in the islands. When I claimed the
right of innocent passage they denied that such a thing existed. When I questioned
whether they were really navy because they were wearing no uniform and flying
no flag there was frantic burrowing into a bow locker and eventually one of
them waved in the air a piece of camouflage battledress such as is sold in every
trendy boutique.
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The negotiations continued. They insistedthat I had to turn back and go into
port, while I declined their offer saying that I was on the high seas and intended
to continue on to Egypt. Although we were forced to shout back and forth there
was no aggression or bad temper on either side and no guns were pointed at us.
All this time we were motoring steadily northwards and the conditions made it
pretty rough for them. Eventually they simply gave up, said goodbye and turned
around.

I know that MY Rose of Newport was shot at when anchored in the islands in
1996, and I know of two smaller yachts whose skippers felt unable to re <= rhe
invitation to go into port and who subsequently had to buy their way out.

Keep well clear of the Hanish Islands!

DISMASTED
Keith Flint, Helkal I April 1998

You will be sorry to learn that our mast broke only three miles from the finish
line in the Port Lincoln Race, just off Boston Island, in 15 knots of breeze. One
of the fittings for the upper shroud disintegrated, the mast folding over just
above the upper spreader. No one was injured, but we were extremely fortunate
that the trouble occurred in the smooth and protected waters of the harbour, as
we were unable to get the mainsail down, all of the halyards being jammed at
the break!

If this had happened in an offshore event we would have been in diabolical
trouble, and this is the point that I am trying to get through to the insurance
people. In bad conditions with a lee shore under us we could have lost everything,
as even in the moderate conditions the mainsail was flogging about and of course
still attached to the upper section of the mast.

Most fortuitously we were able to call on the services of a crane, and by the
time we had reached the wharf at Lincoln Cove everything was ready to take
the mast out. Then a friend and I motored Helsa/ /[ home in ideal conditions
with a following breeze all the way. We have been impatiently waiting for the
new sections to come from Brisbane - hopefully they will arrive next weekend.

Apart from that all is well. He/sal /I'has had a complete new paint job all over
and is looking great. Keep a look-out for us in December - we might be doing
another Hobart Race.

PS: John Maddox, who forwarded the above letter, adds that Helsal Il carries a
7/8th rig, and that the break occurred where the forestay fitting attaches to
the mast. pr y
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ROLLING DOWN TO RIO

Nick Bryant

The VHF crackled into life ‘ Force 8, you may follow the ship out’, followed by a
rather belated ‘bon voyage and good sailing’. It was 1000 as we tucked ourselves
in behind the stern of a 35,000 ton container ship and motored out through
Durban’s narrow entrance channel. I liked the ‘bon voyage’ part - the port control
officer knew we were heading west and further west, and that it would be many
years and many miles before Force & would approach his port again - and then
it would be from the east.

As a result of a succession of strong westerly gales a heavy swell was breaking
over the south pier, but we now had a small window of predicted northeasterly
winds to make our dash down the eastern seaboard of South Africa, hopefully
covering the first 400 miles to Port Elizabeth. At long last we were on our way.
This was not the first time we had cleared Durban’s narrow entrance for a long
voyage, but before it had been cruising in the Indian Ocean and always knowing
that we would be returning to our established farming life in the beautiful Natal
Midlands. This voyage was different - we had endured the agonising decision
and then the execution of selling up our farm, home and cattle. The deteriorating
economic and security situation, as well as the ‘low grade’ civil war raging in the
Natal Midlands, had taken its toll on Helen’s health and my own nerves. We
wanted to believe again in the fun of life and to literally pack the guns away,
instead of figuratively doing so every day and night.

It had been two years since the last voyage and during that time Force §had
undergone a major refit. She is a Compass 47 designed by Angelo Lavranos, her
round-bilge hull built of corten steel with wooden deck and coach roof - she is
sloop/cutter rigged and sails like a witch. She was built twenty years ago in Umtali
in the former Rhodesia, now Zimbabwe, many thousands of miles from the sea.
She sailed in the 1979 South Atlantic race from Cape Town to Punta del Est,
Uruguay, with eight members of the Rhodesian armed forces, hence her name.
It was no macho naming trip from us!

We headed out in a southeasterly direction, to get ten to fifteen miles offshore
and well into the south-going Agulhas current, and by mid-day were under full
sail and bowling along before a freshening northeasterly. By midnight, with a
double-reefed main and staysail set and with the wind blowing a good 35 knots,
Force 8was eating up the miles at 8 knots. Midnight the following day we passed
East London, the only bolt hole on this notorious stretch of coastline, and there
seemed no point in stopping a ship in full flight! Weather forecasting is good off
the South African coast, but not to be taken as gospel, and by 0300 the

northeasterly was moderating, the glass had fallen and within an hour a
southwesterly had come through with a bang.

We hove-to on the port tack in 45 knots of wind and heavy rain. The heavy
rain helped to keep the seas down, and thanks to the Agulhas current we were
still making 1-1.5 knots in the right direction! The wind moderated in the late
afternoon, and by early evening we had to resort to the iron topsail to see us
across the last thirty miles of Algoa Bay into Port Elizabeth. It was an eerie,
calm, brightly illuminated night (the result of a phosphorescent rich sea). By
0700 we were tied up at the Algoa Bay Yacht Club, drinking our traditional
arrival beer with bacon and eggs sizzling in the pan.

Port Elizabeth to Hout Bay

Port Elizabeth is known as the friendly city and it certainly is - it is also known
as the windy city and it certainly howls! We endured a couple of unbelievable
days when the wind-induced surge in the marina had Force 8% 16 tons surfing
up to her pontoon walk-on. ‘So that’s why all the locals use enormous metal
springs on their mooring lines!”. We had to resort to our hands and knees to
walk along the finger of our section of walk-on, and that was on the way o the
pub! Still the hospitality and friendliness of the Algoa Bay Yacht Club made up
for the rough moorings. We stayed in Port Elizabeth for three weeks, to see our
son James in his final year at the local university and to watch him playing
cricket for Eastern Province. The Addo Elephant Park is also well worth a visit
for a couple of nights and is an easy trip intand - you see hundreds of elephant of
all ages and sizes. The exciting part is trying to keep them off the bonnet of the
car! .
During our stay in Port Elizabeth there was virtually no window in the weather,
but finally at the end of November a gap appeared. From Port Elizabeth
westwards the coast is a little more hospitable, with a couple of harbours and
one or two anchorages for shelter in the event of a serious southwesterly blow.
In a rising southeasterly we beat out of Algoa Bay in a lumpy and unpleasant

Regrettably, pleasant sailing conditions never last long off the South African
coast and by 1600 on the second day out we were running hard under staysail
only before a 40 knot southeasterly. We sped past Mossel Bay with the wind
seldom dropping below 35 knots and often hitting the stop at 50 knots. The seas
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Force 8 anchored at ITha Grande, Brazil
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continued to rise, and by the following evening we were doing 5-6 knots under
bare poles with the wind generator howling like a banshee! We rounded Cape
Agulhas nineteen miles offshore, passing from the warm Indian Ocean to the
icy cold South Atlantic. The wild night livened up when, at 0100, a large, sneaky
wave broke aboard, depositing gallons of icy cold Atlantic sea through a
momentarily opened companionway over Helen, who was asleep in her bunk.
After twenty-seven years of marriage I did not know that my wife had such a
command of the English language! The sense of drama heightened a couple of
hours later when a barely audible ‘Mayday’ call was picked up on the VHF - and
then nothing.

We rounded Cape Point at 1100 with the staysail set and the wind still
screaming at a steady 40 knots, but at least the sun was shining. VHF contact
with American friends who were sheltering in False Bay confirmed that there
had indeed been a ‘Mayday’ call. The mystery was solved when, a few days later,
an elderly American singlehander was towed into Cape Town by the National
Sea Rescue Institute - alive and well but battered. The seas dropped off as we
closed the coast, and by late afternoon we were off the entrance to Hout Bay.
The desire for respite was too strong and we decided to forgo the extra twenty
miles to Cape Town.

Hout Bay is an attractive fishing harbour with a small marina, surrounded by
a majestic backdrop of Cape mountains. Such mountains create very impressive
downdrafts and we were blasted through the harbour entrance. Soon the three
of us - Helen, Deon (our crew) and I - were enjoying our traditional arrival
beer, greatly relieved to have 480 miles of heavy weather sailing behind us!

Hout Bay to Saldanha

Our neighbour at the Hout Bay Marina was Ocean Flight from Cape Town,
owned by new OCC member Colleen Douglas. She had seen the arrival of Force
&8s three very tired, red-eyed and salt-soaked crew. The following day was glorious
- no wind, warm sunshine, clean air, clean turquoise sea with seals swimming
and darting about between the boats. We had timed it well, as it was the day
that the crayfish season opened and Colleen, in true Cape hospitality style, invited
us on board Ocean Flight for a feast of crayfish and sparkling wine. What sheer
bliss to have a difficult passage behind us, be in beautiful surroundings, eating
crayfish, drinking champagne and enjoying jolly good company. Ocean cruising
does have its glorious moments!

We were delighted to meet Tom Morgan, OCC Port Officer for the Cape,
and his wife Sue on board Stardust. Traditional South African hospitality was
enjoyed on both boats. Tom is the author of a most useful cruising guide of the
South African coast. Within a few weeks OCC member Lindsay James and his
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wife Anne arrived from Mossel Bay aboard Tao - an excuse for more parties!

W e spent six weeks in Hout Bay, and being so much cleaner than the moorings
at the Royal Cape Yacht Club in Cape Town we decided to stay put. We spent
a lot of time tracking down bits and pieces needed for the boat, touring the
Peninsula, watching cricket, catching and eating crayfish and enjoying the
hospitality of Ocean Flight.

Helen and I returned to strife-torn Natal to spend Christmas with our daughter,
Susan, and her husband. It was a wonderful last reunion before embarking on
our worldwide cruise. Then back to Hout Bay and the big stock up. The
Pick’n’Pay supermarket at Constantia came up tops, fetching us and delivering
us back to Hout Bay with our mountain of provisions. Besides giving us lunch
in the shopping centre they took the trouble to vacuum-seal all our dry
perishables. Their helpfulness and friendliness certainly made the mammoth
task more enjoyable.

Mid January we sailed past Cape Town, up the coast, and into Saldanha Bay,
a huge, windy place with desert-like air and light giving it a very different feel
from the Cape Peninsula.

The South Atlantic
At 0800 on 27 January 1998 Force 8, with Helen, Deon and myself on board,
cleared the north head of Saldanha and headed for St Helena.

The first five days passed with cold, rough and overcast weather but a good
strong breeze enabling us to cover a lot of ground. Thereafter the skies cleared,
the seas flattened out, the winds went light and we were in the southeast trades.
We sustained a few mishaps during the first couple of days at sea. The first night
out we lost the bottom section of our Wind Pilot self-steering gear, so a lot more
helming was in store.

The other ‘disaster’ was an over zealous Deon pumping up diesel from the
main bilge tank into the header tank. I had recently installed a new header
tank, but had only taken the breather pipe up and into the saucepan cupboard.
At 0100 Deon, misreading the level, continued pumping - filling all available
pots and pans with diesel. It was only the overflowing cascade of diesel out of the
cupboard and onto the new upholstery on the port side of the saloon that broke
his rhythm. The resulting mess strangled even Helen’s command of the English
language.

During the succeeding days the wind seldom got to force 4 (15 knots) and
mostly hovered at the force 2 to 3 level. Pleasant wing-and-wing downwind
sailing, but always wishing for another 5 knots of wind. Unusually for us we
began catching fish with every launch of the lure, mainly dorado, very good
eating and pickling.
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What a thrill it was to see the high volcanic peaks of St Helena in the early
morning of our fifteenth day at sea. By lunch time we had rounded the eastern
end of the island and dropped anchor in 18m off Jamestown. The anchorage is
rolly and the holding none too good, but once again the people make up for it.
The ‘Saints’ are delightful people, friendly and hospitable. I can only hope that
Tony Blair’s government will give them back their full citizenship - the population
is only 5000 and they would be an asset to the United Kingdom.

Six happy days were spent off Jamestown, a Georgian seaport time capsule.
We climbed Jacob’s Ladder, swam in the super new pool in the castle moat, ate
at Ann’s Place, took sun-downers on the verandah of the Consulate Hotel and
generally relished and relaxed in the antique atmosphere. For £12 we hired an
old banger and spent the day touring the island. We marvelled at the contrast
between the moonscape volcanic perimeter and the lush green tropical interior.
We visited Napoleon’s exile home and the site of his first burial place. At the
British Governor General’s house we saw the oldest inhabitant of the island -
Jonathan, a 150+ year old tortoise. At the anchorage there is a ferry service
which makes landing at the famous steps a lot easier. With heavy hearts we
hauled up the Bruce and headed out once more into the South Atlantic for the
2200 mile roll down to Rio.

For the next seventeen days we saw no marine life, no birds, no ships, fished
with no luck, baked super bread, wished our budget had allowed for a cruising
‘chute, and lived entirely in a world of our own. A highlight was passing close by
Ilha Trinidade, the bleak and inhospitable treasure island writteén about by FG
Knight in his book 7The Cruise of the Alert. As we neared the coast of Brazil the
weather heated up and the frequency of squalls increased, disrupting the peaceful
time we had been having for the last couple of weeks.

We made landfall at Cabo Frio in the late afternoon of 6 March and suddenly
we were back in the world of fishing boats, birds and ships. That night, off the
entrance to the Guanabarra Bay, we were hove-to in a choppy and
uncomfortable force 7 (30 knots). Daylight found us motoring over a glassy sea
with not a breath of wind, close to the famous Sugar Loaf Mountain and under
the reassuring gaze of Christ the Redeemer. We had at long last arrived at Rio
de Janeiro. Brazil - the land of football, the body beautiful and the dental floss
bikini!

Rio de Janeiro

Finding a decent mooring in Rio is difficult. The Club de Rio de Janeiro is
positively anti foreign yachts. It is the club of the super-rich - they don’t need
you and they don’t want you! How different it had been in 1971 when I had last
sailed in and tied up, having completed the Cape to Rio yacht race. They do
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Helen and Nick Bryant landing on the beach at Parati Mirim,
Southern Brazl

however allow you to buy their diesel. Unfortunately it makes sense to do so as
the club members demand clean fuel - of which they consume vast quantities in
their high-powered motorboats.

A cruising guide mentions Marina da Gloria and so we went there, only to be
greeted by a local yachtie warning us that we were entering the most expensive
marina in the world! He was right, and the only redeeming feature is its proximity
to downtown Rio. Two days of mind-numbing visits to various officials and many
dollars in taxi fares got Force 8and her crew cleared in. All officials show old
world courtesy to foreigners, but they have raised the standard of form filling to
art level! We survived a week in Marina da Gloria and then motored across the
Guanabarra Bay to the Clube Naval de Charitas, a delightful club in a beautiful
country setting and a twenty minute bus ride from the city of Niteroi. They
welcomed us with two weeks’ free mooring and the use of their superb facilities.
Force 8was in paradise.

Three weeks of sight seeing, the urban experience and viewing the body
beautifuls on the Copacabana and Ipanema beaches was enough and we headed
southwest to the Bafa da Ilha Grande, the ‘fillet mignon’ of the Brazilian coast.
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Baia de Ilha Grande

Ilha Grande is a rainforest-covered island thirty-five miles long, situated in the
middle of a huge bay. Between this island and the mainland there are a myriad
of smaller islands, cays and fjords, making this area a splendid cruising ground.
So it proved to be, with Force 8 usually the only yacht in a deserted anchorage
with nothing to bother us except the odd squawk of a parrot. To remain legal I
had to take a ferry across to the mainland harbour town of Angra dos Reis and
once again visit various officials. Brazilian authorities will not allow you to visit
their officials unless properly attired - no shorts, vests or sandals allowed. It was
also in Angra dos Reis that we replenished Force &8s supplies.

For the Easter weekend we motor-sailed further west to the Bafa da Ribeiro
and into Marina Bracui on the mainland, reputedly the biggest marina in Brazil,
and the closest water to the city of Sdo Paulo. That weekend there were certainly
a lot of Sao Paulians there and we noticed twelve diesel road tankers queued up
at the fuel jetty to cope with the thirst of the ‘cigars’ and other high-powered
boats so loved by the Brazilians.

Moving further south we anchored off the town of Parati. This colonial town
is one of the oldest in Brazil and was the gold export centre during the 17th and
18th centuries. The whole town is a national monument with no vehicles allowed
into the old part, and has a wonderful atmosphere filled with history, music and
entertainment. There are four fascinating churches built for the different
communities - one for the slaves, one for the free mulattos, one for the rich
whites and, not to be done down, the pirates built themselves the grandest of
the lot!

Feeling rather tired after a week of late nights, we provisioned as best we
could and moved south to Ilha da Cotia for a few days of rest and recovery. We
found excellent shelter and holding at this totally peaceful and remote little
island - a good place to take a deep breath and get prepared for the long haul
north, up the South American continent to the West Indies.

It is not because things are difficult that we do not dare...
It is because we do not dare that they are difficult.
Seneca
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TEN YEAR [NDEX

Compiled and updated by Liz Hammick Scoft

Back issues of Flying Fish are a valuable source of cruising information, but
seeking out references to individual countries or areas can be very time
consuming.

Liz compiled the first Ten Year Index in 1988, updating it in 1991 and 1994.
Her latest version covers the nineteen issues from 1989/1 to 1998/1 inclusive.
During that time members have visited more than a hundred countries, islands
and areas, including fourteen places new to the list since 1994. The index does
not cover mainland UK waters.

Alaska: 89/2 pp 24-30 & 84

Andaman Islands: 98/1 pp 99-103

Antarctica: 92,2 pp 23-28, 94/1 p 44, 94/2 pp 39-46, 97/2 pp 55-58,
98/1 pp 30-34

Arctic: 90/1 pp 75-92, 94/2 pp 48-58

Argentina: 95/2 pp 106-107

Ascension Island: 95/2 p 36

Australia: 92/1 pp 8 & 37, 92/2 p 69, 93/1 pp 56-60, 65, & 101-104, 93/2
pp 19-20, 45-53 & 94-98, 97/2 pp 7-9

Azores: 90/2 p 77, 91/1 pp 62-63 & 74-78, 92/2 pp 34-317, 94/2 pp 61-64,
97/t p 11 & pp 59-61

Bahamas: 89/2 pp 99, 91/1 p 18, 91/2 p 39 & 85, 94/2 pp 28-30 & 111-118,
95/1p 1l

Baltic: 92/2 pp 49-61 & 86-101, 93/1 pp 37-47 & 106-108

Belize: 91/2 p 30, 92/1 pp 84-86, 95/1 pp 52-54, 97/2 pp 22-23

Black Sea: 90/1 pp 42-45 & 70-74, 91/1 pp 32-39, 96/1 pp 40-47

Brazil: 93/1 p 10, 94/2 pp 35-37, 96/2 pp 20-32, 97/1 pp 125-129, 98/1
p59

Canada: 89/1 p 14, 89/2 p 103, 90/2 pp 12, 27-28 & 33-34,92/1 p 14,
93/2 p 10, 94/2 pp 72-74, 97/1 8-9, 97/2 pp 41-47 & 129-134

Canaries: 94/2 p 85, 95/1 pp 56-66, 96/1 p 58, 97/2 pp 107-108 & 144-
145

Caribbean: 89/2 p 94, 90/1 pp 26-27 & 103-104, 90/2 pp 69 & 74-75,
91/1 pp 16-18, 94/2 pp 86-89 & 104-106, 97/1 pp 44-47 & 92-93,97/2
pp 122-124

Chagos Archipelago: 93/1 pp 53-54, 94/1 p 68

Chile: 89/1 pp 29-37, 91/2 pp 24-28, 92/1 pp 22-35 & 62-66, 94/1
pp 25-32, 40 & 107, 95/2 pp 99-106, 96/1 pp 112-114, 97/2 pp 52-54,
98/1 pp 122-129

Cogx;lgegl;ng Islands: 90/2 p 60, 91/2 pp 41-46, 94/1 p 76, 95/2 pp 25-26

Columbia: 96/1 p 33

Cook Islands: 91/2 p 80, 92/2 p 113, 93/1 p 89,97/2 p 111
Costa Rica: 96/1 pp 116-118

Cuba: 91/2 p 30, 92/1 pp 88-89, 94/2 pp 75-78, 98/1 pp 713-76
Denmark: 94/1 pp 133-134, 95/2 pp 134-136

Devil’s Island: 91/2 pp 106-107

Easter Island: 94/1 pp 115-117, 95/1 p 98

Ecuador: 97/2 p 51

Egypt: 89/2 p 75, 96/1 pp 110-111

Faeroes: 94/1 pp 84-88

Falkland Islands: 92/2 p 17, 94/1 pp 43 & 104-106, 94/2 p 38
Fiji: 92/2 pp 38-45, 93/1 pp 64 & 92, 96/1 pp 100-101,97/2 pp 112-114
Finland: 95/1 pp 39-49, 96/2 pp 49-53

France: 90/1 pp 67,99 & 111-112, 92/2 p 81, 94/2 pp 82-83

French Polynesia: 89/2 pp 16-17 & 86, 90/2 pp 97-105, 91/2 pp 50-52,
93/1 p 34, 93/2 pp 66-67, 96/1 pp 98, 96/2 pp 56-61 & 106-112, 97/2
pp 109-111

Galapagos: 89/1 pp 60-61, 89/2 pp 14 & 85, 92/2 p 112, 93/1 pp 26-32,
94/2 p 23, 96/1 pp 94-96, 96/2 p 103

Gambia: 90/2 pp 38-41

Gambier Islands: 90/2 pp 97-105
Germany: 95/1 p 13

Gibraltar: 89/1 p 59, 90/1 p 39, 90/2 p 31

Greece: 89/1 p 19,91/2 p 13, 94/1 p 15, 94/2 p 9, 95/1 p 14, 96/2 p 75 &
94-96,98/1 p 11

Greenland: 89/1 pp 12-13, 91/1 pp 55-60, 95/1 pp 23-31, 95/2 pp 83-94
Guatamala: 91/2 p 30, 92/1 pp 83-84, 95/1 pp 51-52,97/2 pp 21-22
Guinea-Bissau: 90/2 pp 44-47, 98/1 pp 37-46

Hong Kong: 93/2 p 68,95/1 p 15,98/1 p 12

Iceland: 89/1 p 11, 94/1 pp 88-91, 96/1 pp 16-23

India: 89/2 pp 39-43,92/2 p 12,94/2 p 11, 97/1 pp 9-10

Indonesia: 90/1 p 49-55, 93/1 pp 11 & 65, 97/2 pp 69-73



Ireland: 89/2 pp 38 & 44-48, 91/1 pp 18-19,95/1 p 16

Israel: 93/1 p 10, 96/1 pp 106-110, 96/2 p 74

Ttaly: 93/1 p 78

Jamaica: 92/1 pp 81-83

Kenya: 94/1 p 70

Lebanon: 96/1 p 106

Lord Howe Island: 97/1 p 24

Madagascar: 94/1 p 68, 97/1 p 69

Madeira: 90/1 p 95, 97/2 pp 100-107 & 142

Malaysia: 91/2 pp 70-71, 98/1 p 49

Mauritius: 95/2 p 28

Menorca: 89/1 p 51

Mexico: 91/2 pp 48-49, 96/1 p 32

Micronesia: 97/1 pp 16-19

Monaco: 90/1 » 111

Morocco: 90/2 p 32

Mozambique: 94/1 pp 70-72

Namibia: 95/1 pp 130-133

Netherlands: 95/1 p 17

New Zealand: 89/1 p 71, 91/1 pp 28-30,92/1p9,94/2p 9, 95/1 p 18

Norway: 94/1 pp 131-132

Nuie Island: 92/2 p 113

Panama: 89/1 p 60, 89/2 pp 13 &85, 92/2 p 112, 93/1 pp 22-26, 94/2
pp 5-26, 96/2 pp 99-101, 97/1 pp 49-51

Papua New Guinea: 93/1 p 64, 97/1 pp 115-122, 97/2 66-69 & 85-98

Pitcairn Island: 95/1 p 101

Portugal: 90/2 p 66, 94/2 pp 84-85

Puerto Rico: 91/2 p 40, 94/2 pp 106-107

Red Sea: 93/1 pp 48-54, 93/2 pp 88-91

Rodriguez Island: 92/2 p 69, 93/1 p 82

Romania: 90/1 p 45

Russia (ex-USSR): 89/2 pp 20-23, 90/1 pp 42-45 & 70-74, 93/1 pp 43-46,
94/2 pp 58-60, 95/2 pp 122-128, 97/1 pp 80-87, 97/2 pp 26-30

Senegal: 90/2 pp 37-38 & 42-43

Seychelles: 95/2 p 61

Solomon Islands: 89/2 pp 78-82, 95/2 pp 118-120, 96/ pp 82-93, 97/1

pp 20-23
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South Africa: 90/1 p 24, 91/1 p 42, 93/1 p 83, 94/1 pp 78-79, 94/2 pp 34-
35, 95/2 pp 29-32,97/1 pp 69-72

Spain: 89/2 p 91, 90/1 p 29, 90/2 p 30, 93/1 p 81, 94/2 p 84,95/1 p 19,
95/2 14-19,97/1 p 11, 97/2 pp 61-62, 98/1 pp 19-24

Sri Lanka: 96/2 p 71

St Helena: 91/1 p 42, 94/1 p 101, 94/2 p 13, 95/2 p 35, 97/2 pp 121-122

Sweden: 94/2 pp 98-100

Tanzania: 94/1 p 69, 97/1 pp 66-67

Thailand: 93/1 p 66, 98/1 p 50

Tonga: 89/1 pp 72-76,93/1 p91,97/2 p 111

Tristan da Cunha: 98/1 pp 60-64

Tunisia: 95/1 pp 66-71, 97/2 p 64

Turkey: 89/2 p 10,90/1 p 41,94/1 p 10

Turks & Caicos: 91/2 p 86, 94/2 pp 108-111

Uruguay: 95/2 pp 107-108

USA East Coast: 89/2 pp 38, 100-103, 90/2 p 12, 91/1 pp 26-27, 92/1 pp
14-15,94/2 p 33, 97/2 pp 13-15, 31-40 & 124-127,98/1 pp 137-145

Vanuatu: 93/1 p 64, 95/1 p 105, 95/2 pp 114-118
Venezuela: 96/1 p 122, 97/1 pp 47-48
Vietnam: 93/1 pp 97-100

West Africa: 88 p 17, 90/2 pp 37-38 & 42-43, 90/2 pp 38-41, 90/2 pp 44-
47, 95/2 pp 48-55, 98/1 pp 37-46

Zanzibar: 94/1 p 70

OTHER SPECIFIC SUBJECTS:
Children at Sea: 93/2 pp 21-30 & 72-78
Earthquake: 96/2 pp 33-36

Eye surgery and cruising for the visually impaired: 96/1 pp 79-83, 98/1
pp 103-107

Hurricane survival: 95/2 pp 20-22 & 68-170, 96/1 pp 60-69
Lightning strike: 95/2 pp 42-44

Mail etc for Cruisers: 94/1 pp 96-98

Man Overboard: 92/2 pp 75-77

Medical Notes: 94/1 pp 56-64

OCC Cruising Information Service: 97/2 pp 47-48

Pacific weather: 92/2 pp 29-34

Whale watching/listening: 96/1 pp 102-105
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MID ATLANTIC YACHT SERVICES

PT-9900 HORTA - FAIAL
AZORES - PORTUGAL

TEL.+351 92 31616 FAX.+351 92 31656
e-mail: mays@mall.telepac.pt

REPAIRS OF DIESEL-ENGINES/GENERATORS, RIGGING, ELECTRONICS
AUTOHELM SERVICE CENTER, MAIL HOLDING, PARTS-IMPORTATION

FAX-TELEPHONE-E-MAIL SERVICE, CHARTS, CHANDLERY
AND MUCH MORE........

CALL, Fax, E-MAIL Us WITH YOUR PROBLEMI

We HeLp MAKE YOUR ATLANTIC CROSSING A SUCCESS!

When I'm born I’'m black
When grow up I'm black
When get sick I'm black
When die I'm black

And you the Papaa
When you are born you are pink
When you grow up you are white
When you get sick you go green
When you go out in the sun you turn red
When you get cold you go blue
When you die you go purple

And you Palangihave the cheek to call me coloured!

(Copied by an OCC member from the notice board of the
Resident Caretaker at Suvarov Atoll, Northern Cook Islands)
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CRUISING CUBA, Part 2

Bob and Angeliaue Crampton

(Flying Fish 1998/1 followed Beach Bum, a 42ft aluminium sloop with Bob and
Angelique aboard, as far as Cayo Grenada on the south coast of Cuba. The
cruise continues...)

Aground!

After four or five days we found ourselves exiting the reef. We had some deadlines
to meet, and planned to spend the night at Cayo Ingles, an anchorage next to
the open sea, but unfortunately | misread the pilot and put us aground. Two
hours later we had kedged ourselves off, but not before the crew had given me a
hard time! It was this moment that brought the realisation of how much we
were on our own - there would have been very little chance of getting help, and
even fishing boats are few and far between. In ten days we saw two sailing boats
and six fishing vessels.

We soon found ourselves an alternative anchorage, and in the moming were
visited by a rowing boat from the nearby fishing station. These are strange wooden
buildings resting on piles in the sea, where fishing boats can deliver their catch
without going to the mainland, up to fifty miles away. It must be a lonely life for
the few men who man the stations for months at a time! These two had rowed
at least two miles to visit us, and were very grateful for the few things we traded
for some lovely fish. In this part of Cuba you never need to want for food, there
is abundance in the water!

The next day Rebecca and Sid wanted to snorkel on the seaward side of the
reef and, while at anchor, we were yet again visited by fishermen to be given a
dozen lobster and 12lb mutton snapper, which was great eating! We gave them
an assortment of items including four disposable razors. They protested that
they only needed one for the four of them! After insisting they keep all four we
said ‘gracias y hasta luego’and then had a magnificent Easter dinner.

An evening of local culture

That evening we headed for Cienfuegos, arriving next morning to enjoy the
special early light on the old buildings. Cienfuegos is on the north side of a large,
ten mile long bay, which is approached through a three mile winding narrow
channel with an ancient fort defending the entrance. Once again we found it
very well buoyed and easy to navigate. The city itself is old - it became wealthy
at the time of the grand sugar plantations and even richer when, in the 1940s
and '50s, it became one of the gambling centres of Cuba. As a result there are

73



Straits of
Florida

‘olv\’

Bay of Pigs
“ 7

Cayo Largo

Cayo Rosario

ISLA JUVENTUD
(ISLA DE PINOS)

Cabo Cruz

Caribbean Sea

Mansions overlooking the bay at Ciefuegos, Cuba

some large ostentatious palaces, badly in need of attention. Today one is a sports
club, another a sailing school!

However the highlight for us was to be invited to attend an evening of Cuban
music, dancing and singing at the 110-year-old theatre. The building and
furnishings are, I'm sure, ‘as original’, including the very hard wooden seats!
After 12 hours of sitting on them we can speak with authority. The performers,
about forty men and women, were students from a provincial university where
they were attending drama and music schools. The show was private, and free,
and seemed to be attended by a wide representation of the local community -
children, youth, dignitaries, black, brown and white (we observed no colour
prejudice during our entire cruise). All took an active part which, together with
the professionalism of the performers, gave us a night we will always remember
and associate with the music and fun loving people of Cuba.

I already mentioned the sports and sailing clubs and, wherever we went, we
would see runners, cyclists, swimmers and rowers all training. Although their
equipment seemed old and in need of repair, you could not help admiring their
enthusiasm and tenacity.

Havana

As Sid and Rebecca were leaving from Havana we decided to go with them to
the capital by private taxi. We could have travelled the 250 miles by express,
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air-conditioned bus for $15, but the amount of luggage dictated otherwise. A
‘private’ taxi is a privately owned car whose owner can only accept the fdre in
US dollars - from foreigners or fellow Cubans. For this privilege he pays a monthly
tax to the authorities, also in US dollars. Our driver was very friendly, pointing
out sights on the way and introducing us to garapa juice squeezed directly from
sugar cane (cold, delicious and very sweet, but with no aftertaste). With his help
we found a cheap hotel in the centre of the old town of Havana, within walking
distance of the area we wanted to explore. He and his family subsequently became
great friends and helped us considerably during our stay in Cienfuegos.
Havana, like most capital cities of the world, is noisy, dirty, and you can be
hassled, but we never felt threatened (this applied throughout our stay in Cuba).
However it has a lot to offer in the way of history and culture. After five days we
grew to like it, and leamed quite a lot about the people of Cuba. We now have
a little more understanding of the revolution and the present governing of the
country - sufficient to say that what we hear in the West is not the total picture.

Back aboard
After a few days back in Cienfuegos we were joined by two sailing friends from
England. We showed them some of the local sights, including the botanical
gardens which specialise in palms. This wonderful site was established by Harvard
University in the 1930s and continues to be tended by the Cubans. Our guide
had worked in the gardens for forty years and took great pride in showing us
some of the very special species amongst the many hundreds of different trees.

Due to the area around the Bay of Pigs being off limits we had to make a small
diversion before reaching Cayo Largo. As we approached the anchorage it was
nearing dusk and I realised we would have difficulty in seeing the reef due to the
light. So, after a radio call, the marina manager sent out a motorboat and we
were very happy to follow it though several shallow channels before dropping
anchor in a beautiful bay just opposite the marina.

Cayo Largo is one of the most important holiday resorts in Cuba, and provides
a wide range of facilities for tourists. We found the local disco too noisy, so next
day moved to a lovely anchorage 100m away where the only noise was from the
water birds, which were there in plenty. This area offers plenty of choice for
swimming, fishing, snorkelling and sailing, and has wonderful clean, clear water
with fine white beaches. It is possible to obtain food, water and diesel, and would
be a good place to change crews as there are frequent flights from Havana.

Water spout!
Our next destination was Cayo Rosario, an anchorage between the reef and the
island about thirty-five miles west, so we exited the reef from Cayo Largo, using
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the well buoyed channels to the open sea. As we were approaching the entrance
to Cayo Rosario the weather became very overcast with dark grey clouds, and
we started to worry whether we would be through the 100m wide channel at the
reef entrance before visibility deteriorated.

Suddenly someone looked behind and there was a BIG water spout about
400m away. We have seen this phenomenon before, but never so close! We all
started to question what action we should take, but in the end just watched
which direction the spout was going and, as it seemed to be going away, did
nothing. Since then I have learned that we would have been wise to take some
precautions, including opening hatches because of the pressure differences. We
soon found an anchorage in 2m, and then experienced the heaviest rain we
have ever seen, with visibility not more than 10m. To have been in the entrance
channel in those conditions would not have been funny! This ‘northerly’ stayed
with us for two days, but it did not stop us from snorkelling and finding lobster.
We also had the customary fishing boat visit, and so were not short of food.

We decided to stay inside the reef as far as Isla Juventud (Isla de Pinos), so
motor-sailed the forty miles to Pasa Quitasol over a plateau only 2-5m deep.
The water was sky blue. The pass was well marked and we soon found an
anchorage in a deserted mangrove bay. The following day found us entering the

The waterspout we saw astern between Cayo Largo and Cayo Rosario



rivermouth to Nueva Gerona, the capital of the island. This was contraty to
popular advice. Yes, we did experience some difficult officials, and yes, the
mosquitoes were present, but being within walking distance of the town and its
facilities more than made up. After two days we sailed round the west coast to
the resort marina of Sequanea, where due to strong winds we stayed seven days.
This is a well protected port, basically for dive boats (one of the best diving areas
in Cuba) but the four or five visiting yachts were very well looked after by the
marina staff. The yachties all agreed that if you needed a place to shelter or rest
on the south coast, this is the place to be. It was also convenient for our guests to
travel to Havana (by fast ferry) before returning to the UK.

Sub-aqua spectacular
Eventually the weather allowed us to leave and we made a wonderful night sail
to Maria Gorda, on the mainland. This open anchorage is in the middle of the

alert us and take us to a safe anchorage five miles north.

We next made for the west coast, first having to pass the notorious Cabo
Antonio. The first eighteen miles were a glorious sail but, as we started for the
Cabo, the wind was on the nose and we had at least 3 knots of counter-current.
It took us 22 hours, with engine on, to reach the Cayo Lena anchorage only six
miles beyond the Cabo - I would recommend anyone sailing in this area to heed
the warnings in the pilot. The anchorage is tranquil and well-protected, and it is
hard to believe that you are only two miles from the Gulf Stream with its strong,
and potentially dangerous, currents. The only sign of habitation is the Fish Station
about a mile away on the shore. Of course, next morning we had the customary
visit from the fisherman.

A small miracle

After breakfast I checked the engine to find fluid in the engine bilge! I soon
ascertained it was salt water, but where from? Our aluminium boat has a
waterproof engine compartment, and there appeared to be no hole in the hull
(thank goodness!). The hose clips were all tight and the exhaust tube seemed to
be okay - until the First Mate managed to stand on her head and feel under the
bend at the bottom of the loop - yes, it had a hole! The lesson from this is to
make sure you inspect s/ the tubes, not just what you can reach and see.

78

Threatening sky in the Cayo Lena anchorage near Cuba’s Cabo Antonio

We carry about £700 of engine spares but not, of course, 2 metres of armoured
exhaust - who does? We started to devise a jury fix, even using inner-tubes from
the Bickertons, but we both knew it would not work and that we would have to
sail direct to the Florida Keys as it would be impossible to find new hose in Cuba.
To cut a long story short, into the anchorage came a Red Ensign yacht (we had
not seen another yacht for at least twelve days), he had some left-over hose from
a recent refit (it proved to be just a little larger in diameter, but who cared!) and
we were up and running by the end of the afternoon. What we had done to
deserve this small miracle we will never know, but we will be forever grateful
that the weather the previous night in the Gulf had caused our friend and saviour
to rest, instead of making a direct passage from Key West to the Yucatan
Peninsular.

We continued our passage along the west coast, inside the reef. The waters
are very well marked and in accordance with the Cuban charts. With the
exception of the odd fisherman we had the anchorages to ourselves, with plenty
of fish and bird life to keep us entertained, and so after eight days or so we
reached Esperanza, a small, sleepy village with an active fishing fleet about 110
miles from Havana. On stepping ashore we soon had a young local man helping



us to find our way around (he was learning English and wanted to practise). He
even managed to find the manager of the ‘$ store’ and persuaded him to open up
for us on a Sunday. That night on the VHF we heard that an American yacht
was planning to leave for Key West from a bay five miles further along the coast,
so after a call we agreed that, subject to the weather forecast, we would try to
sail in company. It proved to be a very good decision as we had one of our best-
ever sails, covering 149 miles in just twenty-four hours (with a little help from
the Gulf Stream). In addition we were given every help by our new friends on
our first landfall on mainland America. The contrast between the previous eight
weeks and the marina at Key West was dramatic, but we were pleasantly surprised
to find it still possible to anchor in the Keys - though we no longer had the place
to ourselves!

| BOOKS AND CHARTS

® Publishers of Imray Yachting Charts for Northwest Europe,
Mediterranean and Imray-Iolaire Yachting Charts for the Caribbean
Sea

® Publishers of yachtsmen’s guides for Europe, the Mediterranean,
Atlantic Ocean, Caribbean, South Pacific, Australia and the Indian
Ocean

e Admiralty chart agents and specialist retailers

Whrite for catalogues to

Imray Laurie Norie & Wilson Ltd

Wych House The Broadway St Ives

Huntingdon Cambridgeshire

PE17 4BT England

B + 44(0)1480 462114 Fax+ 44(0)1480 496109
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SEA SHANTY’S GAMBIA GAMBIT

Jim and Sue Chambers

(Sea Shanty, a Stevens 47, is sailed by Sue and Jim Chambers from Jensen Beach,
Florida.)

We were in Gibraltar near the home stretch of a five-year circumnavigation
when a British bird watcher suggested we consider a diversion to The Gambia.
We are not ornithologists and being so close to home we could smell the barn,
but - Gibraltar is an excellent place for research and charts. Soon we became
fascinated by the thought of experiencing a bit of West African culture as well
as wildlife from the safety and comfort of the ‘mighty’ Sea Shanty. The diversion
became one of the highlights of our circumnavigation.

The Gambia

The Gambia is a tiny independent country (formerly a British Colony) located
about 100 miles south of Dakar, Senegal and roughly 350 miles east-southeast of
the Cape Verde Islands. It is a narrow strip of land on both sides of the Gambia
River which, except for its mouth on the Atlantic Ocean, is surrounded by
Senegal (formerly a French Colony). It is not a coincidence that the distance
from the river bank to the Senegal border barely exceeds the range of a gunboat.
Both countries contain the same ethnic composition, and relations between
them are now quite friendly. Gambia, however, refuses to construct a bridge
across its river which is navigable for about 200 miles. This fact frustrates the
officials of Senegal no end.

The country’s economy is poor and its only real income comes from the export
of groundnuts. The official language is English although most of the natives
converse in a dialect of Wolof or Mandinka, and most of its population (under
one million) practice Islam. We found the Gambians as friendly and enjoyable
as any group during our circumnavigation.

Getting there

Leaving Gibraltar we stopped in Las Palmas, Gran Canaria which makes an
excellent halt whether you are heading down to West Africa or across the pond.
Our next stop after Las Palmas was the port of Dakar, Senegal. We stayed well
off the coast of Mauritania as advised (for political reasons) but found heavy
fishing activity nevertheless. We thoroughly enjoyed our stay in Dakar, though
it is not for the faint of heart. The port was easily the filthiest we had seen and is
home to hundreds of rough-and-tumble dock workers who are allowed to camp
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out within its boundaries looking for work. We ended up with two twenty-four
hour ‘whatmens’ (watchmen) who perched on the dock a few feet from Sea
Shantywatching us as we nervously watched the passing mob. We suggest cruising
these areas in the company of a second boat, and were most fortunate to be
buddy boating with fellow circumnavigators Kit and Richard Curtis from Alaska,
aboard Fiddler.

A stop in Dakar does make it easier to time your arrival at the entrance to the
Gambia River for a favourable tide in daylight hours. Currents can reach 4 to 5
knots on the ebb. The ten mile approach to Banjul, the capital, involves
negotiating several shifting shoals so a rising tide is desired. Our own timing was
far from perfect due to a large piece of heavy net which seriously fouled our
propeller. Fortunately we were able to untangle the 6ft x 8ft patch before any
damage was done, but lost several hours in the process.

Checking in

Clearing into The Gambia is quite an experience. The designated anchorage is
just west of the Banjul dockyard in an area surrounded by eight or ten sunken
boats. It is located off a settlement known as ‘Half Die’. This community was so
named because many of its population used to be lost each year to cholera
epidemics due to the flooding river. Malaria, cholera and AIDS continue to be
serious problems in the area and apparently about 35 percent of the local people
are HIV positive.

Although we were anchored by about 1500 with Q and home-made courtesy
flags flying, it was 1700 before six officials arrived, all quite friendly. The customs
officer was a very articulate, English-speaking, 5ft 2in black gentleman wearing
a magnificent uniform with an abundance of brass buttons and braid. He was
clearly in charge and stated it was after hours for full checking-in procedures.
Although there was no overtime charge, gifts were encouraged. He explained
that of course as Muslims they could not accept alcohol, so soft drinks were
served, inspections made, a bit of backsheesh agreed and a few six-packs of beer
taken back for their non-Muslim ‘friends’. The visit was thoroughly enjoyable
and we were given instructions for checking-in next day. Next moming the
Port Captain gave us tide and current tables, National Park permits covering

Baboon Island and a great deal of helpful information. We were on our way up
the River.

Attractions

The Gambia offers two very different areas of interest to the visiting yachtsman:
(a) exploration of the city of Banjul and the areas to the east to Serrekunda, and
(b) cruising the Gambia River itself. We eventually became aware of a protected
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Alioune (in NBA shirt) and Baba (top centre),
our hosts at the Oyster Creek Yacht Club,
with Richard Curtis of Fiddler (left) and Jim Chambers (right)

anchorage at Oyster Creek ‘Yacht Club’ and, with hindsight, should have stopped
there before venturing upriver.

Oyster Creek is an ideal place to leave a boat unattended for days at a time if
necessary. One is only a few minutes from the city of Banjul, excellent food
markets and local markets, or the restaurants and beaches of Serrekunda. The
only disadvantage to this quiet anchorage is negotiating the narrow, mangrove-
lined, circuitous creek that leads to it. It was a heart-stopping three mile trip,
and at times we could have touched the mangroves on both sides while our
depth sounder indicated zero. In fact we had no trouble carrying 6ft 6in (2m)
through the creek, with our friends following in Fidd/er which draws 7ft.

Banjul itself is a fascinating, non-touristy city with an amazing variety of
characters. It is probably best to make your first visit to Banjul accompanied by
a local or guide. Nearly every other shop sells fabrics and the sidewalks are lined
with tailors seated behind sewing machines. Banjul boasts two banks, but the
best exchange rates come from the many moneychangers on Wellington Street.
They carry their cash in large carpetbags, are well-dressed and easy to spot.
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From the African Heritage restaurant on the second floor of MacCarthy Square
one can watch the throngs in the Prince Albert Market below. This is a lively
affair covering several acres of winding alleys - very much like a junior version
of the markets in Tangier, and a good set for a Bogart film.

Bakau, two miles east of Oyster Creek, is the upscale area of the Gambia, and
has two very good supermarkets. We found provisioning here far better than in
the Cape Verdes and, except for Gran Canaria, even better than the other Canary
Islands. Among other things we took on five pounds of shrimp at US $1.00 per
pound (shelled for free) but found the chicken somewhat below American
standards. Fajara, a mile further east, begins the resort area with several
restaurants and hotels and beautiful beaches.

The Opyster Creek ‘Yacht Club’ anchorage was a pure delight and our four day
visit far too short. A few years ago a group of young Gambians set up a small
outdoor bar and restaurant called Baba’s to provide services for the few visiting
yachts and water tours for visitors. The Yacht Club service group, headed by
Alioune, clearly outnumbered the boats but were very helpful. Diesel was available
by jerry can, good water at a nearby stand-pipe and almost any supply could be
purchased nearby. As a result of this group there is no crime in the area and its
anchorage has become absolutely hassle-free.

Baba and Alioune insisted on throwing a barbecue fish dinner for the four of
us at US $1.00 each. We thoroughly enjoyed the entire crowd. Needless to say,
this was a refreshing change from Port Dakar.

A local Gambian river ferry
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On the subject of security, I should mention that we experienced no problems
in the Gambia although we took a few extra precautions, particularly while
anchored off Half Die. We rafted with Fiddler, who used a motion detection
alarm, and on Sea Shanty we set up our ‘barking dog’ alarm which, if nothing
else, wakes us up when it begins to blow.

Unfortunately I had to carry the recalcitrant 8hp Yamaha into Half Die in
search of a part before venturing up the river. I was surprised to find the part
and, with the help of a young local named Ebrima, repaired the motor in front of
an audience of about twenty ‘characters’. Ebrima insisted upon helping me carry
the motor to the dinghy and on the way he quietly said, ‘Mon, dis engine change
a man’s entire life here and in this area life is cheap - you be careful’.

The river run

Although the wildlife of The Gambia doesn’t come close to that of the game
parks of Kenya and Tanzania, a cruise up the river offers many opportunities to
view monkeys baboons, crocodiles, hippopotami and a huge variety of birds.
The Gambia claims to have at least two hundred indigenous species of birds
and an equal number of migrants, and I'm sure we saw at least a hundred
varieties.

We travelled about 150 miles upriver, averaging roughly thirty miles per day.
Our daily routine was to travel with the current in daylight in order to avoid
drift nets and debris, then when the current turned against us to anchor and
explore the mangrove-lined tributaries by dinghy. Except for the native dugouts

Hippo group south of the Gambia National Park
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Vervet monkeys grooming

laden with groundnuts and the local fishermen floating downstream towing their
drift nets we saw only two other sailboats, both from Holland, and one local
freighter going upriver.

The most interesting area is the River Gambia National Park, located on
Baboon Island. This is the site of a project which takes chimpanzees from
laboratories, zoos and poachers and rehabilitates them to live in the wild. Special
permission is required to visit the facility itself, but the chimps are so numerous
they are easily seen from the boat - apparently they will actually jump onboard
if you venture too close to the trees. The Port Captain issued warnings about
this, as monkey bites can be dangerous.

The hippos roam in the upper part of the river, 125 miles from Banjul. They
frequently change their bathing spots so it is best to ask the local people where
they are. It is also advisable not to alarm them by getting too close. We were
surprised to hear that two years ago in Kenya more men were killed or seriously
injured by hippos than by any other animal. The crocs were harder to spot, but
we saw quite a few ranging from one to five feet long.
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As already mentioned, neither of us were great bird watchers before visiting
The Gambia, but we quickly became adept spotters. The splashes of colour and
the sounds of warbles and wings from every direction provided unending excite-
ment. Binoculars and a powerful telephoto lens on the camera are essential, and
The Birds of Wesr Africa is a must-have reference book.

There are few villages along the river. We stopped only at Tendaba village,
about seventy miles from Banjul, where we were given a wonderful tour of the
town by fifteen children who spoke excellent English. We then ate a fair meal at
the ‘Swedish Camp’ nearby. The area is known for its wild bush pigs (wart hogs)
which are said to have a great flavour but tough meat. Further downriver at
Komodo Point is a relatively attractive hotel and restaurant. There were no
guests when we stopped, but after a drink at the bar the vacant pool was a real
treat. We also took advantage of the offer to use their bore hole for potable
water. The Gambia turns fresh about seventy-five miles upriver, but due to the
existence of a tiny parasite that burrows through the skin it is not safe for
swimming or d=nking. Although a few vegetables and fish are available it is also
best to provision in Banjul before heading upstream.

The tumbledown dock at Komodo Point Resort,
with Sea Shanty at anchor behind
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We found the BA charts of the river surprisingly accurate and at no time had
less than 3ft (0.9m) under the keel. While in Dakar we were most fortunate to
come across a draft of a yet-to-be-published guide to the area written by Steve
Jones* which was extremely helpful. The Lonely Planet and the Rough Guide
provided good reference material for the country itself, along with The Birds of

West Africa. We would highly recommend a West African diversion, particularly
a visit to The Gambia, and would be delighted to pass on more information to
anyone considering such a cruise.

* Now published by Imray Laurie Norie & Wilson Ltd and reviewed on page
146 of Flying Fish 1998/1.

PARMELIA GOES SOUTH
Roger Wallis

(The following account was forwarded by John Maddox, Rear Commodore
Australia, who added that Roger was to be presented with the OCC
Australian Trophy in recognition of his voyage.)

To cross the Southern Ocean, to round Cape Horn, to go south to the Antarctic
Peninsula, to visit the South Shetland Islands, and then to go north up the
Chilean Channels I wanted a strong and fast boat, yet light enough to make
good progress in light weather especially to windward. I sold my well travelled
Swanson 38 and was lucky enough to secure the 47ft fibreglass Parmelia. She is
the sistership to Jon Sanders’ record breaking Parry Endeavorand was originally
built to race from England to Australia in the Parmelia Race (and came fifth, |
believe). She also sailed in the memorable 1979 Fastnet Race that led to so
much loss of life and finished up with the leaders. Parmeliahas also competed in
the Southern Ocean Classic and many Sydney to Hobart races.

During a ten month refit she received new rigging, some new sails, a collision
bulkhead, watertight doors to all bulkheads, new electronics, new upholstery,
an aluminium dodger over the companion way and much more. By 3 December
most jobs were complete and we left Australia for Bluff Harbour on the south
end of the South Island of New Zealand. The crew for this leg were lan Robinson,



Fritz Halbwidl, Alan Evans, Jonathan Smith, Jay Watson and myself. On the
third day out we made contact on HF radio with Alfred Winklmayr at
Commonwealth Bay, Antarctica (Mawson's Hut). Jay, Alan and myself, along
with six others, had sailed down to Mawson’s Hut in the summer of 97 in Don
Mclntyre’s Spirit Of Sydney, to leave Alfred there alone for a year of living in
isolation. His remarkable feat has gone almost unnoticed by the world. It was
great to be able to contact Alfred and congratulate this modest man two days
before he was to be picked up by the Russian ice-breaker, and to share our next
adventure with him.

Fritz and Ian left us in New Zealand and, after a few days rest, we cleared Bluff
Harbour and headed out to cross the Southern Ocean. Our plan was to stay
between 45° and 50°S, moving north or south as necessary to stay on the right
side of the weather systems. When we were approximately 1000 miles from the
Hom we would sail south east, directly to the Hom.

During our long and lonely forty-four day passage we enjoyed wonderful sailing
and became v -y aware of the vagaries of the weather. We quickly fell into the
rhythm and routine of life at sea. We were continually reminded that it is a big,
big paddock out there - we saw plenty of winged wildlife, including albatrosses
and petrels, but only the odd whale and one ship. We hove-to on four occasions
under triple-reefed main only, and she was very comfortable.

We celebrated our arrival at Cape Horn with champagne, courtesy of Jean
and Monty, and scroggin cake from Susie Jack. It was a steely grey morning with
a 30 knot westerly - a perfect Cape Horn day - and it was such a privilege to be
there and to see it. Then we broad-reached across Nassau Bay with black and
white dolphins all around, and headed up the Beagle Channel to Ushuaia to be
greeted by my son Ben and Fritz, who were joining us for the rest of the trip.
After a week of R&R and re-provisioning we were ready to go south to the
South Shetland Islands and on to the Antarctic Peninsula.

In Ushuaia, we had the good fortune to meet Hamish Laird, skipper of Pelagic,
who passed on valuable information to us which he had accumulated over many
years of Antarctic sailing. Pefagicand Parmeliawere to spend a lot of time together
in the next six weeks. Both boats sheltered at Caleta Martial, about seven miles
from Cape Hom, until we got the best weather window to head across the usually
rough Drake Passage. The first day’s info was no good to head off, so Pelagic
made a landing on Cape Hom Island while we sailed the ten miles around it and
attempted a landing later that day, but we were forced away by the then 40-50
knot wind and rain, so we retreated back to Caleta Martial.

By next morning, the weatherfax showed some improvement and our barometer
was rising, so we left our safe anchorage and passed Cape Hom in a southwest
wind and very rough seas. We headed south over the comparatively shallow
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continental shelf, hoping to get to deeper water by dark. By evening the seas had
evened out but were still very big, and many broke aboard. It was very
uncomfortable sailing to windward in up to 50 knots from the southwest and
everything was wet, probably the wettest so far for the whole trip. However by
next morning things looked better, the seas had moderated and the wind was
down to 30 knots. We made 136 miles in the first twenty-four hours. Our course
was okay but didn’t give us any westing if we had to heave-to. We passed the
cruise ship Malchanov going north and her Captain told us we would meet the
ice fifty miles north of the Shetlands. As we crossed over the Antarctic
convergence zone the air temperature was much colder and the air was full of
bitterly cold mist - a taste of what was to come. We saw our first iceberg at
61°43°S.

After four days hard on the wind we arrived at Hell’s Bellows, the entrance to
Deception Island, and made our way to the anchorage. Pelagic had arrived nine
hours before us. She left to go south so we moved Parmelia into the best spot
and secured ourselves with one anchor and two lines ashore in a safe but very
alien environment - an active and flooded volcano. The island looks like a
moonscape, there being no vegetation, only volcanic debris, snow and ice. There
were gentoo penguin colonies and the ever present skuas. We were invited to
the Spanish base, where a thirteen-man team is studying vulcanology and weather.
They were very hospitable and we all had a memorable day. When we said we
were sailing over to Whaler's Bay next morning they asked us to deliver a package
to the temporary Brazilian base there.

When we arrived there we found that the Brazilians were leaving that day.
With rubber ducks whizzing in and out to the supply ship Art Rongon and the
helicopter buzzing around it was action stations everywhere. We did not anchor
at Whaler’s Bay because of old chains and cables on the bottom, but we went
ashore in two shifts. This was a whalers’ base at first, then a British scientific
base until the last major eruption in the mid '60s, and was like a museum or time
capsule with all the relics of its colourful past. The Are Rongon gave us some
weather info that was useful, because by then our weatherfax had failed and it is
almost essential equipment in these latitudes. (The Chilean Navy broadcast
excellent weather information twice a day for southemn South America, Drake
Passage and Antarctica.) The Art Rongon left Whaler’s Bay bound for Brazil
and within one hour the cruise ship World Discoverer had arrived with 140
passengers. The captain gave us the latest ice charts and his best wishes. We left
the Bay and made preparations to head further south.

Next moming we cleared Neptune’s Bellows, Deception Island and headed
towards Enterprise Island, 120 miles south. There were icebergs and bergy bits
around, but everything was manageable until evening, then at 2300 we dropped
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all sail as there was just enough loose pack-ice to make sailing in the dark unsafe.
On arriving at Enterprise Island we tied up between the shore and the wreck of
an old whaling ship that sank in a very convenient spot in 1916. We climbed the
ridge above the anchorage and the views were classic Antarctic.

We left Enterprise Island and were escorted by four killer whales for an hour
to another old whaler’s anchorage at Couverville Island, where we spent an
anxious night fending off bergs when the tide changed. There were many
humpback whales and leopard seals in the area, and the gentoo penguin colonies
on shore made the picture complete. We crossed the Gerlache Strait to Dorian
Cove in absolutely perfect conditions, the mountains pure white, the glaciers
with a tinge of pale blue and the sky blue as blue. We dropped anchor just ahead
of Pelagic and put four lines ashore.

Our wind generator had failed on the Southern Ocean leg and I had ordered
new parts to be delivered to Ushuaia, but they had not arrived by the time we
had to go so a friend on a cruise ship picked them up and dropped them off at
Port Lockroy, only two miles from Dorian Cove. When Dave and Rod, the
British scientists manning Port Lockroy base, gave me the box I was horrified to
feel the parts just rattling around inside, obviously not packed well enough for
such a journey. It had passed through so many hands that all the electrical parts
were broken.

We left Dorian Cove and headed for Vemadsky, the Ukranian Base, about
thirty-five miles south. We saw many whales and leopard seals in the Lemaire
Channel and encountered our heaviest ice conditions so far. This made for a
slow passage to Argentine Island and Vemadsky, previously the British Faraday
Base, the main data collecting site in the discovery of the hole in the ozone
layer. The Ukraines invited us to ‘union hour' - I think this means social time,
anyway we had a great time and presented them with a Metung Yacht Club
pennant which was quickly nailed to the wall at the back of the bar. Between
their English and our Ukranian I think the story is that the timber used to build
the bar was supposed to be used to build a boat landing - these people could be
Aussies. The next day three scientists worked for a whole day to repair our
laptop so we could receive weatherfaxes again and, to suit their program which
they entered onto our computer, even made a new decoder out of some bits and
pieces and a film case!

We were at 65°17S and it was the end of February. The ice was too thick for
us to continue south in our fibreglass boat, and with winter setting in the Antarctic
was freezing behind us - often our shore lines were caught and frozen in the
surface ice overnight. We decided that this was as far south as we could go with
safety, so worked our way north to the Melchior Islands where we intended to
wait for good weather and to get a slightly better slant for the sail northeast to

Cape Horn about 800 miles away. The weatherfax looked okay so we headed off
to the northwest, hoping to get away from the ice and out into the open sea, but
within five hours it was blowing well over 60 knots (our gauge only goes up to
60) and snowing heavily. It was also bitterly cold, with low visibility. We hove-
to, but the close proximity of the icebergs and darkness was a worry. .

We got through this gale, across Drake Passage almost to the continental
shelf, and then had the worst gale of all. It was classic stuff - late afternoon, on
the shallow water off Cape Horn and 60 knots plus of southwest wind.

But ‘All’s well that ends well’ and we made it to Caleta Martial for a well
earned rest. After a day's R&R the weather moderated and we went to t}:me
anchorage at Cape Hom and landed! It was just great - the Fw? navy radio
operators-come-lookouts made us welcome and we visited their little wooden
chapel, their lighthouse and the monument to seamen. We s.oaked up all the
mystique and aura that goes with the Homn. It was an mcr.edlble day.' and very
important to all of us. We sailed up to it from Australia, circumnavigated the
whole island and finally landed on it!

Next it was back to Puerto Williams to check in, then check out, becau_st? we
had to go to Ushuaia (Argentina) to drop Allan and Jono off and buy provisions
for the remainder of the passage. Then back to Puerto Williams (Chile) to apply
for our authorisation from the Chilean Navy to travel north up the channels.
It’s a bit of a task but you cannot move without the Navy knowing. We had forty
days’ food supply and even two half sheep tied up to tl}e bac.kstay. Wft also
bought extra fuel because we expected to do a lot of motoring going north in the
channels.

The Puerto Williams Yacht Club is the most southerly yacht club in the world
and is based in an old naval ship, the Micalvi We got our authorisation, cleared
out of Puerto Williams and headed west along the Beagle Channel past
spectacular glaciers and 7000 foot mountains. The land is spectacularly harsh
and barren with vegetation only in the most sheltered places. We anchored
every night in well sheltered coves and usually put two lines as'hor‘e to ensure
our safety. It is not a good idea to sail at night, and careful planning is necessary

to arrive somewhere safe well before dark. It can take an hour to secure the boat
against the williwaws that can blast you from any direction with alagr}mg st.rength.

We spent thirty-five days getting from Puerto Williams to Valdivia, a distance
of 1600 miles, but two months would have been better. Parmelia and her lucky
crew enjoyed thirty-one anchorages, every one spectacular. There cannot be
many regions left in the world that are so unaffected by man.
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SOUTH ARIS — THE VOYAGE

Paddy Barry and Jarlath Cunnane

(Concluding The ‘Irish Antarctic Adventure 1997, an attempt to follow in the wake
of Emest Shackleton, the first part of which appeared in Flying Fish 1998/1.)

At 2200 on Saturday 18 January we pulled away under oar from Point Wild.
Light brash ice from the calving glaciers at Cape Balsam tinkled against 7om
Crean’s 23ft hull. In cool but near perfect conditions of a light northwesterly
breeze we raised our lug sails. Qur feelings were of relief and jubilation that at
last we were on our way. The planning, the fund-raising, the boat-building, the
complexities of getting to our start were all behind us. Now it was just the five of
us in our boat, sailing to South Georgia seven hundred miles to the northeast.
The immediate reality was that we were too big for this cramped little boat. The
simplest movements required a choreographed rearrangement of limbs, boat,
gear and bodies.

The single bumer gas stove, set in its metal box, was an abiding hazard to
nearby sleeping bags and sleepers both. This was such a danger and commanded

Tom Crean, facsimile of Shackleton’s James Caird, rowing out from the
Jee of Point Wild, Elephant Island, bound towards South Georgia



Tom Crean during her sailing trials on the west coast of Ireland
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such respectful caution that it gave us no trouble. However it was grand to see
the instant potato mish-mash being poured into our dog-dish bowls covering the
tinned Spam or, on alternate days, tinned kippers. We did have varied food -
muesli, Ryvitas, porridge, jam, tea - and all half hot and half cold as it was, with
maybe a dollop of sea water splashing in for good measure, it was merely fuel to
keep the bodies going. If we couldn't sleep much, at least we could eat - on the
good days anyway.

And our first couple of days were good - great in fact. Our twenty-four hour
run to Sunday night was seventy-six miles and to Monday night nearly as good,
though the wind had veered round to northerly (or was it backed? - everything
turns the opposite way down south!) so although we were poing well we were
being pushed down off our course. Our little 7om Crean, a faithful replica of
Shackleton’s James Caird, was little more than a rowing boat and had zero
windward performance.

At 0930 on Day 2, Monday 20 January, I wrote:

‘| just had a ‘long’ off-watch, great. It took me a long time to warm up
my feet in the sleeping bag by rubbing them and curling them up. All
yesterday we sailed to a west-northwest force 3 with all sail making 16°
below our course... This moming Jarlath and Mike took down the
mainsail. The sea was up and they had to steer excessively (20° plus)
off course. We got a good forecast last night at the 2100 radio contact
with Pelagic. The low giving our current weather has greatly filled and
should now bring in only 20 knot northerlies.’

This shouldn’t matter as sooner or later the wind would round astern and we’d
romp along before it, regaining our northing. Tuesday was hard:

‘All day we close-hauled to the east, with a fresh northerty wind. The
boat will go only 90° to the wind. The South Orkney islands grew ever
closer as a lee-shore eventually only twenty-five miles away. By
afternoon it was blowing 25 knots and at 1930 we put the boat about on
the other tack heading northwest. The wind rose to a full gale. With
backed jib and helm lashed a-lee, we lay-to for the night and were glad
not to be blowing down on the Orkneys.’

This was the first bad weather we had met and the boat rode the seas very well
with no full waves coming into the cockpit, just the occasional splash. However,
the cockpit pump seemed inclined to airlock.

That blow lasted only about twelve hours and we tacked and were away again
to the east. We were happy and confident though bloody cold all the time even
in our sleeping bags. Inside the hull ran with the condensation, sweat and
spillage - a mixed brew indeed. Outside you could at least stretch yourself in
the biting wind, swing your arms and stamp your feet, until a shout from below
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to ‘stop the football match’.
At 1400 on Day 4, Wednesday 22 January:

‘Today is the grandest day you ever did see - clear sky, sunny, cool
force 2 off the beam, flattish sea and we are steering 040°, our direct
course. We have had all our gear, bags, gloves, out drying. We are
hanging round the cockpit chatting.

We just ran a ‘book’ on our day of arrival at King Haakon Bay. The
bet is one day’s Ushuaia ‘wages' — $20 per man. | have gone for a
thirteen day passage. In fact, | think it may be less. The total is seven
hundred miles rhumb line. We have been making good sixty miles a
day, average, with the wind mostly from ahead.

My back is stiff with the cold and damp. | took a couple of Bruefen,
which help. God has it been cold, wet and miserable, even in the good
weather. The cabin is so confined. Watch change is a major hassle
getting out of oilies, putting them somewhere, getting off gloves, hats
and boots, putting them where you hope you will find them — best
under your head for a pillow — contorting feet first into the bag inside its
cover, all damp. | pull my socks (two pairs) and gloves into the bag with
me.

Then at the end of your off-watch, the opposite. Your feet would
barely have warmed up in the bag but it's time to get out again — head
first — onto your knees, sideways, turn around, sitting in your dry gear
on someone else’s wet gear. We try and get oily trousers on inside the
cabin and then as quick as can in the cockpit get on jacket, gloves,

harness and hood up. Handling the boat is the easy bit.’
1730 on Day 5, WP 045° 399 miles:

‘Last night we had a gale from the north and had to heave-to. Not too
bad a night all told. This moming at about 0600 the wind fell and went
westerly. We had a rollicking 4 knot sail for a while in the right direction.
The TTG (time to go) even showed ninety-five hours for a spell. Alas

now with a light following wind from a variable direction we slop along
as best we can.’

We had made good sixty-six miles in the previous thirty hours. At 0535 on Day
6, Friday 24 January, with Mike and Paddy on watch:

‘The wind is northeasterly force 2-3. We are sailing to the northwest at
2% knots. ltis a cold mormning and misty and generally miserable. But
all are in good heart, awaiting a change of wind for the better. Jamie
fixed the pump last night. WP 047° 393 miles. Made six miles in the
last ten hours.’ Later: ‘Hove-to in gale No 3 (in six days) northerly (as

usual).’
The deck log finished here. What follows was written about four days later. The
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wind and sea rose to a greater extent than the previous two gales, and kept on
rising and rising. By nightfall the wind was lifting water, not just off wave-tops,
off the seas. These grew first into regular big even crests of maybe 39 foot, l?ut
then became steep walls of water, the crests tumbling down, I?eing wind carried
off in flying spume. We put the sea anchor out from the bow; it seeme.d to make
no difference. To look directly into the wind wasn’t possible as the flying spume
t into your face and eyes.
w?ll"l}li (t:;at wasylying beam-on, try as we did to keep her head to windwar.d with
all other sail down and the tiller lashed to lee. We raised a triangular piece of
mizzen which brought her head around about 20°, thus bringing the seas ahe?ad
of the beam. But the seas became irregular altogether and now were coming
from all directions. We were pointing upwind, downwind, lying, running, we
were tossed and battered about below like being inside a washing machine;
wedged in, waves belting the boat, first on one side, then the other, then the
deck. Going out to check the lashings of spars and sails was a dash through the
hatch with the hamess already clipped on, then out, slam and lock the hatch
and clip on a second hamess. .
About 0400 Saturday moming we were all below, battered, cold, eatmg.t'he
odd Mars bar with water, when a great hissing sound rose above the now familiar
racket. [ was in a sleeping bag and sort of stiffened at this new sound. Then | f.elt
us being carried bodily sideways, swept, and then the silence. We were upside
dOXIZut in my head from hitting the underside of the deck unsighted me, but
Jamie said later that he looked out the hatch (it was see-through polycarbonate)
and saw only green sea. Slowly forever, for there was nothing we could d9, she
lay upside down before rolling slightly on, when we all scrambled to the side of
the cabin to help her back up. There was no solid water inside - good hatc.h -
but to empty the cockpit we had to open a bulkhead valve and let the \fvater into
the cabin and pump it away using the cabin pump. Ten minutes c?f this and the
outside pressure of water on the hatch was down enough to open it, get. out and
finish pumping from outside. Amazingly, all the spars and sails were in place,
and no damage had been done except to burgees, antenna and so on. '
Twice in the next twelve hours we were again rolled, same story. We radioed
Pelagic for any weather information. They had been registering wind speeds of
50-60 knots sustained and Pelagichad been knocked on her beam by a ‘ShackleFon
wave'. Their wind was now southwest, 40-50 knots, the sea completely whlt.e.
Air temperature 4°C. Three cyclonic depressions were on their way and if we d.ld
not get north of them we would be hit by all of them. They called a US specialist
weather outfit and an hour later gave us the bad news - for the next ten days a
deepening low, going down to 965mbs, would give northerlies all over the area,
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Crossing the Crean Glacier in South Georgia
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The South Arfs team outside the M: K
'anager'’s House, Stro
where Shackleton ended his escape from the Antarctic by seam:n?land
From left o right: John Burke, Mike Bary, Mick ORourke,
Paddy Barry, Jarfath Cunnane, Frank Nugent and Jamie Young

the Beagle Channel and, on 8 March, into Ushuaia. If we in South Aris may
borrow (this time from Addison): “tis not in mortals to command success, but
we'll do more Sempronios, we'll deserve it’.

Jarlath concludes
Tom Crean was built as a replica of Shackleton’s boat the James Caird. Within
the constraints of the overall dimensions - 23ft 6in by 6ft 6in there was little we
could do to improve her sea-keeping qualities - we did have the benefit of an
epoxy-wood deck instead of the original leaking canvas over the forward sleeping
cuddy.

The sailing rig was an exact copy of that used on James Cairdand off the wind
she sailed very well - it was possible to balance the sails so that she self steered.

The hull was designed to be self righting should it capsize, and I'm pleased to
say in the three knockdowns we received it righted without hesitation. The
structure suffered no damage at any time, the only thing lost in the capsize was
the VHF antenna, burgee and radar reflector. What caused the knockdowns
was not the high winds - storm force 10 with sustained 50 knot winds - but the
huge breaking seas which smashed down on her decks, rolling her over like a
matchstick in a waterfall.

What changes would I make if [ were designing her again? The following are
notes written the day after the abandonment of 7om Crean:

The hull should be insulated internally to prevent condensation forming
which constantly wet our sleeping bags, ourselves and our provisions.

The quarter berths were too narrow - I'd make them 2in wider and reduce
the cockpit width.

There were berths for four crew, the other crewmember being on watch. In
the enforced situation with all five crew below while hove-to, at least one
crewmember was extremely uncomfortable. Reduce the crew to four or
redesign the layout below to accommodate all.

More sea trials needed in heavy seas using a ‘series drogue’ type sea anchor
to hold bow to wind and sea.

Improve food - more easily prepared army-type rations need investigation
and examine self-heating canned food.

Improve cabin ventilation - more easily said than done -~ maybe a snorkel
up the mast?



WANDERINGS
IN THE WESTERN CARIBBEAN

John and Jean Armitage

(The following account arrived from Ostrica of Orwell with a

postmark. The second part, coverin, Belize and G
R 90w/ g belize and Guatemala,

Margue- as
will appear in Flying

Stuck, immobile, stranded...

are caves and deserts, mountains and
feed off the coral, off nutrients brought
rrounding ocean, and of course on each
just looking down through the snorkel

'en 0, an 8 foot shark is still a shark!
some sort of mating tryst we moved
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. So how did we get afloat again? There is only a few inches of tide, so waiting
would not help. With the genoa powered by 15 knots of following wind, and as
many revs on the engine as we dared, we hoped to slip over the sand to deeper
water just under the bow. Mistake. Always try to reverse off the way you go on,
it says it in all the books! Now what? After a second bite with the kedge anchor
we slowly winched Ostrica around, lots of revs, and with the change of wind
angle we could sheet the genoa hard in to make her heel. We moved the required
20 feet back into 12 feet of water. How not to spend an hour and a half of your
life! Now we were back where we started, inside the shallow passage out to the
deep blue ocean, so tantalisingly close. A shallower draft yacht led the way and
we escaped, hoisted sail and enjoyed a five hour downwind relaxing sail. Exploring
the innumerable shallow anchorages of Belize with our 7ft 6in (2.3m) draught
has made us a little envious of those with less than 5ft 6in (1.7m), which makes
a huge difference in this part of the world.

Flashback

We had sat comfortably in Curagao in the Netherlands Antilles through the
first week of May, hoping that the constant 25-30 knot winds would lose a bit of
strength. Although enjoying the company of many friends, our month in Bonaire
had put us a bit behind schedule. We took the plunge (and John a pill) at dawn
on 6 May, shot into the rolly following sea, hoisted headsails, and had a lively
forty-eight hour start on our 1000 mile passage out to Honduras. The plot showed
200 miles over the first twenty-four hours and 153 in the next. It is a windy
corner of the Caribbean and we enjoyed a substantial favourable current. As we
charged into the centre of the Caribbean Sea the conditions returned to ‘normal’
and we settled into routine watches once again.

Jean was certain she could hear hissing from the cooker, though she could not
smell gas, and now that it was no longer being brought up short on its chain but
was swinging gently on its gimbals we started the search. It was soon decided
that John had lost some high frequency hearing (sure sign of getting older!) and
the soapy water failed to show up any leaks. The problem was, however, classified
as a risk to the safety of the ship, not because of the obvious one but because of
the inability to brew the Typhoo. So for two hours the boat rolled and John
carefully disassembled each gas fitting on the cooker, remade the joints and
failed to find the fault. Are we having fun yet? One hidden and unexpected pipe
joint was eventually found after taking some of the framework off, and the
Admiral declared all was now shipshape but ‘take another pill you look green!’

That night all was compensated. We were slicing along the moon’s reflection
under full sail with all reefs shaken out at last. The stars seemed to gyrate around
the glow of the masthead light, the log showed 7 knots. In the northwest sky we
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had a very clear view of the Hale-Bopp comet with its long tail, even more
spectacular viewed through binoculars. With the constellations above and the
sparkling bioluminescence in the bow-wave and wake, a peace and contentment
settled over us.

That night we passed through the position where there is no magnetic variation,
80 navigational calculations were simplified. By the mid-day following life was
very comfortable, moving along with gentle following winds filling the cruising
'chute as we neared the shallow, reef-strewn banks off Nicaragua. Progress had
been so good that it was obvious it would still be dark as we approached the
inner passage around the northeast corner of Nicaragua, where the north/south
coastline turns west and there are lots of things to miss! The decision was made
to stand to the north in the deep water and clear all the banks. Then, in daylight,
we could turn onto a southwesterly heading, clear Gorda Bank, and so enter
Honduran waters. Decisions made, we were back on deck just as a turtle drifted
past.

One night we were reminded of the obvious - that commercial ships either do
not have sighted officers of the watch or they do not believe in giving way to sail.
This happens often, but when the headsails are poled out, and with preventers
on both mizzen and main booms, in the middle of the night, you just hope this
once they will answer the VHF. Fat chance!

A call at the Cayos Vivorillos

There were dolphins alongside as we had breakfast, and the plot showed we
could make a landfall at the tiny Cayos Vivorillos, fifty miles offshore at 15°50'N
83°18'W, by the middle of the day. The wind died away, so we started the engine
to charge up the batteries and run our new joy - the water-maker. It slowly died,
and it was two days before it started again. Meantime we had the nervy approach
to the poorly chartered Cayos, and anchored under sail. The problem was algae
in the fuel, which had blocked the head of the primary fuel filter which we
eventually found contained a hidden ‘check valve’ solid with the black death.
Somewhere we had been careless with the biocide doses we always add to the
fuel. Lots of lessons learned - not least to be sure you can reach every corner of
every tank for cleaning!

Time for relaxing at last as we swam the crystal waters and wandered over the
uninhabited little islands. Fish and birds entertained us and the weather was
perfect. Next lesson learned - even if desperate to rid yourself of the smell of
diesel, do not expose your sensitive parts to too much sun!

It was only an overnight passage to raise our landfall at the Bay Islands of
Honduras, in a dawn thunder squall with torrential rain. A little time was spent
offshore, until we could identify the landmarks to make our approach through
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the reefs. We found a blissful anchorage to end our crossing of the Caribbean
Sea, 1055 miles from Curagao.

Honduras

After an expensive tour of Customs, immigration and port captain’s offices we
were able to fax home to advise of our safe arrival. We were on the eastern of
the three principal islands of Guans

surrounded with numerous cays and re

is about five miles by one and a half mi

hills rising to 1300 feet. One day we

climbed to these heights. We sat unde

the sea to the mountains of the Honc

was the turquoise water of the shallow:

little cays are dotted along its line of w

progress, and all in contrast to the placid waters inside on which rested Ostrica
under the hot sun.

On the northern coast we lost ourselves for a week in a secluded bay tucked
behind the reef. Here we did the usual laundry and boat maintenance in the
cool of the mornings (0530 start), swam at mid-day and enjoyed siestas and
reading before tidying up in time for sundowners. These islands would be perfect
tourist havens except for one thing, or more correctly millions of tiny things -
the flying teeth. At sunset we were chased below, behind the protection of screens
on all the openings. During the day it was inadvisable to venture ashore,
particularly on the beaches, without copious bug-repellent.

An early morning expedition found us following a trail through a valley with
cultivation on the lower slopes. Sugar cane, lime, coconut, cashew, date,
breadfruit, and mango trees gave way to casuarina, firs and the forest trees of the
steeper slopes as the track wove its way up the rough sides of the river into a
ravine. After about an hour’s warm scramble we plunged into a deep freshwater

Here was the best hair-wash for a long
ut of the Tarzan and Jane films but the

island of Roatan. Columbus wrote of tl

ing guidance.
lise we set off to meet Terry and Susan
b to fatten their cruising budget and
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supervising the construction of a large homestead for a weall.tlhy Czﬁfomi?ft‘\é
' ivi he reef and socialising ashore. A pro
ral days were spent diving on t N s profiic
i ' for Jean and Susan to brew a vast po
tree provided the green mangoes ‘ Hogah
' towed. John was envious at the q
chutney - several pounds were s at the dualiey
e ti i ftsmen. Mahogany and rosewood w:
the timber and the skill of the cra We used
i the hand-carved dining room
sively for everything from roof beams to ‘
L::hairz all converted from sawn timber on site. The rosewood came from
, 1
inland for 50 pence per board-foot! . o
l:)‘:l‘: lr::emorv of Roatan will be of an island with all the beginnings of a sl.ow
jon into a mimic of those Eastern Caribbean 1§1and§ -Whﬂ}f- tﬁunsm
d lack of work opportunities has created anxieties and alnf111.nﬁ51t1es w 1; " :see:cx'
i le. It has international flight connec ,
remove the smiles from the peop . i ns, 0
i i 1 reminder is a 20 1b propane cy
\ is growing fast. A more persona :
hasgrrequired the reconstruction of the gas lQCkf:r. A huml:arllflseason
roiect, but with a doubling of our time between refills it was wort X é‘e.' -
f dtila,has become famous for the cheapest PAD} course;:'l f(.)r S?Utl?1 ¢ 1fx2111rngthe
d it has the fiercest flying tee ,
the world. As far as we are concerne fin S0 far, the
i le of safe anchorages. The wea
nicest officials so far, and only a coup - ather was st
i i i layed due to a paperwork mix-up by
fair, so it was frustrating to be de mix-up by officils in
, i for new papers to arrive by ferry
Roatan and have to wait an extra day . ¢ ore we
i duras. Meantime we made new
t customs clearance to leave Hon . 1
::‘c;kxit gv:as a fine sight as three yachts rounded the little offshore cays and sailed

silently into the sunset.
ing Fi: iled several pages of
iti iting for Flying Fish, John and Jean compiled :
t(il;;?eddl tilxcl)frcl)rtrcr)u‘::irclm ogn Honduras, Belize and Guatemala which is available from
the OCC Cruising Information Service.)

The purchase of a boat is the best investment. a
man can make, if he values sun and fresh air,

happiness and freedom.
K Adlard Coles (Sailing Days, 1944)
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As sailors, we can always count on volunteer

lifeboat crews. Can they count on you?
Please join Offshore today.”
Sir Robin Knox-Johnston CBE, RD*
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AN ‘ABRACO’ FROM BRAZIL

Riia and John van Logchem

(John and Rija, from the Netherlands, both speak fluent Portuguese learnt during
eight years spent in Rio de faneiro, Recife and Curitiba. The second part of their
long and interesting account of cruising Brazil aboard their Swan 47 Queen of
Hearts will appear in Flying Fish 1999/1.)

Tropical Brazil! How ‘land’ took getting used to again - the fierce hot sun,
relentless noise, exuberant colours and smells, people and their ‘land-
requirements’, roaring powerboats, messy handling of the environment, taking
care not to be robbed, the enormous contrasts between rich and poor... We
tired easily the first days, after the relatively restful routine of just over twelve
days sailing from the Cape Verdes to Salvador, some 2000 miles. But we fully
enjoyed again the fruits and vegetables, spicy meat and fish dishes, the velvety-
warm evenings, sunrises with yellow birds calling ‘bem-te-vi, good to see you'
and the colourful people who made us feel so welcome. Also, Bahia, a state in
Brazil we did not know before, has a rich cultural history. Our plan was to go
back to Rio de Janeiro, which we left in 1992, with the Bafa de Ilha Grande our
final destination. When we lived and worked in Rio we had sailed a Laser from
various beaches and then a Cal 9.2, but never had enough time to fully enjoy
that incredibly beautiful area.

Salvador City
The yacht club can just be seen at far right
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But first things first. It was Dover Dick* who did it - convincing us to become
OCC members I mean. We've sailed for many enjoyable years on the east and
south coasts of England when not living in Africa or Latin America. When we
first met Dick we had crossed the Atlantic from Newport directly to Falmouth,
then on to Lymington and Dover in our just acquired Queen of Hearts, a Swan
47, built in 1977 to a Sparkman & Stevens centreboard design. We were on our
way to Holland for maintenance and some changes geared to cruising in the
tropics, the plan then was to sail to Gibraltar and eventually to Odessa. We were
being transferred from Rio de Janeiro to Kiev, Ukraine. Odessa proved not to be
such a good idea, so Gibraltar it remained. After three ‘Russian’ years various
factors came together and we could go sailing, finally for as long as we liked.
What luxury to have time!

Our mid-January crossing proved unexpectedly easy. We were a bit
apprehensive about the doldrums - visions of endless calms, sudden strong squalls
and having to tack all the way after the Equator, besides which I had made one
jump too many from the bows. Results were ruptured cruciates and a cracked
meniscus a week before our departure and a farewell party for sixty people. John
and I met again in Lisbon with me having to do physiotherapy on the way.

We tried to get as much easting as possible by leaving from Porto da Praia on
the island of Santiago in the Cape Verde islands, which we saw for hours. We
don’t carry all that much fuel - 200 litres normally, with 100 litres extra for the
crossing - so to start with motoring? A minimal breeze from the northeast made
us hoist the gennaker for want of something to do, and the 160m? gave us 2-3
knots, increasing to 6 knots and more during the next three days. When boat
speed exceeded 9 knots we took it down, having learned just before getting to
the Cape Verdes that winds suddenly increase and then it’s impossible to get it
into the "chute again. (We had to do a ‘kiwi-drop’ over the side at 0500!) The
sturdy No 3 genoa (G3) works well for us, both on the boom and with headwinds
and did so again, all the way.

John, being a radio ham, kept daily contact with Trudy in Barbados (8P6QM,
21400 kHz USB, 1300 UTC). She gave position, activity and size of the Inter
Tropical Convergence Zone, but it moved quicker than we could sail. We
compromised by crossing the equator at 28°W, 30°W being the shortest distance.
‘ITCZ 180 miles, moderate convection’ said Trudy that day. For us it meant
black-lined squalls with or without a lot of wind and rain, lightning all around,
fantastic cloud formations, a circle rainbow over our heads and confused seas.
With temperatures around 32°C, 3% humidity, and water temperature 28°C we
could understand why hurricanes get born here.

* Dick Davidson, Port Officer for Dover, Kent
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Tiring days, mainly because of the heat and the continuous conce'r;trlauod
| gry blit on the other hand it was also sensationally beautiful an
r

Winds varied from force 3 to force 7 (8-30 knots), but having no
St our fit i by simply rolling in the G3
about our fitness we handled it the easy Wﬁy Y 51d p J' e

i in i ‘ -position’, with the standard one r .
g e ly averos ined between 145 and 195 miles.
... e had no calms at all - daily averages remain . :
?e:ha::)s the champagne-and-flower offer to Neptune and lemanj4, the Afro
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responsible for coast and harbours, Neatly dressed, it took half a day but we left
everywhere with an abrago - a hug.

Traditionally, reception of foreign yachts has been delegated to the yacht clubs,
which extend hospitality and support generally for a minimum of three days,
sometimes more, free of charge. Then a fee is charged, which usually is reasonable,

expensive and it’s normal to have an employee, a marinhejro, for maintenance.
Very often he’s like part of the family and will 80 on trips as well, leaving the

Famous throughout Brazil, with thousands of people arriving during these holiday
months of January and February, we couldn’t really evade camava/- celebrating

to the new Centro Ndutico, a small state-run marina, reasonably priced, with 24
hour security, electricity and water (not for drinking - in Brazil everyone with
any sense filters, boils or disinfects water from the tap or natural sources, or uses
mineral water).

The Centro Nsutico s in the old smallboat harbour right in the centre, and
here we met most of the foreign boats cruising the area. Some people left their
boats for weeks to go inland by bus, as long-distance travel is very well organized

with seats, but as frugal Dutch we found it expensive and less original than in
the old city with its steep cobblestoned roads and houses, churches and squares
from colonial times, some parts already beautifully restored. We found outdoor
bars and restaurants, museums, art and crafts shops, street commerce and music
and dance everywhere.

Pelourinho means place of slave trade - people from west Africa were sold
here to work on plantations and in industry. Brazil was the last country to abolish
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‘Bloco Afro’ vibrating drums, and dancing becomes irresistable
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Ing-l the I\sItrc:;ts you sge a colourful mix of mainly Portuguese, African and native
ian. Northeast and north Brazil, where we were, is a

: : , , is another country compared

Eg eth;1 :;;lth, Ewhtl;Ih h(z;d (;lllfferel.r:t immigration (mostly from Europe ]apar[: and
e East) and through industrialisation a higher livi , '

ddle ‘ gher living standard -

isz\r’n::thdmgB like Northern Africa to Scandinavia, with about the same distances
ved. ut‘ everywhere people get along quite easily, with descent and colo

often the subject of conversation. "

AWe rflr(:)tlced a glzowing interest in and manifestation of the African heritage.

part : m scientific research, there are many things visible in daily life - for

example, candles at street corners and on the beach with offers of food and

flowers, an Olodum i
Cross in a square, reggae-type protest i /
ur music and Cy,
performances, originally a kind of war-dance. o

beThe Afr}ci'component in this roaring carnavalis clear - we’re sitting having a
er, watc lng the scene, and here come the drums, big and small, lots of th

and beater.l with a vengeance, a booming rhythm all around and 11,1 you them
§omebody jumps up, dancing enthusiastically, people clap rhythmicall rl oin
in. Fantastic, sparks are flying, what sense of rhythm, what bodies - r);;)gvlvosr:g:;

The hard life!

!

“bum-bums’ are the ultimate sex symbol in Brazil!

With our neighbours we shared the next beer and some of the food that was
being offered - cheese and corn on sticks, roasted on portable charcoal bumers
by children, an acarajé (the Bahian version of a hamburger), fried bean dough
with shrimps, vatapd sauce, hot peppers and green tomato salad, prepared by a
smiling Bahiana in traditional dress.

Though well aware of carnaval dangers we didn’t see any robbery or fighting.
There were many armed police in groups, however, and only plastic was used to
serve. What really frightened us happened along the official carnavaltoute - we
were literally trampled by a gigantic, crazy, mass of people and could not get
away. In desperation we finally slid off a viaduct, but had then to get through
back alleys with a revolting stench of all sorts of waste, human and otherwise!

By then Johnand I (and especially my knee) felt the need for peace and quiet,
difficult to find where Brazilians get together. But even in this busy holiday
season there were anchorages in the bay and the Rio Paraguagu, in beautiful
tropical surroundings, where the atmosphere was totally rural and modern times
seemed to have passed by, and where we mostly had the anchorage to ourselves.
I'd like to refer here to the excellent description by Rosemary and Alfred Alecio

nd experienced the same, so no need to repeat
and near the port on Ilha de Madre de
ngonit. (See the Guia de Praias, a beach
stellite pictures and information on the
entire coast of Brazil).

Candomblé

Back in Salvador we got a chance togo toa Candomblé terreiro, literally a place
of gathering. Candomblé is really a collection of different indigenous beliefs
originating in Africa, mainly from the Yoruba, Bantu and Ewe tribes. Coming
from totally different regions they could not communicate, but being enslaved
they were forced to get along and to support each other, something impossible
in Africa, often even today. Thus a Brazilian religious version developed, with
concepts such as Orixas (nature gods), Axé (positive energy) and Olodum (the
almighty). People organized themselves into secret brotherhoods and their gods
were disguised as Catholic saints. After abolition, these brotherhoods held
religious services in terreiros, where support and food were given - few proved
to be able to live ‘free’. It is strange that the government did not provide land,
tools or financial help, which it gave to the European immigrants who were
asked to come and settle at about the same time.

We went to a meeting dedicated to Xang6, god of fire and justice. Well known
artists like musicians Gilberto Gil and Caetano Veloso and author Jorge Amado
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also attend there. It was in a neighbourhood which John said we should stay
away from at night, so we shared a taxi with two American sailing friends. Entering
the grounds, however, we saw it was a lot better inside - a well-tended garden
with a fountain and statues, and a house with a large, high-ceilinged room where
we were asked to sit on chairs against the wall, men and women apart.

There are many doors - for Xang6 to come in, I hear. Behind a pair of
beautifully carved armchair thrones there is a niche with a number of drums,
each with its own name and voice. Later they are used for hours, in a rather
monotonous rhythm. In long robes, white with lace, the Mae do Santo (mother
of the saint) and the Pai (father) dance in a circle, joined by the sons and
daughters, all initiated. They touch often, kneel on the floor, bow to a door (to
ask Xang6 to join us) and ultimately get into a sort of trance. Next to me there’s
a commotion - a woman shudders all over, eyes showing white and her body in
a tight half-circle. It’s a bit frightening, but someone from the leadership takes
her gently to a room at the back where the Mae do Santo is available for
consultation and help as a medium to Xango. This happens a few times - twice
 see a man going, one still in his business suit and with an attaché-case. We are
not the only foreigners, a Spanish girl sits suddenly motionless, staring, with
tears rolling down her cheeks - she also goes inside. It seems a kind of hypnosis,
by the sound of drums, smells, the heat, who can tell? Somebody tells me that
now she is the child of Xang, protected by him. One has to offer things of
course, like special food and drink, but if you have worries you may tell them
and ask for things.

Later, at nearly midnight, the family and support feeling is further strengthened
by large pots of traditional food and lots of conversation. Two beautiful girls,
very tall, slim and shining black, explain what I see. The best part is to come
shortly, they say, when all the Orixds-gods in their particular costumes come in
and do their dance. By then John and his friend are already having a drink in the
bar next door, discussing whether or not it was real or a show. Either way, it was
a very interesting evening.

It's difficult, but we have to leave - Rio is 700 miles away and we want to be
there before the southwest cold fronts of the winter period start to come through.
Also a young Brazilian couple, Julio and Sandra, had told us enthusiastic stories
about a bay seventy miles to the south and largely uncharted - Bahian paradise,
he called it, forgotten by time. We arranged to meet them later, just inside the
Rio Marad. At the Capitania we found all the Brazilian charts we needed, as
well as the tide tables and Chart 12000, a handy booklet, in Portuguese and
English, with explanations (all at about US $13).

John had to clean below the waterline, the growth there also being tropically
fantastic, and the small floating diving compressor came in handy. I had to look
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llhéu Campinho, a nice walk at low tide

into provisioning - according to Julio it would be difficult to find supplies, and
we hate having to leave for that reason.
We knew Brazil would be expensive. The Real/was introduced in 1994 and is
tied to the US dollar. Set high initially because of speculation and distrust of
government monetary policies, it is still rather overvalued, but with hardly any
inflation instead of the 40% a month as before. I had loaded the boat with
goodies, short-cook varieties of staples, wine etc in the Canaries, The policy
here is that everything the masses eat, like rice and beans, fresh produce and
meat, is relatively inexpensive. The remaining quarter or so of the population
are so much more wealthy that they can easily afford expensive manufactured
and imported foods. But it’s a fact that the same local brand of wine or cheese
costs two or three times as much in US dollars as before the Rea/ period, not to
mention services and imported goods. Often there is no relation at all between
quality or value.

I usually buy lots of inexpensive fresh stuff and the variety is amazing,. I have
meat and fish cleaned and frozen - we never had a fridge nor a freezer before,
but it proved a good investment if only for independent cruising and a cold
drink! We don’t like tinned foods, and neither do the Brazilians apparently, as
there’s little to chose from that tastes nice.
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weaving Salvador involved sailing through a giztar}e‘ or S(')t E e P ond clear
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is. but after that we passed deserted beac ,
o c:zb&s(;n‘cl) de Sio Paulo, known for its beaches and coral reefs'). We llu:Z
::tl‘:ron the return trip, now it’s just to sleep so tha.t next day;1 we am:e Olfnthose
wccross the bar into Bahia de Camama with daylight. We live orc1l Srcose
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e needed to reach the river entrance o
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with the glare against us, they are not easy to pick up. The current
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Once through we anchor off a sandy beach o
the Rio Marai. No Julio - off to Goi6 probably, a
up with fresh water for bathing. He said he pre

n Ilhéu Campinho, just inside
lovely little island a bit further
ferred it there — it was better

Time and time again we returned on board ujitb load’s of fruit
(at Ilhéu Campinho, just inside the Rio Marai)



Dona Adl, at the table around which daily life revolves,
shows us how to use a little stick to crack crabs... ,
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protected though also a lot hotter. For a time we get to know life along this wide
tidal river, studded with little islands, from up close. It is wonderfully scenic
aqua-nature, softly undulating hills with stretches of Mata Atlantica - Atlantic
rainforest - still intact (an exception along this coast) and mangrove, alternating
with lovely beaches.

There are simple local houses hidden behind the greenery and we're invited
to come and visit, normal practice along the river. At a large table in the shade
of the widest mango tree we ever saw, Dona Adil, a widow of around sixty, and
her son Ailtom, tell us stories about the region. Daily life centres around that
table - eating, siesta, grating of coconuts, shelling the hard burned shells of
home-roasted cashew nuts, cracking innumerable crabs with a hardwood stick,
preparing doces (sweets) - she’s always busy when we get there. Because cooking
is a hobby, I like to help and learn and my recipe notebook grows steadily.

A lot of fruit and herbs are native but some her grandparents have planted, so
apart from ten types of mangoes there are about thirty others, half of which we

...which John enjoys for lunch



have never seen before. They give us loads of fruit time and again, from sweet
Jacasand graviola to refreshing acerola-berries and green coconuts to drink. Use
of their bore-hole with good water comes in handy, even with the nightly rain.

No payment is expected - it's normal to give hospitality and hopefully become

friends. Only when we insist, and call something a lembranga (souvenir) or

presente, will Dona Adil accept anything in return.

Many people appreciate a visit - helpful and hospitable Soninha, who runs a

small pousada (inn) and restaurant under shady breadfruit and jaca trees, lets us
use her shower whenever we want,

A nice walk at low tide takes us to Sapinho,
Jorge has lobsters. Dugout canoas are made and
types of wood and at which point in the cycle of
and worked - otherwise the wood will rot, beca
knowledge comes from the Indians,
nice sheer. They widen at each end,
jump onto when pushing it into the w
also as a rudder and, stuck in the m

a tiny hamlet upriver, to see if
repaired here. We learn about
the moon the trees must be cut
use of bichinhos (beasties). The
they say. The canoas are beautiful, with a
with an area on both sides of the stern to
ater. A spear-shaped paddle is used, serving
ud, as a pole to tie the canoa to. Sizes vary
from 3 to 8 metres. In the larger there are several holes along the side to take
leeboards, and the mast with a rolled squaresail lies ready to use in the bottom.
We've seen them skimming over the water - splendid!

A one hundred year old dugout is being repaired now. Its sucupir-agu wood

A camboa - there is always fish, because of their clever construction

| that nails won’t go in. Talking about
stch word ‘breew and we see how a new
fibres of beaten wood.
» here - using camboas (large permanent
:r three-room construction), circle-nets
tha : ! i i i traps
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. tht:anks to the Winlink amateur radio network, via the US an Ry
W, ow communicate with our daughter Barbara in Mauteta:la. oy
WZ ?:in nds all over the place! He has a notebook ful} of things todo to n; o
and enade our twenty year old Queen - the matenal's that had to co:tim P
?Inh ‘llii; was the installation of a shower in the cockpit, becaus{e we s vim 2 10;
nnc.(l= eight small fans in strategic places. I cook, and we both sleep, a
' . - » lver
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the peninsula emphasise the total silence.

That is why I got a small boat of my own, so that I
can poke along at my leisure, visiting remote con:lerlsf
of the earth and actually seeing how the other ha

of the world lives. Dwight Long
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DIRTY LINEN

Eve Bonham Cozens

Which o
ohich 5 zon:i cfar} deny that you have, at some time or another, and probabl
ot ba, e ;e ilocr1 ornly fro.m port or harbour to town or city clutching sagginy
ke lalg1 h o s<l>a e dunme?rmonables, vainly seeking that most elusive of servicei
2 ‘crew’ry If){r un rette.. Very few, I reckon, unless you delegate this task to
somCWher.e novtv fmanz; times, I ask, have you altered course and sailed into
somewher o hor the beaqu of the surroundings, the excellence of the
i m; n}?.r t ei ciamar}z:dene of the bars, but for the promise of an accessible
chine. It’s pathetic - we all know i
3 mact it - and we al it!
good sailing time wasted in this way. Hdo it We moum
?
decWenhzl.c tieieﬁ::je b:ll,lost.of us, \shen aboard our vessels, still retain some shred of
aviour and want, from time to ti
decent \ o time, some clean, dry cloth-
ing. It’s not too much to ask, but so often it’s too difficult to achievé IrZeem to
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On balance, if you don’t mind using the water from your tanks, in hot weather
washing aboard. But in more northern countries I'd
rre solution. We don't use marinas that much and far
ummer in Sweden we did on a few occasions choose
scause we wanted laundry facilities. It was our bad
closed down the ablutions block because of a pump

failure, and in another there was a power failure for half a day - just when 1 had
planned to put the loads through their machines. The third failure was my sense
of humour! It is can also be very expensive - even when you've sorted out the
numerous coins/tokens required, which in any case you can’t get because the
office/shop is closed.

The real mug's game is ‘Search for the Laundrette’ which someone has told
you is not far away down a side street, the name of which they can’t remember,
‘but it's the one with the seedy grocery shop on the comer’. 1 remember some
years back walking round a large town in Greece for three hours with two heavy
kit bags of dirty washing trying to locate an elusive laundry - [ never did, and
returned to out boat with mv arms feeling three inches longer and my temper
badly frayed. ‘It’s never worth it’, you say, as you roll up your washerwoman’s
sleeves and get the job done in half the time you’ve spent searching for a me-
chanical washer.

There is also the possibility of getting someone else to do it for you. We are all
very grateful to those people we meet who offer baths and a washing machine.
But in the absence of such kindly angels one may perhaps pay someone else to
take it home, wash it and return it. This scenario is most often found in hot
countries where the locals eamn a bit by doing your washing for you, in the
Caribbean, for example. This is great - they take it all away and bring it back,
usually the next day.

But one is never certain, and the question, ‘Will it arrive before our ETD, or
am | going to enrage the skipper by asking for a delay?’ causes anxiety, as does,
Will she remember the name of the boat? or ‘I can’t remember her name and
don’t know where she lives. How could I have been so stupid not to ask?” The
relief of seeing all your clothing back again, even if it is late and creased, means
you probably don’t haggle over the price. [ don’t mind being overcharged if this
is done with a cheery smile (often), but I do hate being rooked by someone with
a sour expression (rare).

We have all met those who never go to sea - the type who ask if you anchor at
night when crossing an ocean - who blithely assume that specialist bakers, fash-
ion boutiques, luxury hotels and automatic washing machines are to be found
on every island and along every coast. They just don’t understand that, on sailing
boats, dirty linen is a problem. It’s not just clothing either, but towels, sheets,
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alld plllo“ cases (be caretUI ha"'glng up the latter lf peggEd th‘e V IOIlg W a, the,

fill up with wind and take off like demented balloons

enthusiasm. ) which really sap the

So here we i
have the various techniques for dealing with this nightmare:

rSahips ac;e but boards, sailors but men; there be land-
ts and water-rats, land-thieves and water-thieves

William Shakespeare, The Merchant of Venice
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PANTAENIUS

The Yacht Insurance Broker

ce 1899 Pantaenius has cared for the interests of mariners the world over.

e growth of Yachting as a sport and hobby gave Pantaenius the opportunity

recruit professionally qualified and experienced Yachtsmen (0 offer their
in the industry. The result is a policy which is designed...... .

Fon Yacktomen - By Yacktomen

Single-handed sailing, twenty four hours a day!
Full salvage cover without qualification.
Pantaenius covers the rig as a separate risk.
Fixed Agreed Values, paid without question in
the event of total loss.

Grounding, sinking and stranding are all insured perils.

Pantaenius Yacht Scheme provides comprehensive clauses written in
English. Our aim is to treat you as an individual and provide friendly
whenever you require it. Our in-house claims department has a wide
of contacts to provide a fast and efficient service in the event of a

Whether your cruising needs are Bergen to La Rochelle or global, single-
handed or cruising as a couple, Pantaenius provides the solutions.

For a quotation, or free advice, call our Sales Team or write to us:
Pantaenius UK Ltd
Marine Building. Victoria Wharf. Plymouth. PL4 ORF
Tel: 01752 223656. Fax: 01752 223637
e mail: info @ plymouth.pantaenius.com



UAGRANT’S FURTHER UOYAGES

Bill McLaren

(Flying Fish 1997/2 saw Bill and Jane McLaren reach the Caribbean aboard

their Bowman 40 Vagrant of Clyde. Apologies for keeping you waiting for the
next instalment...)

Vagranthad brought us from Scotland to the Caribbean in a voyage of six months
to make our landfall at Scarborough, Tobago on 13 December. As we stepped
ashore a Rasta man welcomed us with the words ‘Welcome to Paradise, man!
And it’s time to slow down’. It was good
the Byzantine immigration and custor
forms asking, for example, how many sto
response that I thought there were non:
certain was frostily received and | learn

The advice to slow down was also good as we planned the winter ahead. Our
cruise so far had been one of constant travelling, but in a sense we had now
arrived. For the next few months we could go where we pleased at the pace we
pleased, provided we finished up at the north end of the Leeward Islands by
April, poised to head north to the Virgin Islands, Bermuda and the USA before
the hurricane season opened in June.

And so we slowed down, but as the winter passed we realised that our plans
were too ambitious and that we didn’t remotely have time to do justice to all the
islands we hoped to visit. This tale tells the story of an increasingly rapid gallop
past some of the most beautifu] and interesting places you could hope to see. We
just scratched the surface and one day will come back to dig deeper.

We spent a few days in Scarborough, a cheerful, tatty town with a main street
lined with small shops built of whatever materials came to hand. There were
one or two small supermarkets and a thriving market selling wonderful meat,
fruit and fish. Prices were low and we revelled in the unlimited fresh food after
the transatlantic passage. We circumnavigated Tobago - not a vast voyage -~
and anchored in such wondrously named places as Man-of-War Bay. Apparently
the Royal Navy’s West Indies Squadron used to go there before the war for jolly
entertainment from the plantation owners. Today there are few traces of the
plantations and the grand houses, and the bay is lined with fishing shacks and a
few small shops and restaurants. There were pelicans and humming birds,
flycatchers and frigate birds, and all the luxuriant growth of a hot, wet, climate.
We revelled in the peace of this gentle place.

We moved on to King’s Bay and were visited by one Neil O'Neil who swam
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lie of the islands is a little west of north. The seas between the islands are
n very large and it is hard, wet work. However, as one welcomes a wave in
e cockpit as a cooling shower it makes for the most wonderful sailing.
St Lucia is one of the major islands and we had a visitor arriving. We checked
o Rodney Bay, which has a large marina and beautifully sheltered anchorage
mn the lagoon. We also took the opportunity to get some repairs done, as Rodney
Bay is (at a price) one of the few places in the Caribbean where nearly all repair
facilities are easily available. St Lucia is geared to tourism and is not ideal for the
cruising yacht, unless one is addicted to
ANGUILLAZ W . marina life and restaurants. We are not
Atlantic .
Ocean - nor, indeed, can afford to be - so once
again we moved on, reaching Martinique
a day or two later.
We found Martinique to be a
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St Piéne, Martinique, where we enjoyed Camnival

us into the far comers of the cockpit with the whole boat engulfed by solid
hurt, and the only casualty was the
melée. We shook ourselves and carried
slems, but it was instructive that after
nt moment we had experienced was on

1ock the coastal cruisers.
enjoying the camembert and brie and
S — __  :behind schedule so galloped on soon to
Antigua. This capital of Caribbean yachting is a hotbed of very conspicuous
consumption indeed. We sailed into Falmouth Harbour on 9 March to find
perhaps twenty yachts at anchor with values in excess of $20 or $30 million
each. Some were historic classic yachts which had been restored regardless of
expense and others were new, futuristic spaceships. All were graced with large
satellite terminals and were fully crewed - up to ten or o immaculately uniformed
people who seemed to spend most of their time ordering lobsters on the VHF
and zooming around in large RIBs with even larger outboards. A different world,

with little contact between the super yachts and the cruisers.

We had a rendezvous here with some friends who had left the UK a year or so
before us, and cruised in company for a week. We visited Barbuda, a few miles to
the north of Antigua, a classic Caribbean island with long beaches of perfect
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_ The anchorage is at the bottom of a staircase of 800 plus steps that leads
»m the rocky beach to the cliff top.
Until a few years ago that was the only way to get onto Saba, but now they
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sure we were well north of the hurricane belt before the season started in June.
We didn’t think much of Sint Maarten, which suffered from apparently
uncontrolled development, although it had some good shopping and [ managed
to get some long overdue bits for the boat.

Our last stop in the Leeward Islands was Anguilla. Very small, it is an attractive
island with some deserted off-lying islands which we had all to ourselves when
we sailed out to explore. Real desert island stuff with arid super-dry vegetation,
lots of iguanas and not a lot else. The customs officer in Anguilla amused herself
with what was clearly a standard joke. She informed me that I needed a cruising
permit which would cost me the ridiculous sum of $150 dollars for the two or
three days we were planning to be there. As I was winding up to tell her what
she could do with her cruising permit she got out her calculator, did some complex
sums, and announced that there would be a discount of - wait for it - $150, for
reasons which remain slightly obscure but were related to the fact that we were
a private rather than a charter vessel. She then announced, to great mirth from
her colleagues, that they always enjoyed that bit and - by the way - ‘welcome to
Anguilla’. And indeed it was a great welcome and Anguilla is high on our list of
islands to retun to.

So there we were. We had ‘done’ the eastern Caribbean in three short months
and now it was time to move north to Bermuda and the USA. We even looked
forward, perversely some might say, to the cold of the northern spring. >4 y
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CLOSETOTT{EWND—PeteGoss.PubﬁshedhhardbackbyH&dlineBa)k

Publishing at £18.99. 282 pages plus sixteen pages of colour photographs. ISBN 0-
747-22126-X

If I hadn’t heard Pete Goss say so himself (on Libby Purves’ Midweek - thank
you for asking the question, Libby!) I'd have assumed Close to the Wind was
‘ghosted’ - that a professional writer had put the actual words on paper. However
if he says he retreated to the shed every morning until it was done, I'll believe

“him. This is another way of saying that not only has Pete Goss a fascinating tale
to tell but he is also a natural storyteller.

For most of us, Pete Goss was a name we’d heard from time to time, possibly
in connection with Chay Blyth's 1992-93 British Steel Challenge in which he
skippered Hofbrédu Lager to third place. Then suddenly, on Christmas Day 1996,
he became headline news in a desperate bid to save another man’s life in the
Southern Ocean (for which, of course, he received the OCC Award of Merit
amongst many other accolades).

Close to the Wind is the story of how he came to be there, fulfilling the dream
of a decade or more to enter the Vendée Globe Race, almost certainly the most
challenging yacht race in the world. Perhaps the word ‘dream’ is mis-chosen —
this was the culmination of singleminded effort and thousands of hours of hard
slog, not to mention horrendous money worries. This is all related in totally matter-
of-fact tones, even the nights spent sleeping in railway stations with barely enough
money to eat, though one does occasionally get the feeling that, whilst writing
and recalling, he is also thinking ‘Good Lord, was that really me?’

That Aqua Quorum was built at all was due to the effort and input of a dedicated
building team, backed by dozens if not hundreds of ‘well wishers’ donating
expertise, cash and even scrap lead for the keel. Pete Goss has made a real effort
to thank them all, by name when possible — including manufacturers, who receive
praise for quick repairs or replacements, rather than criticism that their product
misbehaved in the first place. And can’t we all warm to a man who writes, ‘I
hand-steered for about thirty-six hours — making sure that my mother’s fruit
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result of more than twenty years aboard. A third determines the comfort level
of your chosen boat, an oft neglected factor in the search for seagoing qualities.

Their chapter on Finance has been updated to recognize current EU regulations
for both EU and non-EU yachts, a vexed subject for many potential long term
cruisers. There is also a useful chapter headed ‘Social Life and Entertainment’
which covers a wide area of odds and ends from flag etiquette to yacht clubs.
It is a pity that under the last heading they make a mild swipe at OCC admin,
a problem of the distant past. And they seem not to be aware of Associate
status.

Almost every aspect of liveaboard sailing is covered in surprising detail, and
the text is spiced by their apposite jingles and illustrated by Laurel’s charming
line drawings. I may be biased since I relied heavily on their first edition for our
preparations, but after ten further years of experience I still consider Sell Up
and Sail essential reading for the embryonic cruiser and a most useful reference
for those wishing to improve their understanding when preparing for further
voyaging.

CAV

FAROE, ICELAND AND GREENLAND - compiled by Christopher Thomhill and
Willy Ker. Second edition. An ROC Pilotage Foundation guide published by Imray
Laurie Norie & Wilson at £22.50. 102 pages between soft covers, with numerous b/w
plans but no photographs. ISBN 0-85288-376-5

This slim volume contains a wealth of useful information for planning and
executing a cruise to these northern destinations, and represents cruising notes
accumulated over the years by RCC members on voyages to these challenging
areas. In fact the list of contributors acknowledged in the Foreword dates back
to 1929, and includes eleven trips (in three different yachts) by Bill Tilman.
More recently Willy Ker and Christopher Thornhill have cruised extensively in
these areas, and have combined their notes and the accumulated knowledge of
others into a very readable and useful guide.

Particularly worthy of careful reading are the introductory notes preceding
each of the three areas Faroe, Iceland and Greenland. These notes cover a range
of topics from weather forecasts and formalities to shopping and sources of
charts. Tides and currents are also discussed. Budget permitting, a very useful
addition to any future edition would be tidal current charts for the F aroes, which
are critical to both the approach and coastal sailing in these islands. As mentioned
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are not mentioned by name or individually described — though one gathers that
there were always others aboard, many of them women. Reese’s musings are
entirely subjective — and manifest'v honest. One does not feel he is consciously
writing for an audience. '

I can well understand why Unlikely Passages achieved cult status in its first
incarnation, particularly when no longer available from a mainstream publisher
and not least because it’s not the kind of book you pass on. It’s not a ‘this is
brilliant, you must read it’ book — those inspired by it will not wish to part with
their copy. Others will be bewildered — possibly even shocked — by it, and
wonder what the fuss is about. It is not a half measures affair. However if one
fact shines through, it is that Reese Palley has a great sense of humour.

OHD

MEDITERRANEAN SPAIN : COSTAS DEL SOL & BLANCA - Robin
by Imray Laurie Norie & Wilson Ltd at £35.00. 158 A4 pages between hard

wvas,ﬂhlsuatedbyhmdredsofcobmplmmgmphsmdplans.ISBNO—BSZB&
396-X

At first sight this book looks very different from the edition that I used six years
ago, the 1987 printing of the Brandon version. Although it has been brought in
line with the RCC Foundation house style it actually owes a lot to the original.
It is a shorter book than its predecessor, 159 pages versus 247. One reason is
the removal of some of Brandon’s harping on the obvious. However, it has also
discarded some useful features — there used to be summary pages containing an
index to ports and inter-port distances, and some information about the towns.
There are still references to useful anchorages outside ports but some of the
plans which showed their location have gone.

The major change, a great improvement, is in the photographs. These were
poor monochrome, many taken from sea level. Now we get good colour
photographs beautifully printed (the aerial photos taken by your editor). It is a
pity that the same improvements have not been made to the port plans. These
owe a lot to the originals but with increased use of colour which makes them
look smarter. However they rarely contain more information and sometimes
less, and useful detail on land like town layout has occasionally been discarded.
It does not harm the navigation, but cruising is as much about enjoying the land
as arriving safely by sea.
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through in the history and information sections of this long-awaited book, adding
greatly to the value of it by providing fascinating background reading.

Many useful colour photos show harbour entrances or passes, while others
give a taste of the treat in store for cruising visitors to Kenya, Tanzania,
Mozambique, Madagascar, and the Comoros Islands. As one of the few
uncrowded tropical cruising areas left in the world (in July *96 there were only
five cruising yachts along Tanzania’s 400 mile coastline) it really is the place to
go for good sailing, fascinating culture, friendly but unpushy locals, and some
of the most beautiful beaches you’ll see anywhere in the world. Armed with
this book there’s no excuse for missing it on the grounds that one doesn’t have
enough information!

It’s very difficult to find anything to criticise about the East Aftica Pilot.
Everything one needs to know is here, down to the designs of the relevant
courtesy flags and detailed advice on malaria prevention and treatment — really
the only frightening, though not insurmountable, aspect of the area. The only
detail I'd take issue with is Poon’s pessimism over the state of the water supplies.
We certainly didn’t boil all the water we took on from local sources and never
had any problems, but its obviously better to err on the safe side when giving
advice! All in all we can highly recommend both East Africa as a cruising

destination and this excellent new book.
EHMH

ANTARCTIC OASIS : UNDER THE SPELL OF SOUTH GEORGIA - Tim and
Pauline Carr. Published by WW Norton & Co, New York & London. £29.95, US
$40.00, Canadian $50.00. 254 pages, profusely illustrated with colour photographs,
maps and plans. ISBN 0-393-04605-2

The first impression given by this splendid book is of an idyllic, unspoiled piece
of the earth, inhabited by bird and seal life totally unafraid of humans - but this
is the island of South Georgia, where climatic conditions are often awesome and
unforgiving to man and boat. The authors of Antarctic Oasis, Tim and Pauline
Carr, are the only permanent inhabitants, living in their 100-year-old engineless
Falmouth Quay Punt Curlew, based at the abandoned whaling station at
Grytviken. The couple are curators of the South Georgia Whaling Museum;
also they sail to research the coastline and observe and report on bird and animal
life for the British Antarctic Survey. With evident enthusiasm for life, the Carrs
also cover ground ashore, hiking, skiing and mountain climbing.
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The British maintain a small Army garrison at King Edward Point; incoming
mail is by RAF parachute drop, outgoing by garrison supply ship. Yachts and
cruise ships visit at times, and vital supplies are brought from the Falkland
Islands. During the long hours of summer daylight work goes on beyond normal
hours, not least must be the time spent taking the superb photographs which
enhance the volume. There are maps of South Georgia on the end-papers, and
detailed small chartlets throughout the text. Of particular interest to other
yachtsmen is the illustrated life story of Curlew.

EMH

NARROW WATERS - Dee Carstarphen. Published by Pen & Ink Press, PO Box
235, Wicomico Church, VA 22579, USA (or through bookstores dealing with Baker
& Taylor) at $19.99. ISBN 0-95075-444-X

This is a lovely, lovely book and I would particularly like to thank Rosemarie
Alecio of Jronhorse for recommending it to me. The page reproduced opposite
does not begin to do justice to Dee Carstarphen’s beautiful watercolour sketches,
which follow Sea Wind's winter passage south from the Chesapeake through
the Intracoastal Waterway and thence clockwise around Florida. Its 138 pages
are a pure delight, and brought back immediate memories of my one experience
of the Waterway, now nearly twenty years ago. A comparison with 7he Country
Diary of an Edwardian Lady is unavoidable.

To paraphrase Shakespeare, ‘all Waterway life is here’. Opening at random I
happened upon pages 102 and 103. This spread alone contains four small
anchorage plans, each one a miniature work of art; the skipper checking the
anchor with snorkel and fins watched by a startled angelfish; several shells; a
drawing of the twisted tree roots on Lignumvitae Key (the topsoil is very thin),
and finally a white-crowned pigeon feasting on berries.

Dee obviously knows her birds (there is seldom a page without at least one)
and her wildlife generally, but tucked amongst the drawings are some very useful
scraps of cruising information for those following the same route. Secluded
anchorages and old buildings to visit share pages with shrimp boats, other yachts,
the ship’s cat ( ....‘trailing a fishing line we catch a small bluefish which Mr Bill
says should be Ais’...) Icould go on, but you’d do far better to get your own copy.
I’'m not lending mine though — it’s one of the select band to win a permanent
place on Wrestler’s all too limited bookshelf. A lovely, lovely book.

AOMH
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DEPARTURE - Janet Stevenson. A novel, published in paperback by Blue
Heron Publishing Inc (24450 NW Hansen Road, Hillsboro, Oregon 97124,
USA. Tel: (503) 621 3911) at $14.95 (+$3.00 S&H on mail orders).
ISBN 0-93608-537-1

The Log of the Maria M September 4, 1851

Course maintained through 8 AM. W by W
Latimated position: 26° 30’ W; 157° 50"W

Wind eontinues fresh to strong gale, ESE to 88, gusting.
Seas high, eonfused at times; broken elouds and rai "
Barometer {luetuating, mostly abooe 30"

Ship running under elose reefed topirails

The bark Maria Mis five days out of Honolulu bound for Nootka Sound, with a
mixed cargo to be traded for sea otter furs, when the captain and first mate are
stricken with an incapacitating fever - delirious, unable to function, unable to
navigate. The bark is forced to scud before the gale. The young and inexperienced
afterguard consists of two boys. The older has been taught how to take a meridian
passage of the sun, but not how to reduce the sight to a latitude. As the captain
and mate sink deeper into delirium, the older boy and the bosun are lost overboard
in a broach and Captain Bright’s young wife, Amanda, is faced with the task of
determining the Maria M position, and navigating the bark safely to Nootka
Sound.

The chronometer has not been wound since the captain was stricken. With no
easy way of determining longitude by time, Amanda turns to the 1836 edition
of Bowditch, teaches herself to reduce a meridian passage of the sun and fixes
her latitude. But as she approaches Vancouver Island she loses her ‘northing’
to the Japanese Current and is forced to shape a course for the dangerous bar at
the mouth of the Columbia River.

Amanda Bright’s battle with Bowditch and the Ephemeris is compelling.
Catapulted into the role of captain, navigator, and master of the Maria M she
must convince an unlettered and almost primitive polyglot crew, typical of the
1800s, that she has the ability — and the courage - to bring them safely to port.
Her struggles for mastery of the vessel as well as the arcane science of celestial
navigation is chillingly realistic. As she conquers Bowditch, the crew grudgingly
begin to depend on her for their survival.

Departure is based on the true story of an unnamed woman and her 1851
voyage from the Sandwich Islands to the West Coast of the United States. The
author is an experienced sailor whose voyages include one to the Society and
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Hawaiian Islands in a 42ft Kettenburg sloop and a sail-only circumnz%vigatipt;l1
of Vancouver Island in a converted Bristol Bay. glllnett.er. She writes wi '
authority and accuracy about the days of square rigged sail and the system o

navigation then in use. o o
The book is not only a riveting adventure story, but it is an encouraging

even inspiring — account of an ordinary person’s conquest of navigation before
the days of Loran, Satnav or GPS. R
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Publishing (now part of Adlard Coles Nautical) and saili i
' sailing aboard his Wi
Griffon Dayspring, often singlehanded. : s Westerly
To say that Erroll Bruce has led a varied life is an i

. obvious and extreme
undersfatement, and in Duck Pond to Deep Ocean it is related in a very readable
st)(/)l:, 13uﬁed by lt:lany of the author’s own photographs — a hobby which he
modestly its ‘while still at school brought pocket money fr: ’
thoroughly enjoyable book. Y from thePress™. A

AOMH

Do you enjoy reading Flying Fish, have an eye for detail and
reasonably reliable spelling? More importantly, would you like
to do something useful for the Club, and do you generally have
some free time during mid April and mid October?

If 'the answer to all the above is ‘yes’, then I'd welcome your
services on the proof reading team (all done by post, of
course). Please contact Anne Hammick, Editor.

ADVERTISERS [N FLYING FISH

Ampair (renewable energy sources) ........coovvveerrvemreerirernerennene 94
Beta Marine Ltd (diesel engines and generators) ............. 49
Imray Laurie Norie & Wilson Led (charts and cruising guides) ................ 80
Mid Atlantic Yacht Services (services in Horta and the Azores) ............... 72
Pantaenius UK Ltd (yacht insurance) 129
g:ayal Nathi;)nal LifebOat INSHEULION coroerroee oo 110
nmar Marine (Moni i i
Seatreh Desalintors Lt e S
West Marine (US-based chandlery) .......................... ;?
Yamaha Select Finance (inflatables and outboards) 17

Please support advertisers by givi i i i

. y giving consideration to their products or services
arf1d mention the OCC and Flying Fish when replying to advertisements. Details
of advertising rates and deadlines will found on the inside of the back cover.
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PORT OFFICERS

ARGENTINA (Country code: +54)

Buenos Aires
*[uis Zunino, Condarco 73, Piso 14 ‘A, Wilde, BA 1875. Tel: (1) 318 7644 & 7640 (work), (1)

206 2197 (home). Fax: (1) 318 7509. e-mail: pna@sudnet.com.ar (work)

AUSTRALIA (Country code: +61)

New South Wales, Sydney
John Maddox, 2 Strathwood Court, Pymble, Sydney, New South Wales 2073. Tel: (0) 29300

4323 (work), (0) 2 9449 2594 (home). e-mail: hrosenth@ozemail.com.au .

Northern Territory, Gove
*Anne Ludbrook, PO Box 115, Nhulunbuy, Gove, Northern Territory 0881. Tel: (0) 8 987 5575

or {0) 8 987 5967 (work), (0) 8 987 3477 (home)
Queensland, Brisbane
Don Coulam, 122 Virginia Avenue, Hawthormne, Queensland 4171. Tel: (0) 733993320
Queensland, Cairns
John Comelius, PO Box 526, Lot 18 Dempsey Street, Gordonvale, Queensland 4865. Tel: (0)7
4056 3663

South Australia, Adelaide
Keith Flint, 38 Marlborough Road, Westbourne Park, South Australia 5041 Tel: (0) 8 8248 5622

(work), (0) 8 8271 3652 (home)

Western Australia, Perth
Chich Thornton, 18 Doonan Road, Nedlands, Western Australia 6009. Tel: (0) 89386 1555

Tasmania, Hobart
John Solomon, 19 Grange Avenue, Taroona, Tasmania 7053. Tel/fax: (03 6227 8189

BAHAMAS (Country code: +1 242)
Harry Primrose - Winter address: PO Box AB 20491, Marsh Harbour, Abaco, Bahamas. Summer

address: 484 Heron Point, Chestertown, Maryland 21620-1681. Tel/fax in US: (+1) 410810
0188 e-mail: anprim®@friend.ly.net

BERMUDA (Country code: +1 441)
Tony Jones, PO Box HM 447, Washington Mall, Church Street, Hamilton Tel: 295 4186. Fax:

292 8787. e-mail: rajones@ibl.bm

BRAZIL (Country code: +55)

Riode Janeiro
*Romulo Federici, Av Paulista, 2313-3 Andar, Sio Paulo, SP01311-934. Tel: (0) 11 3064 6004.

Fax: (0) 11 883 6542. Weekends: Rua Corcovado 57 — Apto 102, Rio de Janeiro, R] 22460-000.
Tel: (0) 21 294 7252. e-mail: ffederici@ticket.com.br

CANADA (Country code: +1)

British Columbia, Vancouver
Julian Taylor, 2227 Ottawa Avenue, West Vancouver, British Columbia V7V 287. Tel: 604 669

4310 (work), 604 926 9487 (home)

Newfoundland
Ted Laurentius, 17 Quebec Street, St Johns, A1A 254. Tel: 709 739 2902 (work) 709 754 8820

(home). Fax: 709 576 0311. e-mail: lauri@nf.sympatico.ca

Nova Scotia, Bras d’Or Lakes
Harry Anderson, Box 113 RRI, Gillis Point, lona, Nova Scotia BOA 1L0. Tel: 902 725 2687; also

9A Corne Street, Newport, RI 02840-3101. Tel: 401 847 7546. Fax: 401 847 9247. e-mail:
HHAJR@AOL.COM
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Nova Sc'otiz.n, Cape Breton Island

NE:,’: soc‘ﬁl:t;-,[ :’l?faliox 304, Glace Bay, Cape Breton Is, Nova Scotia B1A 5V4. Tel: 902 849 2931
Steve Grant, 23 Garden Court Terrace, i :

o:::::,) . Sgi :;613a skoe ! 9 (home). Fax: 902 ?;gtltg;l;d;:;vla f:&%ifi&ﬁf;lﬂf"z 426409
L-::ﬁ- l?::z:‘?lﬁi:\:l:el] Avenue,?lorth Bay, Ontario P1A 1V8. Tel: 705 474 3270. e-mail:

Quebec, Montreal
g;«;n“eé lg(e)SJ;;im;,l 30953545;1;;21'00& Street West, Suite 33, Montreal, Quebec H3Z 1A2. Tel: 514

CARIBBEAN
Agt{lg;a (Country code: +1 268)
ill Fowler, Yacht Xicale, c/o Nicholsons Yacht Charters, PO Bo: ¥ i
Indies. Tel: 460 1055. Fax: 460 3740 arter, POBox 103 SeJohn's Anvigua, West
Curagao (Country code: +599)

Martin Thomson-Neall, PO Box 2140, Curagao, Netherlands i :
e o a1 479) ¢ao, Netherlands Antilles. Tel/fax: 9 747 1045

*Alan H , Sea B ! i i
. 443 362(,201();: m:; reeze Charters, L' Anse aux Epines, Grenada, West Indies. Tel: 444 4924 (work),
Martinique (Country code: +596)
*Rene Dantin, 121 Rue Victor Hugo, Fortde F Martini i :
S:I]?ans e o 15501 e France, Martinique, French West Indies. Tel: 702008
ouis Magras, Quincaillerie Generale 97133, St Barthel i
T e e o) arthelemy, French West Indies
Dick Morris, PO Box 208, Roadtown, Tortola, British Virgin Isl :
e o x4 3385 ritish Virgin Islands. Tel: 494 2694 (work), 494
Trinidad and Tobago (Country code: +1 868)
Harold & Kwailan La Borde, c/o Trinidad Yacht Club, Bayshore, Trinidad. Tel/fax: 634 4513

CYPRUS (Country code: +357)
Larnaca

*Mike Hillyar, Sea View Court 104, 6 Michail Nikolaidi, PO Box 69 :
e e I e e 7505 ikolaidi, x 69, Larnaca. Tel: 4 658864 (work),

FALKLAND ISLANDS (Country code: +500)
Port Stanley
*Carl Freeman, 10 James Street, Port Stanley. Tel: 21628

FIJ1 (Country code: +679)

Dick Smi -
D ;; gglegl;,s Musket Cove, Malolo Lai Lai Island, Fiji Islands. Tel: 662215 (work), 662041

FINLAND (Country code: +358)
Max Ekholm, Sjéjungfruns Vig 12, Larsvik, Esbo FIN-02320. Tel/fax: 9 802 6645 (home)

FRANCE (Country code: +33)
Canal du Midi
Cedric Hellier, La Grange, Les Crozes, Castelnaudary, Aude 11400. Tel: 4 6823 4530

GERMANY (Country code: +49)
Cuxhaven

Helmut Beil:ner, Strichweg 48A, D-27472 Cuxhaven. Tel:
(home). Fax. .) 4721 51874 uxhaven. Tel: (0) 4721 51800 (work), (0) 472151885
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GREAT BRITAIN (Country code: +44)

Channel Islands
Richard Yates, Bandinel Farm, Chasse des Demoiselles, St Martin, Jersey JE3 6BA. Tel: (0) 1534

887733 (work), (0) 1534 855345 (home). Fax: (0) 1534 887735

Cornwall, Falmouth
Mike Grubb, Tregenver House, Falmouth TR11 2QS. Tel/fax: (0) 1326 317590. e-mail:

mike.grubb@btinternet.com

Devon, Dart
Michael Hayman, Quiet Reach, 18 Riverside, Totnes, South Devon TQ9 5]B. Tel: (0} 1803 864907

Devon, Salcombe
Jonno Barrett, Milburn Cottage, Stakes Hill, Bigbury, Devon TQT 4BE. Tel: (0) 1548 843586

(work). Home tel/fax: (0) 1548 810230

Essex, West Mersea
Nick Greville, 58 Coast Road, West Mersea, Colchester, Essex COS5 8LS. Tel: (0) 1206 382100

Isle of Man
Mike Whipp, 2 Parliament Square, Castletown, Isle of Man IM9 1LA. Tel/fax: (0) 1624 824032

Isle of Wight
Peter Corby, The Sloop, 89 High Street, Cowes, Isle of Wight PO31 TAW. Tel: (0) 1983 292188.

Fax: (0) 1983 291598

Kent, Dover
Dick Davidson, 22 Waterloo Mansions, Dover, Kent CT179BT. Tel: (0) 1304 205066

London
David Caukill, 16 Vincent Terrace, Islington, London N1 8HJ. Tel: (0) 171 438 3948 (work), (0)

171 713 0052 (home). e-mail: dcaukill@aol.com

Merseyside, Liverpool
Cliff Renshaw, 1 New Farm Barns, Stretton, Cheshire WA4 4NU. Tel: (0) 161 2379970 (work), 0)
1925 730835 (home)

Scotland, Clyde
lan Nicolson, Linnfield, Cove, Helensburgh, Dunbartonshire G84 ONS. Tel: (0) 143 684 2224

Suffolk, Harwich
Derrick Allen, Rendham Court, Rendham, Saxmundham, Suffolk IP17 2AT. Tel: (0) 1728

663435. Summer: (0) 1520 722446

West Wales
Barry Rogers, Esgair Wilym Farm, Blaenporth, Cardigan, Dyfed, SA43 2BD. Tel: (0) 1239 810109

GREECE (Country code: +30)

Kastellorizo
*Lisa Carr-Grant, KYS, Kastellorizo, 8511. Tel/fax: (0) 241 49213

HONG KONG (Country code: +852)
Peter & Peggy Stevens, Yacht Flying Dragon, Hebe Haven Yacht Club, Sai Kung, Hong Kong. Tel

(mobile): 909 50790. Fax: 909 16012

INDIA (Country code: +91)

Mumbai (Bombay)
*Gulshan Rai, c/o Mrs. Kulbhushan Kumari, 16 Sneh Sadan, Colaba Post Office, Bombay 400 005.

Tel: (0} 22 261 8231 (work), (0) 22 215 1421 (home)

s of Ireland): +353)
Road, Cork, Co Cork. Tel: (0) 21 831161 (work), (0)

[reland): +353)
1: (0) 21 772253 (work), (0) 21772458 (home)
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Co Down (Country code - UK: +44)

Jim Blaikie, 3 Lyndhurst Crescent, Bangor, Co Down BT19 1AW. Tel/fax: (0) 1247 47220

: s , : A : 9
C((): DUbhniAD:[n Laogah;llred (ﬁ;ountry code — Republic of Ireland): +353
ormac McHenry, 8 Heidelberg, Ardilea, Dublin 14. Tel: (0) 1660 84

(home). e-mail: cpm5@tutor.open.ac.uk ) H{work). (0) 12854133
Co Dublin, Howth (Country code - Republic of Ireland): +353

John Gore-Grimes, Shack, Baily, Dublin. Tel: (0) 1 748537 (work), (0) 1323670 (home)

ISRAEL (Country code: +972)

*Aran Neumann, Tashoot Ltd Marine Services, PO Box 16285, Tel Avi :
e X , Tel Aviv 61162. Tel: (0) 3 527

ITA'Y (Country code: +39)

Nap es
Ton, Singer, HQ AFSOUTH, BFPO London, BFPO 8, UK. Within Italy: BFPO8, C
NATC:. Bagnoli, 80125 Napoli. Tel/fax: 81 524 6480 (ltaly) v + Comando

K'%l:lYA (Country code: +254)
*Philip Mason, Swynford Boatyard, c/o Kilifi Plantations, Private Bag, Kilifi. Tel:
. X g, Kilifi. Tel: (0) 1252 2479
{work), (0) 1252 2002 (home). Fax: (0) 1252 2356. e-mail: mason@users.africaonline.co.ke

MALAYSIA (Country Code: +60)
Kuala Lumpur
Don Laing, 26 Jalan Telawi Enam, Bangsar Baru, Kuala Lumpur 59 :
. , pur 59100. Tel: 3622 4588 (work), 3
284 8953 (home), 12 2970 940 (mobile). Fax: 3 622 1630. e-mail: donlinda@ppp.nasio:::.rzet

NETHERLANDS (Country code: +31)
Breskens

Meo Vroon, PO Box 44, Breskens, 4510 AA. Tel: 11738 3721. Fax: 11738 1595

NEW ZEALAND (Country code: +64)

North Island, Auckland
Rita Hayman, 14 Rangitoto Terrace, Milford, Auckland 9. Tel: (0) 9

North Island, Bay of Islands uckland-Tel: 0194102634
*George Bateman, c/o Post Office, Opua, Bay of Islands. Tel: (0

South Island, Christchurch v oflstands. Tel (0)9 4027672
Tim Thompson, 111 Huntsbury Avenue, Christchurch 2. Tel: (0) 3332 5792

PORTUGAL (Country code: +351)
Azores
*Peter Azevedo, Cafe Sport, Horta, Faial, Azores. Tel: 922 2327
Leixdes
*Rudolfo Burmester, c/o Burmester & Stiive, Navegagio SA i i
Bur 2 ) ¢d0 SA, Avenida Dr Antunes G
15:05 —( g;ilsz;:;g (.;\Stlgaasr;;ic(:o, 4:50 Lega da Palmeira CODEX. Tel: (0) 29980 523 ( Mi: D:;:'?:;es,
ax: work). Mailing address: Apartado 3154, 4454 L i )
ok (01 26063 620 (e p 4454 Lega da Palmeira CODEX.
Lisbon
* Antonio de Figueriredo, Largo Corpo Santo 21, 1200 Lisbon

SPAIN (Country code: +34)
Balearics, Ibiza

Ba?;:l ‘I:A:m; r::mrv:ado 499, 07820 Sant Antoni de Portmany. Tel/fax: (9) 71 343364

Brian White, Whites International Yachts, Edificio San Marino, Puerto de Andrai :
(9) 71 673555 (work), (9) 71 614490 (home). Fax: (9) 71 673968 " it 07T, Tl
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Balr~arics, Menorca
R ~ger Burt, Carrer de Marina 89, Port Cuitadella 07760. Tel/fax: (9) 71 482044
La Coruiia
*Aurelio Fernandez Lage, Juan Florez 70-9, 15004 La Coruiia. Tel: (9) 81 256438
Vigo
'.ilfredo Lagos, Astilleros Lagos, Avda de Eduardo Cabello 2, Vigo 36208. Tel: (9) 86351181
(home), (9) 86 232626 (work). Fax: (9) 86 291833

SRILANKA (Country code: +94)
Gaile
*Santosh & Muditha Windsor, 6 Closenberg Road, Magalle, Galle. Tel: (0922927 (work), (0)9
34592 (home)

TURKEY (Country code: +90)

Istanbul
John Chandler, The Kog School, PK 38, Pendik, Istanbul 81481. Tel: (0) 216 304 1003/14. Fax:

(0) 216 304 1048 (work). Tel/fax: (0) 216 304 1044 (home). e-mail: jrckoc@ibm.net
Marmaris

Richard Naylor, SV Beuildered, Netsel Marmaris Marina, PO Box 231/232, Marmaris, Mugla

48700. Tel: 252 4124999, ext 444. Fax: 252 4125351

UNITED STATES OF AMERICA (Country code: + 1)
California, Los Angeles
Fritz Manes, 3512 Beverly Glen Blvd, Sherman Oaks, California 91423. Tel: 818 990 7047
California, San Diego
Marsha Ottestad, PO Box 527, Genoa, Nevada 89411-0527. Tel: 702 782 5047 (home). Fax:
702 782 3862. (San Diego, Yacht Jubilee. Tel: 619 224 6484). e-mail: ott@nanosecond.com
California, San Francisco
Clive King, PO Box 2272, Sausalito, California 94966. Tel: 415 332 8110 (home). Fax: 415332
4502. e-mail: cliveus@aol.com
Connecticut, Mystic
Sam Crowley, 8 Palmer Court, Noank, Connecticut 06340. Tel: 203 536 2450
Florida, St Augustine
Stanley Paris, 19 Dolphin Drive, St Augustine, Florida 32084-4530. Tel: 904 8249713
Maine, Boothbay Harbor
Phil Brooks, 53 Ridge Road, E Longmeadow, Massachusetts 01028, Tel: 413 734 2156 (work),
413 525 2449 (home). Fax: 413 731 8924. In Maine: Capitol Island, Maine. Tel: 207 633 2635
Maine, Rockport
Brian Dalton, 89 Rockport Shores, Rockport, Maine 04856. Tel/fax: 207 596 2959
Maine, Smith’s Cove
Marji Bancroft, 7 River Woods Drive, Apt C 218, Exeter, New Hampshire 03833. Tel: 603 722
5318. Summer: 207 326 4448
Maryland, Annapolis
Erica Lowery, 3 Shipwright Harbor, Annapolis, Maryland 21401. Tel: 561 234 0549 (home), 410
268 6904 (summer). e-mail: ChefErica@aol.com
Massachusetts, Buzzards Bay
Jim Wales, Box 63 Sagamore Beach, Massachusetts 02562. Tel: 508 888 6103
Massachusetts, Hamilton
Steve Parson, 204 Moulton Street, Hamilton, Massachusetts 01936. Tel: 508 468 4305 (home)
New Hampshire
Bob Hochstetler, 13 Stratham Green, Stratham, New Hampshire 03885. Tel: 603 772 7072
(work)
New York, Kingston
Marshall Bishop, 250 Washington Avenue, Kingston, New York 12401-4416. Tel: 914 331 6292
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New York, City Istand
Brooke Davis, PO Box 108 City Island, New York, NY 10464. Tel: 718 885 1870 (home). Fax:
718 885 1841. e-mail: BrookeDavis@compuserve.com

New York, Manhattan
Liz Hammick, 13 East 16th Street, Floor 8, New York, NY 10003. Tel: 212 337 3776. Fax: 212
337 3702

New York, Oyster Bay
Ed Greeff, Horseshoe Road, Mill Neck, New York 11765. Tel: 516 922 3371

Rhode Island, Newport
Peter F McCrea, 46 Hammond Street, Newport, Rhode Island 02840. Tel: 401 847 3933, toll free
(USA): 888 847 9241. Fax: 410 847 4133. e-mail: GEAR@NEWPORTNAUTICAL.COM (all
work). Tel/fax: 401 846 8608 (home). e-mail: PANACEA35@aol.com (home)

South Carolina, Beaufort
Larry White, 153 Dataw Drive, Dataw [sland, South Carolina 29920. Tel: 803 838 1218. Fax: 803
838 7067

South Carolina, Charleston
Helen Warren, 6350 Oak Grove, Plantation Road, Wadmalaw Island, South Carolina 29487—
6823. Tel: 803 559 3349. Fax: 803 577 6843

South Carolina, Hilton Head
Harvey & Pam Geiger — Winter address: 25 Wicklow Drive, Hilton Head, South Carolina 29928.
Tel: 803 842 2268. Fax: 803 842 2269. Summer address — PO Box 1322, Baker Road, Wellfleet,
Massachusetts 02667. Tel: 508 349 6851

Virginia, Norfolk
Gary Naigle & Greta Gustavson, 259 W Bute Street, PO Box 3214, Norfolk, Virginia 23514. Tel/
fax: 757 622 7859 (work), Tel: 757 627 0031 (home). e-mail: gnaigle@aol.com

Washington, Port Hadlock
Don Marshall, PO Box 1115, 1571 Irondale Road, Port Hadlock, Washington 98339. Tel: 206
385 7377. e-mail: n6hyi®juno.com

VENEZUELA (Country code: +58)
Puertola Cruz

Jim Leonard, Coro Coro, Centro Marino de Oriente, Apartado Postal 4906, Puerto la Cruz. Tel:
81677011 (work), 81 814 537 (home), 81 (0}16 242 420 (boat). Fax: 81 678 550

NB: Those marked* are representatives, not members

Printed by Bungay Printers, 4b Market Place, Bungay, Suffolk NR35 1AW
Tel: (01986) 892913. Fax: (01986) 896600
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ADVERTISEMENTS

RATES:
Full page display in two consecutive issues. ........ £120.00
Half page display in two consecutive issues.......... £70.00
Single page display in one issue only «.ovviviiiienn, i Zggg

Half page display in one issue only . ........oonenes

In all cases a 10% discount is available for payment with or_der,
plus a further 10% to current OCC members. VAT not applicable.

COPY:

Copy may be supplied either camera-ready
(suitable for a text size of 170mm x 1 10mm)
or to be typeset by our printers. Extra costs incurred for‘
typesetting or for the conversion of photographs into bromides
may be passed on to the advertiser.

DEADLINES:

be certain of inclusion, all advertisements should be received by

31 March 1999 for Flying Fish 1999/1
30 September 1999 for Flying Fish 1999/2

it may be possible to extend these deadlines by prior arrangement.

ENQUIRIES AND ORDERS TO:

John Garey, OCC Advertising Manager
Barters Cottage, Woodminton
Bowerchalke, SALISBURY
Wilts SP5 5DD, UK.

Tel/fax: 01722 780062



SELF-STEERING

select the right gear for your boat

Stainless Servo Pendulum-
The only windvane in BOC
(7 of 11 boats in the 50 ft. class)

auto-helm

Auxiliary Rudder/Trimtab

Saye’s Rig

Pendulum Trimtab on main rudder

NAVIK

Double Servo Penduium

Free 22 page crash course on self-steering and loaner video
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