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EDITORIAL WINTER 2001

Wateriines Issue 20 — a milestone? Certainly for Julia and myself it marks the end of an activity which we
have enjoyed undertaking. Regrettably, the lateness of this issue evidences one of the reasons for our
giving up. We simply do not have the time. Itis not just Waterlines which has suffered as a result — we
have found it equally difficuit to support other non-work activities.

We are delighted that Chris Hulland has agreed to take over the role of editor from us. As you will know,
Chris has been a regular contributor to Waterlines over the years and we wish him well. | hope that we
leave Waterlines in at least as good shape as we found it, though you, the readers, will have your own
views on that. He will need your support, in just the same way as we have sought it.

As a measure of the support we have had, | offer some broad statistics. Let us assume that the Victoria
Shadow Association has approximately 100 members. In the seven issues we have edited, about 18 per
cent of the membership have provided one or more articles, long or short, some many more! Another 4
per cent have been kind enough to contact us with comments and thanks for our efforts. This is much
appreciated. That leaves the silent majority (nearly 4 out of 5 of you) from whom we hear nothing at all.

| was told a long time ago now that the more you put into something, the more you get out of it. 1 can't
say that | have always felt that this was true, but | think it is the case more often than not. Waterlines is
produced by the members of the Association, for the members. The editor’s job is quite difficult enough

(it takes up several evenings) as it is. Without good support from members, the job becomes ever more
challenging.

As | said to start with, Julia and | have enjoyed what we have done, but we believe that just a little more
input from members could lead to an even better and more relevant newsletter. Why not have a New
Year resolution to write a short piece?

Chris Wood

Who's who in the
Contents Victoria Shadow Association

Joint chairmen:
Editorial 1 Ted Moss 0117 950 7530
David Probert 0118 984 5381

Victoria Yachts 2

Hon Treasurer:
Obituary 3 John Cade 01707 323619
Rally reports 4 Hon Secretary:

Olive Hathaway 01489 878768
On the water 6
Athene in the ljselmeer 10 Waterlines editor (new!) :
Of eating and exercise 12 Chris Hulland,
' 1 Broad Lane, Lymington SO41 3QN

“You white thing, | crazy for you” 13

Tel: 01590679908
Email: Chris.Hulland@btinternet.com
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VICTORIA YACHTS

news from the yard

Since David wrote his last report for Waterfines in April 2001, a lot has happened here at Stone Pier Yard.
Regrettably, David decided that following the completion of John Cade’s new boat (read John's report on
page 6 — Ed.) he would close down the build and repair facility known as Victoria Yacht Services. There
were implications that impacted on the viability of the business, which he considered made continuation in
yacht building no longer viable. These included the changes in the boat building industry with the
development of foreign mass produced sailing boats, predominantly from Sweden, France, Germany and
Poland, and the strong pound, which effectively decreased the relative cost of imported goods. David
therefore closed the business on 26 June 2001.

By the beginning of September, a new company had been formed by Martin and Leigh French from
Rampart Yacht Services in Southampton. This new company, to be known as Victoria Yacht Services
(Warsash) Limited, took on the unfinished work from Victoria Yacht Services Ltd, together with the
workforce that had been made redundant.

The first action taken by the new company was to move across the yard into larger premises. With Jon
Gale as General Manager, the new company has remained busy through the autumn with a major refit on
a Sadler 34, a ‘paint job with a few joinery repairs’ which evolves into a considerable repair contract on a
Fairey Huntsman and various small jobs up and down the Hamble River.

One unexpected job after a night of storms early in September was the result of a phone call from the
owner of a Jaguar 21 that was reported sunk at the mouth of the Hamble, having parted her mooring
during the night.

Following the call, we immediately attended the vessel, which was stranded approximately half way
between the high and low water mark, alongside the Warsash Sailing Club jetty. She was holed
amidships on the starboard side from contact with the steel jetty girders. The hole extended fore and aft
approximately one metre and from the coachroof window, which had been destroyed completely, down
through the deck and topsides to within 300 mm of the waterline (that's about one foot — Ed.).

The mast had collapsed over the vessel and had broken in two. The mainsail was still bent onto the
boom and the headsail was furled on the forestay, which had bent almost double. Various items of loose

equipment were floating in the cabin, though some had escaped through the hole in the deck and
topsides.

We attempted to plug the hole in the topsides by rivetting plywood sheets over the damage.
Unfortunately the rising tide flooded through the hole faster than the petrol-driven salvage pump could
remove it. The decision was therefore made to salvage as much loose equipment as possible before the
tide covered the boat. Mooring lines had been attached to the jetty and the mast had been lashed in
place. We left the vessel to be covered by the rising tide.

We returned in the late afternoon with an additional saivage pump, a generator set and emergency
lighting. As the tide fell, the lighting and pumps were rigged. The vessel was pumped almost dry as the
tide fell. She had settled further into the soft mud, in a very pronounced bow-down attitude and listed
heavily to starboard. We were unable to gain access to the lower part of the hull damage, which was
below the level of the mud. We rigged lifting gear through the forehatch and beneath the damaged
starboard side deck to lift the bow and roll her into a more upright position. This done, we were able to
access the damaged and patch the area with plywood and silicone sealant. The remains of the mast and
rigging were cleared away and the vessel made ready for the short tow to our yard.
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She eventually floated at about midnight however as she had made herself a hole in the mud, we were
unable to tow her into deep water for another hour. Having towed her to the yard, she was lifted ashore
onto her road trailer and left until morning. We are pleased to report another job carried out to the
satisfaction of our customer.

We are now entering the winter lay-up period, traditionally bust to start with then becoming quiet up to the
mad ‘get my boat finished and launched by Easter’ period. May | suggest that anyone in the Hampshire,
Dorset or Sussex area who requires work on his or her boat contacts us for a competitive quotation? We
are always willing to quote for work and as we know how the boats were put together originally, often turn
out to be the most economical for repairs. We have a moderately large shed and should be pleased to
have your boat inside for winter work.

We are very grateful for all the support we have had from Victoria owners and for their business over the
past year. Obviously we are willing and happy to take on work at any time and will do our best to ensure
that your boat is returned in excellent condition and at the time you want it.

As mentioned in the last issue, we still have a brand new genoa for a Frances 26. It was ordered by a
customer who discovered that he had got the dimensions wrong for his boat. Remodelling was not an
option owing to the cut of the sail. | am sure that an advantageous price could be negotiated for anybody
interested. The sail has never been out of its bag — please ring me if you would like further details.

We are aiso happy to source any items that may be difficult to find for your boat and also to supply bits

and pieces for maintenance whenever possible. Please do not hesitate to contact us for advice as we are
always happy to assist Victoria owners.

Jown qale

Obituary — Gideon Gass

| was very sorry to learn from his family that Gideon Gass has died. He was a founder member
of the Association and made regular trips to the Southampton Boat Show and to the yard at
Warsash. He was the only overseas member to have attended an Annual General Meeting. He
was the most complete example of a perfect gentleman and, with that soft Swiss accent to his
spoken English, a delight to be with.

Olive Hathaway
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RALLY REPORTS

Report on East Coast Rally held on 9 Jume 2000

The Wet Dock at Ipswich is now well worth a visit with two marinas and access through a lock which
operates 24 hours at any state of the tide. However, the weather was pretty awful, with a lot of rain and

bitterly cold.

The following boats attended:

Maria Frances
Sophie

Chantal

Charlotte Quinlan

By car

Frances 26 John Sadler & crew
Frances 26 Gordon Harold & crew
Frances 26 Derek Smith & son
Fisher 25 Ben & Kate Ridge

Olive Hathaway
Ray & Margaret Appleton

We gathered at the ‘Lord Nelson’ P.H. where we occupied a table at one end of the restaurant, which was
as far away from the noise at the bar as we could get. With a free choice from the menu as notified in
advance, a good time was had by all. Our very grateful thanks to Olive for faultless organisation, which
merited a great deal more than the much lower than usual turnout.

Ben Ridge

East Coast Social
South Coast Social
South Coast Rally
Long Rally

East Coast Rally
South Coast Rally

Thames Rally

Olive advises that, subject to booking venues and eating places, dates for the 2002 season are;

Please put these dates in your diaries and calendars now!

Dates for jour diary

24 February at Pat & Percy Ashton’s house, Brightlingsea
10 March at Sarisbury Green Community Centre

18 May probably at Gunwharf, Portsmouth

22 June at St Vaast

6 July at Shotley

21 September at Lymington

to be confirmed later
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The 2001 Guernsey Rally

We had high hopes for this trip. Sunday July 15, when we set off in Albertine, happened to be my
70"birthday. However we had had an excellent party the previous day, by chartering the Thames Barge
‘Kitty' from Port Solent, and about 40 friends and family alternately imbibed and were drenched as we
sailed around the Solent in a slow and stately fashion. I'd never realised before what sailing for trade 100
years ago was like.

So we started in relaxed mood, with a slight hangover, with the intention of reaching Calstock on the
Tamar, where my son Tony now lives, before going on to Guernsey. All was tranquil until we reached
Weymouth, although we were warned away from our intended stay in Lulworth Cove by the Range Patrol,
which seems to have extended its influence westward since our last visit. The gale warnings started the
next day, and we ended up stuck in Weymouth for two days in miserable rain and squalls. Tony came
over by train to join us and we set off on the Thursday for Alderney, which turned out to be a very
uncomfortable passage with lots of swell left over from the previous days. No sign of the harbour wall
prohibition and mini-marina we have been threatened with for the last few years. Friday was a very fast
run to Guernsey, arriving after lunch.

We then heard from the UK that two of the four intended participants had cancelled due to the weather.
Also our hydraulic-autopilot had now completely failed, and we became immersed in oil, draining the
system, plus several other messy equipment failures. On Saturday my own memory obviously failed,
and | forgot that Tigger's crew was coming by ferry. We posted a lookout for them on the harbour wall
and by 1830, seeing no Tigger, cancelled the by now reduced hotel dinner booking and went out to buy a
Chinese takeaway in case they arrived later. At about 1900 Sam telephoned from the hotel to say they
had arrived and where were we?!

So, something of a non-rally, compounded by the bad weather and my bad memory. This is the third
year that we have been gale-bound either in or on the way to Guernsey. A consideration when we decide
destinations for next year!

On a lighter note, we named Albertine by the connection with Victoria’s husband, plus a favourite rose.
However to the French , Albertine has much more significance as Proust’s mistress — she lived with him
for 15 years, but eventually exasperated, she walked out one night and vanished, after which he wrote his
famous work ‘Albertine disparut’ — so | was told by a French academic while tying up in St. Vaast.
However, | see in this weekend’s papers that a historical work on the life of Albertine has just been
published — in English — it's booked for a Christmas present for the ship’s library.

BOrrie Marson
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ON THE WATER

John Cade concludes his reports on his new boat "Caderza”

As you may remember from my earlier articles in
Wateriines, the boat is a Morris 34, designed by
Chuck Paine for Morris Yachts of Maine. The
LOA is 33ft 6ins, the LWL 261t 2ins and the half
load displacement 11,400 lbs. She is therefore
a little smaller than a Victoria 34. In order to
associate the boat closely with the Victoria yard
she will be known as a Victoria 33.

My previous report was written in early
February. At that time David Bartholomew, the
owner of the Victoria companies, was confident
that my new boat would be completed by the
end of March, the contract date. Unfortunately,
this was not to be. Progress slowed alarmingly
and with the yacht just about complete the build
company, Victoria Yacht Services, ceased
trading in late June. | felt very sorry for Jon Gale
and the hands: so much enthusiasm and loving
care had gone into the construction during the
early days, and now the climax to the project
was taking place under a cloud.

With the possibility of the arrival of a receiver, |
was anxious to move my valuable property to
my mooring at Swanwick at the earliest
opportunity, despite the fact that a number of
areas were unfinished. That first trip out of the
dock and up-river under engine was quite a
revelation. She appeared to be more
manoeuvrable under power than my V34 and
the Nanni diesel was silky smooth. | had noted
many months earlier that great care was being
taken over the engine and stern tube installiation:
the alignment appeared to have been achieved
to perfection!

Once safely tied-up at Swanwick, | was able to
relax for the first time for many months. Jon
Gale and Pete Walters, a long-time Victoria
hand whose forte is high-class cabinetry, joined
us for celebrations. Jon, a former Camper man,
insisted that the stem was well doused in
champagne.

Ben Green of Shore Sails had had the mainsail
and furling genoa ready for several months.
These were bent on the next day. The main
fitted perfectly: in the light breeze coming from

just forward of the beam it filled without a crease
in sight. The genoa needed shortening in the
luff, due to the fact that the link between the
stemhead and the furling drum inserted to make
anchor work easier, was a few inches longer
than expected. When shortened, this sail, too,
was perfect.

| had already alerted Tec-Sew and now that the
main was bent on they visited to measure for the
sail cover and spray hood. The sail cover was
delivered within a few days and at the same time
the hood frame was brought to the boat for my
approval. | had opted for a low hood which |
could just see over when standing at the wheel,
The frame was fine, and the finished hood was
ready about a week later.

We were now ready for sea trials. Due to the
earlier delays, it was also the start of our family
three week cruise, In the circumstances we
decided to spend a few days sailing in local
waters and then head for the Channel Islands
and Brittany if everything seemed to be working
satisfactorily. A dockside check on the
navigation lights revealed a problem - no life in
the masthead tricolour. A trip up the mast with a
spare bulb showed that the trouble was more
fundamental. in fact, it was remarkably similar
to a problem | had experienced with my V34
where 3 core domestic cable had been used to
power a combined steaming light/deck light
fantern. Dick Walters, my electronics adviser,
soon worked out the likely cause of the problem
and by switching two wires in the junction box all
was well.

At long last we were ready to sail. The tidal
stream dictated that we should head down the
East Solent. In the light westerly we appeared
to be making very good speed on a broad reach
vis-a-vis other yachts going in the same
direction. The most noticeable feature was the
light and lively helm. | certainly had to
concentrate harder than on my previous boat.
Lunchtime and the proximity of Stokes Bay
provided an opportunity to try out the ground
tackle. Initially | had specified a Delta anchor on
the strength of its test results, but found it
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impossible to design a compact stemhead fitting
to house it. Regretfully, | changed back to the
faithful CQR, which stows neatly. A Lofrans
"Royal" horizontal windlass and 35 metres of
chain spliced to 40 metres of multi-plait nylon
completes the tackle. My crew prefers the new
windlass to the Simpson Lawrence "Hyspeed"
which we had on our previous boat, and the
Lofrans is half the price!

The afternoon was spent linearising and
calibrating the fluxgate compass and wind
instrument, With the compass set up, we could
try the autopilot, an Autohelm 6000+ mounted
under the cockpit sole. We were in for a
surprise. Engaging "auto" the helm went hard to
starboard and we nearly rammed an adjacent
vessel in the Sunday evening "Hamble
Scramble’. Chastened, we deferred further tests
until we were in open water. The problem was

soon solved after consulting the supplier by
switching two wires to the course computer.
The connections are dependent on whether the
ram pushes or pulls the steering arm on the
rudder stock to change course in a given
direction. Obvious, really.

Another day was spent messing around in the
Solent and we then considered the boat and
crew ready to go further afield. By this time a
high pressure area had moved up from the
Azores and we were to experience consistently
fresh to strong westerlies over the next week.
The first real passage was a close reach o
Alderney. We had already discovered that it
pays to reef Cadenza early. She is well
canvassed, carrying about the same amount of
sail as the V34 on slightly smaller huli
dimensions, offset by 4 inches greater draught
and external lead ballast. Whereas we used to
shorten sail when on the wind in our
V34 in about 20 knots apparent, in the
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Marine Trimmers & Upholsterers

Manufacturers of
quality covers and
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motor boats.

Sprayhoods
Cockpit Canopies
Sun Awnings, Boomients.

Lettered Dodgers
Winter covers
Quality interior and
exterior upholstery
Motorboat
cockpit enclosures
Tonneaus
Flying bridge covers
cte.

Please visit our web site:

T E C\SE\X/ 322503'4 Camden Street,

Hampshire.
Marine Trimmers & Upholsterers PO12 3LU
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“Superb werkmanship
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M34 we start at 17 or 18 knots. One
fairly significant difference between the
two rigs is the balance between fore
triangle and mainsail. Our main is
larger ("E" 12'6" cf 11'8") and fore
triangle smaller ("J" 133" cf13'11").
As with the V34, it appears to be best to
reduce the main substantially before
shortening the genoa.

A few days later, on a passage from St.
Helier to St. Quay Portrieux, we were
hard on the wind initially to skirt around
the NW Minkies. In 20 to 25 knots
apparent we very definitely required a
second reef in the main and reduced
genca. Assessing the performance of
the boat in these conditions, two points
came to mind. Firstly, was it such a
good idea to have three lines of reefs in
the main rather than two? Our first reef
of three seemed to make very little
difference on the occasions we had
used it. Latterly we had gone straight to
the second when we needed to shorten
sail, and at present it would have been
more comfortable with even less main
up. Perhaps | should have specified
just two reefs in the main. One factor
that led me to three reefs was the single
line reefing mechanism built into the
boom - the length of the boom limits the
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amount by which the luff can be reduced. With
today's high aspect rigs, this results in being
able to pull down the second of three reefs but
not the second of just two, assuming that the
final reef reduces the Iuff to approximately 60%
of its full length. Most such booms have twin
mechanisms. Therefore, if one uses the facility
for only the first reef, one mechanism is unused.
A further disadvantage of our three reefs, the
first two of which are single line, is the amount of
line in the cockpit to be dealt with as soon as a
reef is taken in.

The second point that occurred to me as we
thrashed to windward was that the boat was not
going as well as | thought it should. The furling
genoa was not reefing neatly, and | felt that this
was a large part of the problem. The reasons
were to become apparent - more on that anon.

The next day the Meteo was forecasting 5/6
occasionally 7 from the north west, the direction
in which we wished to go to reach the Granit
Rose coast. With our recent disappointing
windward performance, the prospect was
not appealing. We stayed put. The
weather was exactly the same the next

day. Lucky that there are some nice walks
along the coast! The next day brought
some slight relief, so we decided to leave
as soon as the stream turned westward.
We tied-in the by now customary two reefs
and left. In the channel between the yacht
harbour &nd the off-lying island the seas
were very steep due to the wind against
tide. Peri:aps we should have left at slack
water raii:ar than waiting for the favourable
stream. /e could make no progress

under er:yine at our normait cruising revs of
2,500 ar:d | did not want to go any higher
for a pro‘onged period as the engine was
still quite new with barely 20 hours on the
meter. We considered turning downwind
and round the south of the island into
deeper water, but that would have
lengthened the passage considerably.

The forecast for the morrow was better, so
we decided to return to harbour.

The next day was indeed better. As time
was running short we decided to start
homewards rather than continue
westwards along the coast. Guernsey also
offered a better angle on the wind and in

the W 4/5 we made a very fast passage. As
expected, Victoria Marina was virtually empty.
Looking down from the dockside on the dozen or
so occupants it was hard to imagine the wall to
wall rafts one experiences in high season.

Next day the conditions were much the same,
the wind a little stronger if anything. We
departed in good time for a passage to Braye via
the race. The conditions in the Little Russel
came as a surprise - 1 have never seen it so
bumpy. We got quite wet in the cockpit, a very
unusual experience in a Victoria. Clear of the
island and creaming along in the spring flood |
realised that we would arrive at the race well
before slack water. | usually go through on the
tail of the flood without concern, but on this
occasion |1 was mindful of the conditions we had
met in the Little Russel. As we were in no hurry,
we hardened-up for Longy Bay on the south
coast of the island and enjoyed a leisurely tea at
anchor. An hour and a half or so later, we
motored round to Braye at slack water.

FREE ADVICE ON...
SAIL SET, RIG TUNING
AND REPAIRS.

For the highest quality custom
designed sails tailored to
your personal requirements

Contact Ben Green at
SHORE SAILMAKERS

Moody’s Marina, Swanwick, Southampton 5031 7ZL.

Tel 01489 589450 Fax 01489 885917
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The forecast for the next day was for more
westerlies reaching F7 by the afternoon. We
departed at first light soon after 0700 in a
pleasant F4/5 and occasional sunshine. The
merchantmen in the east going lane were
conveniently spaced and posed no problems.
As we approached the west going lane an hour
later my mind turned to the Bluebell incident of a
few years ago. The first three or four ships
passed harmlessly by. The next two both
looked like potential problems. The nearest
altered course to go astern of us when it was still
a good mile away.. The other, a relatively small
coaster, resolutely stood on. We hove-to while it
passed. We were too far away to see if the
bridge was manned but we did observe that its
radar scanner was stationary.

Safely through the shipping lanes our course
was blocked by a frigate which announced that it
was about to start gunnery practice, and to listen
to channel ? for instructions. Unfortunately we
did not catch the channel number and could not
raise them on 16. 1 have been a bit wary of
warships ever since a missile came rather too
close for comfort some years ago. | was
relieved when the frigate moved off to the west.
No gunfire was heard.

By now the wind was up to 30 knots and my
daughter and son-in-law were vying to see who
could record the highest speed as Cadenza
surfed down the waves. James was the winner,
with 9.3 knots. | had long ago given up the
thought of entering the Solent via the Needles
Channel. The North Channel was an obvious
alternative, but | had never seen it in similar
conditions. An early night in the shelter of
Studiand Bay won the vote.

A downwind sail back to Swanwick the next day
concluded our maiden cruise. The performance
of the furling genoa remained a bit of a worry. |
had managed to improve the shape mid-way

through the cruise when | realised that the
halyard was woefully slack, presumably due to
the new sail and/or new halyard stretching. But
it was still disappointing. | wondered if | had
made a good choice in selecting Schaeffer
furling gear. This appeared to be better
engineered than its competitors, but the design
lacks the mechanism which delays the roll at the
head and the foot of the sail. On discussing the
matter with Ben Green on my return he pointed
out that the standing rigging had stretched
considerably during the 600 miles of our cruise.
This was only to be expected, he said, and when
adjusted | should see a marked improvement in
the shape of the genoa, At the time of this articie
going to press | have not taken up the siack.

In retrospect, a working jib would have been the
ideal foresail for the conditions experienced
during most of the cruise. Ben is working on the
design of a jib cum staysail which will be hanked
on to the inner forestay. It will have an area of
about 150 sq, ft. and will be sheeted inside the
shrouds when on the wind. Ben reckons this will
be a useful sail for winds of F5 upwards. | am
hopeful that this will fill the gap in my wardrobe.

In summary, the boat came up to my
expectations. In most respects the performance
was very similar to my V34. She seemed to be
a little tender on the wind but | think this might
have been due to the way we were using the
genoa, as already mentioned. The fact that she
did not appear tender when reaching perhaps
bears this out. | am confident that when | have
more experience with the boat the performance
will be even better.

_John Cade
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ATHENE IN THE IJSELMEER

Friends Gill and Basil Heather report on a trip in Dutch waters

By great good fortune we, Basil and Gill Heather
and our niece Emma Leland, were invited to sail
in Holland with Robin Guilleret, owner of Athene,
a Victoria 30. After a series of e-mails it was
arranged that we three should join Athene in
Amsterdam on Saturday 18 August. Basil and
Gill travelled to Amsterdam via Eurostar on the
Thursday and stayed two nights in bed-and-
breakfast accommodation, Emma arrived on
Friday and stayed overnight with a cousin.

We met Emma and her cousin P on Saturday
morning, had lunch at the “little house” on the
canal opposite the Rembrandthaus Museum
where the two of us had a spent a couple of
interesting hours the previous day. After lunch P
took us on a tour of Amsterdam to see original
paintings from Rembrandt’'s day housed in a
public gallery that is an enclosed, temperature-
controlled corridor between two streets. P also
showed us the Begijnhof, a convent garden with
both Roman Catholic and Dutch Reform
Churches, an oasis of peace in the heart of the
city. Other delights included street performers in
surreal costumes, many of them on stiits, the
flower market and also the flea market in
Waterlooplein.

About 1730 we took the free ferry from Central
Station across the Ij and were met on the other
side by Robin, with his bike to act as mule for
our luggage. We were welcomed aboard
Athene in the Sixhaven, first with a cold drink
then a cup of tea. After that P departed for
Amsterdam, accompanied by Robin, who had an
engagement there. it was very hot and we were
very tired so that when Robin phoned at 1900 to
ask if we would like to sample the city highlights
or prefer to eat on board, we opted for the latter.
Gill cooked a pasta dish from the well-stocked
food lockers.

On Sunday 19 August we set sail for Edam and
were through the Oranjesluis lock by late
morning. We were on a run with a lumpy,
following sea so Emma and Gill took half a
seasick pill each and that followed by beer for
lunch when we reached Edam put us to sleep
for the afternoon! The way into Edam starts

modestly with a narrow entrance to the canal
with a café at the end, all apparently out in the
country. Following the canal through a lock and
a bridge worked by hand in the traditional way,
houses appear on either side. Finally, having
gone as far as possible, you tie up in a quiet
backwater of the main canal between rows of
mostly old houses just one block from the town
centre. Basil made a preliminary exploration of
the town then he, Emma and | went for a longer
walk through the small town with its curious
bridges, almost tunnels, over the canal. Sadly
the museum was shut but we enjoyed looking
round the superb cheese shop. Meanwhile
Robin cooked the chicken he had been carefully
defrosting, with a full complement of
accompanying fresh vegetables, for our
delectation when we returned to Athene.

Before setting sail for Hoorn on Monday 20
August we had another quick visit ashore. By
this time Basil and Gill were certain that they
remembered Edam from their last visit in 1982,
especially the brick-paved bridge over the canal
which is quite unusual.

We had another short, quiet sail to Hoorn. The
entrance, with first its skeletal lighthouse, then
the many traditional Dutch boats, ramparts and
old houses is an impressive sight. We had
planned to shop for food in Hoorn but we had
not realised that the third Monday in Augustis a
public holiday and the food shops had closed at
lunch time. We had plenty of food for lunch on
board but were very limited in finding anything
for Basil to cook for supper. The town was full of
merry drinkers and after circumnavigating the
crowds we managed to buy some smoked eel
and smoked herring. Charming as Hoorn is, we
decided to leave, thereby avoiding the risk of
carousers falling into our cockpit from the main
street where we lay alongside.

So we set sail for Wijdenes which proved to be
quite idyllic. It is a mediaeval fishing harbour
restored thirty or so years ago, with room in a
small basin for barely half a dozen boats,
surrounded by a grassy picnic place with seats,
tables and a barbecue pit. Peaceful in calm
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weather, it would not be very comfortable in
strong easterlies. Once we had tied up Robin
went off on his bike to the village where the
shops had opened for the evening . He bought
pork chops, other sundries we'd failed to buy in
Hoorn and local celery, cucumber and tomatoes
from roadside stalls. We had the fish as a first
course then the meat barbecued by Basil
accompanied by potatoes and salad, with fruit
salad for pudding. We slept well thanks to
Robin’s improvised mosquito nets.

On Tuesday 21 August, after Emma had tried
out the bike and Gill and Basil had walked along
the polder, we had a gentle sail to Enkhuisen.
We were through the Krabbersgat lock with no
delay due to almost equal water levels and went
into the Oude Haven with the strangeiy-named
Drommedaris tower to starboard. The harbour
was very full but luckily we found a vacant slot
right at the end, convenient for town and
showers, where we moored bows to. The shops
in Enkhuisen provided all we needed and more.
Robin found he had to go to Amsterdam to sort
out his e-mail as the Enkhuisen internet café
was not functioning fully so Emma, Basil and Gill
dined out at the Admiral restaurant on the
quayside: despite being in an obvious spot to
attract tourists the restaurant turned out to be
very good.

Before setting sail next morning (Wednesday 22
August) we noticed one other English yacht in
the harbour: she was a smaller version of
Athene called Victoria Rose. We sailed in gentle
airs northwards towards Den Oever, intending to
go through the Stevinsluizen and spend a night
at anchor before going to Terschelling with a
particular restaurant in mind for wining and
dining Robin, and then on to Den Helder on
Friday. However when we arrived we learnt that
the bridge had jammed and there would be no
passage for three days. Robin decided to take
us to Stavoren instead but there was no wind
and we had to motor. We anchored off the
beach for the night, which was peaceful enough
once the ferries stopped running. Emma cooked
us a delicious pasta dish with sausage meat and

fresh vegetables, enhanced by the tomatoes
from Wijdenes.

Next morning (Thursday 23 August) we motored
into Stavoren harbour and went ashore for
breakfast, which turned out to be elevenses:
apple cake and coffee at an outdoor café where
we could watch the world go by on their
bicycles. We did a little bit of shopping then set
off on a slow drift across the ljselmeer back to
Enkhuisen. Emma and | were on watch keeping
an eye on a small boat that tacked almost up to
Athene before going about. This happened
several times, then Robin looked out and said
“Ah, that's Willem”. After a fairly prolonged,
shouted, ‘ship-to-ship’ conversation, Robin
persuaded Willem to join us for lunch, which
Emma and Gill had set about preparing.
Willem’s vessel, still under sail, was lashed to
Athene (also under sail) and so this raft sailed
on while we lunched. After an hour or so we
cast Willem off and continued on our way to
Enkhuisen. This time we anchored in the outer
harbour where it was cooler, rowed ashore for
showers and refreshing iced tea in a café
overlooking the harbour. Later we wined and
dined Robin, appropriately, at the Admiral.

On Friday, 24 August, sad to say, we were on
our way. We left the quiet mooring and Robin
took us back into the Oude Haven where we
were able to catch a train at the railway station
which was only a few yards from Athene. We
reached Amsterdam where we had a two-hour
stopover then travelied in a very hot train to
Brussels where we caught the 5 o'clock Eurostar
for London.

Note for other travellers to Holland - our £75
Eurostar tickets which took us from London to
Amsterdam allowed us to arrive and depart from
any station in Holland — very useful when as
crew you don’t know very far in advance where
you will be joining or leaving a boat.

Gl Heather
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OF EATING AND EXERCISE

Sally Smith considers how liveaboards keep in trim

When in port for any length of time an early morning run or walk has become the usual start to my day. It
doesn’t normally take very long to find a running or walking companion as there are always other
liveaboards fighting the middle aged battle with the flab. My companion this winter was a diminutive lady
called Leah. Luckily Leah was a seasoned walker with a good turn of speed. Come to think of it, all my
walking companions have been diminutive. I've never managed to find one more than 5’ 2" tall. At5' 77
that often means struggling to adjust my stride to theirs.

We shared several meals with Leah and her husband Larry over the winter and from Leah | acquired two
quick and easy loaf/cake recipes. That's why the morning walk is a necessity! Here are the recipes:

Pumpkin Loaf

2 cups sifted flour

2 tsp baking powder
% tsp baking soda

1 tsp salt

1 tsp cinnamen

% tsp nutmeg

1 cup pumpkin puree (canned or fresh)
% cup sugar

% cup milk

2 eggs

¥ cup oll

1 cup raisins

Sift the first 6 ingredients. In a separate bowl combine pumpkin, sugar, milk, eggs and oil. Add dry
ingredients and mix well. Add raisins and mix in. Put in a well greased and floured loaf pan (approx
9"x5"x3") and bake at 350F (175C) for 45-55 mins until skewer comes out clean.

Fruit Cocktail Cake

1 16 oz can fruit cocktail, juice and all
2 cups flour

Y tsp salt

2 tsp baking soda

2 eggs

Mix all the ingredients together well. Put in a greased and floured baking pan (approx 13£x9"). Sprinkle
the top with:

2/3 cup brown sugar

% cup chopped walnuts.

Bake at 325F (165C) for 45 minutes.

SaLLB Swaith.
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“YOU WHITE THING, | CRAZY FOR YOU!"
or Carry on up the Orinoco (with Jack Nesbitt)

“You can't get within two miles of the delta.”

“Customs won't clear you at Point a Pierre.”

“The river's too high, the current’s too fast.”

“Whole logs are coming down on the current, |
wouldn't try it.”

This was the litany we received from the
American contingent in Trinidad when it became
known that we intended to take Jack Nesbitt
south through the Gulf of Paria, out through the
Serpent's Mouth and 90 miles up a tributary of
the Orinoco River to join that mighty river itself.
Our ultimate destination was Puerto Ordaz,
Venezuela's largest deep water port, some 150
miles inland. The story of this journey was never
published in Waterlines, and although we
undertook the trip some four years ago we
though you might enjoy hearing about a different
kind of boat travel.

We managed to obtain some information and
charts from a couple who had travelled 550
miles up the Macareo and Orinoco rivers two
years previously. They were very enthusiastic
about the trip and really whetted our appetites.
We decided to ignore the doubting Thomas’s
and give it a go. Our aim was to try to sail up the
Macareo River, into the Orinoco River, then into
the Caroni River at Puerto Ordaz (alias Cuidad
Guayana). We would be travelling at the height
of the wet season when the rivers would be in
full flood, but at least we were less likely to go
aground. For the trip in, we would be in
company with another yacht.

The Orinoco River is the largest river in
Venezuela. Its source is high up in the
mountainous region on the southern border of
Venezuela. From its source it flows north-west to
the border between Venezuela and Columbia,
tracks north for a while before turning east-
north-east across Venezuela to the Atlantic
coast, splitting the country in two. One hundred
miles from the sea it spreads out into a massive
delta and spawns a number of other rivers. One
of these is the Macareo, which spills into the sea
on the Venezuelan coast in the Serpent’'s Mouth
at the southern end of Trinidad. The Macareo
used to form the primary trading route between

Bolivar, the previous capital of the Guayana
Region of Venezuela (now superseded by
Cuidad Guayana we believe), and Trinidad, and
until 1956, had a dredged channel over the
sandbars at the entrance. The route over the
sand bars is how anyone’s guess.

We left the hustle and bustle of Chaguaramas
bay on August 2™ 1996 and sailed around to
Scotland Bay, a secluded anchorage in the Boca
de Monas, to ready ourselves for the trip. After
two weeks out on the hard, antifouling and doing
some much needed maintenance, we were
looking forward to anchoring in clean
surroundings and having a swim. We satisfied
these simple needs and had our first peaceful
night in a long while. Next morning we were
ready to head for Point a Pierre, the last port of
entry on the way to the Serpents Mouth. Point a
Pierre is not often visited by yachtsmen which is
a great pity as it is a very pretty and relatively
clean anchorage. The yacht club belongs to the
big oil refinery but visitors are made very
welcome and the added bonus is the excellent
security. In fact the refinery is mostly hidden and
the view shorewards is of rolling green hillside
studded with luxuriant trees. We went running
through the residential compound in the early
mornings and enjoyed the noisy chatter of many
green parrots. A little way down the main road is
the other half of the residential complex
complete with golf course, tennis courts and
nature reserve. It was a unique experience
jogging past a lake studded with the nostrils and
watchful eyes of the resident caimans.

There is a customs post at the adjacent oil
refinery wharf but only immigration were
prepared to process yachts. The men had to
take the bus into nearby San Fernando to
complete formalities with the customs officer.
This took two days and many phone calls and
for a short while we thought we were going to
have to travel overland back to Chaguaramas to
obtain the necessary papers. We had planned
on making a day trip to the south coast of
Trinidad to spend one last night anchored off
one of the secluded sandy beaches before
crossing the Serpents Mouth and finding our
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way into the river. This plan was thwarted by our
friendly customs officer, who insisted that once
we had up anchored from Point a Pierre, we
were to leave Trinidadian territorial waters.
Undaunted by this bit of bureaucracy, 3:00 a.m.
saw two yachts motoring quietly out of Point a
Pierre for an early dawn run to the river
entrance.

As the day dawned we were surprised to find
ourselves surrounded by oil rigs of all shapes
and sizes. We knew that there was a lot of
drilling activity in the Gulf of Paria but had not
expected to see quite so many well heads. Many
were still in use and pumping away but equally
many were derelict. We had been warned to
stay between the rigs and the shore as some
were inadequately lit.... and the advice was
sound. By breakfast time we were rounding the
south western tip of Trinidad and heading for the
Macareo entrance. The current runs strongly in
the Serpent’'s Mouth and we were pushing tide
so it took nearly four hours to reach our intended
anchorage. Our chosen route into the river was
straight across the sand bank by the shortest
route to deep water. We had a nailbiting 6 miles
watching the forward looking echo sounder as it
hovered at 2 metres. Any shallower and we
would have to turn back. As the tree covered
headland of Pta Bombeador approached the
depth started to increase and there was much
rejoicing. We had got over the first hurdle -
Orinoco here we come! We anchored to the
tune of Enya'’s “Orinoco Flow", a puzzling piece
of music but appropriate for the occasion; and
reflected on all the doubts that had been cast
our way. Even if we got no further we had
achieved something different. We were in
Venezuela at the mouth of a river inhabited only
by the Waroa Indians and many miles from the
nearest town.

As the day drew to a close we were treated to
our first river spectacle. We were anchored next
to a small muddy island with a few pretty green
bushes covered with what looked like red
flowers. As the sun set and the sky turned red,
flocks of beautiful red birds wheeled in and
joined the red “flowers”. They were scarlet ibis
and we had anchored right next to their
overnight roost. Through the binoculars the birds
were beautiful, their plumage glowing deep red
in the evening sun like a plush velvet. Their
vibrant colour was further enhanced by the white

cattle egrets which came to join them, then the
evening pantomime began as the pelicans came
to join the party. The pelicans make us laugh.
They are such clowns, diving with great
splashes into the water at the merest rippie in
search of fish and balancing precariously on tree
branches barely big enough for their colourful
neighbours. This was what we had come
cruising for.

We had just settled down to an evening meal of
callalloo soup and home baked bread when a
large outboard powered dugout came alongside.
To our surprise one of the Indians aboard spoke
good English. His name was Collins and he was
a British Guyanan, married to a Waroa Indian.
Although he had a house in Barrancas, one
hundred miles upriver on the Orinoco, he spent
most of his time in his wife’s village on the delta,
fishing. He told us that he could have taken us
into the jungle if the water had been a little
lower, but as it was high season, everything was
flooded. He offered to come by in the morning to
show us his catch, which he hoped would
include a large river catfish. As it happened we
left too early and didn’t see him again.

Our first night in the river was all peace and
solitude though we were woken by the smell of
the guano as the tide dropped and exposed the
mud of the little bird island. A small price to pay
for so much beauty. When we awoke we were
surprised to find that both boats had grown
nosegays in the night. With the river so high,
rafts of water hyacinths came floating down on
the current and wrapped themselves around our
anchor chains. The roots were deeper and more
tangled than we had expected so we spent
several hours with boathooks breaking up the
mass until it was swept away on the current. We
had thought of using the dinghy and outboard to
pull the island clear but had discovered the
previous nhight that a rubber ducky with a two
horsepower outboard was no match for the
Macareo current even with only one occupant!
Eager to meet our first villagers we up anchored
as soon as the hyacinths were cleared and set
off up river. By hugging the banks we could stay
out of the worst of the current some of the time
and were even helped by the occasional back
eddy. Nonetheless, progress was slow but it
gave us ample opportunity to admire our
surroundings.
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The river was deep and the jungle came right
down to the water on both sides. A short way up
the river we came across the first signs of
habitation, an Indian village. This proved to be
the largest village we were to see on the
Macareo and it was a small collection of half a .
dozen wooden platforms built on stilts out over
the water, with mostly thatched roofs and the
occasional tin roof, but no walls. The occupants
of the tin roofed dwellings must have been
unbearably hot in the sun, and deafened in the
rain. A rather large price to pay for “progress”.
As we approached several canoes emerged
from the water's edge a little way up stream of
the village and came hesitantly towards us. The
villagers were shy and waited till we beckoned
them over. When we did they whooped wildly
and paddled like fury to reach us. They were
careful not to bang the boat, and their faces lit
up with smiles as we handed out the few gifts
we had prepared.

Through sign language we established that they
needed/wanted dresses, fish hooks, fiour, sugar,
hair bobs, bandages, T-shirts, sewing needies
and thread, pencils and paper. We were
woefully unprepared but realised that we
couldn't provide everything. They were very
grateful for the small things we gave them and
there was a lot of laughing and joking. They said
we could photograph them but all turned solemn
for the moment. By the time we were ready to
push on we had drifted a long way down river,
so tried to tow them back upriver to their village.
We succeeded but only just. Six large dugout
canoes with four or five people in each was
almost too much.

We were still discussing the encounter as we
rounded the next bend and were met with
another smalier batch of canoes. We did a
quick forage around the boat and managed to
make up some more parcels. Our clothes
lockers were starting to look a bit empty and so
was the larder. This pattern continued all the
first day and most of the second. By the end of
the second day we had depleted all of our
supplies of flour, sugar, dried fruit, half of our
tinned supplies, all our old clothes (which was
most of our clothes). We had one pencil left for
navigating, no paper, sewing needies or thread.
Luckily the people we met over the next two
days were a little better off. They had small
areas of dry ground around their houses which

had mud walls instead of the open sides of the
delta dwellings. We also saw a few cattle and
some pigs and chickens. These folk would
wave cheerily and call out to us but were not
interested in coming out on the river for gifts.
This was quite a relief as we hated telling them
we had nothing more to give. We determined to
be better prepared for the trip back down.

On our third day we heard a big splash and
looked up to see a group of pink river dolphins
frolicking in our wake. These dolphins live in the
fresh waters of the Orinoco and its tributaries
and really are pink, piglet pink and are blind.
Well, eyes are of little use in the murky river
waters. They are slower and lazier than their
saltwater cousins and would stare at us
curiously with their blind eyes, then lope off on
some other project. We saw many kingfishers of
all shapes and sizes on the river bank as the
jungle thinned out but looked in vain for an
alligator. I'm sure they were there but the noise
of the engine travelled a long way in the
deafening silence of the river so they had ample
time to hide themselves. In the stillness of the
night when we were quietly at anchor we would
be startled by the cry of the howler monkeys
bellowing to each other across the river.
Despite many hours watching patiently with the
binoculars we didn’t see one.

A little further on we came across a lone
dwelling on a small headland. The entire family
was perched on the table outside the meagre
hut, which was flooded to half its height.
Tethered to the table leg was a small dugout
and in the dugout sat the most woebegone pig
we have ever seen. It was going to be a long
wait for the waters to recede.

Looking through the binoculars on the fourth
day, searching the forest for birds and other
wildlife | was startled to see a large funnel and a
Canadian flag come into view. We must be
nearing the Orinoco. Our friend climbed to the
top of his mast and sure enough , over the
treetops was the mighty Orinoco. After being
surrounded by jungle for four days it was
strange to be out in a vast waterway with
navigation buoys and ships. The current was
even more fierce in this big river and progress
slowed down to a crawl. After an hour and a half
of hard slog we arrived off the town of
Barrancas. We had been expecting a large
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town, indication of our background and mind set
| suppose. Our first view of Barrancas was a
collection of shacks on the water's edge, then
we could see a crowd of people standing around
on the town steps. As we got closer it was clear
what they were doing. It wasn't a special
occasion, just everyday Barrancas life. They
were all just fishing. They fish with circular nets
which they cast out into the river with a deft flick
of the wrist then haul back in. A good catch is
one fish. An average throw yields an empty net.

We motored just past the town steps and
anchored off the entrance to the little tributary
which ran up behind the town. After the soft
mud bottom of the Macareo we were not
expecting to have difficulty getting the anchor to
hold, but the bottom here was hard red clay.
With 180 feet of chain out the anchor finally bit
and held against the current. Alan and Allen
went ashore in search of diesel as we weren’t
sure that we had enough between the two boats
to get to Puerto Ordaz, the next fuelling stop,
forty miles and two days up river against the
current. The fuel dock on the river said they had
diesel and promptly filled the first container with
petrol. For diesel we would have to go to the
local garage behind the town. We left any further
exploring till the morning.

As the river was running so fast most of the
smailler river traffic was coming close inshore. In
addition to our masthead light we put a
fluorescent light in the cockpit for the night. We
didn’t want to be hit by an unsuspecting ship. In
the morning we pulled back the mosquito net
and looked at the cockpit. it was an inch deep in
dead insects. They were stuck all over the side
decks with the morning dew and smelt
disgusting. We scooped them up in shovelfuls
and threw them over the side then sluiced the
deck and cockpit down with river water. Even
today we haven't got rid of the last of them.

Our friends collected us for a trip ashore, the
ladies for a walk through the town and the men
off in search of diesel. Once we recovered from
being objects of curiosity, we felt quite safe
wandering around the town, though we didn’t
venture near the “barrio” or shack area. Mostly
people just stared at us but the odd few
acknowledged our smiles and greetings. | doubt
that they see many gringos (whites) as
Barrancas is definitely not a tourist town. The

town had a smali collection of shops selling
provisions, a melee of dresses, wellington boots,
rope, buckets, grain, flour, fish hooks; mostly the
kinds of things that provide a subsistence
existence. We saw Collins’ friend, the owner of
the big dugout and outboard from the deita. He
greeted us warmly as he loaded his canoe with
sacks of flour and sugar.

The Port Capitaine came out of his office to
speak to us and was relieved to hear that we
planned to leave in an hour. “Phew!, that saves
me doing any paperwork!”. An English speaking
taxi driver stopped and offered us help. He took
the Alans to the gas station for diesel and to his
son’s shop to change some money into Bolivars.
He warned us that Venezuelans are not serious
thieves but are quick off the mark where an
extra bolivar or three was available from an
unsuspecting visitor.

Puerto Ordaz still beckoned so we headed back
out to the yachts and set off for the slow grind up
river. We planned to anchor for the night behind
Islas Tapatapa across the river from Castillos.
We were unable to visit the castle/fort as the
water was too deep for anchoring on that side of
the river and our outboards were not powerful
enough to get us across the river. We contented
ourselves with a binocular view. The fort has
been recently renovated and looked very well
preserved. It would have made an interesting
visit. We managed to anchor in a back eddy and
spent the night circumnavigating our anchor,
which was a little disconcerting until we got used
to facing in a different direction every time we
looked out. The river dolphins came to visit as
we anchored and nosed around for about half an
hour. We could hear sounds of activity at a small
settlement up a nearby tributary but as usual no-
one bothered us at all.

We woke early eager to set off on the last leg of
the journey up river. Our sea water pump for
engine cooling had been leaking badly, causing
us to pump the bilges every hour but so far the
engine had not over heated. We were trying to
nurse it along and were quite worried about this
last stretch as the current seemed to be getting
more fierce the closer we got to our destination.
Puerto Ordaz was really our only hope of finding
parts. It just had to hold out till then. With the
river so high we took an overland route behind a
couple of islands, motoring over flooded fields. A
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weird experience to say the least. We had one
heart stopping moment as we rounded a
headland to be met by a fierce whirlpool which
canted the boat right over. We increased the
revs as much as we dared with our sick engine
and fought our way out of the whirlpool but
ended up in an even stronger current. We were
going backwards at some speed towards a large
cardinal buoy with a swirling bow wave. We
headed out into the river and clawed our way
past agonisingly slowly. We thought this last leg
would never end.

Away in the distance we could now see the tall
buildings of Puerto Ordaz rising out of nowhere
and looking completely out of place. The water
turned from tea coloured to coffee coloured as
we hit the out pouring from the Caroni river. We
struggled up past the moored ships at the
bauxite terminal at San Felix and there in front of
us was the entrance to the Caroni and the blue
customs building. Qur advisors had told us that if
we went to customs they would insist on a pilot
to take us up the Caroni to the Club Nautico and
charge us for the privilege. They had avoided
this charge on their second visit by ignoring
customs and heading on up river on their own.
We decided to follow suit but lost our nerve at
the last moment.

The entrance to the Caroni River is crossed by a
large road bridge. We had been assured by our
advisors that it had adequate clearance for both
yachts but the river was very high and it certainly
didn't look as if we would fit underneath the
centre span. As we closed the bridge we found
ourselves in the grip of another whirlpool.
Immediately behind the bridge were three power
lines, their lowest point hanging well below the
highest point of the bridge. We would have to
clear the bridge, turn immediately sharp left
across the current, clear the buttress and make
for the shore where the power lines were high
enough to turn up river again. We got up to the
bridge, panicked and turned back. Our friends’
boat was larger with a taller mast so they were
kindly letting us lead the way! We headed back
down to the customs office and anchored.

With the river so high we had to close the bank
to find shallow enough water to anchor and our
friends managed to anchor in a submerged tree.
This caused great hilarity and relieved the
tension a bit. The Alans went ashore to clear

customs and returned with the port official to the
other yacht to do all the paperwork. | was idling
around the deck tidying up when | heard a
shout. “Snake, snake”. Allen had gone aftto
fetch the boarding ladder to help the not too
athletic officer back into the dinghy and had
found a large diamond patterned constrictor
type snake sunning himself on their aft deck. He
quickly pinned it down with a boathook and
maneuvered it off the stern of the boat. It was
somewhat reluctant to leave and hissed violently
but the port official thought it all very amusing
and assured us it wasn't the biting kind.
Nonetheless, it was not the kind of visitor | would
welcome down below. | immediately went on
“snakewatch” and inspected every corner of
Jack but to my intense relief found nothing. |
have to admit that | am terrified of snakes!

The river pilot had reassured the Alans that
there was nothing to worry about with the bridge
and power lines and as our safe haven, the Club
Nautico, lay on the other side of the bridge we
set off again with some trepidation. Allen
climbed to the top of his mast and we went
ahead. Alan kept his nerve and we were through
the bridge and through the whirlpool before we
had time to think, then we turmned across the
current and prayed that the engine wouldn't
choose this moment to overheat. We had both
anchors ready to drop at a second’s notice.
Closer and closer to the bank, past the buttress
and the current seemed to have eased. The
powerlines looked ominously low. From my
position on the foredeck it seemed as though
there were two choices, be swept against the
bridge, or be fried alive by the powerlines. “Turn
back, turn back!” Poor Alan obliged, the buttress
came closer as did the swirling water, “Go
through, go through!” Alan with nerves of steel
turned back under the power lines and we were
through. Huge sighs of relief. Our friends
turned back. Now we had one boat one side of
the obstacle and one the other. Either we went
back or they came through. Finally, they
decided to give it a go. We managed to hold
station on the other side and talk them through.
They had about 10 feet clearance above the
mast through the bridge, and the same under
the power lines.

By now we were all thoroughly tired, more than
a little stressed and ready for a secure
anchorage and a rest. This was not to be. We
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arrived at the Club Nautico where we were met
with total incomprehension. First they signalled
for us to anchor out in the river. It was too deep.
Then they called us alongside their rickety
pontoon - designed for 20ft motorboats. Then
another person signalled us to anchor and tie a
line to the pontoon. Not possible, it would have
put us across the current. All this in sign
language as no-one spoke English and our
Spanish, what little we did have had deserted us
completely. In desperation we just anchored.
The river was 15 metres deep and running at
about two knots. We let out more and more
chain and eventually the anchor held. We
decided not to think about the problem of
hauling back in 200 ft of chain until it was time to
leave. Secure at last. What an adventure!

With the boats securely settled we all went
ashore to explore our new surroundings. The
Club Nautico is a sports club not a sailing club.
The facilities were excellent - two beautiful
swimming pools, bars, restaurants, tennis courts
and manicured lawns with barbecue areas. The
confusion when we arrived had been due to the
fact that they had never been visited by yachts
in the high season before and only ever had four
or five visitors a year anyway. They just weren’t
expecting us. We were made most welcome by
the club. The two secretaries patiently ordered
taxis for us whenever we needed one, made
long distance phone calls for us, provided us
with any information we needed. All this was
achieved with a phrase book and much laughter.

We headed off into town, the Alans in search of
Immigration officials and the ladies once again
to explore the shops. Our friends had to leave
the next day, we were staying on to try and get
our engine fixed and to take a trip to the Angel
Falls. We were eager to purchase gifts for the
Indians for the return trip. We were walking
through the shopping centre when we heard a
man call out to us. We turned around. There
sitting on the pavement was an elderly
Venezuelan with huge melting brown eyes. As |
turned towards him he put his hand on his heart,
gazed longingly at me and said “You white thing,
| crazy for you!!” We collapsed in fits of
laughter. All the tension of the last day just
melted away. We had achieved our goal.

When we embarked upon our great adventure
up the Orinoco River we did have another

objective in mind. Puerto Ordaz seemed like an
“ideal” place to leave Jack Nesbitt at anchor and
travel south to Canaima from whence we could
frek to the Angel Falls. “Ideal” is a relative term.
In this case it meant a deep anchorage in a fast
flowing river less than a mile downstream from
the mighty Guri dam with its huge sluice gates
controliing both the depth of the river and the
speed of the current, but you have to take what
you can get.

Laguna de Canaima is an expansion of the
Carreo River just near its junction with the
Caroni River. The Caroni River is not navigable,
being blocked by several massive hydro-electric
dams of which the Guri is the largest. In fact the
only way into Canaima is by air. Anaconda
Tours in Puerto Ordaz offered a choice of
excursions and we chose to take the 3 day, 2
night tour to the Falls. This tour consisted of a
flight from Puerto Ordaz to Canaima in a DC3,
followed by a canoe ride up 90 km of river, then
a walk through the jungle up to the falls. This
constituted a rather large investment - £600 in
all which we needed in Bolivars. The exchange
rate at the time was 670bolivars to the pound so
we needed to amass 402,000 Bolivars.

About 40 miles up river from Puerto Ordaz is the
old capital city of Bolivar. The river was running
too strongly to contemplate taking Jack any
further so we booked a ride on the local bus. It
would make a nice day out and we could draw
the cash for the trip while we were in the city.
The intercity buses run to a very mysterious
timetable. When the bus is full it leaves! We
climbed aboard and were approached by a lady
with a clipboard. We understood that we were
to enter our names and passport numbers,
which we duly did. Alan then asked the driver
what the fare was, practising his best phrase
book Spanish and a kind English speaking lady
interjected. She told us the real fare and also
explained the clipboard. The names and
passport numbers are taken in case of accident
when a list would be published in the local
newspaper so that relatives could claim their
toved ones remains! The need for this became
a little more apparent on our return trip - the bus
would have long ago been consigned to a scrap
heap if this were Britain. Only the stereo worked
well and this at full volume with wailing Indian
music. Luckily our trip was event free, if a little
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monotonous - for mile after mile the only
scenery was red earth and scrub.

Bolivar is a very pretty town, much of it
preserved thankfully. The old town is being
nicely renovated and there are a number of
museums and parks. At the time we were there
it was the local September festival so folks from
all the outlying villages had come to town to sell
their wares. They camp along the river bank for
a month, sleep in hammocks strung in the
sparse trees and fish every spare moment. We
finally found out what all the fishing activity was
about. There is one river fish, the zapaora,
which is considered a great delicacy and is only
fished for one month of the year. You can't
catch it with a line and hook, it can only be
netted. This is what all the fishermen with their
circular cast nets had been up to. The river was
a mass of canoes and cast nets, the bank was a
seething, smelly mass of people, fish and
everything you can think of for sale.

Our kind English speaking lady offered to show
us around and started by taking us to a quiet
and peaceful Yogi restaurant for a delicious
vegetarian meal. We then wandered around the
town admiring the beautiful gems in the

jewellers’ windows, this is a gold and gem
mining area par excellence. We eventually
stopped for a beer in a hotel overlooking the
river, mainly to gain some respite from the
dripping heat and humidity before we tackled the
bank.

Banks are not efficient in Venezuela and are
always crowded. Drawing substantial sums of
money on credit cards involved visits to several
different departments in the bank and finally a
long queue with all the locals to exchange our
chit for money. The bank from which we drew
the bulk of this money, bulk being the operative
word - had no denominations larger than a 5,000
Bolivar note and not many of these. We left the
bank with large wads of money secreted about
our persons and hoped that no-one had
observed the transaction. We were ably assisted
by our new friend Bernice who spoke the
language and persuaded the manager to jump
the ferocious queue for us. We now had to find
our way back to the bus terminal. All the local
buses, “por puestos”, were re-routed because
the army was erecting tents and grandstands
along the riverbank for an evening festival.

We trekked to the other side of town and were
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directed onto a “por puesto” by Bernice. “Por
Puestos” are dilapidated trucks with wooden
bench seats. They seat about 2 dozen people
and follow a vague route with whatever detours
the occupants want. To stop a “por puesto” you
just clap your hands twice! It was yet another of
the many versions of local transport we were
experiencing on our travels. After wending and
winding its way around the houses our “por
puesto” eventually arrived near the main bus
terminal, we clapped our hands, it stopped, we
paid the driver and disembarked. We think the
fare is the same however far you go, or maybe
we just stood out so much from the crowd with
our fair hair that the driver had noticed us get on.

Next day we purchased our tickets for the
Canaima trip and readied Jack for our absence.
We decided to set a second anchor as a
precaution and lowered a 33lb Bruce anchor,
with 30 feet of 3/8 chain and a heavy warp over
the bow. The current was so strong the anchor
was well astern of us by the time it hit the
bottom. We had inadvertently achieved a
Bahamian moor! Still, two anchors were better
than one and there was no way we would have
been able to set the anchor with our elderly
dinghy and 2hp outboard. We notified the
security guards that we were going at 6am and
they kindly offered to put our dinghy and
outboard into a lock-up whilst we were away and
keep a special eye on our home. There was an
armed guard stationed on the pontoon next to
where we were anchored, 24 hours a day, so we
had no fears about break-ins. We were a little
concerned about dragging anchors as we didn't
think the locals would know what to do but there
comes a point where you just have to stop
worrying and go.

Everything went like clockwork the next morning.
The dinghy was packed away, our taxi turned up
on time and there we were at the airport
checked in and puzzled as to how we would
recognise our flight as there was no
announcement board and planes just seemed to
fill up and take off. About the time we were due
to take off we were beckoned by a young lady
dressed in khaki trousers and desert boots. We
followed her out onto the tarmac and onto our
plane, the most decrepit looking DC3 | have
ever seen. The pilot appeared with a piece of
wood and an iron ladder, climbed on the wings
and dipped the tanks. He seemed satisfied with

what he found, boarded the plane, slammed the
door and off we went. The air conditioning
consisted of two fans which didn't work, so the
pilot opened his window and the hostess, she of
the khaki trousers, opened the door to the flight
deck. We were served with an oatmeal cracker
and a small glass of orange cordial then we
landed in Bolivar. We thought we were going to
Canaima.

“Hey, wait a minute” said a voice behind us. “We
were told this plane didn't stop at Bolivar and
we've just paid for a taxi to Ordaz to catch it
there.”

“It doesn’'t” was the reply from the hostess.

Ours is not to reason why. After another tank
dipping we were off again and flew along the
Orinoco for a while then headed south over
magnificent expanses of barren plains,
sometimes broken by areas of forest, or
dissected by silver slivers of river. Before too
long we reached the first of the tepuys, great
slabs of flat topped granite sometimes forested,
sometimes grasslike in appearance. The tepuys
gradually became bigger and more frequent until
we were flying, not above, but between them
and could see the spectacular waterfalls spilling
off the tops. The landing at Canaima was
breathtaking as we skimmed by the foaming
waterfalls that fill the Canaima lagoon and
touched gently down on the potholed tarmac.
Here we were herded into a large open sided
jeep where we met our guides for the next few
days and were split into two groups of 13, a
good lucky number! Our guide was a local
Indian named, quite appropriately, Angel. With
a couple of hours to kill we were able to wander
around the Canaima hotel grounds and find a
snackbar for lunch. There is only one hotel at
Canaima and a couple of gift shops. It didn’t
take long to become familiar with the area and
we were pleased we hadn’t opted to stay here.
The lagoon itself was quite different, being filled
on one side by one wall of waterfalls, and
emptied on the opposite side by another. Many
large dugouts plyed across the lagoon taking
tourists into the whirlpools under the falls. Every
canoe was powered by a 40-50hp outboard
engine and had a spare lying in the bilges. It
wouldn't do to lose power - you would be
straight over the downside waterfall. We noticed
none of the tourist canoes ventured close to the
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downside, but a family of local Indians
nonchalantly paddied their dugout quite close to
the edge as they made their way across the
lagoon. They obviously knew the area and the
currents well.

Shortly after lunch we reassembled at the tour
office and boarded the jeep again for the short
trip up to Pert Canaima. It sounded quite grand,
but was just a muddy beach at the top of the
waterfall where we were to board our dugouts
for the trip up river. Our dugouts were just that,
great hollowed out tree trunks, 35 feet long,
powered by 48hp Yamaha Enduro engines,
each boat with a selection of spare propellers
and a spare engine in the bilge. Our luggage
was secured under huge black tarpaulins in the
centre of the dugouts and we sat two abreast
ahead of the luggage. We were warned to have
waterproof jackets at the ready. Each canoe
had a helmsman and a crew, plus a guide. Our
guide chose to do the crew’s job and act as
bowman. The bowman’s job is to sit on the
prow of the canoe with a large round bladed
paddle with which he helped the helmsman by
pushing us off banks, or steering the bow
around large boulders. We set off up river at
what seemed to us great speed after our crawl
up the Macareo and Orinoco. These outboards
were nearly twice the horsepower of Jack’s
engine. It was thus that we headed up the Rio
Carreao towards the Angel Falis.

After about half an hour we branched off along a
tributary and came to a stop at the head of
another waterfall. Our guide took us along a
path which led down the side of the waterfall to a
ledge at about mid point in the drop. We were
told to strip to swimsuits, shoes off, clothes left
in a pile, cameras put in a large waterproof bag
which the guide carried and we were taken
along a small rocky ledge behind the great
torrent of falling water. It was the most
wonderful experience; a huge weight of angry
foaming water crashing down so thick you
couldn’t see through it and on the wall behind,
the most beautiful delicate ferns and tiny red
flowers growing in profusion, all buffeted by the
strong swirling wind caused by the weight of
water. We slithered and grasped our way along
the treacherous path and emerged on the other
side of the waterfall to dry off on the hot rocks
and admire the falls from the outside instead of
the inside. We were sunning ourselves on the

rocks and admiring the scenery when our guide
suddenly launched himself into a perfect
swallow dive and disappeared. Thirteen sets of
blank stares and open mouthed horror. Had he
committed suicide? No-one was brave enough
to close the edge of the rocks and look over. He
reappeared a little while later with a great grin on
his face. These were not the Angel falls, but the
Sapo falls, not that high but an enormous
volume of water. Nice one Angel!

Angel marshalled his thirteen and we headed off
through the jungle. It was hard to believe that
we were ambling through the Venezuelan jungle
clad in swimsuits and barefeet! We walked for
about half an hour and emerged at the top of a
smaller but equally pretty waterfall. This was the
little Sapo or Sapito Falis. Angel offered us
fresh live termites for afternoon tea. He claimed
that they were sweet and crunchy but we prefer
our food not to wriggle on the way down. Late in
the afternoon we wended our way back to the
canoes and headed once more up river. By now
it was blowing hard and we were surrounded by
thunder, lightening and torrential rain. It was
freezing in the canoe. They provided a tarpaulin
to pull over our heads but as we were at the
front it did little to keep us dry. We were
certainly being treated to the tepuys in all their
moods. When the rain abated and the wind
eased off the view was majestic . The tepuys
rising above and ahead of us were shrouded in
swirling blankets of mist, and the jungle came
right down to the water’s edge.

An hour later we were again dropped off on a
muddy clay bank. This time we had to walk
along a wet and slimy clay path while the crew
took the canoe through the great rapids at
Mayupa. The rain came down again in torrents
and we were a mud spattered and bedraggled
looking group. Back in the canoes after a
bumpy ride on tractor and trailer and another
hour of spray and rain till we reached Isla
Orchidea where our camp for the next two nights
was situated. Camp consisted of a large stone
built room with tin roof, open window apertures
and wrought iron doors (to keep out night time
predators). We were first met by the camp
clowns, four yellow headed parrots who thought
it terribly funny to swoop low overhead and part
your hair with their feet, uttering raucous cries of
laughter as they did so. Then we were greeted
by Jose, who ran the camp. Jose was an East
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Indian who spoke with a broad Irish accent
having been brought up in Londonderry. He
gave each of us a cup of hot chocolate and
showed us to our accommodation - a hammock
and a blanket per person.

Have you ever slept in a hammock? There is a
trick to it. If you lie lengthwise your neck breaks
and your back aches. You sleep diagonally.
Also, the blanket is for rolling yourself up in, not
for throwing over the top. If you do the latter you
end up with a very cold back. Having mastered
this bit the next trick was turning over. As we
were hung up in rows, quite close together, if
one person was diagonally left to right and the
others in the row, right to left, there was a
certain amount of feet in backs and kicks in the
head till everyone settied. Then one person
would turn over and bump their neighbour, who
would bump his neighbour and so on down the
row till then end person hit the wall, bounced
back and the whole thing would be repeated in
reverse accompanied by much cursing and
giggling. We eventually managed to sleep
despite torrential rain rattling on the tin roof ail
night.

Our second day saw us heading on up river with
the 48hp Yamaha Enduros pushing manfully
against an increasing current and ever steeper
rapids. It was an exhilarating ride through
unspoilt jungle, dodging rocks and boulders and
ducking under the occasional tree trunk till we
reached the day camp near the foot of the Angel
falls. From here it was an hours walk through
beautiful quiet jungle, and a steep climb up to
the viewing point. We did not see much wildlife
on this trek as the path is too often frequented
by visiting parties, but we were immensely
impressed by the cleanliness of everything. The
guides were insistent that every bottle,
bottlecap, cigarette butt etc was taken back to
~camp and carried back down river to be
disposed of. Not one of them even put a
cigarette butt in the river. They were very proud
of their environment and wanted to keep it
perfect and unspoilt. It was a joy after some of
the desecration we had seen in Trinidad and
some of the other islands.

The falls themselves are so unbelievably high
that the water looks like a thin ribbon until you
view it through the binoculars, then you can see
the true majesty of it. The volume of water

falling off the top of the tepuy is immense, and
as it falls it swirls in the wind and turns into mist
which blows down the valley, and is carried back
up in the updrafts. The viewing rocks are a
natural outcrop which overhang the cliffs above
the treetops. There are no fences or guardrails
so we had to be careful not to lose our balance
as we gazed upward in awe. There is a path to
the foot of the falls but when we were there the
volume of water was so great the path was
unusable and the pool at the foot of the falls a
thundering swirling mass of water. Friends of
our who visited soon after us were able to walk
right to the foot and swim in the pool, but the
following day as they flew over on their way out
it was a swirling mass of violent water again
after an overnight downpour. When it rains here
it really rains. If you imagine the heaviest rain
you can then double it you will get close. It
makes you feels as though you're drowning.

Back at the day camp the helmsmen and crews
had lit a large bonfire and roasted chickens on
huge stakes. They provided an excellent lunch
of chicken, tomato and onion salad, fresh fruit
and the ubiquitous pepsi. We swam in the river
just feet away from the thundering rapids and
were amazed at the ruby red colour our limbs
turned in the tannin stained water. We dried out
on the hot rocks, took a last look at the falls and
headed back down river. The downhill trip was
even more exciting than the uphill trip as the
canoes had to make considerable speed over
the rushing water to maintain steerage way.
Often we thought we were going to smash into
boulders but our skillful bowman kept us in the
stream.

It was a fast, windswept and exhilarating
journey back to camp. As it was a fine evening
we had the opportunity to meet some of the
other inhabitants of the camp. These included
several yellow footed tortoises, Jack the Toucan,
two beautiful macaws, and Lucifer. Lucifer was
a baby red tailed Boa constrictor. | made the
stupid mistake of admitting to Jose that | was
terrified of snakes. He put his hand in his pocket
and dumped Lucifer into my hand with the
comment, “Just take care of him while | cook
dinner”. By dinner Lucifer and | were firm
friends. He was a nice little fellow and seemed
quite content curled around my wrist. | had to
return him to Jose as we started dinner as the
Irish lass opposite me said he was putting her
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off her spaghetti! Alan was treated to a great
performance by the yellow headed parrots early
in the morning. He was admiring the ever
changing scene in front of the camp at about
5:30 am when there was a flurry of feathers and
a snapping of twigs and a parrot landed on his
back on the ground next to him. Poor Alan was
quite concerned as the parrot lay motionless,
and called Jose. Then with a cackle of laughter
the parrot got up, shook himself and flew off.
Jose laughed. This was their favourite party
trick, playing dead to unsuspecting tourists.
Jose’s managerie also included a pair of
breeding deer. As the female was pregnant he
had moved them out of the camp. All his “pets”
roamed free in the camp and were local
inhabitants that he had tamed. There were also
some extremely large frogs which flopped and
croaked around the hammocks all night and
many lizards of all colours.

We spent our final evening seated around a
camp fire yarning with the other visitors and
drinking some rum that Jose had managed to
magic up from nowhere as the camps are dry.
They can't afford to have inebriated tourists
wandering off into the jungle. In the dead of
night you could hear the jaguars howling and
though we searched the river banks we didn’t
see any alligators. The engine noise drives
them into hiding. Jose poured diesel around the
perimeter of the camp every few days to keep
the snakes out. We wanted to swim in the river
but he warned us against it as there were
piranha in the water around the camp.

The trip down river next morning seemed to take
no time at all. We pleaded with our driver to let
us stay in the canoe through the big rapids and
he agreed as long as we didn't advertise the
fact. We had a thrilling ride in a nearly empty
canoe through the big rapids at Mayupa and
were much envied by our fellow travellers who
were surprised to see us sitting in the canoe as
they walked over the hill. We arrived back in
Canaima just in time to catch the earlier flight
back to Puerto Ordagz, via Bolivar again where
they don'’t stop.... but do??77?

The guards at Club Nautico welcomed us back
enthusiastically. They were very pleased that no
misfortunes had befalien Jack in our absence
and so were we. Now we had to think about
heading back down river. The Angel Falls trip

will remain forever, one of the great adventures
of our lives.

Back to the reality of leaking water pumps, piles
of laundry, water tanks to fill, larder to provision
and all in 100 degrees of heat and stifling
humidity. The swimming pool at the club was
too warm for comfort after about 8a.m. so we
went for a run in the grounds each morning at
6am followed by a quick dip before the
lifeguards arrived to clean the pools. Although
the Caroni River is polluted with mercury from
the gold mining further up river, the water was
clean enough for laundry so the first few days
back were filled with chores. We were surprised
to find that there is no drinkable water from taps
in Venezuela. Pedro, the friendly waiter from
the floating restaurant next to where we were
anchored, kindly drove us into town to buy water
to top our tanks for the trip down river. The
water came in heavy glass jars which we could
not get out to the boat so Alan laboriously
decanted it into jerry cans and dinghied it out.
We donated the glass jars to Pedro who was
delighted as they are worth considerably more
than their contents.

Several trips to supermarkets and the one and
only delicatessen filled our depleted lockers and
provided enough goodies to make up 100
parcels for the Indians we knew would he
waiting for us on the way down river. A very
kind German couple had organised a
replacement water pump to be flown in from
America for us and handled customs.
Unfortunately, between our English, their
German and the Spanish secretary we were
sent a sea water pump for a sea water cooled
engine instead of a sea water pump for a fresh
water cooled engine. There is a difference and
the new pump was too small. A short telephone
call to the Yanmar agent in the U.K. had us
convinced that our defective pump would
manage the journey back to Trinidad as long as
we didn’t mind pumping the bilges every hour as
it was leaking quite badly. We were loath to
admit to our helpers that 2 mistake had been
made and when we called the American supplier
he kindly refused payment for the pump and
said to deliver it back to him when we were in
the States sometime. How's that for service!

The Club Nautico were hosting the finale of the
great Venezuelan power boat race around 2,000

WATERLINES WINTER 2001

PAGE 23



miles of river and were expecting 60 power
boats to arrive at the club on Saturday morning
for a day of partying. Venezuelan parties are
even noiser than Spanish parties and none of
these boats would have less than 500 noisy
horse power to show off with, so we reluctantly
decided it was time to leave. Before doing so
we hitched a ride up river with a local doctor to
see the dam and rapids and take a walk in
Cachamay park. Here we saw many monkeys
living wild in the trees, a pair of magnificent
jaguars in a small and filthy cage and a host of
yellow footed tortoises in a dirty pond. It's a pity
this picturesque park isn't better cared for.
There were security guards everywhere but no
groundsmen or zookeepers.

Once the club officials learnt that we were about
to depart they became very concerned. They
wanted us to stay as a centrepiece for the TV
programme of the boat race, especially as we
had said we would dress ship with our set of
flags for the occasion. They were also very
concerned, as we were, that the river had risen
further since we came under the dreaded bridge
and that there would be insufficient clearance for
us. We were less concerned about the
clearance and more concerned about the
whirlpool and the speed of current. We agreed
that a trip downriver in one of the club boats to
view the situation would set everyone’s minds at
rest and help us make a final decision. It was
agreed that the club boatman would meet us on
the pontoon and at the appointed hour he
arrived with the keys to someone’s boat. He
cranked away with the starter motor but the
outboard just wouldn't fire. Then we saw smoke
coming out of a locker and pointed it out to him.
He opened the locker which housed the battery.
The terminals were so hot the battery was nearly
on fire. The boatman leant over the side and
scooped several handfuls of water which he
threw at the battery to cool it down, then tried
again to start the engine. Not surprisingly he
failed so he slammed the locker shut, shouted to
the tractor driver across on the slip and a few
minutes later someone else’s boat had been
launched and we were off down river. We're
glad they don’t look after our boat.

Hurtling down river with 250hp on the back of a
small boat was deliciously cool and refreshing in
the searing heat of midday. The whirlpools
didn’t look too bad and the current seemed to

have eased off so we decided to depart next day
before the hoards arrived. That night the
manager of the club presented us with a set of
monogrammed glasses as a memento. We
gave our friends the secretaries some
chocolates and a thank you letter written in our
best phrase book Spanish and had a wonderful
parting conversation that was full of goodwill and
smiles though none us could speak the other's
language.

We thought it prudent to raise one of our
anchors the night before departure in case we
had to enlist any help from the club. It took an
hour and a half to heave the Bruce up as it had
hooked itself firmly around something on the
riverbed. In the end we cleated it off around
several winches and cleats to spread the load
and motored forward. Jack’s bows went down
and down then with a great bang shot back up
again. We heaved and pulied again and
eventually the anchor surfaced still wrapped
firmly in a very thick warp which we think was
part of the pontoon moorings. It toock some
while to free the anchor and stow 300 feet of wet
warp. In the morning we were pleased to have
made a head start the night before as the other
anchor with 200 feet of chain was equally firmly
bedded. We did the motoring trick again and
eventually broke the anchor out after a two hour
struggle. Then we were off on the current with
no hesitation, hurtling towards the bogey bridge.
The security men lined the slipway and waved
and cheered and Pedro and the kitchen ladies
called from the restaurant. We waved till they
were out of sight then turned our attention to the
power cables and bridge. We passed through
without any problems and before long were
racing past San Felix and on towards Bolivar.

We were running the engine at about half
throttle and still making 12knots over the ground
with the current. This time we stayed in the
deepest water to get maximum benefit from the
flow. It had taken two days to crawl up the
Orinoco but it only took a morning to cover the
same distance going down. We raced past
Bolivar with a quick wave to the fishernmen on
the town quay and were soon in the Macareo
River surrounded by jungle again. It was quite
an experience going back down alone. We saw
no commercial traffic at all on the Macareo that
first day and very few canoes. We motored on
till dusk to cover as much ground as possible
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then anchored close to the bank hidden behind
a bend in the river. We enjoyed a sundowner in
the peace of the evening with just the sounds of
the jungle and the gurgle of water rushing past
the dinghy. At dawn the following day we up
anchored and set off again. We were expecting
a busier day as we were going to pass the many
villages where we wanted to hand out gifts to the
Indians, and hoped to make it to the river
entrance before dark.

At about 10am, just as we had waved goodbye
to our first Indian family the engine alarm
sounded. Overheat! We shut the engine off
before it seized and shut itself off for good and
pondered our problem. We really were up a
creek without a paddle. We had no single
sideband radio so couldn't call anyone. The local
Indians only had canoes with paddles. There
was no wind to speak of. We drifted for a while
on the current and found ourselves heading for
the bank. We fended off with boathooks, then
unfurled our genca. There was just about
enough breeze to get steerage way but it wasn’t
enough to keep us in midstream. We were not
worried about going aground so much as
tangling our mast in the treetops. We put our
puny 2hp outboard on the back of the dinghy
and used it to nudge the bows away from the
bank.

Another party of curious Indians came out to
visit. They were totally bemused by our
behaviour and we couldn’t seem to make them
understand that our engine had failed. We gave
them some gifts and they paddled off. We
passed most of the rest of the day like this,
drifting along, occasionally helped by a trickle of
breeze, or a nudge from the outboard engine.
Sadly we missed some of the folk we had made
special purchases for as they saw us too late to
catch us and we couldn’t turn back. It was hard
to acknowledge the disappointment on their
faces as we couldn’t explain what the problem
was. To them we were just callous foreigners
leaving broken promises in our wake.

On the bright side however, without the drone of
the engine we were able to enjoy the peace of
the jungle. We heard so many more bird calls
than we had on the way up river. The dolphins
spent more time with. us and we were able to get
close up views of the yellow legged egrets as
they sailed alongside us on their water hyacinth

islands and watch the kingfishers at work on the
banks. In the late afternoon we rounded the last
bend and could see the sea. We were met by a
20knot head wind and discovered that it is
impossible to tack down river with a 5 knot
current under you and a head wind. The current
just kept swinging us around to face up river.
We tentatively started the engine and to our
refief it fired. We left all its covers off to give it a
chance to keep cool. It wasn’t much of a chance
as the air and water temperatures were both
about 30 degrees centigrade but it seemed to
work.

The inhabitants of the last village just mobbed
us. We had three huge dugouts and about a
dozen canoes ail tied onto us with their
occupants clamouring for gifts. We were a bit
disappointed as they had been so reserved and
polite when we went up river. We decided we
had been too generous and should have
bartered more with them. We had planned to
but just didn’t have the room to take their “gifts”
which ranged from large beautifully woven
baskets, to model boats and villages, to
necklaces, a live bird in a cage and horror of
horrors, a baby! The latter we transferred to the
nearest remaining canoe in double quick time as
its parents had dumped it on our deck and
paddled frantically away. We handed out all we
had left and turned back down river shouting
“finito” “nada mas” and eventually the canoes
left us and headed off towards the village having
left their marks all over our beautiful polished
hulll Still, you can’t have adventure without
some damage.

We spent our fast night on the river anchored by
the scarlet ibis island again and were treated to
the wonderful sunset spectacle of blood red
flocks of birds coming home to roost. We took
down all the insect screens and revelled in our
first coolish night's sleep in three weeks. We
were not in safe waters yet though. We still had
the shallow river bar to negotiate. We had
entered the river on a neap tide and were
leaving on a spring tide so there should be more
water. The river however, proved to have a
mind of its own. Despite trying the reciprocal of
our course in and searching for deep water with
our forward looking depth sounder we ended up
scraping the bottom as we crept out over the five
mile wide bar with less than inches under the
keel. We could see the line between fresh and
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salt water as the colour changes and the waves
are a different shape. As the water deepened
and we crossed the line our speed picked up by
about half a knot. We realised what a strain we
had been putting the engine under. It had had to
work harder pushing us through fresh water, its
pump was not working at full capacity, the
Venezuelan diesel has a higher sulphur content,
is dirtier and burns hotter than we were used to
and the cooling water was hot anyway. It wasn't
surprising it had overheated.

The winds helped us once we were out in the
Serpents Mouth and we alternately motored and
sailed back to Point a Pierre on Trinidad and
gratefully dropped anchor off the yacht club.

We needed a holiday after our great adventure!
We had managed to get off the beaten track and
visit some places that are seen by less than half
a dozen yachts a year. It seems that we did it
just in time as some friends who did the same
trip after hearing about ours found Amoco in the
Macareo delta, driliing for oil. The big Indian stilt
village had gone and the Oil Company were
building on the banks of the river in its place.
What a terrible shame and how lucky we were to
see it and experience the local people before *
progress” stamped its heavy foot down and
obliterated a community.

saLLa Swlth

Words cannot describe what the right accessories
will do for your sailing. It has to be experienced.

The Furlex furling system is probably
Seldén’s best known accessory. You
won’t find many people who doubt the
value of a Furlex in making sailing
simpler and much more convenient.
Our accessory range includes
everything from backstay tensioners
and rodkickers to turnbuckles,
spinnaker poles and RCB full-batten
sytems. If you want to further improve
your rig and get even more out of your
sailing, just get in touch. Ask about
Seldén accessories.

=) SELDEN

Tel: +44 (0)1489 484000 Fax: +44 {0)1489 487487

Selden Masts Limited, Duncan Road, Park Gate, Southampton, Hampshire SO31 1BX England.

email: info@seldenmast.co.uk
internet: www.seldenmast.com

WATERLINES WINTER 2001

PAGE 26



