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Al passage LO 

PALMA 
IN GEMINI DIAMOND 

For some years | had had it in my mind to sail to the 
  

Mediterranean in my Victoria 34, and to leave her there for 

two or three seasons. A window of opportunity opened up 

  when my 25 year old son returned home from abroad and | 
  

“NEWSE 
VIEWS” 

decided it was now or never. 

  

      

  

The planning that went into the venture was enormously 

time consuming but very absorbing and satisfying. Equipping 

the boat for 2-3 years away from UK repair and 

maintenance facilities required the acquisition of many 

spares, additional tools and electrical components and a refit 

at Victoria Yachts. This involved new rigging (after 8 years),   new sails, new water cooled fridge (expensive but what a 

blessing it has been), installation of a holding tank and solar   panel and replacement water tanks (bags). Although the cost 

of the refit threatened to break the Bank, | rationalised it on 

the basis that it should last another 8 years. Incidentals like 

charts and pilot books (£250) and spare sheets, halyards and 

warps (£600) concluded the preparations for the passage. 
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reading 44 knots on our stern quarter with 

enormous waves which frequently had us 

surfing at 10 knots and on one memorable 

occasion at || knots (in a Victoria 34 | can 

hear you Say - truly | am not exaggerating), 

We were sailing with a heavily reefed 

(furling) mainsail and the boat behaved 

beautifully. There was never once in my 

mind any doubt that the boat could handle 

these conditions. It was my son’s idea to 

use the mainsail rather than a reefed 

headsail or storm jib. We certainly seemed 

to have excellent control with the wind on 

our quarter. Had we been running directly 

before the gale a storm jib may have been 

better. However, not once did we ship any 

water over the stern. At one stage the 

boat was lifted bodily on an exceptionally 

steep wave and turned through a 120 

degrees gibe as if a giant hand had decided 

that this boat should not remain on its 

current tack any longer. | took the hint 

and after a physically exhausting 30 hours 

we sort refuge in a tiny Spanish harbour 

called San Jose. We had logged 160 miles in 

the previous 24 hours. During that time 

the only danger was physical exhaustion. 

We reduced watches to 2 |/2 hours at the 

end of which | felt as if a steamroller had 

run over me. In Force 9 conditions, 2 1/2 

hours is too long on watch for a reasonably 

fit 57 year old and too short to recuperate 

off watch. 

‘The following day the gale had blown itself 

out and we were motoring on a calm sea 

to Palma. The Mediterranean had lived up 

to its reputation for famine or feast, calm 

or strong winds and nothing in between. 

We were thrilled to pass within 2 metres 

of a basking pilot whale which was longer 

than 34 ft. We even captured its magnificent 

size on our cam-corder. Even on our last 

night at sea the weatherman had not quite 

finished with us. We experienced a violent 

electrical thunderstorm with lightning so 

bright that my son on watch had to wear 

sunglasses to retain his night vision. We 

had our first rain, albeit torrential, since 

leaving the UK. The following evening we 

arrived safely in Palma 

Other sailors contemplating a similar 

passage should be alert to the presence of 

tunny nets along the south coast of Spain. 

They can be as long as seven miles and 

have been known to:stop a freighter in its 

tracks. We encountered 4 nets, one of 

which took over an hour to pass and we 

were sailing at 5 knots. Although they are 

suppose to be lit at night, not all of the 

lights seemed to be working. On two 

occasions we met them at right angles and 

not knowing the shortest route to the end 

we took a risk and sailed over them. 

Two other incidents worth a mention were 

the night time encounters with high speed 

power boats. On both occasions they 

circled us and kept powerful searchlights 

on us. The boats had no markings and we 

believe they were drug traffickers looking 

to rendezvous with contacts from North 

Africa. On each occasion they kept clicking 

their VHF transmit button. We simply 

ignored them and they eventually went off 

at high speed. 

To conclude we spent 16 days afloat, 6 days 

holed up in gales and 2 days in stop-overs. 

Overall the weather was rather unkind to 

us for what is purported to be the best 

time of the year to sail to the 

Mediterranean. Having never sailed beyond 

the English Channel or in winds above F6, | 

will cherish the memory of our passage to 

Palma. 

Contributed by Terry Miller
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The consumption of my Yanmar 3GM30(F), 

27 HP diesel is 1.6 litres per hour at 2200 

revs. With approximately [8/19 gallons (70 

litres) of my 25 gallon tank available for 

use, this gave me a range of at least 200 

miles. This was increased to at feast 350 

miles by taking 2 x 20 litre cans strapped 

to the pushpit, plus 2 x 10 litre cans 

stowed in the port lazarette. As it turned 

out, one complete refill was required for 

the passage to Palma in Mallorca, a logged 

distance of 1920 nautical miles. 

With three people on board for the 

passage to Cadiz and two from Cadiz to 

Palma we arrived with water to sell, having 

stocked up with 30 litres of bottled water 

and 40 gallons in the water tanks. 

On Saturday | June we cast off from 

Dartmouth and sailed into a Westerly 

Force 5 which was most unhelpful. After 

24 hours we had not cleared Plymouth, our 

B & G autopilot had failed to work, and | 

was beginning to wonder if my |5 days for 

the entire passage was rather optimistic. 

However, matters improved and having kept 

well out into the Atlantic we had an 

uneventful crossing of the Bay of Biscay 

which fortunately was in a very benign 

mood. After 6 days at sea we called into 

Bayonna (in Spain but close to the 

Portugese border) for an overnight stop 

and top up with fuel. During this part of 

the passage the weather was cold and 

miserable and the newly acquired pressure 

cooker was a great success. Every boat 

should have one. Hot meals were served 

every evening and the passage to Palma 

was completed without having to change to 

the second gas cylinder. Although the auto- 

pilot had let us down, our Hydrovane 

windvane performed superbly in headwinds 

above Force 3. 

The second leg to Gibraltar had mixed 

fortunes. The NW Portugese trades blew 

us along at a constant 6 knots day and 

night, with our best recorded distance at 

that time of 154 miles in 24 hours. Once 
having rounded Cape St.Vincent the wind 

died for a day and then blew Force 5 from 

the East. Eventually we had 30 knots 

across our bow with 40 knots forecast in 

the Straits of Gibraltar. Cadiz beckoned 

and we were holed up for 3 1/2 days with 

the much respected Levanter blowing 

Force 6-7 through the Strait. The Levanter 

is reported to blow for 3,5 or 7 days. 

Apparently this one had been blowing for 8 

days before we arrived on the scene! In 

what appeared to be a lull we set off, minus 

the 3rd member of our crew, for Gibraltar 

but soon had to take refuge in Tarifa (only 
16 miles from Gibraltar) for another 2 1/2 

days. Finally the Levanter blew itself out 

and we entered Gibraltar on a dead calm 

accompanied by at least 20 dolphins which 

-seem to have been with us all the way from 

Biscay. It was during this part of the 

passage that my son asked me if it was wise 

to stow the shore power cables in the 

same locker as the B & G computer which 

controls the instruments and the auto- 

pilot! As much as I ridiculed the idea that 

it could be my fault that we had sailed day 

and night over 1000 miles without the 

occasional help of an automatic pilot, the 

thought haunted me until secretly | 

removed the cables. The pilot has worked 

perfectly ever since. 

After the 3rd member of our crew 

returned to the UK from Cadiz our 

watchkeeping arrangements were revised. 

Whilst there were three on board we 

worked a system of 4 hr watches during 

the day and 3 hr watches at night with only 

one person on watch at a time. It worked 

extremely well. With only two on board 

we revised this to 3 hrs on and 3 hrs off. 

Our final leg to Palma started out with a 

Westerly F 2-3 becoming F4-5, becoming 

F6-7, becoming F8-9 with a beautiful clear 

blue sky. The wind instruments were



  

Winter 
Socials 
We have two successful 

winter rallies, again greatly 

aided by the good buffet 
lunch provided by 
members, and [| thank all 

those who contributed. The 

pattern for talks was to be 
the same at both the South 

Coast and East Coast Socials, but it 

worked out rather differently. At the 

first | managed to get the services of 

a Surveyor, Mr. Tier, who frightened 

the life out of everyone with all the 

things to look for, what can go 

wrong and how often etc. The plan 

was to have also a talk about the 
weather, but despite a lot of chasing 

around I was unable to find anyone 

willing to attend. The staff from the 

weather centre do this sort of thing 
on a voluntary basis, picking up 

notices from a notice board, and my 
letter drew nil response - it was | 
thought that the Sunday date was the 

problem. In the event, Mr. Tier’s 

talk filled the whole period. 

At the East Coast Social I had trouble 

in finding a Surveyor, so Bob 

Hathaway kindly gave the talk and a 

summary of his advice is included in 

the magazine. Then we did have a 

talk on the weather. One of our 

members, Sam Weller, used to be a 

weatherman, so was able to assist 

and gave a very interesting talk, for 

which our grateful thanks. 

Lyrmaine:ton Rally 

It could not have been a worse day, pouring with rain in the morning, cold 

- very cold and windy. So 10/10 to the few who bravely arrived by boat - 

Mowbray Whiffen in Samphire, Tony and Barry Marson in Blue Grass, 

Locky Mackenzie in Barbican 3 and Roy Dawkins in Felicity. Frank Jacobs 

was there also, having braved the weather but with the Island Sailing Club, 

but it was good to see him. But the numbers were swelled by a goodly 

number arriving by road. We ate in The Preachers Restaurant in Lymington, 

rather different to our usual venues, but with good food and lots of 
atmosphere. We were entertained by a pianist who played a piano 

suspended from the ceiling. The drive home through the New Forest for 

me was in another batch of heavy rain and I didn’t envy the people on the 

boats one bit. 

  

EAST COAST RALLY 
15, June, 1996 
Suffolk Yacht Harbour, Levington 

Having taken delivery of “Volante”, my new Victoria 800, earlier in June, | felt 

almost honour bound to attend this years East Coast Rally which was held at 

Levington, one of my favourite Marinas. 

The tides for the weekend of the Rally meant that we would need to leave my 

home port of Benfleet around midnight on the Friday, after the Club bar had 

closed. Given that access is only possible for some two hours either side of high 
water, night arrivals and departures are unavoidable when sailing from Benfleet. | 

was however somewhat dismayed to discover that there would be no moon that 

night! Organisers please note, in addition to other factors, tides as well as moon 

phases and times also need to be considered when fixing dates for future Rallies. 

Casting off from my mooring at the Benfleet Yacht Club we entered the gloom of 

Benfleet Creek, the only light coming from the loom of the lights at Southend on 

Sea, some 5-10 miles away. Having cautiously picked our way for some six miles 

through the thousands of moorings off Leigh on Sea at Two Tree Island and down 

the Ray, we eventually and with considerable relief reached deep water off 

Southend Pier. Conditions were far from ideal for a night passage, the wind 

being fresh, on the nose, and also feeling rather cold. Wind against tide 

conditions in the Swin have to be experienced to be fully appreciated always 

 



ensuring a wet passage, and this night was to prove to be no 

exception to the rule. Perhaps we should have missed the 

last round of drinks at the Club or are we really mad? Why 

do we continue to do these things? 

Whilst “Volante” revelled in the lively conditions, her crew 

could not relax until the tide eased and they had reached the 

relative calm waters of the Wallet off Clacton. Conditions 

continued to improve and we eventually arrived at Levington 

at about 09.30 in brilliant sunshine. As we approached, a 

quick call on the radio and with the usual efficiency of this 

excellent Marina, our berth for the night was allocated. 

Now for some much needed sleep. 

When we awoke around mid afternoon the weather was 

near perfect, light winds and sunshine. Olive really had, after 

all, picked a good weekend. It was nice to show “Volante” off 

and in the process meet a number of association members 

before gathering in the Haven Ports Yacht Club bar prior to a 

very sociable meal, in the lower saloon of the old light vessel, 

which everyone seemed to enjoy. The evening, attended by 

some |9 members and friends passed very quickly indeed 

  
(always a good sign) with much conversation had by all. 

However to ensure a return to Benfleet on the Sunday 

| was aware that we had to leave at 04.00 the next morning! 

it seemed as if we had no sooner gone to sleep when the 

alarm rang and we were off. Fortunately, even at 04.00, it 

proved to be a glorious morning, the wind being light and it 

felt |O0 degrees warmer than the previous Friday night. 

After a satisfying English breakfast in the Wallet “Volante” 

showed how well she went in light conditions. Whilst 

transiting the Swin into. the Thames we also had the good 

fortune of meeting some friends who armed with a camera 

and a powerful telephoto lens took some excellent photos of 

“Volante” in action for the new collection. The rest of the 

passage back to Benfleet was uneventful, arriving on the top 

of the tide as planned. 

A good introduction to the Victoria Shadow Association and 

without doubt a most enjoyable weekend. Well done Clive 
and Bob and all those attending. Fair winds and good sailing. 

Contributed by Peter Allen 

 



ST. VAAST RALLY 
This is always a popular Rally and this year was no exception. I had a 

change and went as crew with Sam and Sybil Weller in a V34, going from 

Plymouth. They very kindly collected me from home and we have a lovely 
sunny drive down to Plymouth, with Sybil’s brother. We set off early Friday 

morning in quite nice weather, but the further we got from England the 

greyer and drizzlier it became and it stayed that way. The winds were light 

westerlys so we had to do quite a lot of motoring. Then to complete the 
picture, it became foggy. Sam and Jack reported that having heard a fog horn 

they then had a very close encounter with a large ship which appcared out of 

the murk and they had to swing sharply behing it. Being on night watch, 

peering through the fog with that sort of report meant that I kept secing 

imaginary lights, some of which Sybil and I decided were fishing boats, but at 
least we were sailing, not motoring. We arrived at St. Vaast at about 9.30 and 

found that most of the other attenders were already there - John 
Cade in Natterjack, Brian Douglas in Fanny, and it was lovely to 

have the two V800's there, Eric and Ravi Karas in Cathexis, and 

Leo, Sam and Mo Jefferies in Vita. Everyone had had some fog 

but a successful trip. Claude Fielding had unfortunately been late 

in leaving and missed the lock opening in the morning, so had to 

wait until the evening opening and we were please to see him in 

the restaurant. 

   

                                                          

   

We had, as usual a very good meal at the Fuchsia Restaurant. 

I had been apprehensive about the French restaurant's ability to 
produce something good for the vegetarians in the party but they 
reported that their meal was very good too. 

Sam, the Jefferies’ son has taken to the sailing life like a duck to 
water, and we have a photo of him in his favourite position, toe 

dipping from the bowsprit. 

The weather, apart from a very occasion glimpse of blue sky and sun, 

remained overcast and drizzly for our stay. Tigger left again for 
Plymouth on Monday morning, only to get out of the marina and run 

into thick fog again and no wind. After several 

hours the fog gradually cleared a little, but it was 
not until late afternoon that the skies cleared and it 

became a lovely sunny day. England side of the 

shipping lanes. Part way across we picked up 

another crew member, a racing pigeon. We 

decided that it was a novice as it circled and made 

several attempts at a landing, once nearly crashing 

into the mainsail. At last it made it to a 

comfortable seat on the empty sailbag on the 

front of the coachroof. Pigeons arc with doubt 
my least favourite bird, but even I would admit 

that this one was quite handsome. It stayed with 

us happily for over an hour, despite other 

pigeons flying over purposefully all on a similar 

linc and showing him the way. He only Icft 

when we started the engine, having left his 

calling card of course. 

Sybil’s and my nightwatch began well. By then 

we were sailing in light North Fast winds, the STRETCHING THE LEGS 
sky was full of stars and the phosphorescence on the water was magic. 

It couldn't last could it. Gradually the wind came more and more straight 

up out backside, and increased, the clouds came over and it became rough. 

So we had an exciting short while reducing sail and getting sorted out. 

Thankfully the two men then said it was our turn for bed. We had a romping 

sail back to Plymouth, but what we did not want to hear from the man on the 

boat berthed next to Tigger was that he could have fricd an egg on his deck 

the day before. 

 



SURVEYING ADVICE - from Bob Hathaway 
| summarise below our recommendations for a planned maintenance schedule for a Frances 26, 

operating on normal cruising usage equating to 2000 miles/year with the boat in commission 7 monthslyear. 

Adjust as appropriate, not necessarily proportionately, for different levels of use. 

“TEM 

Hull/Deck Gelcoat 

Underwater Gelcoat/Epoxy 

Antifouting 

Standing Rigging 

Running Rigging 

Mast & Terminal sockets 

Sails 

Chainplates 

Mast Step 

Mast wiring 

External lights 

VHF Antenna 

Rudder hangings 

Anode 

Skin fittings 

Seacocks 

Bilge Pump 

Engine 

Shaft bearings 

Shaft & Stern Tube 

Gas flexible tubing 

Fuel flexible tubing 

Copper tubing (Gas & Fuel) 

Gas regulator 

Cooker 

Fuel tank (Mild steel) 

Winches 

Deck fittings 

Guardwires/harness wires 

Lanyards for “ 

Portlight lens & seals 

Forehatch 

  

_ INSPEC 

Annually 

Annually 

Annually 

Annually (visual inspection) 

Annually 

Bi-annually (unstep) 

Annually 

Annually 

Annually 

Bi-annually 

Annually 

Annually 

Annually 

Annually 

Annually 

Annually 

Annually 

Weekly 

Annually2 years 

5 years 

Annually 

Annually 

Annually 

Annually 

Annually 

Annually 

Annually 

Annually 

Annually 

Annually 

Annually for crazing & leaks 

Annually for crazing & hinges 

  

As reqd 

10 years 

Annually 

10 years (Renew) 

5 - 10 years 

20 - 30 years 

5 - 10 years 

10 years (Renew U Bolts) 

20 - 30 years 

10 years 

2 years (Renew bulbs) 

5 years 

5 years (Renew S/Steel bolts) 

| - 2 years 

10 years 

Annually (Service) 

5 years 

Annual/!00hr service, in accordance 

with Yanmar Manual 

(Repack & Cutless) 

10 - 20 years 

5 years/date stamping 

5 years 

10 years 

5 years 

5 years (Service) 

Annually (Paint) 

2 years (Service) 

Renew fastenings if leak detected. 

10 years 

2 years 

5 years 

5 years or as req'd 

This list is neither exclusive nor exhaustive, if exhausting to achieve, Stainless steel fasteners should be withdrawn if either a leak is detected 

around them or every 10 years and inspected for corrosion. Logically, it is in most cases easier to renew than refit most fastenings on the boat. 

Surface corrosion on stainless steel fittings can be polished off, only be concerned if it persistently recurs in the same place as the most 

common cause on new (ish) fittings is the presence of mild steel residues from the machining & fitting process. 

happy sailing with now some peace of mind. 

Bob Hathaway Technical Director 

Please do not hesitate to contact me again should you require any further information,



     Yes, we have finally crossed the’ ; ar 

Ocean! I’m sure you thought we'd be in the 

Canaries for ever. : 

There were times when we thought that. We stayed in 
Mogan for Christmas, largely due to the weather. There 

was a spectacular bout of southerly weather which caused 

some devastation along the south coasts of the Canaries. 

Mogan didn’t suffer too much damage. The boats were all 

quite safe, including us, but the seas broke right over the 

sea wall, and broke through underneath as well, washing 

away some of the road and all of the freezer equipment 

fromthe roof of the fishing cooperative. No-one could 

enter or leave the harbour for a few days because of the 

swell and the debris. There were leaking roofs all over 

town as “it never rains in Gran Canaria”, and the water 

came down in torrents. 

By the time this was all over it was close to Christmas and 
our friends on New Chance were staying for Christmas so 
we decided to do likewise. There was no sign of a trade 

wind anyway and the boats en route for the Caribbean 

were either becalmed or having head winds. We had a 

very convivial Christmas with the usual excess of food and 

wine, and some excellent company. On Boxing Day we 
readied the boat for putting back to sea after a month in 

port. Someone described cruising to us as “yacht 
maintenance in exotic surroundings” and we had done a 

fair bit of that! 

The day after Boxing Day we headed for Santa Cruz on 

Teneriffe as Mount Teide had been beckoning to us 

through the clouds all month. No wind! We motored in a 
flat calm across to Teneriffe, about 60 miles arriving early 
evening. We entered the designated harbour and chugged 

up past the new breakwater at the head of the harbour. 

There was a brand new marina neatly laid out in front of 

us with only a handful of boats in. We chose a berth and 

made fast, then the officials turned up.““You can’t stay 
here.” “Why not?” “Is no possible, you move when you 

are ready, in the next five minutes.” “Which berth do you 
want us to go in?” “You go on the sea wall. Is no possible 

to stay here.” No amount of cajoling worked, so we 

moved to the rough old harbour wall and put out loads of 
fenders against the surge. The same officials turned up, 
they drove around from the marina, all of !00 yards, 

welcomed us in and told us to come to their office to do 

the paperwork next day. 

We could only assume the marina was not officially 

licensed or you had to pay a huge backhander to be able 

to stay there. They have invested a lot of money in this 

new yachting centre which is right in the centre of the 
town. There are no facilities to speak of though, all of the 
money has gone into a magnificent fountain on the new 

sea wall. This fountain operates to music, complete with 

coloured lights and lasers and each evening we were 

treated to a 2 or 3 hour show. The loud speakers were 

arranged along the wall where the yachts were forced to 

moor, so during those hours all you could do was enjoy 
the spectacle. You couldn’t converse, the noise was 

unbelievable, but thankfully the choice of music was quite 

good, some classical, some modern. It was quite bizarre. 

True to form we planned to stay a couple of days, climb Mt 
Teide, look around the island and provision at one of the 

big hypermarkets. We hired a car and drove up Mt Teide 
at dawn which was spectacular. We could see all of the 
islands rising up out of the pink morning mist. The lava 
fields were stunning as well. lt was blowing too hard for 
the cable car to run so we couldn't get to the top but 

instead had an amazing drive around the south of the 

island on a switchback road that was closed for repairs. 
When the workers retired for siesta someone removed 

the barriers and everyone just drove through. It was 

rather precarious in places and wound down into 
improbable ravines where tiny villages clung to precipices 
of rock. 

We stayed in Santa Cruz for new year - well who could 

resist coloured fountains, laser shows and a huge fireworks 

display right next to us on the sea wall. The Spanish 

certainly know how to invest EEC funds! On Jan 2nd we 

pottered down the coast and found an overnight 

anchorage in the little village of Medano. Next day we 

headed off across the straits to Gomera after a quick 
fuelling stop in Puerto Colon (renamed Puerto Bottom 

because it was the pits). Gomera is supposed to be the 
prettiest of the islands in the Canaries and certainly lived 

up to its reputation. The harbour of San Sebastian was 

clean and well sheltered with the new marina. Nothing 
was quite finished but we received a warm welcome. With 
another bout of southerly weather on its way in we were 

pleased to be in a safe haven again. These islands are not 

the cruising paradise they are trying to portray. The 
anchorages are poor and the weather at this time of year 

can be unpredictable. It is hard on the pocket staying in 

marinas but easier on the nerves. 

We managed to while away 10 days in San Sebastian. 
Hired a car again and toured the island. The road builders 

in the Canaries deserve medals. We visited all the remote 

villages around the coast, past endless banana plantations 

and up and down twisting winding valleys, still terraced for 
growing produce. Apparently the Gomerans used to travel 

by vaulting down the steep hillsides on long poles, and 

communicate with each other using a whistling language. 
When you see the steepness of the valleys and 

remoteness of the villages it is not surprising that they 

developed these means of communication before the 

roads were built. 

Finally, on January 13th, with the boat bulging with food, 
water and extra fuel we headed out into the blue yonder 

for the trip to the Verdes and across to the Caribbean. It 
was calm when we left so we motored out to get clear of 
the island and out of the wind shadow. For the first 24 

hours we motored intermittently as the wind filled and 
died, then the wind set in strongly from the northwest, 

This was our first experience of the lumpy Atiantic. There 

were cross swells from 3 directions, Northeast, East and 
South East with a Northwesterly wind. It made for a fairly 

lively ride, bouncing over the seas, spray flying everywhere. 
We reduced sail several times and eventually found that a 

triple reefed main and a scrap of genoa gave us just 
enough pulling power without encouraging us to fall off 

waves and broach. It was as well we were well reefed 

down as we encountered several 40 knot squalls during 

the night. These squalls usually came from the east off the 

African coast and you could smell them coming. 

There were a few exciting moments during the nights, 

when the squalls hit us unexpectedly and we found 
ourselves heading in the wrong direction, once with a ship 
bearing down on us with no intention of moving and an 

accidentally gybed mainsail, pined back by the preventer. 

We reefed and unreefed more on this trip than we had on 
any other to try and keep the right balance of sails in the
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disorganised seas. Looking back at the log, the reefing was 

invariably done at night in the pitch black. We put the 
deck light on the first few times but that made us easy 

targets for the flying fish. It’s enough of a struggle 
wrestling with wet sails and lumpy seas without being hit 
in the face with a slimy smelly fish. They leapt aboard in 

droves and each morning we went round the deck putting 

them back in the sea. The biggest haul was about 30. They 
are a delicacy here in Barbados but we've never been 

tempted to eat them! 

The trip to the Cape Verdes continued much like this for 

seven days with strong squally winds and rough seas, but it 

was fast. For the last 18 hours we took down virtually all 
sail, and at one point folded down the spray hood to try 

and slow the boat down as we didn’t want to arrive in the 

dark. The islands are unreliably lit and often invisible till 

close to because of the Sahara dust. We spotted land at 

8am on the 20th Jan and had a lovely sail into Mindelo on 
the island of Sao Vicente in the North Western group. 

We were pleased with the way we coped with the sea 

conditions, and 7 days was a fast passage. The following day 
we talked to an American boat which had been 100 miles 

or so behind us on the way down. They were on the last 

leg of their circumnavigation and said the seas were the 
worst they had encountered on the whole trip. The freaky 

weather this year has a lot to do with it. In years when 

the Trade wind gets firmly established the seas smooth out 

into a long comfortable swell. There's still the Atlantic to 

cross SO we may yet get lucky! 

Mindelo was fascinating. The harbour is superbly 

protected and has good holding, but you would be ill 
advised to swim, specially in light of the recent cholera 

outbreaks. It was the weekend so we couldn't clear 

customs, however, we soon established ourselves with one 

of the boat boys who guarded our dinghy on the beach, 

changed money for us, helped us to replenish gas and 

water, took us to the market and arranged for his sister to 

wash all our bedding. Orlando had been working as a boat 
boy for 7 years. He and Louis had the monopoly on the 

beach. Louis was surly and money grabbing, Orlando 

polite, grateful for what he was given but prone to 

indulging in too much beer at night. He was often not on 
station in the morning, but we waited each day till he 
turned up rather than giving the business to his rival. He 

proved to be very trustworthy. Unemployment is so high, 

and with no welfare state people take what they can get 
so you don’t leave anything lying around. Dinghies and 

outboards are popular! Someone stole the spare split pins 

off our outboard engine, but Orlando found the culprit 
trying to sell them in the town and got them back. He 

was delighted with a gift of an old pair of shoes of Alan's, a 

T shirt and a yachting magazine in addition to his wage. 

Each day he would sort through our rubbish and any 
bottles were kept for his friends to decorate with shells 

and sell in the market! 

Mindelo was a friendly and enjoyable place to stay for a 

few days and we never felt threatened even wandering 

around the town alone, you just have to be mindful of the 

opportunist thief! After a week's r & r we prepared again 
for sea. We departed midday Saturday 27th jan in 

company with the American boat Vicky. We had arranged a 

twice daily radio schedule with them. Our radio only has 

a 50 mile range and we thought that would suffice. We 
remained in contact for less than a day then we pulled 

ahead and eventually put 150 miles between us and them. 

We could still hear them on our SSB receiver but had no 
way of talking to them. 

The trip soon settled into the usual pattern. Calms for 
the first 24 hours or so then a steadily increasing wind and 

seas from all directions! We planned to listen every 
evening to Herb, an American weather forecaster based in 

Burlington, Ontario who makes a hobby of shepherding 
boats across the Atlantic. Boats with SSB transmitters call 

him each evening and he tracks their progress and gives 

personal weather forecasts. Vicky was calling each evening 
and there was another boat we knew 300 miles ahead. 

We poached their weather information each day which 

was sometimes a comfort and sometimes an “Oh no! not 
again!” 

On our third day out we had a close encounter with two 
very large whales having a cuddle on the surface just 

ahead. We sidled past so close we could have touched 

them, and the larger one reared up on his tail, and turned 

his big square head towards us as if to say “Can’t a man 

have any privacy?” We were relieved that they were more 
interested in each other than us. We also had several large 

tuna keeping station under our stern. In fact one of them 

nearly cornered our first fish supper. We hooked a nice 
sized dorado, but had to land it quickly, snatched from the 
jaws of the predators! This was pretty idyllic stuff. Blue 

seas, cascades of flying fish, dolphins, puffy white clouds, 

just what dreams are made of. It lasted two days. 

By Wednesday we were reefing again and were hurtling 

along in 25 to 30 knot winds with 35 knot squalls, grey and 

overcast half the time. We churned out |40+ miles a day 

for several days unti! the motion just got too violent. The 

cross swell was about 3-4 metres over a 4-5 metre NE 

swell. The cross swell had big pointy headed waves that 

were determined to come aboard. They would whack the 
side of the boat with a resounding bang and shoot 

cascades of water over the top, fill the cockpit and blow 
back down the main hatch. After washing the cooker 

several times we put both wash boards in. The malicious 
seas, if they couldn’t come aboard themselves, knocked us 

over sideways and we scooped cockpitfuls from the lee 
side. After bursting the leeward spray dodger by using it 
as a water scoop we decided that 140+ miles a day was 

too much, took the mainsail off altogether and furled all 

but a scrap of genoa. We were still doing a respectable 

110 to £20 miles a day but it was a little less nerve 

wracking. 

This continued for 7 days - steady 30 knot trades with 40 

knot squalls. During one squall we battened down the 
hatch and went out in the cockpit to enjoy the spectacle. 
It lasted about an hour and a half. Great grey rollers 

marching across the horizon with streets of spume blown 
off the tops. It was truly magnificent, torrential rain, black - 

clouds. There we were in an Adlard Coles heavy weather 

sailing photograph. Luckily it didn’t last long! 

Just as the squall was abating we saw a large oil tanker and 
called him on the VHF. He eventually answered us and was 

relieved that we didn’t require assistance, just a chat. After 

some prompting he found us on his radar, lost in the 

clutter of the seas, and spotted us through his binoculars. 

“You haven't got much sail up have you?” - “Well its 
blowing 35 knots down here” - “Yes, we'd like the wind 

to abate because we've had to cancel our Sunday 
afternoon cricket!” It’s all relative. He asked what it was 

like, and we said it was like living in a washing machine! 

Through all this we're pleased to say we ate three meals a 

day, fruit and homemade yoghurt for breakfast, sandwiches 
or salad at lunchtime, depending on whether the cook had 

baked bread which we did every two days, and a hot 
dinner each night. Eating was a bit undignified. We sat on
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the saloon bunks, feet braced on the table, food in a bowl 

held under the chin, then shovelled down quickly before it 

spilt. We caught a second dorado, a nice big fellow. The 

cockpit looked like a road accident by the time we had 
him subdued. We laughingly tried to put him in a bucket 
but only his head would fit. Blood everywhere, fishing line 

tangled with harnesses, squall approaching, darkness falling, 
chaos. He made two huge meals of lovely fresh fillets 
though and we thoroughly enjoyed it. We even had fried 

potato and mushy peas to go with it. Ordinary peas are a 
dead loss unless you serve them with mashed potato. 
They roll off the plate and you end up chasing them all 

over the cabin floor, With mashed potato you have 
something to anchor them to the plate with! 

We also managed to bath fairly frequently using buckets of 

water in the cockpit. The water was beautifully warm but 

refreshing. It was a bit precarious hanging on with a soapy 

slippery body but we managed and baths became the 

highlight of the day. After we passed halfway and hadn’t 

touched any of the water in our two main tanks we had a 
big freshwater rinse, instead of a mean cupful. We used 

surprisingly little water as we'd taken plenty of drinks and 
have a salt water tap in the galley. The latter is a must as it 

is often too dangerous to scoop a bucketful from the sea. 
We used hot salt water for dishes and salt water for 

steaming vegetables. The only fresh we used in the early 
stages was for cups of tea. 

On Wednesday 7th Feb after 7 days and nights, the wind 

finally abated and settled at 15 to 25 knots. We 

manhandied the pole into position, quite a job with the 
cross seas still running and after an hours work had Jack 

set up wing and wing with two reefs in the main and three 

rolls in the genoa. We stormed along. Back to 140+ miles 
a day and a record run of 150.5. We were past halfway 

which we celebrated with a miniature bottle of 
champagne, two sips each! For several days it was blissful 

then we had another squally night, heralded by a sudden 

broach and a cockpit filler again. Not good for the nerves. 
Down to three reefs and scrap of genoa again, but after 24 

hours it was back to idyllic sailing (we must have got used 

to the lumpy seas because they never calmed down). 

Biggest fright of the trip on the fast night out. | crawled 

into the cosy passage berth to find myself sharing it with a 

large slimy cold flying fish.! There followed much 
screaming and yelling and dancing around the cabin till Alan 

found the culprit and evicted him. He had come in through 

the skylight which was open a crack under the dinghy we 
carry on the coachroof. | eventually fell asleep dreaming 

of slimy creatures and land...land... 

At 1745 GMT on Monday | 2th February we 

spotted....Barbados, looking like the Isle of Wight after a 

channel crossing. Another miniature bottle of bubbly. As 

the evening drew on the storm clouds gathered. Actually 

they were fairly benign squall clouds but carried lots of 
rain so we de-poled, gybed, put in another reef, and 
motorsailed the last 15 miles around the island to Carlisle 

Bay in pouring rain. This called for some rather more 

precise navigation than we'd been doing for the last few 
weeks, and as we couldn’t find Needham point light, and 

could find some lights that weren't on the chart we set up 

the waypoints in the GPS to take us into the anchorage 

and pootled in really slowly. It was pitch black. 

We eventually found a few yachts then spotted what 
looked like a Vancouver pilot house through the 
binoculars. It was our friends on New Chance. We 

. chugged over and hailed them. Great excitement. Anchor 
down, Jack put to bed, out with the big cold bottle of 

bubbly and on with the curry. Needless to say we slept 
the sleep of the dead (cheap Spanish bubbly has that 
effect) and woke to a blue sky, clear turquoise water, and 

sparkling white sand. We are in the Caribbean! Sixteen 
days from the Cape Verdes, a respectable performance 

from a very seaworthy boat! 

What was the damage? One burst spray dodger. Luckily 
we had attached the dodgers with plastic clips, and the 

force of water broke all the clips. We had tied the middle 
and bottom corners to the stanchions and the cringles just 

pulled out of the cloth taking some cloth with them. If we 

had had the dodger lashed all the way round we could well 
have bent the stanchions. The dodger is repaired, two 
patches and new cringles and refastened with plastic clips, 

but the corner strings are now weak single strands so they 

can break! 

What other damage? We managed to get water in our 

main fuel tank. With so much water crashing over the 

decks and into the cockpit the air breather was 

submerged a little too often. We discovered water in the 

primary filter just after the bad weather abated, and spent 
several hours in the dark with torches changing the filter 

and draining the water. Not a job | would recommend in 

the sea conditions we were experiencing but needs must. 
We seem to have got most of it out but now we are in 

calmer water will take the fuel sensor off the top of the 

tank and suck the bottom of the tank with the hand lift 

pump to make sure there is no more left. We have bought 
a couple of rubber feet for putting on furniture. They fit 
over the breathers snugly. All we have to remember now 
is to remove them when we run the engine! Bleeding the 

engine is easy on Jack as our second fuel tank is a flexible 

one up under the cockpit floor and is higher than the 
engine. It gravity feeds and saves all that tedious pumping! 

We carried 47 usable gallons of fuel and arrived with more 
than half left. We ran the engine for an hour most 

evenings in the bad weather as there wasn’t enough sun to 
pump up the batteries and we always showed a light at 

night. We also ran the engine to ensure it kept running - 

Irish logic! 

We carried 70 gallons of water and arrived with 50 lefc. 

We had to ration the beer, half a bottle each every second 

day. We didn’t think we'd feel like beer as we hadn't on the 

way to the Cape Verdes but as we got used to the motion 
we looked forward to our lunchtime drink! Most evenings 

we had a very light snifter for happy hour. It was a nice 
routine and added a sense of normality to an otherwise 

bizarre way of life. 

The fridge was a worthwhile luxury. It enabled us to keep 

fish fresh for a second meal, and we had fresh tomatoes 

and bacon left when we arrived. Cabbages kept really well, 

as did sweet potato. Fresh yoghurt was great even though 

it was a struggle to make it every 3 days. We had to keep 

making it to keep the culture going! We had fresh bread 
most days. When it was really rough we cheated and used 

instant bread mixes. For the next long passage we will 
measure out all the bread ingredients beforehand and 
make them up in separate bags as weighing anything on a 

moving boat is best kept for a circus act. 

To while away the hours we read books, listened to music 

(the walkman is a must on long passages, especially for 
night watches) and | stitched most of a very complicated 

tapestry.
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Navigation. 

Every six hours we switched on the GPS for a position, 
We made up mini charts on graph paper and tracked 

distance logged, distance over the ground, course made 

good, and last 24hrs logged and over the ground. This gave 
us a good running record of the effects of the current and 

spurred us on when the winds went lighter. During the 
first few days we took sun sights and did sun-run-suns 
until we could get them close to the GPS position. We 

also did a couple of meridian passages. We then figured 

that if the GPS failed we could at least run down the 
appropriate latitude and dead reckon till we hit an island! 

We stopped using the sextant when it got really rough as 
it was unnecessarily dangerous standing high enough to get 
a good horizon in the swell and the GPS was working OK. 

For seven days the sun was always behind a squall cloud! 

We put our position on the big passage chart once or 

twice a day along with the positions of the boats around 

us, not that there were many and they were 150 to 300 

miles away. We got their positions when they reported in 

to Herb for weather. 

We had planned to sail the great circle route but deferred 
to Herb’s advice and sailed south west to 14N 30W then 

tracked along that latitude, heading north or south a bit to 
avoid troughs. We learnt about things called upper 

atmosphere troughs, we had a big one stretching from the 

Maracaibo in Venezuela , across the Atlantic to the Verdes. 

This added 10 to 15 knots to what would otherwise have 
been a respectable trade wind and caused the squalls and 

rain. 

Sleep. 

What’s that! We changed our watch system for this trip 
and reduced the watches to three hours. We started 

immediately after dinner each night and did three on three 
off till dawn, which is 12 hours in these latitudes. We were 

both short of sleep a lot of the time but were generous 

with each other and each had an extended catch up every 
so often during the day. It seemed to take half an hour to 
change watch, as neither of us liked waking the other up. 

We would do it gently with a drink and some kind words 

and the patience to let the other surface before 
demanding the bed, however tired you felt. We sometimes 
dozed on watch with an alarm set for 15 minute intervals. 

Most of the time the off watch was spent at the chart 

table wedged against the backrest we made out of the 

double berth infil (another essential for long trips). We 

read, listened to music, studied our astronomy books, 

wrote letters, completed the mini charts and popped up 

on deck every I5 minutes for a good scan around. This 
way we were more rested and less weather beaten. When 

the weather improved we spent some watches out in the 

cockpit enjoying the beautiful evenings. We only saw five 

ships on the crossing, but they arrive when you least 

expect them and a thorough scan is essential. It 
sometimes takes several minutes of watching in one 
direction to get above the swell and actually see right to 

the horizon. 

Our boat. 

Jack took quite a pounding on the crossing but popped up 

smiling every time and plugged on. He was always eager 

to keep moving and a lot of the time we were trying to 

slow him down to make it more comfortable for us. The 

owners of Vicky were impressed at our passage times. 

Their boat is an older Crealock, a good seaworthy boat - 

38 ft, but they couldn’t keep up. We get lots of comments 
from people we've never met. What sort of boat is it? 

Very pretty! 

Excellent accommodation. Lots of space. Many people 
think it is a Laurent Giles design from the attractive 

appearance. Jack stays cool in the hot weather, the opening 
portlights are great. We've not felt the need for a wind 

scoop and our little rigid dinghy on the cabin roof makes 
very good double glazing. We've never rigged our big 

cover, we just use the little bimini that zips onto the spray 
hood. There is nothing significant we would change in the 

layout and we certainly don’t want or need a bigger boat. 
It is perfect for two. Good performance, good 

accommodation and the cockpit managed 10 in comfort 

for Alan's birthday party. 

Self steering. 

Our Monitor was excellent. It handled the whole crossing 
without a complaint whatever the weather threw at us, 

and kept us on course through sail changes with both of 
us working the foredeck, even with next to no sail up. It 

has the big advantage in squally conditions of sailing a wind 

course rather than a compass course, and it is safer to be 
off course than to gybe. We replaced the steering lines in 
Mindelo and they chaffed a bit on the crossing but that 

was because they were slightly oversized for the turning 

blocks. Many boats relying on autohelms had problems 
because the units drained power working hard in the cross 

swells, or gave up the ghost altogether. If autohelm is the 

only method of steering it should be several sizes too 
large for the boat if it is going to cope. You also need 
plenty of power generation capacity to cope. Most of our 

power generation was absorbed by the fridge which we 

could have dispensed with in emergency. 

Sails. 

Jeremy White made us new sails the season before we left. 
We have a battenless mainsail with no roach at all and 

three reefs. Jeremy put in the third (chicken) reef and we 

are eternally grateful for his foresight. We used it a lot. We 

reefed, unreefed, lowered and hoisted this sail on ail points 

of sail including dead down wind and never had to luff up 

to do so. This was a real bonus in the seas we 

experienced. Our genoa is made of mylar, is radial cut and 
has a foam luff. It set well even when down to a mere 

scrap. We never felt it necessary to replace it with the 
storm jib even though we had the babystay set up all the 
way across as a precaution. We have a storm trisail 
permanently hanked on to a separate track on the mast 
and bagged and lashed on deck in readiness but with 
Jeremy's chicken reef we didn’t feel the need to use it. 

Both our working sails have the seams coated with 
seamcote on Jeremy’s advice and so far we've found no 

damage to the stitching at all. Neither sail seems to have 

suffered any significant stretch and both still set really well. 

Our thanks to Jeremy. 

It is 1900 miles from the Cape Verdes to Barbados as the 
crow flies. We logged 1759 miles, and covered 2104 over 

the ground. We had up to a knot of current helping us.A 

statistic from the accountant in the team, we rocked and 

rolled an estimated 365,400 times. We are stilled stunned 

that we have done it, it has given us a great feeling of 

satisfaction. We have realised the first part of a dream that 

was born four years ago when we went for a trial sail on 

Osprey. Then Alan had never sailed, and didn’t know that 

yachts leant over in the wind! We still regard ourselves as 

novices at this game. Do you think that will ever change? 

Our thanks for the help and support we received from the 

Victoria Owners Association. We wish you all safe and 

happy cruising from sunny Barbados! 

Contributed by Sally & Alan Smith 10



      

    
The Cresswell 

The Brompton 

Tony Marson Solent Green Cycles, 

243B, Francis Avenue, Southsea, Hants, PO4 OAL 

01705 755634 

The Brompton 

As well as being an owner of a 

Frances 26, f also run a cycle shop in 

Portsmouth. | thought other Victoria 

owners would like to know that we are 

specialists in folding cycles and that 

there are several quality bikes which 

meet the needs of yacht owners. The 

Brompton is probably still the best, the 3 

speed model is around £380 and it has a 

range of bags and covers available. 

Another British folder is the Cresswell, 

which came on the scene this year. We 

have both the ‘Micro’ and the ‘Fold-it’ for 
demonstration; the micro is the smaller 

and only weighs 23/b but still rides 

better than the original (and awful) 

Bickerton. The Fold-it, although big for 

most boat lockers could go on a spare 
berth or in a waterproof cover on deck. 

The Fold-it rides better than any other 
folder and had drum brakes and up to 7 
hub gears, from £299.00, and £259.00 

for the Micro. 

We are also Dawes dealers and can 

supply the Metropolitan, which is in fact 

a ‘Dahon’ in disguise, a bit heavy but 
compact and reliable from £350.00 

Both myself and my Manager are 

committed cyclists and can offer useful 

advice on the best bike for you. We are 
prepared also to give 10% Discount to 

Victoria Shadow Owners. 

  

VICTORIA YACHTS 
Builders of classic cruising yachts 

EXTRACT FROM A LETTER FROM 

VICTORIA YACHTS TO THE CHAIRMAN 

“Please thank the Victoria Shadow Association 

members that manned( I shall try and educate James 

on sexism - Editor's comment) the stand at London 

International Boat Show.   

Everyone that worked on the VSA stand contributed 

in some way towards our success. 

(They took orders for 6 V800). 

Please pass on a special thank you to Doug Cormack - 

- when most of the Victoria Yachts staff were suffering 

from the ‘Earls Court Throat’ and exhaustion, Doug 

worked like a Trojan selling on our behalf. 

Everyone at Victorias Yachts is excited at the prospect 

of you holding a Victoria Shadow Association Rally 

at Ocean Village during the Southampton Boat Show. 

To that end, | would like to take this opportunity to 

remind you of our offer to contribute the wine for the 

meal - provided of course, all yachts taking part sail 

past the Boat Show a number of times and get 

‘noticed’ by the Show visitors. 

     



  

Yachting is relatively slow when it comes to fast moving technology and this is no 

more so than in the area of Rigs and Rigging. This is probably due to the fact that the 

required functionality is very simple and to jump-in with new ideas often results in 

heavy compromises. 

Over the years much thought has been put into ways of easily reefing your sails from 

the safety of the cockpit. Victoria Yacht’s mast supplier, KEMP Masts is a forerunner in 

this field and is now the recognised world leader. 

Headsail Roller Reefing is now common-place and almost universally standard on new 

boats. Whilst there are many different makes and prices of systems available, care 

should always be taken to ascertain what is included in the package price and, what 

features are offered to overcome these ‘compromises’. Nevertheless the basic 

functionality is simple as the sail is only held along one edge, the luff. 

Mainsails however are different as in Slab Reefing form (the standard and most 

efficient because you maintain sail area and shape), they are held along two edges. 

The problem with Standard Slab Reefing systems is that they often require you to 

leave the cockpit and, in most cases require two operators. 

To overcome these areas of concern spar manufacturers hit on the idea of mainsail 

roller reefing. The first was ‘round the boom’, but this fell foul of the ‘two edges held’ 

syndrome that usually resulted in a poor shape and a very inefficient mainsail. The 

second is to roll the sail vertically along the luff, with a loose foot along the boom, 

basically the same as a headsail system. 

This second method is widely used today and has been enhanced by hiding the rolled 

sail and drive mechanism within a housing, either as an integral part of the mast 

(In-Mast) or by a retrofit bolt-on unit (Aft-Mast). 

The In-Mast systems are always the best because you achieve the optimum spar 

weight-to-strength ratio, rather than just adding to an existing mast. The whole 

technology of these systems are well engineered and have been tested and developed 

over many years, most are extremely reliable. But again and like all things in this 

world price is not everything, check what is included and, those all important ‘anti- 

compromise’ features. 

Both these roller systems are devised for easy operation from the cockpit. For us 

true cruisers, be we of later years, with a young family or prefer to keep our drinks in 

our glasses (or all three!), they offer safe sailing, easy reefing and neat sail stowage. 

The only slight compromise is that you do have a flatter and slightly smaller sail, so 

some performance is lost.



The next set of products is the In-Boom Roller Reefing, but again we have the ‘two 

held edges’ problem. These systems have come-on but still have some very serious 

compromises especially with boom angles and the ability to de-power in a broach. 

The systems that have taken leaps and bounds are the Single-Line-Slab-Reefing 

Booms. These are a derivative of the standard slab reefing systems where both the 

mainsail Luff and Leach can be reefed at the same time, by pulling on one reef line 

whilst releasing the main halyard. All lines are led to the cockpit and again please look 

at the inside mechanisms and features. 

With a Single-Line-Reefing Boom you are limited to two such reefs ie two lines. 

However KEMP have developed their booms so that additional standard reefs can be 

accommodated. Whilst it may be possible to upgrade an existing boom, it has to be 

said that now these designs have been well sorted, the cost of replacing a boom 

against the messing about with an old one, just isn’t worth it. 

The beauty of this system is that you can achieve safe reefing easily and, maintain 

mainsail shape, efficiency and the yacht’s performance. The system can be further 

enhanced by the addition of other products such as Full Length Battens & Lazy Jacks 

(keep sail stowed on top boom and stops sail flogging when head to wind), Batten 

Cars & Track (ball raced sail slides making hoisting and lowering very easy) and Rod 

Kickers (stops the boom lowering onto the deck and crew). 

You now have a choice, In-Mast, Aft-Mast or Single-Line-Reefing. KEMP Masts are the 

only spar maker to have all these options, and others, within its standard integrated 

range of Sailing Systems. All their products have been designed, tested and developed 

very carefully with its parent company SELDEN in Sweden. 

Making your sailing more enjoyable is easier and more affordable than you may think. 

You can of course just start with the new boom which is very economical, but add all 

the bits, and you will be surprised at how competitive the Roller Systems are and, 

how interesting your decision has now become. 

KEMP distribute their product through a network of 10 Regional Centres, all are 

based at major yachting centres and are fully factory trained and certified. 

If you would like some more details of the KEMP products or the whereabouts of 

your nearest Regional Centre, please call 

KEMP Masts on 01329 841900. 

Contributed by 

Nick Creed 

Marketing Manager, KEMP Masts Ltd.   
  

  

CRY FOR HELP - from the Secretary 
Photocopying of the Magazine. Until now I have been able to photocopy the magazine cheaply at either Victoria Marine or 

Westerlys. Unfortunately Victoria Yachts do not have a suitable machine. So this issue has cost considerably more to produce 

as | have had to go to a shop. Is there any member who would be able to offer photocopying facilities at a more 

reasonable rate than the commercial one. | would be willing to have a day out and drive a fair distance, twice a year to 

do the copying, as postage would alsa increase the cost.       
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IMPROVE YOUR MAINSAIL HANDLING 
With a range of products from Kemp Masts Ltd 

    
  

a Seldén Group Company 

ry pea Line tok enna Smelt 
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Full sFebMReJiM\U Fel fitcrsl M1 (tet Memmi Comte lO ant met tCTg| 
idle. Fully articulat 

SDA batten sys 

RCB - Re Circulating Ball id track system is the 
ultimate in low friction full batt il hoisting. 

yy Gas Rod Kickers - telescopic ki 

Lazyjacks - 
Keeps the lowe 

boom. 

Kemp Masts Limited 
St Margaret's Lane Titchfield Fareham 

Hampshire PO14 4BG England 

All are available from Kemp’s network of Service Agents please call KEMP on 01329 841900 for details 

   

   72 examples sold since 1988 
and still a list of buyers waiting good examples 
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VICTORIA YACHTS 
In the classic mould. 
i Te 

THE VICTORIA 26 

  

     

  
faze HAMBLE RIVER YACHT BROKERS ¢ © 

The Harbour Marine Co, Stone Pier, Shore Road, Warsash, Gan aan $031 SFR 

THE FRANCES 26 

  

  

    

  

THE VICTORIA 30 
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Advice on buying/selling - valuation - insurance - finance- surveys 
- delivery (road or sea) - even moorings 

Selling? (no sale, no fee) Buying? - call us for details    



CAN 25,000 
YACHT OWNERS ALL BE WRONG? 

Pantaenius is one of Europe's largest Yacht Insurance Brokers and has arranged cover for yachts of all sizes sailing the world’s oceans 
under more than 35 flags. 

Discover as so many others, the securing comfort of this comprehensive insurance scheme and our proficient customer service created 
and run by yachtsmen for yachtsmen. 

Fill in the enquiry coupon for your personal quote and all the details of the Pantaenius Yacht Insurance Scheme. 

            
PANTAENIUS YACHT INSURANCE ENQUIRY 

How long have you had continual yacht imsurance COVET?....... cece cee s ee eee rene teeeeeuaeeaeee ee seesageeqerseneneetstctensnaespecaseseaeeauaneaeaenenaesenvesssensne 
Is the weasel offered for Charter’? ......5-<-.ceeiienscccae co ssus 0 8aa 65 BALES PUEDES. SAE. RE ASU ann wel we a Lae ave SRL Gece cece tnetantvnccecscennansecenensseseuseunensaaes 
Grinititig APea occesccccic: .acccsasnuiawsentereseoozaas ces rans ix ana neaasecosen var wpaniniaa <ceninenaus sce aevra es wntaenaeusewapeaiseRNeHSrcaTeen yee ce see. cceceeeceneecereececesnecnrenerensenececess 

HULL INSURANCE 

Total fixed value including personal effects:&..........0.....::c:eeceseeeeeesenenecnneneereeeeaeeeeseeeeeeeceneeseeeeeeenaneeeaeueeeeeceseeeecessueeesseeeseeeteteteceteperevepeesteenenee 
Have you had-any ‘claims in the ‘last four ‘years?....00c00 jigs ei a titele ee yin ee Sea sa a ea din ae dn dea ELD aes ees aoa 
Lisp, whter? (Geta: ; :¢: scssancccsveevaceeaven payee cesiesiecnnatinle veanenaren stuns conesesnane ses deneadtaenn cine ennereeenenesneee’d fo aiie heat an ssigceascd'sy gual eeSerAGEVTANio as MegyyN=a guste Heveen ee 

SEPARATE THIRD PARTY LIABILITY INSURANCE 
Personal injury and property damage: £500,000/£1,000,000 * please circle amount required. 

  

REGISTERED INSURANCE BROKERS - Marine Building, Queen Anne’s Battery, Plymouth, Devon, PL4 OLP. 
Tel: 01752 223656, Fax: 01752 223637 - 

  

  

FREE ADVICE ON... 

  

SAIL SET, RIG TUNING 
AND REPAIRS. 

FOR THE HIGHEST QUALITY CUSTOM — The Right Sails — 
DESIGNED SAILS TAILORED TO — ; 

YOUR PERSONAL REQUIREMENTS Quality Sails for Quality Yachts 
_ As chosen by Victoria Yachts 

Contact 

BEN GREEN AT Cover & Valeting Service 
SHORE SAILMAKERS 

Moody’s Marina, Swanwick, Southampton S03 7ZL Tel: 01489 579040 

Stone Pier Yard, Shore Road, Warsash, Southampton, Hampshire S031 SFR. Tel 01489 589450 Fax 01489 885917 ee          


