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We had been very much looking forward to the 1996 season
as we were planning to break completely new ground in our
Victoria 34 by sailing into the Mediterranean. We had spent
the previous year making our way down from Port La Foret
in South Brittany, round the Bay of Biscay to La Rochelle, to
the north coast of Spain and the Rias of Galicia - all of which
was familiar territory - down the west coast of Portugal
which had few harbours, and eventually round Cape St.
Vincent to lay up at Lagos in the Algarve. Although we
missed the charm of Brittany and our French friends, the
marina was very efficient and sheltered and the town itself
very attractive and unspoilt, and even in the unusually

unseasonal winter, far less wet than Brittany!

We returned just after Easter to finish fitting out and to
antifoul which involved lying rather perilously on a very
awkward wall in the fishing harbour and a thump on the keel
when we left the wall in a crosswind but no serious harm
done - the only facility Lagos lacks is a crane.
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Our friends Jean and Nigel arrived on |9th
April to spend a week with us, having
completed the fitting out of their Halberg
Rassy 352, and the following day we left for
Vilamoura (25 miles). Apart from the complete
lack of other boats, we had a good passage
mainly under motor, along the very attractive
Algarve coastline. After completing the tedious
entry formalities we had no difficulty finding a
berth in the large, rather soulless marina
surrounded by large hotels and a shopping

precinct full of tourist restaurants.

The next day we had planned to sail on to
Tavira, some thirty miles along the coast but
when we poked out nose out of the harbour,
found it was blowing 4-5 on the nose with a
rough sea, so decided that discretion was the
better part of valour and returned to
Vilamoura to the approval of other berth
holders - quite apart from ourselves.
Unfortunately the following day Jean suffered a
re-occurrence of thrombosis in her legs and
they decided that it was prudent to fly back to
the U.K. after a few days in a very smart hotel,

so we had to continue on our own.

A problem of sailing along the south coast of
Portugal is that there are bars on most of the
harbours and as the wind was increasing, we
decided that entry to Tavira with its open
anchorage was inadvisable and carried on to
the Guadiana river which is the border
between Portugal and Spain, a distance of some
40 miles. It was then blowing a steady 7 from
astern with a heavy swell and we were very
glad to find the shelter of a small marina at Vila
Real on the Portuguese side, which is very

close to the Mateus vineyard. The shelter given

by the protecting mole was more apparent
than real as the seas were breaking over the
top of it! We were told that the river is
navigable for at least 30 mifes but hadn't
enough time to explore, so carried on the next
day in greatly improved weather to Mazagon in
Spain (30 miles) a brand new marina which was
virtually empty but enabled us to refuel. We
suspect that this, and other new Spanish

marinas, were E.C. funded!

We had to get to Seville by the end of the
week where we were picking up Andy Collins
who used to crew for us on our Contessa 32,
and his wife, so moved on 20 miles to Chipiona
at the mouth of the river Guadalquivir. Ve had
to make a dogleg in our course as en route we
were shooed by a Spanish gun boat from the
Spanish equivalent of the Lulworth Inner Sea
Danger area. Conspicuous in the entrance to
the river was the wreck of a large ship which
had grounded on the bar with a cargo of rice.
(Shades of Mr Midshipman Hornblower!). This
again was a new marina but adequate facilities
ashore including a very good fish bar much
patronised by the local yachtsmen. A nice little
Spanish resort with good beaches and | suspect

known only to Spanish tourists.

We then faced the challenge of the 69 mile trip
to Seville. The mouth of the river was very
narrow, marked by large channel buoys, and
probably very unpleasant in an ebb tide (it runs
at 4k+) and a strong onshore wind. Although
we left at LW, we had to wait two hours for
the tide to change and then fairly whipped up
the channel which veered from one side of the
river to the other. The wide river ran through

a vast plain which can have changed little since
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bécome too dark to see, but even so 60 odd
iles in about 8 hours wasn't bad going! Our
l‘iight was disturbed by the wash of large ships
|t;§ the main channel so we were glad to move
on up towards the lock - there were now a
fe\y small towns on the river but surprisingly
ru?iial. with the odd 4 car ferry driven by an
ou%board. We were the only boat in the large
Iocé and went on up past shipyards and docks,
under the motorway bridge to the swing
bridée which we expected to open at 1600 but
no!- when the Feria is on, it only opens once
at 1000.

We didn't think much of the Pilot's
recommendation of mooring onto the very
small pontoons by the bridge under the roar of
traffic, so returned about a mile down river and
moored alongside an abandoned dredger. Our
fender plank was very useful. That afternoon
we learned why Seville is called "The Frying
Pan of Spain' and also had to put up with
periodic heavy wash from tugs, with an exciting
view and the accompanying noise of scrap
metal being loaded into one ship and grain into
another! With the benefit of hindsight we
should have gone down to the small out-of-

town marina, just inside the lock.

We were not sorry to leave the dredger the
following morning, through the swing bridge
and onto the pontoon of the Royal Seville
Yacht Club which was very smart indeed, and
where Andy and Charlotte joined us. It was
immediately behind the Feria ground. The Feria
was originally a horse fair during the third
week after Easter, but now the inhabitants of
Seville have an all week party with vast
numbers of heavily decorated tents housing
anyone - clubs, local firms, even trade unions! -
lining the roads down which paraded the
horsemen, carriages and ladies in flamenco
dresses. It culminated in a tremendous
firework display - far better than Cowes week
- of which we got a grandstand view -
preceded by an enormous thunderstorm. We
gathered it always rained for the Feria,
whatever the date!

The Club itself had excellent facilities including
an indoor Olympic size swimming pool - in the
summer there are two more outside - and we
had two excellent meals for no more than £6

each but "trousers only in the bar".

The following day we spent in Seville which is a
fascinating city. The Cathedral is enormous, the
third largest in Europe, and contains amongst
other things, Columbus' tomb. We visited the
lovely flower filled squares and patios of Santa
Cruz and a particularly attractive |6th century

palace called Pilate's House.

Our trip down the river was in two stages as
it's not possible to go down in one tide and,
apart from deteriorating weather, uneventful.
In view of this and as Charlotte was pregnant,

we decided not to venture further into rough
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seas. We eventually hired a car for three days
and turned into tourists. We visited Jerez,
which produces Spain's sherry and best
brandies - and in our case delicious tapa lunch
of squid deep fried and tiny (E.U. illegal) hake.
We also went up into the mountains full of
wonderful wild flowers, visited the beautiful
White Villages of Andalucia, including Medina
Sidonia, the home of the reluctant Commander
of the Armada, and Cadiz, attractive in itself and
a magnificent harbour but marred by the
approach through its industrial outskirts.

However all much to be recommended.

We had heard it rumoured that our French
friends Daniel and Monique who we had last
seen in Lagos, had reached Rota, and after a
final uncomfortable night in Chipiona, which
lived up to its reputation of a heavy surge in a
north westerly, we set off to motor the 16
miles to join them. Rota has a very sheltered
marina built inside the old fishing harbour, only
a quarter full with sparse facilities ashore, but a
very pleasant little town close to an American
Air Force base (so English was spoken!) and
with a very good cheap sherry bar.

As we were due to meet Kate and Pippa
(daughter & grand-daughter) near Malaga in
two weeks' time on 23rd May and hadn't got
through the Straits, we thought we should
move on to Barbate (4] miles). We actually
sailed for part of the trip, passing Cadiz and
keeping well off the disappointingly low Cape
Trafalgar to avoid the shoals. En route we
noticed a lot of active fishing boats which we
realised were after tunny fish so we were

alerted to be prepared for these on entering.

However, since our recce by car, the three mile
long nets had been turned to lie parallel with
the shore instead of at right angles, which
proved to be an unexpected and lonely
challenge. With our hearts in our mouths, we
made the entrance and berthed in a large and
again virtually empty marina, this time on a

long pontoon.

We were glad of our decision to move on as
the wind increased with Tarifa Radio talking of
W 7/8, and the sea confirming this. The town
was about 20 minutes' walk away but we found
a good supermarket, a chandlery and a tapas

restaurant on a lovely beach.

The weather eventually cleared with a
tremendous thunderstorm and after a delay of
three days, we left early in a chilly NW. As we
sailed down towards the Straits, altering course
to E, the wind followed us round and by the
time we got to Tarifa, only seven miles across, it
was W 5-6 and dead astern. We felt very lonely
with high mountains each side and very few
merchant ships even, et alone yachts, but made
good progress with the tide under us, a fully

reefed main and a bit of help from the engine.

We were relieved to see the unmistakable
silhouette of Gibralter appearing round the
headland, found our way through the moles and
berthed in Queensway Marina. This had been
developed together with adjoining houses and
flats by Taylor Woodrow. It was very
convenient for the centre of the town (Safeway
opened at 8), had very good facilities and cost
only £6/night. It was also our first experience

of Mediterranean style berthing. We always



went bow on to the pontaon, using our own
bq_w.zjines,ifomeftjmeé"inco"r:i;orating rubber or
.-____spring.__snuﬁbers, and,picking up an endless

stern lifie ho;iéfullx_ahar\]_d_gd to us by a marina
_ :atgendari-f 1{m£;irﬁ_é”ﬁb);-z We found this gave
___better privacy and’that it was easier to back
out of, rather than into, a confined space. As
there is virtually no tide, we got used to this
system, but there was always an element of
uncertainty. Reaching the shore over the bow
was made easier with the plank.

We stayed an enjoyable week in Gibralter,
partly because the weather hadn't really
settled, but also to see the sights and we
bought new batteries very cheaply. We thought
it was rather a sad place without much to
support the violently pro British population but
in other respects a mixture topographically of
St Peter Port and Hong Kong.

We left early on |9th May for Estepona and
had a very good sail in company with a Carter
30 which we overtook rapidly despite the
alarming down draughts off the Rock.
Estepona was a well established and well
organised marina with an attractive village |5

minutes away.

Now we were on the Costa del Sol we noticed
that all the reasonable anchorages and fishing
harbours had been turned into marinas. We
also found a much bigger and more choppy
swell than we had expected which we gathered
were caused largely by disturbances many miles
away in the Gulfs of Lion and Genoa. They
were frequently coming from a different

direction from the wind, which made windward

work more difficult. Anchorages were few and
far between as the wind and swell tended to

come from the east.

We had only 26 miles to go to Fuengirola and
left on a lovely morning with no wind but true
to form, the wind came on the nose and
increased to Force 5. However assisted by the
remains of a north going current, we made
good time and berthed without any problems.
Shower facilities were pretty basic but
otherwise it was an excellent base to spend a
very pleasant week entertaining Kate and Pippa
- good shops nearby and all the facilities
required by tourists, good beaches although
with varying degrees of cleanliness and a lovely
hinterland which we visited by car. The
mountainous backdrop was the predominant
feature of our cruise along the Costa del Sol
and afforded a pleasant contrast to the coastal
development which varied only in its degree of
lack of taste. For example, along the whole
coast from Fuengirola to Almerimar, the snows

of Sierra Nevada were clearly visible.

After our pleasant break, we set off on the
30th May to continue our journey east. The
wind was initially NV enabling us to set sail
but this died away and we decided to anchor
(Ist time this season) at La Herradura (40
miles). We were in 5 metres and the anchor
was clearly visible on the bottom. No other
boats at all and excellent swimming. Ve saw
dolphins en route. A small tourist village

ashore.

The next day we again left early, it was a bit

cloudy but we made Almerimar (45 miles) in
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good time - we were glad that the forecast
headwind didn't materialise. The marina was
large and soulless with much promised but
unrealised facilities. The hinterland was
unattractive, the countryside being covered by
enormous areas of polythene greenhouses,
growing melons, tomatoes, beans, etc., it being
one of the principal market garden areas of
Spain. It covered an area about the same size
as the Isle of Wight.

As we moved east along the coast, it was
obvious that it was not very popular as a
cruising area, yachts were either waiting for
their owners to join them or making passage,
the main flow in May being easterly towards
what became increasingly referred to as "The
Islands’, namely the Balearics. We now followed
their example in slower time toward
Cartagena, a total of about 130 miles visiting
Aguadulce, a good modern marina, a very
attractive village with a lovely beach but rather
a small harbour - anchoring would be better,
and cheaper, - Garrucha, where we were
careless and got our stern line round our prop
and rudder due to a misunderstanding with the
Harbour Master who was very tolerant about

its brief removal.

Then on to a beautiful anchorage at El Hornillo
in the lee of an island near Aguilas, to Mazarron
with an awkward cross seas entrance and
eventually to Cartagena. The whole coast of
the Costa Blanca was a great deal more
attractive than the Costa del Sol - not only fine
mountains but the coastline was so
undeveloped as to be almost lonely. Cartagena
had a magnificent, very well protected harbour,
with a narrow entrance guarded by forts of

varying antiquity and a brand new cheap marina
with very few boats. An attractive town full of
narrow streets and where we ate on the
pavement, listening to the Spanish equivalent of
a Marine band. Tourists were the exception

rather than the rule.

After a day's shopping and sight-seeing, we left
early for the 45 mile trip to Torrevieja. This
involved rounding Cabo de Palos and we were
duly apprehensive as the wind and seas
increased while we motor-sailed past very high
and inhospitable cliffs barely visible in the
murky conditions. However the wind eventually
veered, the sun came out and after tacking, we
ended up with a lovely close reach into the
well protected harbour. This was really the
first time for a month or so that we came
across what might be described as an active
marina, a lot of boats of various nationalities
getting ready for the season, excellent lay-up
facilities, 40 minutes from Alicante airport and a
marina club with its own swimming pool. The
town itself was totally lacking in charm, having
been rebuilt in Franco's time after an

earthquake, but the shops were good.

Ve were beginning to notice the heat,
particularly in Alicante, which was only a short
distance up the coast. Again a brand new
marina with luxury of luxuries - finger berths!
It had only just opened, was very cheap with an
enormous air-conditioned reception and a
pretty girl at the desk. It was a long hot walk
to the city, easier to use a dinghy (preferably
someone else's) to the steps by the Yacht Club
which appeared to be competing with the

Marina for berth holders - successfully!
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Having booked our flights back to the U.K. we
moved further north to Altea (28 miles)
passing Benidorm, which looked as awful as
we had thought. Altea, only five miles away as
the crow flies, was a lovely little town in a
beautiful setting. The marina was run by the
yacht club which had the inevitable swimming
pool, cheap meals, good showers and, this time,
a launderette. There was also a good boatyard
where we were able to replace one of the
Gibralter batteries which had proved to be
defective but for which we were refunded in
full. Gill earned beers telling new German and
Swiss friends how to work their GPS.'s. We
also visited Calpe. Needless to say, as soon as
we headed west back to Alicante, the wind
swung round as well but we were getting used

to it by then, arriving on 21st June.

It was only when we went ashore that we
realised that the deafening fusillade of
firecrackers midday was of some significance, as
the city was building up to celebrate the
Hogueras festival on Mid summer's day, when
they burn enormous pasteboard figures amidst
noisy rejoicing and sparkling fireworks. In our
case, three days earlier we went ashore to

find Brass bands leading groups representing
each area of the city, dressed in very smart
national costumes, parading through streets
heavily decorated and lined with grandstands
filled with equally enthusiastic spectators
waving to their friends in the processions. We
must have heard about 30 small bands all
playing different tunes at the same time and
only a short distance apart. That night the party
finished at 6 a.m. but they all seemed to

congregate in the main square at noon to start

all over again! _We;w.:'e;rgﬁqugze glad we had to
fly home for argg bqfwwaulgn't have missed it!

We returned after VWimbledon on 8th July and
made our way up to Denia where we planned
to take off for "The Islands'. It was a large
modern marina but without much indication of
where to berth in a strong cross wind. We
found out that an easterly sea breeze normally
blew, increasing to 5/6 during the day, dying
away at night. Denia was the last town to fall
to Franco in the Civil War but it seemed pretty
prosperous judging from the Yacht Club. The
town was busy getting ready for its Fiesta but
we dragged ourselves away for our first night
passage to Ibiza of 55 miles. There was a lot of
lightning to the north and Richard saw some
very odd ships which he thought might have
been an oil rig under tow - too many lights to
identify clearly, so he kept well clear adding
some miles to the course but by then both the
SW wind and the NE slop had died down and
we anchored at 0900 on the 14 July at Porto
Roig a beautiful, well sheltered bay. When we
made our landfall, the cathedral- like Isla Vedra
was silhouetted against the sun, a very definite

bonus.

Our French friends arrived in the afternoon
entirely by chance, and we were invited to join

them for their Bastille Day celebrations.

The following day we had a splendid sail to
Espalmador, again sheltered by sandy islands,
the anchorage itself being a mixture between
East Head and the Glenans. Probably nearly
100 yachts anchored inside the lovely clear

beach. We were reluctant to drag ourselves
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away from such idyllic surroundings but had
friends to meet who lived near San Antonio, so
next day we sailed to Ibiza where we berthed
in Bota Foca Marina which closely resembled
the pits of a Grand Prix meeting. From afar we
thought it was empty because of the lack of
masts, in fact it was full of large noisy motor

boats and it was very expensive.

We took a ferry over to Ibiza town which was
attractive but very crowded so were glad to
return to Porto Roig to relax. En route the
need to close scuttles was brought home to us
by the fact that the wash of a large motor boat
had drenched the forepeak which was Richard's
domain, so we were glad of an excuse to stay

an extra day.

Our next port of call was Cala Longa (17
miles) a deep, narrow anchorage which we
made under sail for a change. Very attractive

and not too crowded.

We left early next day, 2| st July, for Andraitx at
the extreme NW corner of Mallorca. The
wind didn't materialise so we motored all the
way. The entrance wasn't particularly easy to
identify, as there were numerous headlands
with houses and trees - a greater degree of
development than Ibiza but found a berth in
the Club marina, again a swimming pool, etc.
fuel and a good supermarket close -~ in fact an
excellent place for a landfall. Despite the
attraction of the numerous anchorages in the
area, we decided we should move closer to
Palma to get more news of Daniel and
Monique - (on our return we found out they'd

had to abandon their trip because of Monique's

back, - sad). The first cala we tried was overfull
and bumpy. We didn't have a friendly reception
from our potential neighbours so moved 4
miles closer to Palma and anchored at Las
llletas, well protected by a small island from
which we could see the masts of the Tall Ships
race fleet anchored in Palma and thought we'd

come close enough.

Next day we had a good sail close hauled to
Playa del Trench (32 miles), a lovely wide open
beach with the by now familiar white sand and
turquoise sea. At night there were less than 10
boats at anchor. We were close enough to be
able to swim ashore. After another beautiful
beach anchorage at Caragol we motored |6
miles to Porto Petro. The coastline had now
changed from sandy beaches to low cliffs,
intersected by tourist development but

Porto Petro was an exception, rather like a
Spanish Salcombe, smart ashore with a small
marina but plenty of room to anchor
elsewhere and it was close enough to row
ashore when the outboard stopped (last year's
fuel!).

We wanted to visit Porto Colom so motored
there next day in a heavy swell but no wind.
The entrance was narrow, with a large wrecked
ship to starboard - he hadn't paid his bills, so
the fishermen wouldn't help him. The entrance
widened out to give lots of space to anchor,
shallow but good holding ground. The setting
was attractive and the town was remarkably
unspoilt. They even played ludo on the
pavement. The next day was our YWedding
Anniversary which we shared with our

neighbours, a very pleasant retired architect
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Roger and his French wife Francoise. (They
always carried a French courtesy flag!). The
town celebrated for us with fireworks and we
watched the local fleet of gaff riggers racing in

a stiff breeze.

Laundry and provisioning was becoming a
necessity for which we decided that the Alcudia
marina would be ideal (37 miles). We motor
sailed past the more attractive part of the
Mallorca coast. High mountains and little high
rise. YWe anchored overnight in a little bay just
outside Alcudia, one other yacht only and very
peaceful and went into the marina early next
morning. It was obviously very popular as a
base for owners in the U.K. and elsewhere,
quite apart from live-aboards and those like us
on an extended cruise. All facilities are
immediately available, including the longest
beach in Mallorca. It was probably the best
marina we found during the whole of our
cruise but were told afterwards that the

marine engineers are not all that reliable.

After a diversion to Formentor - very
luxurious where we were entertained to a
paella barbecue on a friend's beach - they even
had a pier for their motor boat - we set off
again early for Menorca (30 miles). We had an
uneventful passage and decided to moor in
Cala Degallador just outside Cuidadella.
Fortunately we met up again with Roger and
Francoise, who were able to advise us to
anchor in the middle of the cala, securing the
stern by chain onto the very sharp
honeycombed cliffs on the shore. Fortunately
the weather was kind and next day we went

down by dinghy into Cuidadella which was a

very attractive town though the harbour was
crowded in August. By going in early we
missed the tourists and the heat of the day.
The town was a bit like St Martin in the lle de
Re but a very narrow entrance which we
gathered was difficult to identify on first

acquaintance.

After a night at Cala Algayarens which was
large, a little like a large Channel Island bay,
with red soil and a lot of vegetation on the
sloping shore line and with alternative minor
calas for shelter, we moved on 4th August to
Fornells. Again a narrow entrance into a wide
but shallow harbour, but with plenty of choices
to anchor. A pretty little village with a more
upmarket area about a mile further up with a
sailing club and sailing school. We actually saw
a herd of cattle ashore.

Addaya was our next port of call after a hard
thrash to windward. The entrance was winding
and required care - not to be undertaken at
night - and the marker buoys were by no
means clear. We eventually anchored with only
a foot of water under our keel in a sheltered
bay from which we couldn’t see the sea. There
was a small marina and a convenient
supermarket up the hill close to a time share

complex. A favourite anchorage.

After spending a night in transit at Isla Colom,
we motored (wind on nose) to Mahon. A
magnificent harbour with many British
historical connections and pretty crowded. We
went on the town quay, which was sociable, in
fact too noisy at night. Next time we'll go on

the pontoons opposite the town or else
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anchor in Cala Teulara which is just inside the
harbour on the north side. We anchored here
the following day in preparation for our 173

mile trip to Sardinia.

We were unable to persuade Roger and
Francoise to accompany us and left at 6.30 a.m.
on |0th August. We had a lovely 5 hour close
reach but had to motor sail the rest of the way
- better on a night passage as a steady and not
intermittent noise for the watch below. We
saw a whale blowing, dolphins, a turtfe which
looked dead, and during the night, shooting
stars, a bit of lightning to the north and a fair
number of ships. We had our landfall at Cabo
Caccia, a very impressive headland and
anchored inside at Cala del Bollo at 1600. It
was very hot but the sea felt cold at 24C!

Next day we went over to Alghero which was
very full but found a berth on the town quay.
We took what we thought was a good
opportunity to fuel from a tanker on the quay
(see below!), used the convenient supermarket,
took on water (for which we had to pay) and
walked round the attractive town, staying two
days. It was pretty busy and hot.

This time we had used our Fortress anchor as
a stern anchor for the first time but got out
without any problems and were just going out
of the harbour when the engine stopped. We
decided to sail off on a beam reach under a
hurriedly unrolled headsail back over to the
bay where we knew there was a hotel and
therefore hopefully a phone. We anchored
under sail, changed the main filter, bled the

engine but to no avail.

Richard went ashore, found the hotel
receptionist was English, who contacted a
freelance engineer who turned up late, but at
least arrived the same day. He diagnosed
"Agua" and after two hours' attention the
engine finally ran steadily and has done so
since (Touch Wood!). We were glad to count
our blessing even if it cost £150! Our spare
can on the stern was found to contain 5
gallons of water. Obviously what we had
bought in Alghero was the contents of the
bottom of the tank. We were told to buy all
our fuel at the Porto Conte marina which we
did the following day. Porto Conte Bay is in
fact quite idyllic. Steep mountains round a five
mile deep horseshoe bay with a | 1/2mile
entrance with aqua-blue water and numerous

anchorages.

With some trepidation we set off south along
the west Sardinian coast on the |5th August.
This is the cheap side, no marinas but
reasonable anchorages and an impressive coast
line. We arrived at Carloforte on |8th August
on Isla San Pietro at the SW corner of Sardinia
and berthed on the town quay using our stern
anchor. We rigged this on 4m of chain attached
to a spinlock tape running on a drum on the
pushpit. It was a delightful town, attractive
buildings but full of self-catering tourists (like
us, only land bound!). An excellent restaurant
ashore but fuelling was a lengthy process as
there were only 2 pumps serving the whole
island and an hour long queue. We had two
identical neighbours in Halberg Rassy 31's, one
a Swedish couple, the other Germans, Uwe and
Ingrid, with whom we sailed in company for the

rest of the cruise. They started by helping us
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when our stern anchor dragged in a cross wind

- it had got caught on some plastic.

After a very calm morning we left for Porto
Teulada (43 miles), the forecast was S backing E
and increasing 5 and was correct in every
respect. We had a very bumpy ride arriving
-virtually in the dark. Our German friends had
arrived earlier, having remembered what we
had forgotten, mainly that it pays to tack in
the direction to which the wind is shifting.
It was a pleasant sheltered harbour but a bit
basic ashore. Late the following evening there
“was a heavy thunderstorm and we had to re
i anchor, being unlucky with the weed which
g didn't hold us but we had a good night's sleep
' after that%%

Next day we moved--Sn‘@c%%Cagtiari bay to a

ied problems
g correct visitors'
as such. Shore
the

k. ing day we went

an courtesy flags. The
wgis.vis_iting - there
Mercedes on the quay!

t interesting.

e mistral had died down
age of the SW 4 till 2300

n Tunisia (109 miles). We
and had accumulated
and it seemed a better
vhich we were told had

urs and unhelpful fishermen (and a

with the odd ship and a heavy dew. We
periodically dried out the cockpit cushions on
the cockpit sole which was warmed by the
engine! Land fall at 0700, mountainous
backdrop, outer breakwater (like Cherbourg -
Bizerte had been the base of the French fleet)
and berthed on a long pontoon which was well
protected. Bureaucracy was a thriving industry
and we had lots of forms to fill in for visiting
officials with dirty shoes, as well as being
pestered by small boys trying to sell us

expensive flowers.

All bars ashore were non-alcoholic, it being a
Muslim coun‘try, (but we enjoyed their cool
lemonade in the heat), and no ham or pork.
Timekeeping was difficult to start with, as their
clocks are | hour behind Central European
time and Friday was their Sabbath. The old
town and kasbah were very interesting, clearly
non-European but in no way threatening. The
older women wore shawls to cover most of
their faces, incongruously held in place by their
teeth, and the older men long "night-shirts"
with little round hats. The mullahs kept pretty
busy in the mosques with loud speakers calling
the faithful to prayer from 0430 onwards.

We had to stay longer than we had intended
because of strong wind and left rather later
than we would have liked for Sidi Bou Said
(42 miles). There was a heavy swell but little
wind. The entrance was badly silted up - our
German friends ran aground going in. It was
pretty busy, as being very close to Tunis and
Carthage, but we tucked in together between
two large motor boats. We had a very good

meal ashore,
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The following day we went by taxi to the
village which was much smarter than Bizerte,
lots of tourist shops but very attractive with
lovely tropical flowers. There was plenty of
opportunity for cultural activities with Roman
and Carthaginian remains. Carthage is now the
smart suburb of Tunis containing the heavily
guarded Presidential Palace and the Iraqi
Embassy.

Our next stop was Pantelleria (80 NM) as we
had decided that we hadn't time to divert to
Kelibia which was a fishing port only. Uwe and
Ingrid left at 0400 and arrived just before
nightfall. We decided to delay our departure
until 1600. Not a good idea, as the weather
had not in fact cleared as we had hoped (we'd
had a tremendous thunderstorm the night
before).

Crossing the bay of Tunis, we ran into heavy
seas, one of which twisted the Autohelm
bracket so we had to drop the main sail and
hand steer - fortunately we were going
downwind but the seas were big. Rounding
Cap Bon at 2330, it was unwise to look astern!
We realised that at our speed of 61/2knots, we
would reach Pantelleria before daylight, so
reduced sail yet further, eventually approaching
the island under bare poles with engine

ticking over in a heavy breaking swell - like
entering Chichester Harbour but a longer

drawn out process.

The problem was compounded by uncertainty
about the entrance which bore no resemblance
to the Pilot Book. We found out later that half

the breakwater had collapsed. Just as we had

decided to carry on to Malta, we noticed a big
yacht emerging which gave us the clue and we
were very relieved to berth alongside our
German friends, who had just woken up.
Moonstone's behaviour, as always, had given us
great confidence. A friendly American laid our
stern anchor later in the day. It was whisky for
breakfast! The island itself was attractive and
at last we saw green fields again. The shore
facilities were non-existent but we were just

glad of a good night's sleep.

Our course for Malta (123 miles) was about
I20M and we were a little concerned that the
Italian forecast was SE 6. In fact the sea had
gone right down and there was only a gentle
NE wind and the Malta forecast (50 miles
offshore) SE 4 backing E. To Ingrid's relief, as
she likes to be in company - and subsequently
our own for the same reason - we decided to
leave. In fact the wind never went above NE
3/4 and we had a very uneventful trip, arriving
at Lazaretto Creek in Malta at 0900 on 3rd
September. Very impressive entrance but there
were lengthy Customs formalities to follow. By
the time we had berthed in Lazaretto creek we
were hot, tired and a bit disappointed with the
shore facilities - stern anchor again. We were
however glad to have arrived, particularly as
the weather deteriorated during the next few
days with strong winds and thunderstorms. It
was definitely the right decision to have left
Pantelleria when we did.

Malta itself was scruffy but cheap. There was a
tremendous sense of history and the facilities
for laying up were very good indeed. The

Maltese were very friendly and helpful, perhaps
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even laid back. To date we have not yet had
the bill for lifting out, berthing and our flight

home!
Our overall impressions of our trip.

We were very surprised how rough the seas
could get and indeed how much wind there
was, usually on the nose. Obviously the
weather was much warmer, even if it was wet
and in fact the rain usually came in
thunderstorms. Our opening ports were very
useful and we always used the cockpit cover
in harbour or under way if there was no wind.
Otherwise buckets of water in the cockpit.

. We never wore trousers. Richard was

‘eventually converted to bare feet when
working the boat, largely for better grip, except
in:‘r_eally rough weather when footholds could
be Q:npredictable. and his feet survived
unscathed.

We found our 40 gallon water tank could last
a week with washing up and economical daily
showers. The shower, either hot or cold,

was invaluaﬁle. The sea was marvellous for
swimming and almost invariably crystal clear.
Although we may have been lucky, we never
felt threatened from crowds, there was noisy
exuberance but 'a_ complete lack of the yobbish
behaviour which is sadly so prevalent in the
UK. We also enjoﬁ;d the relative lack of other
boats. We find even driving a motor boat in

Emsworth Channel a frightening experience

with all the traf

on our return. We are very much looking
forward to next season in the lonian which we
gather is even better. But having recently
returned from an overnight stay in France,
there is no doubt at all that real French cuisine

far surpasses any alternative!
TOTAL MILEAGE: 1,947 NM.

MOONSTONE is a Victoria 34 sloop built at
Stone Pier Yard in 1991, designed by Chuck
Paine and identical to the Victoria 34's built
to replace the Service Contessa 32's.

She has a Yanmar 27 3 cylinder engine. Her
sail plan consists of a fully battened mainsail
fitted with lazy jacks and a Reckman foresail
furling gear on which can be set a No. | Genoa
or a working jib. She also has an inner forestay,
set up by a Highfield lever system, for a storm
jib and a cruising chute, all sails made by
Jeremy White.

Her accommodation consists of a double berth
foreward, two saloon berths (one of which
can be enlarged) and a large quarter berth,
with full headroom throughout.We have a
Raytheon 10X Radar, one Magellan 5000 GPS
and a Magellan Meridian GPS, an Autohelm
4000 fitted to the tiller and a spare Autohelm
2000. We also have a Navico VHF and an ICS
Navtex. We have a Tinker Traveller dinghy
which doubles as a life raft and a small

AXI dinghy.

Contributed by
Gill and Richard Burley
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Company News

What A Good Start To
1997...

We are delighted to tell
you that we have had
a tremendously successful
start to the year.

By the last Saturday of
London International
Boat Show we could confirm
the sale of 10 yachts, with
a value in the region of
51,500,000 assuring a
full bulld schedule
for 1997.

The last day of the show
saw the team manning the
stand offering delivery dates
for 1998.

The Current Order Book....

Including the yachts
currently in build, the
Company has 21 yachts to
construct. This order book
has a value of approximately
£2.5 Million and gives
our existing employees 14
months work.

Investment In The
ﬁod“d. ane

has certainly helped
contribute to this recent
SuCcess.

o, thirteern ... ...,



Victorla Repair & Refit....

We will continue to offer repairs and
refits - the same craftsmen who build
new Victorla Yachts will continue to
repair, refit and maintain existing craft.
Because of our commitment to quality,
as an owner you can be certain that the
same care and attention to detalil is
lavished on repairing your existing
yacht as building a new one.

Victoria Brokerage....

The Victoria Repair & Refit operation
offers owners competitively priced
repairs, refurbishment and retrofitting
to all Victoria bulit craft - from major
Insurance repairs to careful filling and
matching of minor bumps and
scratches, we guarantee a professional
job at a sensible price.

For the last 12 months we have been
quietly selling owners yachts - this will
continue and the service will be
developed further during the coming
year.

Victoria Yachts constantly receives large
numbers of enquiries from potential
yacht buyers as a result of our
extensive sales promotions. Using our
knowledge and experience we can

Victoria Insurance....

offer Victoria Owners the “ultimate
brokerage alternative” by sending
details of your boat to our extensive
and constantly expanding list of
prospective owners. We genuinely
care - giving our time and expertise to
selling existing yachts helps us keep In
touch with our owners and to some
extent control second-hand values
(which Is obviously in all our interests).

Like you we know that owning a yacht
represents a major capital investment
and a commitment to running costs.
Unlike other big investments, such as
property, a yacht moves through two
unpredictable elements - water and
wind, as a result it has greater potential

to damage.

The Victoria Insurance policy is the
latest and most extensive development
from GJW Direct.

Victoria Advice, Fittings
& Spares....

Victoria First has chosen GJW Direct to
handle the Victoria Owners insurance
scheme because of thelr considerable
experience with marine policies. A
brochure Is enclosed for your interest.

When your Insurance Is due for
renewal try them - we're sure you
wlll find then extremely competitive.

We are delighted to have become a UK
MoD Spares Contractor and as such we
are currently Improving our spares and
service department which Is dedicated
to providing you with an efficient
service,

Please take advantage of
this service at anytime.



‘“‘""4 1o salled to Lymington in
May 1996, teni out of ten for effort. This
the et trlp; o Suisday,

The forecast gale arrived in the early
hours of Sunday morning and all those
moored at Town Quay awoke from their
slumbers to check mooring lines, Many
boats were unoccupied and a frantic half
hour was spent clambering over
deserted boats to make all secure.

A smaller boat moored alongside was in
danger of surging over my topsides, so
she had to be secured with some
fenders (thankfully I carry six) and his
lines doubled up, Immediately to my
stern was a new Legend, with a
horizontal anchor mounting which
threatened to act as a claw and remove
my pushpit. This craft had been left
unattended and without shorelines. 1
carry two lines which are long enough

to g0 ashore over the four intervening
boats. A merry dance was had by all.

The next moming dawned with winds
gusting up to 50 knots. A boat left to go
to the West but returned in less than one
hour, reporting that the wind gauge had
jammed at 49 knots! The mid-morning
forecast was not optimistic and the
prospect of a full day in Lymington
becamec a reality.

However by early afternoon the winds
seemed to be abating and I made the
decision to leave, As we drew alongside
the ferry terminal however it became
clear the the South Westerly gale was
still raging and the winds gusting over
45 knots. Idecided to rig the storm jib.
Turning into the Royal Lymington Club's
pontoons my son ably executed a bow
mooring by throwing a large bight over
a cleat, The boat weather cocked and 1
then threw a further line ashore and
winched the boat alongside the
pontoon. The applause from the
watching members enjoying an after
lunch coffeec was deafening!

The inner forestay was rigged, together
with the storm fib (the first time I had
used this sail) and we prepared to leave.

My son casually cast off the bow line
and 1 prepared to ease the stern line. As
the boat swung rapidly off the pontoon |
realised to my horror that I had failed to
double up the stern line. With as much
aplomb as I could muster I let go 10
metres of prime warp over the stern
hoping that the members would not
notice. This proves to me that I am not
as good as I thought I was!

Directly we cleared the estuary the sight
of a totally deserted Solent was uncanny.
We turned down wind and flew off to
the East. The VHF was alive with calls to
the Coastguard who was clearly very
cautious in recommending sailing in
these conditions. I could have put him
right as the trusty 34 tracked beautifully
down wind in waves up to 3 metres all
the way to Calshot. The rest of the
journey to Ocean Village was
accomplished with two reefs in the main
and, thankfully, the berthing gave no
problems, A very enjoyable but
momentous weekend.

1 would like my warp back however!

Contributed by Mowbray Whiffin and
Samphire
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Selling

VICTORIA BROKERAGE

We constantly receive large numbers of enquiries from potential boat
buyers as a result of our extensive new and used boat promotion. Using
our knowledge and experience we can offer clients the ultimate brokerage
alternative by sending details of your boat to our extensive and constantly
expanding list of prospective owners.

Buying

We have an ever changing list of quality boats . If we do not have the
right boat for you, we will search for it. Having associations with
reputable brokers all over the world, we have access to literally thousands
of craft. We genuinely care - giving our time and expertise to find what
you are looking for.

\i{

Victoria Brokerage keeps in constant touch with both sellers and
purchasers keeping both regularly informed about developments.

For further information please contact.&&.. -

Victoria first, FREEPOST, Southampton, SO3 {48
Fax:- (01489) 885340 PR

VICTORIA first ACCESS LINE (01489) 885400 .

TORIA BROKERAGE

VI
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Simple
Fibreglass
- Repairs

(Made Complicated)

Our boats all suffer from minor scratches, scuffs & dings that are really very easy to repair. Early
treatment is advisable, both from the cosmetic viewpoint and to prevent water getting into the
laminate.

MATERIALS

Gelcoat - colour matched

Catalyst (Butanox M50)

Filler or filler powder

Dry sandpaper - 240 grit

Wet & dry sandpaper - 320, 600, 800, 1000 & 200 grade
Acetone

Sand back damaged area toV out hole

Clean thoroughly with acetone to remove all loose material, grease and polish.
If necessary fill to within 0.5mm of undamaged area with filler or thickened gel
Fair off area of repair to nominal 0.5mm below undamaged area

Paint on gelcoat, usually 2 coats slightly proud of undamaged area

Fair back using dry sandpaper on small sanding block

Sand out visible scratches using 320 grit Wet & Dry (used wet)

Repeat using 600, 800, 1000 & 1200 grade Wet & Dry (used wet)

Polish back with boat polish or T cut.

Stand back and admire your handiwork.

Most Victorias & Shadows were moulded using Scott Bader Gelcoats, the most common
colours being:

White - (Super White 337)
Off White - (Off White 3969)
Manilla - ("Contrast non-slip gelcoat” - Manilla 3972)

These should be obtained pre-accelerated (PA) and pre-waxed with 10% of 10% wax in styrene
solution. Catalyst should be added at a ratio of 1.5% v/v.This should cure in about 40 minutes at
20 degrees C, slower at lower temperatures, indefinite below about 12 degrees. Excess catalyst

will cause discolouration as will the use of incorrect types of catalyst.

Bob
Hathaway
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SAD NEWS

Many of you will have heard of Doreen and
John Thomson, because Doreen very kindly
helped me out with the typing for the

Any damage to the underlying laminate should be rectified before repairing the gelcoat, it is the
nature of GRP that any cracking, however minor, in the laminate cannot be patched over by a
more brittle gelcoat.

John's only surviving relative and he clearly
treasures a model that John had made of
Chantal. We asked where the name 'Chantal’

her hands. So it was sad to receive a Christmas
Card from John saying she had deteriorated
again and was now in a Nursing Home .

magazine. They have attended some South
Coast events so may have been known
personally to some of you. In the middle of
last year john decided that he would have to
sell his Frances 26 - Chantal because Doreen
had been taken ill, going into a coma for
severial days, which could not be diagnosed,
but her condition was such that he thought it
unlikely that he would get much more sailing,
I was very pleased to hear from them some
weeks later, when Doreen asked if there was
any more typing she could help me with. She
was out of hospital and much better and she
thought the typing would be good exercise for

suffering from Altzimer's disease ( I may have
spelt that incorrectly) But even sadder was a
letter [ received in February from a stranger,
saying he was John's nephew and he had
found my address on John's Christmas list, and
he was sorry to tell me that John had died
after a very rapid cancer of the bowel illness.
[ went to the funeral on the Association's
behalf, and a very nice gesture was the
attendance of the new owner and a crew
member of Chantal.

It was a small funeral, and we learnt a lot
about John and Doreen there. The nephew is

Si%TEA

came from, and the surprising answer was that
it was a French News reader’s name, that John
had rather fancied.

Sadly Doreen was not at the funeral and
although she has been told has not really
comprehended it. 1 knew them as a cheerful,
happy intelligent couple and when something
like this happens it makes you very aware of
how lucky most of us are, and how we should
treasure all our good health days. 1 shall
personally miss them both.

Olive Hathaway



Well it may surprise you to know that we have
changed our minds AGAIN, and are now going
to head south to Trinidad and Venezuela for the
hurricane season. Hurricanes don’t usually get
that far south. We really left it too late to take
the route up to the States that we wanted to, ie
via the Bahamas and have time to enjoy it. It
would have meant : w 1 \0re long sea passages
and all you see at sea * the sea. We weren’t
really prepared either and would [ Jve had to
invest in a lot of new charts. So ' : big
decision is to do as we previously planned

go south, then come back here in December for
the next Caribbean season, but this time work
north and aim to be in the Bahamas by
February 1997.That way we will have time to
enjoy it all at a leisurely pace and perhaps get

as far north as Maine.

Now, what have we been up to since we wrote last.
We left Barbados after 10 days of hectic socialising
with other Atlantic crossers. In fact we were driven
out by the noise of the beach discos which were s
loud they shook our cabin table. They played every
night from | Ipm till 4 or 5am. After the Atlantic
crossing euphoria had worn off it berame 2 little
tedious so one evening we set sai, .or the nisht
crossing of 90 miles to the lovely island of Bequia.

Here we were reunited with boats we hadn’t seen
since the Canaries. Admiralty Bay, Bequia is a lovely
unspoilt place, crowded with yachts but still
unspoilt. Discos are banned after | |pm, and jet skis
are banned totally. The water is so clear you can
see the bottom at night by moonlight. The customs
and immigration folk were helpful and friendly in
their open office right on the beach front. The
snorkelling was spectacular - beautiful gardens of
coral and masses of amazingly colourful fish. Our
favourites were the box shaped cow fish with their
square shape, little horns and spotty bodies. In true
Caribbean style we danced to a real steel band
under the coconut palms in the moonlight, dined on
Callaloo soup and tuna stew, and ate rotis at the
Green Boley restaurant on the beach.

We also walked over to Friendship Bay to visit the
last remaining whaler in the Caribbean. He is 75
years old and is licensed to hunt whales from
January to April each year, and to catch three a year.
He hasn’t actually bagged one for three years and
the last one nearly killed him, dragging him and the
boat under. If he hadn't dived and cut the harpoon
rope he and his crew would have perished. He was
home when we called and showed us around his
little one room museum. If he catches a whale it
belongs to the whole community who descend like
vultures and strip the carcass clean. He makes no

crew e

money from it it is his ""2 rather than his work. He
. ith a hand
harpoon! His prey is migrating humpbacks - not
small!

His friend had done an oil painting of the whale
episode and it had pride of place in the museum
with the caption “He done cut de rope”!

goes out in an open sail boat and hun

All too soon it was time to head North as step-
father Phil was flying out from N.Z. to join us for a
few weeks. We left Bequia mid morning, and had
barely crossed the bay when we smelt burning oil!
A quick check showed a stream of oil running from
under the engine. Quick about turn and anchor
down again. We decided it had to be gear box oil as
it was so clean and therefore emptied the cockpit
lockers and crawled behind the engine to
investigate. It turned out to be a burst oilcan
stowed in one of the aft lockers, thank goodness!
By the time we had cleaned up the mess it was too
late in the day to depart so we left at dawn the
next day for a brisk sail across the channel to St
Vincent, up the length of StVincent in alternate flat
calms and squalls, and then hugged the north coast
of StVincent to set a course for Vieux Fort on the
South East corner of St Lucia. The pilot books said
you couldn’t sail there from StVincent but as that
was where Phil was landing we decided to try.

After thrashing through a violent tide race on the
north tip of StVincent, then beating into the wind
for 3 hours we had covered |5 miles over the
ground. Alas, due to wind and current we were
only one mile closer to Vieux Fort. The pilot book
was right!. We eased the sails and headed for the
west coast of St Lucia and on to Marigot Bay, which
was the nearest place where we could clear
customs. Yes, you have to clear customs in and out
of every island. Only the French islands are relaxed
about it, the rest are very strict, and woe betide
anyone who doesn’t follow the regulations.

We arrived in Marigot Bay at dusk and it was pitch
dark by the time we were anchored. We dined to
the sound of thousands of crickets and looked
forward to the morning so we could see our
surroundings. Marigot Bay is quite beautiful. It is a
long narrow indent in the cliffs, which opens out
into a lagoon surrounded by mangroves. The outer
part of the inlet is surrounded with lush vegetation
and swaying palm trees - picturesque and very well
sheltered. No rolling at all for a change and little
wind. This was a welcome relief as it had blown
hard all the time we were in Barbados and similarly
in Bequia. VWe had got so used to it we didn't
realise how hard it was blowing until we were
somewhere where it wasn't!

Alan fetched Phil from the airport and after a
couple of days we motored up to the north of the
island to Rodney Bay where some friends were
staying for a fortnight. They had rented an



apartment overloc” 1 the lagoon in Rodney Bay so we were able,
once we had located them, to take Jack in and anchor almost on
their doorstep. We spent a fortnight here, going out for day trips,
either ashore or on the boat out to Pigeon Islan-  ljoined to the
mainland by a causeway.

All too soon their holiday was at an end and it was t.  to do
some real sailing with Phil. Before leaving St Lucia we decided to
sail to the southe '~ end again and spend a night anch. d between
the Pitons. The Pitons are two granite peaks which rise from the
sea to 750m and 798m. The water is very deep righ* > .« he

sh we tied to a mooring buoy conveniently 1id by the
nearby hotel (since gone bust!) and enjoyed the grand
surroundings. It is a quite spectacular place to moor and the
snorkelling was good “ight under the boat. We also found a good
daytime anchorage with excellent snorkelling just south of Marigot
bay - Anse de Cochon so spent a few days playing.

The next island we visited was French - Martinique - a short 20
mile sail away. Ve had a lovely lively sail up there on a blue sky
blustery day. Saw several pods of pilot whales - -d trailed a lure to
no avail hoping for a dorado. We've not caught any fish since we
arrived in these islands. We made our landfall on Martinique at the
south east corner in a place called Cul de Sac du Marin. This
proved to be a dirty and uninspiring place full of charter boats so
after the obligatory checking in with customs we headed back out
of the Cul de Sac to the picturesque village of Sainte-Anne with its
stretches of golden sandy beach. A few days passed quickly with
swimming, snorkeling, visits to the town and a great pizza meal
ashore for a treat.

From here we sailed past Diamond Rock which rises 176 metres
out of the sea just off shore. The British commandeered this rock
in the Napoleonic wars and hauled guns to the top of the rock to
defend it against the French. The French finally wore them down
by floating barrels of rum down to the rock - the inebriated
English could then no longer defend their acquisition. Then a few
years ago three foolhardy yachtsmen, after an evening on the rum,
decided to claim the rock back for the British and landed in dead
of night, climbed to the top and flew a very large and conspicuous
white ensign. The French were not happy as the next day marked
the arrival of the French Navy Training Squadron. The Squadron
was diverted around the north of the island so they couldn’t see
the rock, and after much consternation, deployment of grappling
hooks and such a police helicopter swooped in and removed the
flag! The diplomats had fun settling everyone down again! Ve
were tempted to repeat the exercise in protest of the nuclear
testing in the Pacific, but didn’t have a big enough flag on board or
the energy to scramble up the rock!

After that snippet of history we moved on to Anse d'Arlet, another
delightful bay with spotlessly clear water. We anchored in 8 metres
depth and could clearly see a large moray eel in his hidey hole on
the bottom!

Ve had a fun time watching in horror as the German boat next to
us suddenly started motoring at full speed around his anchor, with
the cable at full stretch. He hit two boats, narrowly avoided us and
eventually settled back on his anchor again. Unable to contain our
curiosity and not wanting to be in the firing line again, Alan rowed
over to see if they had a problem. Apparently they were pulling
their anchor up and put the engine in ahead to help take in some

chain, when the engine locked in full speed ahead. They were so
busy fending off boats and panicking they didn’t think to stop the
engine until they had done several circuits. They were on a charter
boat so planned to cal ' e arter compa - . abandon the boat
there at anchor. Alan felt obliged to point out to them that they
were flying their German flag upside down. “Mein Got!” they
exclaimed “We'll never be able to show our faces in Germany
again!”. A few hours later they and their boat had departed and life
settled back to normal.

Next stop, Anse Mitan where we had trouble anchoring for the
first time. After four attempts we finally got the anchor to bite. On
with snorkels and into the water to investigate. The bottom was
covered in broken branch coral from the aftermath of last years
hurricanes. It was like trying to anchor on a bed of brandy snaps.
The anchor just rc  2d along the bottom. We finally succeeded by
letting out about |Q times the depth in chain and motoring back
very slowly.

From here we
nipped across .
Fort de France
next day to clear
out again as we
planned to leave
this island after a
stop at Saint
Pierre. At Fort de
France they have excluded yachts from anchoring in the most
sheltered area so it can be used as a ferry lane. All day and half the
night, ferries roar in and out at full speed. Poor old Jack didn't
know which way to roll first. Needless to say we only stayed long
enough to clear customs then popped back to Anse Mitan for the
night. Eventually got settled after another four attempts to get the
anchor to hold. We should have tried a different anchor but were
too lazy to dig one out of the depths of the locker. Once through
the branch coral the CQR anchor held really well, it was just
setting it that took time and patience.

Saint Pierre was our next stop, and the most enjoyable and
interesting stop on Martinique. This is an open roadsted anchorage
with little shelter from the swell so we anchored bow and stern to
keep pointing into the swell and stop the rolling. Saint Pierre is
overlooked by Mt Pelee (1350m) and at the turn of the century
was the Paris of the Caribbean. Then disaster struck and Mt Pelee
erupted and wiped out the town and all inhabitants bar one, a
prisoner in the local jail. Everyone was killed by toxic gases and
ash clouds, there was no lava flow. We looked around the little
museum which was beautifully kept and toyed with the idea of a
ride out in the submarine to look at the wrecks on the bottom.
The bay was full of ships at the time of the eruption and most
were sunk immediately. Prudence won the day, the charge for a
ride out in the submarine was £50 per head.We used our
imaginations instead! We enjoyed our day here, the town was
quaint, the people friendly and the bay was mercifully free from the
hoards of boats we had been sharing anchorages with.

As our 24 hours was up (you have 24 hours to leave an island after
clearing out) we headed off the next day to Dominica. Dominica
was British, and like all the British islands is now independent and
very poor. In fact Dominica's economy has just been severly hit by
Tesco’s decision to get their bananas from Panama in future.Very
sad. Dominica is mountainous and lush, covered in tropical rain



forest - ristopher Columbus discovered this island on a Sunday
in 1493, hence the name. The island was originally peopled by
Carib Indians who defended their island successfully against both
French and British for some while but the Brits eventually took
control in 1805. It was not until 1903 though that the Brits and
the Caribs finally made an agreement which gave the Caribs 1800
hectares of land in the North of the island. They still live there in
what is known as the Carib Reservation. They are the last
remaining representatives of a race which used to people most of
the Caribbean islands.

We fell in love with Dominica despite the horrendous stories
about aggressive boat boys and thefts from boats. We found the
boat boys polite, helpful, informative and very proud of their island.
We headed straight for Prince Rupert Bay in the north, avoiding
the capital Rousseau and arriving after dark. We were met off the
headland by Martin who introduced himself and welcomed us to
his island. He told us where to anchor and arranged to come back
the next day.We used him as our guide and helper for the duration
of our stay. He took us on an early morning row in his heavy
wooden boat up the Indian River, which is narrow, winding and
lined with mangroves with massive buttress roots.We saw lots of
birds, including some delightful fledgling herons with big fluffy
bodies and bright yellow legs, red crabs scuttling around in the
roots, and colourful kingfishers. We wanted to see the famous
Sisserou parrot but Martin said that as it was Sunday they were all
at church! In fact they are getting quite rare now so you are lucky
to spot one anywhere except on the national flag.

Martin also took us to Cabrits Fort on Price Rupert .u " where
we saw a very large blue/green lizard. He was the size of a small
daschund. Martin knew all the birds, trees and fruits and the herbal
remedy for every ailment much to Dr Phil's amusement. He further
amused Phil by calling him Dad or Poppa all the time. He then
introduced me to his friends as his mother!

Provisions were fairly scarce in the town but we managed to get a
few essentials plus some fruit from the excellent Saturday morning
market - the cheapest fruit and veg in the Caribbean.

My least fond memory of Prince Rupert Bay was getting a full
dunking from the dinghy. Alan and | rowed ashore to collect some
water. The bow of the dinghy was on the sand. | stepped out of the
stern and into a hole about 7 feet deep. | went completely upside
down and was rolled in the surf. Came up soaked, covered in sand
and somewhat bewildered as to what had happened. | had just
showered, washed my hair and treated myself to clean clothes. A
stupid thing to do before going ashore obviously. It was my second
soaking of the day. Earlier on a trip ashore for a walk along the
beach | got swamped by an unexpected wave which filled the
dinghy from the stern as we arrived at the beach - not my day!
We borrowed the hose from a nearby villa and tried to hose the
sand out from my clothes. Not totally successful. On arrival back at
the boat | still had knickers full of sand.

A word about hurricane damage. The foreshore of Prince Rupert
Bay is littered with ships. These small coasters were anchored in
the bay being repaired from Hurrican Hugo when last year's
hurricanes hit - three in three weeks. The coasters are now in
peoples’ front gardens again and there is little sand left on the
beach. The tourist hotels are now just providing accommodation
for students at the medical school (an offshoot of a Florida school).

It's bad enough being hit by hurricanes, but losing your tourist
resorts as well is a bitter blow. Tesco’s may be putting the last nails
in the coffin. There just isn't the money in the island to remove the
ships from t' " :h and restore the damage. It's very sad because
it is such a beautiful island. We were saddened indeed.

As we wanted to get to Antigua in time for Phil and Alan to watch
the New Zealanders play the West Indies at cricket we had to
leave and continue on north. We had a delightful sail north to the
small cluster of islands called the Saintes. They are French, part of
Guadeloupe and therefore somewhat wealthier with prices to
match! The anchorages are however, very pretty and the
snorkelling excellent so we spent a few days lazing around before
heading over to Guadeloupe. Guadeloupe is really two islands split
by the river Salee. This river is navigable and provides an
alternative route north to Antigua. We decided to take this route
for something different, and different it was!

First we had to clear customs as the police in the Saintes were not
interested in formalities. We arrived late on Friday afternoon and
anchored some way from the marina off a small island at the
entrance to the harbour. Ve figured it was too late for customs so
Alan and | went ashore leaving Phil minding the boat. We found to
our dismay that customs didn’t open again till Monday morning and
we had wanted to transit the river that day. As the bridges only
open once a day, at 5am to let boats through we were going to
lose a day. Then we saw the customs launch arrive back at the
pontoon with the spoils of what looked like a party - empty wine
bottles were the giveaway. We told them what our problem was
and they opened the office (guilty consciences about partying when
they vere supposed to be on duty?) and cleared us on the spot.
We had no ships papers or passports with us but that didn’t seem
to bother them at 1. We came away with the necessary piece of
paper and everyone was D'

Saturday evening we headed up river to the bridge. The buoys
were the opposite way round to the charts we had and we
couldn’t find the channel so we bottom scraped up to the
anchorage - a good start! The anchorage was smelly and midge
infested but quiet. Up at 4:30am, anchor up - yuk - gluey mud, and
we prepared to follow a couple of boats through the bridge which
opened dead on time. The boat in front of us got caught in the
current and slammed against the side of the bridge with an awful
crunch so we held back and then went through at full speed.
Came through uns__‘hed nd found ourselves surrounded by
mangroves next to an istet smothered with white egrets. it was
still very dark so
we followed the
boats in front for
a short while till
they stopped and
dropped anchor.
We decided to
continue alone
and pickec our
way through the
mangroves, more
or less guessing where the route was as there were no markers.
We went firmly aground once and had to take the dinghy out to
find the channel. Eventually we emerged from the mangroves with
the help of a local boat who pointed out the channel.



Where next! We picked up the channel markers through the
binoculars.We were in what looked like a huge open bay but was
in fact a huge coral reef with a narrow channel out to the sea. We
followed the channel markers and eventually came to the edge of
the reef where the rollers were breaking on the fringing reef.
Between the last pair of buoys and we were out in open sea. It
was now 8:30am so we decided to head straight across to Antigua.

We arrived early afternoon after a fast sail close on the wind, really
enjoyable with not too big a swell. As we approached the entrance
to the famous English Harbour we came across the beautiful new
classic yacht Adela, all 130 odd feet of gleaming paint and varnish
and polished brass. Alas she was hard and fast aground on the reef
at the entrance to the harbour. Every dinghy and outboard in the
harbour was there to help push her off, all valiantly nudging her
side like a row of piglets at feeding time. The crew were lined up
on the main boom which was swung out to help heel her over to
get her off. There at the helm, covered in embarassment was the
equally famous (or infamous) Dennis Connor. She came off the reef
with no damage except to someone’s pride. We heard later that a
local boat had puttered by and called out to Dennis “Have you
thought of putting her in reverse and coming off the way you went
™ Sometimes the simplest solutions work the best.

It was Classic Week in Antigua, followed by Race Week. We'd never
seen so many beautiful big yachts before. Sixty foot yachts we had
admired as enormous were dwarfed by Adela, Alehandra and many
more 100+ footers.We were tempted to ask one of them for a
free haul out in their dinghy davits for a scrub! We are usually one
of the smallest boats in the anchorage so were used to being
dwarfed but this was something else. There were at least 20 of
these magnificant craft.

We squeezed into a vacant spot under the cliffs in Falmouth
Harbour, English Harbour was packed to the gunnels. Our
anchorage was right in the path of the nightly feeding frenzy of the
local pelicans so we were treated to a wonderful display of diving
at sundown every day. |t was magical, sitting in the cockpit with a
rum punch and watching the birds as the sun fell behind the
headland - wow!

‘| and Alan had their day at the cricket - it was a draw
luckily rather than a sad defeat of the New Zealanders
who did well to pull back after a not so good start. We
waved goodbye to Phil in Antigua and he winged his way
back to New Zealand. It was odd without our third hand
aboard.

Classic Week was closel "llowed by Race VWeek which
was not without its tragedy. In one of the early races a
lady was killed by a mainsheet when a boat gybed in
strong winds. A few days later Creightons Naturally, an old
Whitbread boat sailed straight through the aft quarter of
Donnybrook, a beautiful modern kevlar racing machine. No-one
was hurt thankfully, but Donnybrook is reputed to be a write-off.
There was a lot of concern but no action over the speed at which
dinghies were being driven around the anchorages. The dinghies
belonging to these mega yachts were rigid inflatables with high
powered outboard engines and they roared through the anchored
yachts day and night mai g it dangerous to swim off your boat,
and for us with a saggy old  >berflubber with a 2 hp outboard,

dangerou . to go ashore.There was one appeal over the radio but
no-one took any i ":e.

After Race Week was over boats left in droves till there were only

a few of us in the Harbour. We said a sad goodbye to Big Al and
Rhoda on New Chance, they were still heading north and we
wanted to go south. We hope we will meet them again next
winter. They have been great cruising companions.

With the departure of the mega-yachts, peace at last in the
anchorage, though it had been fun. We spent a week or two
socialising with some new friends on a yacht called R-Priority,
exploring the town of St John's a local bus ride away, and doing
some much needed maintenance. We also deliberated long and
hard about our battery capacity and charging methods. Our solar
panels and wind generator are not keeping pace with the fridge
consumption now that it is really hot. The water temperature ;
degrees! We also needed some shade in the cockpit as we were
getting fried every time we sailed between islands, and the hard
cockpit seats could do with some cushions....... We borrowed
catalogues from our Canadian friends and sent off faxes in search
of information. Then we had to wait for replies. Ve finally decided
to hold everything in abeyance till we got to Trinidad where
everything is reputed to be so cheap yachties go broke saving
money on new equipment!

We left R-Priority and headed south. This time we sailed the west
coast of Guadeloupe. Our first stop was Deshaies, a lovely cove
on the North west coast of the island. Crystal clear water again
so we scrubbed the accumulated weed off ack’s bottom - hours in
the water with mask and snorkel. We had cleaned half a forest off
in Falmouth Harbour just before we left there but were getting
stung by nasties in the water. We also rescued a runaway
catamaran!

Alan was enjoying a well earned rest in the cockpit after a morning
scrubbing, and heard claps and cheers from the adjacent charter
boats. A large 45ft catamaran was dragging its anchor through the
fleet at some speed with no-one aboard. We took some spare
anchor rope, leapt in the dinghy and gave chase,We caught the
monster and Alan let out all the chain he had available. Then we
realised the owner had put a
trip line on his anchor but
not thrown the end attached
to the buoy overboard. The
trip line had pulled the
anchor out. We threw the
trip line overboard and the
cat stopped thank goodness.
By this time a couple of
other people had come to
help, but the beast was secure. We waited in case and soon saw
the owners (charterers) heading out in their dinghy at full speed.
They were very grateful and came over to us later in the day with
a bottle of Marie Galante rum and two T-shirts. This was the
second French boat we have rescued. The French do not enjoy a
goad reputation for anchoring in these waters. They always seem
to anchor right on top of you and never seem to put out enough
scope. If a French boat anchors in front of us we watch him very
carefully and have been known to up anchor and move if we don't
think they are securely attached to the bottom.



The other highlight of our stay in Deshaies was the wonderful
ocolate croissants from the bakery at the head of the town
dock!

From Deshaies we headed south along the Guadeloupe coast to
the Jacque Cousteau Maritime Park at Pigeon Island. This is
supposed to be the best snorkelling in the worid so we stopped
for lunch.We picked up one of the free buoys close to the island
cliff (about 50ft close) and as there was no-one around decided
skinny dipping was the order of the day - no swimsuits to dry. We
were minding our own business enjoying the cool clear water and
underwater spectacle when around the corner came a glass
bottomed tourist boat filled to the gunnels with day trippers.
Paradise never lasts long - we snuck out of the water, donned
some clothes and moved on.

We arrived back at the Saintes at dusk and anchored off the Isle a
Cabrit, uninhabited and only two other boats.We spent a delightful
couple of days here, for o * of which we had the anchorage and
the island entirely to ours . We were woken in the morning by
the cry “Boulangerie” and loo d out to find the bread boat
alongside. Hot fresh croissants delivered to your door, (hatch).

Time was marching on and with hurricanes uppermost in our
minds we reluctantly moved on and enjoyed a wonderful sail down
to Dominica. We were close on the wind with a strong breeze and
suprisingly little swell and just stormed along. We don’t remember
going so fast since we loaded Jack down with cruising gear. We
topped 8 knots on the log at one point! It was great sailing all the
way to Prince Rupert and we even managed to tack into the bay.
Usually you hit wind shadows as soon as you get in the lee of the
islands.

QOur friend Martin was nowhere to be seen so we agreed to deal
with Edison. He took Alan off to clear customs which involves
several miles in the dinghy as the Customs office is at the banana
dock halfway across the bay and the Immigration office is in the
town - several miles between them. There were a few American
boats in the anchorage and they had arranged a taxi tour of the
island next day. Edison asked us to join them to make up the
numbers so we agreed and he said he would pick us all up in his
boat at 8:45am.We rose early and were at the vegetable market at
7am where we purchased lettuce, tomatoes, grapefruit,
christophenes, cucumbers, cabbages, carrots, limes, bananas, onions
and potatoes, all for about £5. Back to the boat to wait for Edison.
At 9:45am there was still no sign of him and Mad Max was waiting
ashore with his taxi. We didn’t want to leave our dinghies all day at
the town dock as they are exposed to theft and advertise the fact
that your yacht has no-one on board, Eventually Bebe off one the
American boats hailed another boatboy Christian who reluctantly
and erratically ferried us all ashore. He'd been on the ganga again!
Mad Max had to organise a second taxi because Edison had
organised too many of us for one so after half an hour's Dominican
chaos we were off.

We had a fascinating day. Mad Max was also very knowledgable
and kept stopping and picking spices and fruit for us to try. We
collected fresh nutmeg, cinnamon bark, bay leaves, passion fruit,
coconut, grapefruit and several kinds of bananas. We visited the
Carib reserve and walked through the tropical forest to the
Emerald Pool where a waterfall cascades into a sundappled pool
which reflects the green of the tropical bush. YWe swam in the pool

and showered under the waterfall. Quite idyllic. He then took us
to the Layou river, a beautiful, tranquil lazy river. with hot springs
gushing down the mountainside and frangipani blossoms floating
down on the current. We loved this island on the way north and
loved it even more on this return trip.

Early next morning we were woken by a lady calling for help on a
loud hai'  She wanted someone to help anchor her boat as her
husband was ill. Alan and Mike from Yonita went to the rescue. It
transpired that her husband had had a kidney stone attack when
they were anchored off Guadeloupe’s capital city the previous
night, and she hadn't been able to raise anyone who spoke English
to help. S-- ~ouldn't take the boat into the marina on her own so
had motored overnight to Dominica where she hoped to find help.
We toc ' im some of the painkillers that we had on board for just
such an emergency, but by then the pain had subsided and the
stones had passed. They invited us for drinks that evening along
with another couple we had first met when rescuing the cat in
Deshaies. Never a dull moment.

With the everp. - threat of the hurricane season fast
approaching we moved on next day. We cleared the anchorage at
6:30am and sailed down the coast of Dominica and across the
strait to Martinique. We had planned to stop in Saint Pierre but
after an exceptionally fast sail, plenty of daylight left and a big swell
running into the bay we continued on to Anse Mitan to do battle
with the brandysnap bottom again. This time with lots and lots of
chain out we managed to grab the bottom in one go and were
firmly anchored for the night with time for an evening swim before
dark. It was too late to cle=r customs so next mornine we
dinghied ashore and caught the local ferry across the harbour to
Fort de France to clear in. It rained cats and dogs. We managed to
find some of our favourite £2 a bottle French bubbly in a very
(typically) dirty supermarket and returned on the ferry to Anse
Mitan. That evening we shared sundowners with an amusing couple
from Las Vegas who had shared our taxi on the Dominican tour.
They were heading back to Antigua to leave their boat and go
home for a speli. They had been cruising for 7 months, prior to
which they had never set foot on a boat. They sold her bus... __
(she was a paving contractor) and all her bulldozers, he had given
up his job, they bought the boat, moved on board, had one sailing
lesson, left Fort Lauderdale and sailed across the Gulf Stream to
the Bahamas. They were in the Bahamas two weeks from the date
of signing the deal on the boat.

We thought we were inexperienced

Lot -1/

Early next morning we left Anse Mitan after going ashore for bread
and croissants. Lovely sailing, sunny, good winds and St Lucia in our.
sights. We know St Lucia - that's Pigeon island at the entrance to
Rodney Bay in the distance. After several hours of idyllic sailing we
look at each other. Why isn't St Lucia getting any closer. We know
there is a strong current but this is riduculous. Out with the GPS
and the chart. A quick fix and some plotting. That wasn't Pigeon
Island but the Pitons we had been blithely heading for. We came
hard onto the wind but eventually had to give in and motor for

| 7miles into a 25knot wind, 2metre swell and |.5knot current to
get back to Pigeon Island. We arrived in the dark instead of mid
afternoon as planned. We toasted our stupidity with a rum punch



and went to bed. Fancy nearly sailing straight past
an island you can see!

We spent 10 days in St Lucia renewing old
aquaintances and making new friends and turning
Jack into a real Caribbean cruiser. We had decided
that since they predicted 1500 boats in Trinidad,
getting a bimini made th 1 to cover our cockpit
may take a while, so we got a = ~te from the
Sunsail loft in Rodney Bay and commissioned the
work. Ins, the gentleman who agreed to do the
work for us was off sick for a week but promised
to make our bimini on his return the following
week, Wednesday/Thursday. His two day job
eventually started on Friday after much cajoling
from us and was finished on Sunday.We did the
drilling and fitting, he did the pipe bending and
sewing. Jack now has a rigid canvas covered awning
over the cockpit. We can leave this up while we are
sailing and it keeps the dreaded sun off us.

While we were waiting for Ins to do his thing a
friend told us where we could buy cheap foam
rubber and sunbrella fabric so Jack now has fitted
cockpit cushions. A bit over the top you might
think, but it is like having a patio extension on a
house. We have so much more comfortable living
space and it doesn't look too hideous. We
pursuaded Ins to sell us some extra fabric and can
now zip side curtains on to the bimini to keep the
rain out. It rains a lot in the summer here and is
too hot to sit below decks with all the windows
shut! We can now lounge in luxury.

Not forgetting that Jack is really a sail boat we put
to sea again intending to sail directly to Bequia. We
left about an hour too late, had a great sail down
the coast of St Lucia and out into the straits
between St Lucia and St Vincent. About half way
across we got hit by a tropical wave - 35 knot
winds, pouring rain, big confused seas - and we'd
just had a bimini built to keep the sun off! The
bimini stood up to the weather better than we did.
We got cold and had to put oilskin jackets on for
the first time for ages. We beat into this rubbish
for about three hours, then decided to make for
one of the anchorages on St Vincent rather than
push on for Bequia.

We had had bad reports about St Vincent similar to
Dominica in fact - aggressive boat boys, thefts etc.
We reluctantly put into Wallilabou bay as it was the
only place where we could clear customs on this
coast. Ve were met at the entrance to the bay by
a boat boy and girl. The first boat girl we have
come across. She was quite a character. Their boat
was called Papie Taxi. He was Papie and she was
Corinne. She immediately dubbed Alan “Jack

Junior™.

Customs was due to close in ten minutes so we
sped into the bay in Papie Taxi's wake, and they
quickly hitched us to a buoy with a long line ashore
to a bollard in the seawall and whisked Alan ashore
to do the paperwork. Several other boatboys
appeared alongside. All were polite, no arguments
50 we bought bananas from one, avocados from
another, gave another a Tshirt in exchange for some
root ginger and everyone was happy.

Apparently the local authorities, unhappy with
yachts boycotting the island, had got all the local
boatboys together, registered them, and taught
them how to treat visiting yachts. With 80%
unemployment on these islands the trade from
yachts is valuable. We found this anchorage so
charming we stayed three days. The moorings were
laid by the local restaurant and were free. The
manager figured that yachts would pay the boat
boys a little for helping them to tie up and then
patronise the restaurant so he wasn't going to
charge for the moorings. This was such a refreshing
outlook. This guy also provided a hosepipe long
enough to reach the boats on his moorings so
water was available at a small charge, free if you
collected it in jerry cans as we do.

We wandered up the valley surrounded by the
beautiful tropical jungle in full summer bloom till we
came to the local waterfall. This is only a small
cascade but with a pool built up at the base. There
were several locals clearing the weeds and
undergrowth and generally keeping it tidy and clean,
There was no rubbish to be seen. Another little
paradise! The bay itself is very pretty with the lush
greenery reflecting in the water and making it a
lovely emerald green.We were sorry to have to
leave but we wanted to get closer to a hurricane
hole and had a tentative rendevous with R-Priority
in the Tobago Cays.

We departed in the early morning after a boatboy
had delivered fresh bread and kindly untied our
shore line (for a fee of course). After a lovely three
hour sail we were back in Bequia where this
account started from. Full circle.We've had a great
few days here in the company of people we met in
St Lucia. They have moved on, we are awaiting a
mail parcel from New Zealand. If it doesn’t arrive
tomorrow we will head off to the Tobago Cays
without it. The last month has been great revisiting
places we had been to before for the first time
since leaving France, but we are looking forward to
new territory again and the Tobago Cays, Trinidad
and Venezuela sound so exciting.

We never tire of new places and new faces, oid
friends and new friends.We hope you have enjoyed
this story as much as we enjoyed the doing.
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