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Prologue

				It all started in 1990, when we finally gave up skydiving.

				For the previous fifteen years, Glenys and I had spent all of our weekends and holidays going skydiving. Now we were the proud parents of two children - Brett aged two years and Craig aged two months. Airfields and the skydiving lifestyle don’t mix well with children. So we gave up skydiving. Just like that.

				I had no idea what I was going to do with myself - I needed some form of release. I was the Managing Director of a small electronics company and a recession was looming. The bank had recently tried to call in our overdraft and we had gone through a series of redundancies - my stress level was sky high. If I didn’t have something to occupy my spare time, I would start cracking up.

				Fortunately, Glenys’s older brother came home for Christmas - Gareth had an interesting life. After university, he went to South Africa working as a Quantity Surveyor, where he fitted out a 32 foot sailing yacht, loaded it up with Krugerands and set off across the South Atlantic. He spent five years in the Caribbean, and then sailed through the Pacific to New Zealand. After a couple of years there he sailed to Japan where he sold his boat. 

				Gareth brought tales of the sea and a model yacht for Brett. I’d never really looked at a yacht before and started to get interested in how this sailing thing worked. What was this sail called at the front of the boat? What do you call it when the boat turns through the wind? Gareth patiently explained the basic jargon to me and seemed surprised that I didn’t have a clue about sailing. I asked him about the Caribbean and the Pacific, which gave him an opportunity to spin endless yarns. 

				I was hooked. Within a couple of months, Glenys and I were the proud owners of a Laser dinghy and we started to teach ourselves to sail on the cold March waters of a reservoir in deepest Staffordshire.

				The following year, we booked ourselves on Competent Crew and Day Skipper courses. Then, one weekend in September 1990, we chartered our first yacht - a small 24 foot Westerly Pageant and braved the crowded waters of the Solent. We loved it! 

				In February 1991, we sold our business to Feedback plc. Suddenly we had some money in the bank. I had a two year contract with Feedback and then I would be out of a job. What to do? I could get another job, buy a bigger house, get a faster car and have a very pleasant life. Or we could buy a yacht, sell all our belongings and sail off into the sunset on the adventure of a lifetime - blowing it all. I’m afraid that the lure of coral reefs and coconut trees was too strong - so began our Grand Plan to live on a yacht.

				I did a Coastal Skipper course. I wanted to do a Yachtmaster Offshore course, but I only had 22 days sailing experience and the prerequisite for the course was 50 days. So all I could do was to read magazines, books, more books and plan our future. During the summer months, we chartered three more 32 foot boats and practised sailing around the Solent. 

				In October 1991, we started to look for a yacht. Our biggest problem was our lack of sailing experience and we had no friends who knew anything about yachts. Unfazed, armed with our knowledge from yachting books and magazines, we plunged ahead.

				“Glencora” was the first yacht that we looked at. We “quite” liked the layout of the interior, and it looked “about” the right size. Glenys opened a few cupboards and I looked into the mysterious engine compartment. The boat looked a bit of a mess but how bad was it? What about the rigging? What about the teak deck? How do we check the hull? We had more questions than answers. The broker sounded suspiciously like a used car salesman. “Wonderful yachts, these. This one’s been round the world once already. Very strong. Just a few cosmetic problems...” We thanked him and fled. 

				We spent a few months driving around the south coast looking at other yachts and eventually came back to Glencora, which we bought for £55,000 in March 1992. 

				Our Grand Plan was to spend a year working on the boat and preparing ourselves for a life at sea. We thought that we could use the time to sail around the south coast of England to gain experience of the boat ready for long term cruising. However, after spending a couple of weeks working on the boat, we decided that we couldn’t wait and wanted to leave as soon as possible. I went to see my boss and four weeks later, at the end of April 1992, I was a free man with no income.

				I spent the next three months working on Glencora during the week, while Glenys sold all of our possessions “aided” by Brett and Craig. We spent the weekends at car boot sales or boat jumbles. It was hard graft, trauma and lots of spending money. We epoxied the hull, put new windows in it, rebuilt the engine, replaced the rigging, bought new sails, refurbished the teak deck, varnished, painted, etc, etc. 

				Finally, in July 1992, Glencora was launched. My family and I moved on board.

				

July 1992

				16 July 1992 Fox’s Marina, Ipswich

				Glencora is finally launched. We didn’t bother to smash a bottle of champagne on to the hull - we just drank it. The engine wasn’t fully installed, so we were dragged into a berth in the marina by the boat yard tender.

				17 July 1992 Fox’s Marina

				My mum and dad came to visit us and brought along their trailer, which we used to transport all the boat’s equipment and our belongings from our house in Sussex to Ipswich. They took the excess things to be stored at my sister Carol’s house in Cheshire. Carol has been a treasure and has agreed to act as our mail drop in the UK and sort out any administration that we can’t do remotely.

				The two engineers, Lindsey and Jack, plumbed in the engine - total cost for rebuilding the engine was £3,000. I stowed equipment in lockers and flushed out the water tanks. The sails were delivered and I fitted them in place. We were ready to go!

				Back at home, Glenys’s mum, Ceris, had arrived to look after the children. Before Glenys left to come down to Ipswich, Ceris was wandering around tutting and being stoic in the face of her daughter abandoning her and risking the lives and education of her grandchildren by sailing off in a boat.

				19 July 1992 Fox’s Marina

				Today was the big day. After owning Glencora for 4 months, we were finally going to sail her. Lindsay and Jack arrived and went below to check the engine, while Glenys and I fretted. It was a big step up from 32 foot boats to a 39 footer and we were worried about our sailing abilities. We took the sail covers off the main sail and the mizzen. The wind had never been in the right direction for us to hoist the sails in the marina, so we hoped that we’d put them on correctly.

				The engineers started the engine and ran it for ten minutes. It seemed fine. We motored forwards and backwards against the mooring lines - everything seemed to work.

				I gave instructions to my crew and, without any cheering crowds, we slipped off the dock. I was terrified but also exhilarated. We motored out of the narrow entrance to the marina and turned right down the River Orwell. It was a beautiful day. We were heading east and had a light 10 knot south easterly wind.

				After about five minutes, as we passed under the big bridge carrying the A10 to Ipswich, Jack noticed that the engine temperature was getting high. The engineers decided that we ought to pull into the next marina about a mile away - two minutes later, the engine stopped. 

				After a moment of panic, I decided to put up the main with one reef in it. Fortunately, we had rigged it correctly. We rolled out a bit of foresail and there we were on our maiden voyage sailing with no engine!

				I called Wolverston marina on the VHF radio, told them that we had lost our engine and wanted to come alongside to look at the problem. They suggested that we tie alongside a tug that was moored on the outside pontoon.

				I weighed up the situation. It was actually not that difficult. The wind was blowing off the dock at about 45 degrees so we simply had to sail upwind and de-power the main sail for the last few metres. Thank God for all those sailing exercises at Southern Sailing school.

				I organised Lindsey and Jack on bow and stern lines. Glenys rolled away the jib and then stood holding the main sheet ready to de-power the sail on my command. We glided up to the side of the tug and, without any major problems, tied up alongside. I was elated by my sailing.

				I was distraught about my engine. Lindsay and Jack dived down into the engine room and after five tense minutes came back up. They didn’t know why it had overheated and there was an ominous metallic clicking sound coming from the engine when they turned the engine over by hand. They couldn’t fix it here. We’d have to sail back to Fox’s Marina.

				Lindsay went off to call the marina to arrange a tow back down the short passage into the marina. Meanwhile Glenys and I wrestled with the worrying thought of not having a home in twelve days time when we had to leave our house. By the time Lindsay returned, we had decided not to think about it until tomorrow and go for a quick sail down towards Harwich.

				We cast off, put up the sails and had a pleasant two hour sail down the River Orwell and back to Fox’s again. At least we had a chance to check out the sails, the steering, the auto pilot and some of the other equipment. Everything seemed fine except the bloody engine.

				I radioed ahead for the boatyard tender and they met us at the marina entrance. There was a young lad on the tender who took our rope and towed us in. We snaked our way down the winding channel and as we turned the last corner, I realised that we had built up a fair amount of speed. I shouted at the lad to slow down but he didn’t seem to appreciate the momentum that a 13 ton boat can carry. I shouted at Jack to drop the rope and we headed for the dock at about three knots. Fortunately, there were some people standing by ready to snub the ropes off and we escaped with a small scratch on the topsides. Dismayed, Glenys and I retired to the bar.

				20 July 1992 Fox’s Marina

				Nursing our hangovers, we waiting while Lindsay and Jack removed the engine cylinder head. They discovered that when the engine had overheated, one of the pistons had seized in its bore and pulled down the cylinder wet liner. The engine block would have to be rebuilt and, even then, they couldn’t guarantee that it would be faultless.

				I went ballistic. Why the bloody hell had the engine overheated? Why the bloody hell didn’t they stop the engine before it stalled? What the bloody hell were we going to do now? Lindsay and Jack waited for the end of my tirade and then suggested that we get a reconditioned engine. I just shrugged my shoulders. They rang a company called Perry’s in London, who recondition Ford engines. They agreed to deliver one within two days, cash on delivery - only £1,405. Why the bloody hell didn’t we do that in the first place instead of messing about spending over £3,000 rebuilding the old engine? Jack said that they had suggested it six weeks ago - which they had, but I hadn’t realised that a reconditioned engine would be so cheap! 

				Lindsay decided that the overheating problem was due to the heat exchanger. I had already had this reconditioned, but Lindsay and Jack were adamant that I now needed to replace it - only another £490!

				The worst thing to happen during the day was that we were lifted out of the water and put at the back of the yard. This was very depressing. We seem to take one step forward and two back. We are now further away from the launching dock than when we bought the boat four months ago!

				21 July 1992 Fox’s Marina

				Lindsay and Jack lifted the engine out and removed all the parts that were not included with the reconditioned engine, such as the gearbox, heat exchanger and the sea water cooling system. During the engine rebuild they had replaced most of the engine components such as the oil pump, fresh water pump, etc. It would have been useful to put the old parts onto the blown up engine and have the new parts as spares. Unfortunately they had thrown away the old parts! I was a bit annoyed about this, but it wasn’t that important in the scheme of things. In retrospect, I should have insisted on seeing all the old parts when they were removed from the boat (including the rigging). I could then have salvaged some spare parts. I suspect that boat yard employees make a tidy profit on selling old parts.

				To keep ourselves occupied, Glenys and I pottered around doing a few jobs such as tying netting onto the guard rails. This was to stop children and other small objects falling into the water. Glenys painted the topside stripe blue, and I went to the bank to withdraw £1,400 cash to pay for the reconditioned engine.

				22 July 1992 Fox’s Marina

				I was up early in the morning and wandered around the boat yard until the engine arrived at about 11 o’clock - what a fantastic service. Lindsay and Jack started bolting all the bits back on to the engine. Glenys and I tried not to worry and did more small jobs.

				23 July 1992 Fox’s Marina

				The engine was lifted into the boat. We carried on doing small jobs and worrying. We had a message from Glenys’s mum - Brett is ill and the cat has gone missing. We are at our lowest ebb.

				24 July 1992 Fox’s Marina

				The boat was re-launched. There was definitely no champagne, “Just get it in the water please.” As soon as Glencora was safely tied up, we left Lindsay and Jack working on the engine and drove back to Sussex. We arrived back at the house to discover that Brett was ill with some stomach bug. He’s being sick and has severe diarrhoea.

				Ceris had taken our cat, Graz, around to a friend who had agreed to take her in. Our friend had tried to keep Graz in her house until the cat became used to the new surroundings. Unfortunately, the stupid thing had waited for its moment just inside the kitchen door and had bolted out just as the door was being opened. Graz had gone missing. Our friend was distraught over the loss, but even though Glenys went around the neighbourhood shouting for the cat, she can’t be found. We are very upset about this because we’ve had the cat for 9 years and we wanted her to live out her life in a good home. We haven’t told the children what happened to Graz - as far as they know she now lives in a nice lady’s house.

				On the positive side, Ceris has spent a week cleaning the house and everywhere is spotless. 

				25 July 1992 Fox’s Marina

				We spent the day at the house packing the remainder of our belongings into boxes, deciding what we could squeeze onto the boat, and what we had to sell or throw away. The house looked like a bare shell. The children were clutching their teddy bears every time that the door bell rang because strange people kept walking in and taking things. The piano went, the washing machine went, and then horror of horrors some people came in and took their beds.

				26 July 1992 Fox’s Marina

				The rest of Sussex was enjoying a relaxing Sunday morning, I needed some Valium. I did a final rush around the house to check on things - while Glenys went out to the last car boot sale. “Roll up, roll up everything must go.” Oh! and it’s our wedding anniversary!

				27 July 1992 Fox’s Marina

				First thing in the morning, I zoomed off to Ipswich to see what was going on. I arrived to be told that the engine was installed and seemed to work okay. I decided to go out for a second sea trial. We ran the engine for half an hour and tested it by motoring forwards on the mooring lines. The temperature seemed to be staying low.

				We slipped away from the dock and motored away from the marina. We turned right down the river with Lindsay and Jack watching the engine gauges like hawks. Everything was good - the sun was shining and the engine was cool. After a couple of minutes, before we went under the bridge, I decided that I would check the reverse gear. I put the engine into neutral, waited until the boat speed had dropped down to 3 or 4 knots and put the engine into reverse. Bang! We didn’t slow down. I put the engine in forward gear. We didn’t go forward. Panic! No engine again! I handed the helm to Jack and leapt forward to hoist the main. There was a 15 knot wind from the west, so I decided that we would only need the main. Jack put us on a reach across the river and tacked back and forth while Lindsay dived down below to check what had happened.

				Lindsay came back up and reported that the flexible coupling has sheared between the gearbox and the propellor shaft. I was mortified because we’d have to get towed back in again. I babbled away trying to justify my actions.

				Lindsay went down below to radio to get a tow back into the marina, and no doubt told everyone that the stupid owner of Glencora had sheared the coupling by his total incompetence. 

				While we were waiting, I had the bright idea that we should put up the mizzen and have a play with it. We turned into wind and I hoisted the mizzen. We now had the main and mizzen up but no foresail. Jack bore away onto a reach towards the river bank. We waited until the depth started to drop and turned the wheel to tack. The boat headed up into wind and then wouldn’t bear away. In this semi-luffed condition we slowly, remorselessly went across the river towards the shallows. The boat wouldn’t respond! We couldn’t bear away to gain speed and we didn’t have enough speed to tack. I couldn’t figure it out. Fortunately the boat yard tender arrived and took us into tow before we went aground. This was my first lesson in the use and misuse of a mizzen sail. The mizzen, with no balancing foresail, was producing overwhelming weather helm and effectively stalling the boat - all I had to do was to loosen the mizzen sheet to de-power the sail. Very embarrassing!

				We were towed back into the marina, and Lindsay began the task of removing the damaged coupling and ordering a new one.

				The positive aspect of the whole shambles of the sea trial was that the engine seemed to work correctly, although we had only run it for half an hour. I spent the rest of the day sulking and doing more small jobs to take my mind off it. 

				28 July 1992 Fox’s Marina

				The new coupling arrived, and Lindsay sweated and swore replacing it. This was a nasty job with very little room to work. Some of the bolts had sheared off in the coupling and Lindsay had to spend a couple of hours getting the old bolts out. 

				A gas fitter arrived and checked the cooking gas system and plumbed in the gas for the fridge.

				Back at the house, Glenys called in a house clearance firm who gave us £50 for everything that was left in the house. Brett’s illness is getting worse. 

				29 July 1992 Fox’s Marina

				After another engine test, Lindsay reckoned that the gearbox oil was getting too hot so he wanted to replace the oil cooler for only £211. I was past caring about money by this time and wearily shrugged OK. 

				30 July 1992 Fox’s Marina

				I left Lindsey working on the damn engine and travelled back to Heathfield. Brett still had some sort of diahorrea, he had been sitting on the toilet for three days and had hardly eaten a thing. He was so weak that he couldn’t walk. I took him to the doctor who wanted us to supply a stool sample.

				31 July 1992 Fox’s Marina

				I drove into work, said good-bye to everyone and one of the managers drove me to Ipswich - good-bye 100 mph Cosworth, hello 6 mph yacht. When I arrived at the boat I found that Lindsay had declared the engine 100% and had gone to work on another boat. I spent the morning tidying up ready for the arrival of my family. 

				Glenys dropped off the stool sample at the doctor’s surgery and followed on with her car and the children. It was a very traumatic journey for her. Brett was swaddled in a towel that was being used as a giant nappy - fortunately he slept most of the way.

				So with a boat that wasn’t properly tested, a total lack of confidence in my sailing abilities and a very sick child, we spent our first night in our new home.

				

August 1992

				1 August 1992 Fox’s Marina, Ipswich

				We motored out of Fox’s Marina and up the River Orwell to check the engine with the calorifier tank connected. Everything went OK.

				2 August 1992 Fox’s Marina

				We spent the day settling into the boat. There was provisioning to do and we kept re-arranging the contents of the boat. A simple comment of ‘I don’t like these in this locker’ would mean re-arranging two or three lockers - sort of like one of those sliding puzzles where you have one small space and have to move the sliding parts into a picture.

				Brett is so weak that we have to carry him everywhere. We are very diligent about not using sea toilets in the marina so we have to keep carrying the poor child to the toilet block every time that he wants to go - which was a lot today.

				3 August 1992 Fox’s Marina

				My dad arrived to help us do sea trials and sail around to Brighton. Brett is starting to get better, and spent the day wandering around the boat yard getting into mischief.

				4 August 1992 Fox’s Marina

				Sea trial. We left at half past six in the morning, sailed out past Harwich and round to Woodbridge Haven for the day. It was only 10 miles up the coast, but it got us out of the marina and into the open sea. We picked up a mooring at Bog End, had lunch and then sailed back to the River Orwell. It was a very pleasant day, the boat’s equipment all seemed to work and I managed not to kill us all.

				Just before we stopped for the day, we picked up a man who “swung” the compass. We had to be sure that the compass was showing the correct direction and not being affected by anything on the boat. We went out into the river and he set up an instrument on a tripod in the cockpit. He asked me to point the boat in this direction and then in that direction while he took bearings of landmarks on his instrument. After five minutes he said, ‘Fine compass this one, it’s perfect’. We took him back to the marina and paid him £80 for his services! 

				5 August 1992 Fox’s Marina to Levington Marina 

				Today was a bad day because I had to pay the bill at the Boat Yard. I argued about the charges on the engine rebuild because I thought that the engine overheating was their fault - they had their engineers on board for Christ’s sake. After much wringing of hands, Fox’s reduced the bill by about £1,000. I should have argued for more, but all I wanted to do was sail away from the bloody place. The final cost of buying and refitting the boat was £89,637, only £15,000 over budget!

				Finally, with only 35 days sailing experience, my family and I slipped away from the dock at Fox’s Marina and headed for the open sea.

				Well, actually, we sailed 4 miles down the river to Levington marina ready to go to Ramsgate tomorrow, but at least we had escaped from Fox’s Boat Yard and we were on our way!

				6 August 1992 Levington Marina to Ramsgate

				We left the marina at half past six in the morning and sailed out of the River Orwell. Our aim is to have a leisurely three week sail down to Falmouth, hoping to arrive at the end of August. We are very anxious to leave the country in early September, before the arrival of the equinoctial gales, which could make the passage across the Bay of Biscay too dangerous (for us anyway!) 

				Glenys was busy looking after Brett & Craig and I was rushing around, euphoric that we had finally started our great adventure. Unfortunately, the wind wasn’t at all fair to us and we had to motor most of the way. 

				I played with our auto pilot. It was an old Neco system, with an electric motor directly connected to the rudder quadrant. The modern auto pilots that I had seen at the boat shows were sleek, sexy designs that would interface to GPS and chart plotters to completely automate the steering of the yacht. 

				Not so with the Neco. The control panel is a frightening array of knobs on a black functional panel - no pretty ergonomic red buttons and LCD displays here. Labels such as Trim, Sensitivity and Rudder mark the knobs. I read the manual which suggested a complicated procedure to adjust the performance of the auto pilot, but the thing seemed to have a mind of its own. I eventually set all the knobs to their middle setting and we seemed to weave about a bit but at least headed in approximately the right direction. Anything is better than steering by hand! 

				We arrived at Ramsgate in the late afternoon, refuelled and cracked open a bottle of champagne - maiden voyage completed at last...

				7 August 1992 Ramsgate to Brighton Marina

				We left Ramsgate at four o’clock in the morning to catch the correct tide. I managed to navigate us safely through the sand banks of Goodwin Sands and we turned west by Dover. 

				We had a good 20 knot wind from the east which gave me a chance to set up our inner forestay and pole out two jibs. I have installed a new movable inner forestay, which is fixed about a foot from the top of the mast and comes down to a clamp on the deck at the foot of the baby stay. When we want to run downwind, I move the foot of the forestay out towards the front of the boat where it can be clamped tight. I have two sails with hanks - a storm jib and a No.3 genoa. I can pole out the roller furled Genoa on one side of the boat and a hanked-on sail out on the other side, so that we run down wind with two “goose wing” sails. 

				To my great pleasure, everything worked as designed, and we calmly sailed downwind. All we had to do was to sit there reading in the sunshine while the auto pilot took us to Brighton. 

				When we were about 15 miles from Brighton, the wind began to pick up from the South East. I decided to drop the twin running jibs and put up the main sail. Unfortunately, it took longer than I expected. By the time we had sorted out the foredeck, the wind was definitely blowing harder and we were rapidly approaching the overfalls off Beachy Head. We turned into wind to raise the main sail and I had my first lesson in apparent wind. We went from a pleasant 15-20 knot breeze behind us to a howling 25-30 knot near-gale as we headed up into the wind. To make matters worse, we had entered the overfalls, so we now had 6 foot waves breaking over the fore deck. I wasn’t a happy bear as I went forward to raise and then reef the main sail. I got wet through while the children hid behind the spray hood wondering what the hell was happening. After 10 minutes of chaos, we had the sail sorted out and thankfully turned back downwind. Amazingly, and magically, calm returned to Glencora and we had a cracking beam reach to Brighton. 

				Glenys spotted a dolphin and shouted out. We all dropped our books and rushed to the starboard side of the cockpit to stare in amazement at a school of about ten dolphins. I knew that they like to play under the bow of a boat, but I never expected to see them off Newhaven in the English Channel. I took the boys up to the front of the deck so that they could see the dolphins more clearly. We took loads of photographs, which inevitably came out showing dark, half submerged blobs. All too soon they decided to move on and we were left alone. 

				We went into Brighton marina and struggled to moor the boat on a 25 foot long pontoon. It took all my ingenuity to put ropes in the correct places to keep us in our berth with a third of the boat sticking out past the end of the pontoon.

				8 August 1992 Brighton Marina

				My Dad went home leaving a nice message in the logbook:

				Many thanks for allowing me to be with you on your maiden voyage. Mum and I are very proud of you both and wish you and your family many happy years on Glencora. 

				Luv, Mum & Dad xxx.

				He also left us a mystery package for the boys, but we decided to hide it and open it later.

				As the day progressed, the skies became darker and it started to rain - we thought ourselves lucky that we had managed to pick a good gap in the weather for our sail down from Ipswich. By nightfall, we were in the middle of a spectacular thunderstorm with really high winds. I had heard horror stories of boats being hit by lightning and all their electrics being burnt out. I panicked and disconnected all of my expensive electronic equipment. I didn’t know whether it would help but I felt better doing something. 

				Nervously, we went to bed and tried to sleep with the thunder, lightning and rain pounding the boat. At two o’clock in the morning, I was awoken by a terrific thump on the side of the boat. I leapt out of bed and, peering out into the driving rain, I found that we were being bashed into the yacht next door by the gale force gusts of wind. The wind had changed direction and my mooring ropes were obviously not in the correct places. Groaning, I pulled on my oilskin jacket and went outside to brave the storm. 

				The wind was blowing us straight off the dock and there was a three foot gap between us and the pontoon that we were supposed to be alongside. The ropes were creaking and straining against the wind and the forces were such that I couldn’t pull the boat in by hand. Eventually, I hit on the idea of tying a rope to the pontoon and using our big genoa winch to haul us back to the pontoon. It worked! I retightened the other mooring lines, muttered an apology to the people on the next boat and collapsed back into bed. 

				9 August 1992 Brighton Marina

				Rod & Beverley Hollands and Dave & Sue Marks from Feedback came to visit us. We went out for a short sail but it was very bouncy, making Beverley and Sue sick, so we went back into the marina. 

				10 August 1992 Brighton Marina

				I caught a train back to Ipswich to pick up our car, which we had left behind, and drove to Carol’s house to drop off some things for storage at her house before continuing onto Ceris’ house in Cheshire.

				11 August 1992 Brighton Marina

				Ceris and I caught a train back to Brighton.

				The bad weather looks like it’s here to stay and we continue to have lashing rain and high winds. It’s extremely miserable staying on a yacht in England in the rain. All the hatches have to be closed and, inevitably, everyone’s clothes get wet and have to be hung up around the boat. This causes massive amounts of condensation and everywhere feels and smells damp. Yuk! Fortunately Ceris, a sprightly 70 year old, can take the children out into town while Glenys and I carry on working on the boat.

				12 August 1992 Brighton Marina

				The miserable weather continues with lashing rain and gale force winds. I busied myself doing some jobs on the boat. One of the bad design aspects of our boat is that the showers drain down into a bilge sump deep in the keel. 

				I was in the middle of scraping the stinking soap and hair sludge from the bilge when Gareth’s wife, Fi unexpectedly arrived. She has flown over from the Caribbean where she and Gareth are working on their newly acquired Nicholson 55 called “Dabulamanzi”. They are planning to start doing up-market charters for two to four people and Fi has come back to England to buy things that are impossible to buy in the Caribbean. We babbled for a couple of hours about our respective boats and then Fi breezed out on her way back to the sunny Caribbean. 

				13 August 1992 Brighton Marina

				We’re still stuck in the marina with gales and heavy rain. 

				The strong winds and the forces on Glencora as she strained against the ropes, started me thinking about our anchors. We have three anchors onboard, a 45 lb. plough, a 35 lb. danforth, and a 50 lb. fisherman. I had intended to use the 45 lb. plough as our main anchor, but I had another look at it (while the wind howled) and decided that it was just a cheap copy of a CQR anchor. I wandered down to the chandlers and bought a brand new 45 lb. CQR anchor - hopefully it will be worth the money.

				14 August 1992 Brighton Marina to Chichester

				Finally, after 3 days’ rain, the weather cleared and we sailed down to the Solent. We left the marina at midday, with blue skies, light wind and slight seas. We arrived at Chichester Bar at low water springs so had to be very careful over the bar. 

				We sailed towards Northney Marina and I foolishly went on the wrong side of a marker and went aground. I soon got us off and crawled into the Marina with my tail between my legs. The harbour master expressed surprise that I’d managed to get in at low tide – I said nothing...

				15 August 1992 Chichester to Cowes Marina

				The next day we decided we would sail to Portsmouth, leave the yacht in a marina and go to visit HMS Victory and the Naval Museum. We managed to find our way out of Chichester Harbour and into Portsmouth without any further incidents. As we approached Nicholson’s marina, I noticed that the outside pontoons were being bounced up and down at least two feet by the wash from the passing ferries. I decided that I didn’t want to leave Glencora there, so I elected to go into one of the inner pontoons. 

				I checked the wind, which was blowing from the south. I decided that I would turn upwind and dock onto one of the pontoons on our port side. I entered the finger pontoons and selected the furthest one on the port side. In the next berth there was a very pretty looking Nicholson 42. As I turned the corner, I realised that the tide was remorselessly pushing us into the berth. I hit reverse and screamed at Glenys to be quick. Unfortunately, Glencora “kicks” to starboard when she’s put into reverse - this caused our stern to move sideways to starboard and with a big “Crump”, we hit the Nicholson. The owner (who had just stood there and made no attempt to help us) did a lot of ranting and raving in a very affected oxbridge accent. Eventually he stung me for £15 to get a small scratch repaired (“or I’ll get the yard to do it!”) - so much for the cruising community...

				We took a ferry across to the other side of Portsmouth Harbour and spent a few hours in the Nautical Museum. We went on the HMS Victory, but didn’t have enough time to spend all day and see the other exhibits, which was a shame. I especially liked the guide on the HMS Victory who was a retired seaman and was very enthusiastic with his commentary. He would mime various parts of his descriptions such as ramming powder home into the cannons. He gave graphic details of the death of Nelson and his ride home in a barrel of rum. The sailors apparently each drank a tot of the rum that was used to preserve Nelson’s body because they thought that they would receive a bit of Nelson’s strength.

				Back on the boat, I looked at the tricky problem of how to get out of the tight berth without causing any more mayhem - particularly with the Nicholson close to starboard.. The tide was still pushing us into the berth. We were on the inside of the row of pontoons, with nowhere to go to our starboard side. There was about 50 feet to the pontoons on the opposite side and the berth directly opposite us was occupied. The only way out appeared to be to back out against the current and then swing to port against the starboard kick of the propeller. It didn’t look good and the local residents were settling themselves down with a beer to watch the action.

				 I decided on my Grand Plan. I would leave a stern port spring to the end of our pontoon and use that to turn the boat to port as I backed up. Glenys was to lengthen the spring until we were pointed at 45 degrees to our pontoon and then she could pull the rope on board. I would then motor in reverse like mad, and hopefully back into a vacant berth on the opposite dock, from where I could leave forwards. 

				All went well at first. We started to back up and the spring did indeed turn us to port. What I hadn’t counted on was the force of the tide. As we turned more sideways onto the tide, it took hold of the stern and remorselessly pushed us around. We pivoted around the end of our finger pontoon and ended up in the berth on the opposite side of our pontoon, which was fortunately vacant! The good news was that we were now facing outwards, and all I had to do was to motor out forwards. I slammed the engine into gear and with a great roar headed out of the marina. Glenys gave me a sick smile. Ceris looked at me with a worried frown. 

				Our next stop was Cowes. We wanted to berth somewhere near to the town but the town docks were heaving with boats rafted five deep. We decided to go all the way up the river to a public dock. We motored up the river avoiding the sand banks shown on our chart. Then we went off the edge of our chart...

				Just as Glenys told me that it was getting shallower, I felt the now familiar deceleration as we went aground in the middle of the river at low tide. I tried to reverse off, but unfortunately, we had been going at about four knots and were hard aground. 

				About ten minutes later, a 30 foot yacht pulled up alongside and asked if they could help. I threw them a rope from our bow and asked them to tow our bow around so that we were pointing back down river. As they pivoted us around, I powered the engine forwards and we floated free of the mud bank that had been holding us. 

				Thanking our rescuers, we tentatively inched our way towards the nearest vacant berth on the dock at the side of the river. We tied alongside and, by asking a nearby yacht, I found out that we were on a private dock - great! We decided to stay there for the night and hoped that the owner of the berth was out for the night. We were just settling down to our dinner when the owners came back and we had to head back up the river to the marina that Glenys had suggested earlier. Fortunately, the tide had risen and we made it to the marina without further incident.

				 Just before we went to sleep, I whispered to Glenys that her mum must think we’re totally incompetent - we’ve hit another boat and been aground twice in the space of two days. “We are,” she replied. 

				16 August 1992 Cowes Marina to Southampton

				We sailed across to Ocean Village Marina, Southampton arriving early afternoon without incident. We chilled out for the rest of the day.

				17 August 1992 Ocean Village Marina, Southampton

				Ceris went home for a well deserved rest and the weather took a turn for the worst, so Glenys decided to take the children into town for a walk around. She stopped to look at the ruins of an old church and let the children run around. Craig managed to fall down some steps and split his forehead open. Glenys had to get a taxi to take them to the hospital. Poor old Craig came back with 4 stitches in his forehead. 

				This was our first medical problem and it made us consider the risks of being on a boat in the middle of nowhere. We took out our medical supplies and checked what we had. We were carrying a wide range of painkillers from simple paracetamol, through Neurophen to our strongest, Antalgin 550. We had thought about taking injectable morphine based pain killers but finally decided that we didn’t have the skill or knowledge to safety inject someone. We had stick-on butterfly stitches and also some thread stitches for real emergencies. I’m was fairly sure that I could manage to stitch the other three, but Glenys is so squeamish that if I needed to be stitched I would probably have had to do it myself! 

				We had Flammazine and sterile dressings for burns; an emergency dental repair kit for teeth; Arret for the runs; lotion for head lice; eye drops; anti-fungicidal creams; a whole range of antibiotics; antiseptics; a good supply of seasickness tablets; the list went on and on. Satisfied that we had covered most eventualities, we packed it all away.

				18 August 1992 Southampton to Yarmouth

				The weather was more pleasant today, so we headed out of the marina and went alongside a barge anchored in the middle of the river. The enterprising couple who own this barge have set it up with diesel tanks and a pump and sell diesel to passing yachts. The marinas in the area don’t have fuel docks so the barge does a roaring trade. 

				There was very little wind and, remembering my appalling boat handling in Portsmouth, I decided that we would do some practice at reversing. We positioned ourselves in the middle of the river and tried slowly reversing.The stern kicked to starboard and we went in circles. We tried reversing hard and found that the stern kicked to starboard. We tried various rudder positions and engine power, but remorselessly the damn boat would turn to starboard. We gave up, and resigned ourselves to the fact that we couldn’t control the boat in reverse. We would turn to starboard no matter what we did. 

				After our balletic display, we sailed down to Yarmouth and picked up a mooring outside the harbour ready for an early start to Cherbourg tomorrow. 

				19 August 1992 Yarmouth to Cherbourg

				We dropped the mooring at six o’clock and set off on our first international passage. I had spent hours checking tides and putting way-points into our GPS receiver. We had stowed everything away and were fully prepared for anything that the ocean could throw at us.

				We motored all the way.... The biggest hazard was the large clumps of weed floating in the water. The weed itself is not really a hazard, but I was worried about going through the weed in case there was any rope or net hidden in it, which could wrap around our propeller. I spent most of the day steering us around these dense little islands of vegetation. 

				Halfway across the Channel, we decided to get out the mystery parcel that Grandad had left behind for the boys. We made a big fuss about getting the box out, and Brett and Craig were worked up into a frenzy of anticipation. The box came out. Slowly I cut away the tape. We delayed the moment by trying to guess what was in it. Cars? Lego? Big trucks? Toy Boats? I put the box down and let the boys at it. They feverishly ripped open the flaps and found....

				A video player and some cartoon video tapes. 

				Unfortunately, we don’t have a television. Try explaining to a three year old and a five year old that they can’t watch “Robin Hood” and “Duck Tales” because rotten old Mummy and Daddy don’t want to get a television. We managed to calm them down by delving into Glenys’s cupboard of goodies.We made a sign saying “Nice Video, No TV” and took a picture of the boys to send to Grandad. I quietly hid the video and tapes while the boys munched happily on sweets. 

				To pass the time while motoring across the Channel, I played with “Estimated Position” navigation and found that I was not very accurate when compared to the GPS – I reckon that I didn’t pay enough attention to the actual course steered and I think that our log over-reads. I had to rely on the GPS more than I wanted to. 

				My nerves were on edge as we entered the huge outer harbour of Cherbourg. Would the Customs be a problem? How are we going to find a berth? In fact, there are big signs directing yachts to the visitors’ berths in a huge marina and the Customs procedure was a simple matter of filling in a form. We had made it, we were abroad. 

				20 August 1992 Cherbourg

				Went into town and mooched about, waiting to sail overnight.

				21 August 1992 Cherbourg to St Helier

				We left Cherbourg at half past one in the morning for our first night passage in Glencora. No problems, but it was a bit rough entering the Alderney Race where the tide can be up to 5 knots. We had to motor until four am and then sailed most of the way to St Helier. We arrived at half past eleven in the morning. 

				This was our first time trying watches. I went to bed at seven o’clock before leaving Cherbourg. Glenys put the boys to bed then went to bed at ten o’clock. We both got up to leave the harbour and Glenys went back to bed until five in the morning – a 3.5 hour watch for me then Glenys stood watch until half past eight. It seemed to work well.

				The tidal range in Jersey is enormous with a difference of about 30 feet between low water and high water. Consequently, the marina has a tidal gate across the entrance. This gate is raised, as the tide falls, to create an artificial lagoon which ensures a minimum depth of water in the marina. The tidal gate is not lowered until the level of the water outside the marina is the same as the level of water inside the marina. 

				We arrived outside St Helier marina at low water, so we had to tie up to a floating pontoon outside the entrance to the marina, to wait for the tide to come up. As we expected in mid-August, when we finally went into the marina, it was very crowded and we had to go on the outside of a raft of boats. 

				22 August 1992 St Helier, Jersey

				Chill out day. We visited Elizabeth Castle, walking over the causeway at low tide.

				23 August 1992 St Helier, Jersey

				Glenys did errands and shopping and we all just hung about. A few boats left the raft today.

				Rafts are interesting things. Most marinas are designed so that yachts can moor alongside a floating pontoon. When the marina becomes crowded, the only place for an arriving yacht to go is alongside a yacht that has already tied up to a pontoon. The second yacht ties ropes onto the first yacht and runs a bow and stern line ashore to take the strain off the ropes of the inner boat. The next boat to arrive has to moor alongside the second boat and so the raft grows. The biggest raft that we have been in was 12 boats deep - you can just imagine the tangle of ropes. 

				There are several points of etiquette associated with rafts. The first and most important is the safety of the yachts on the raft. It is accepted practice to run lines to the shore from each yacht to take the load off the inner boat. Otherwise the poor inner boat and its ropes could be subjected to forces beyond their design - with disastrous consequences. Boats have had their cleats ripped out of their decks and whole rafts have swung away from the pontoon when a rope has snapped. 

				So woe betide any yachtsman who ties onto a raft and doesn’t put lines ashore. It always starts with hard stares in the belief that the offender has temporarily forgotten. Then the loud talking starts, “Oh, I’m sure that he will be running some lines ashore soon”. Remember that boats are lying alongside each other and the distance between cockpits is only a matter of feet. If the subtle hints are ignored, then a direct approach is called for. This ranges from the tolerant “Would you like a hand with your shore lines?” to the more direct “Well, are you going to put some bloody lines ashore?” 

				Living in such close proximity calls for a certain tact and consideration for your neighbours. To get ashore you have to walk across your neighbours’ boats. While it is unnecessary to ask permission to do this, you should always walk around the foredeck - we’ve actually had people walk through our cockpit while we are sitting there having dinner.

				The fun really starts when a boat in the raft wants to leave. Let’s say that boat No.2 has decided that he wants to leave a raft of six boats. The first thing that he has to do, is to go, cap in hand, to the other boats and apologetically tell them that he wants to leave. The responses to this simple statement range from a simple sigh to “What? Now?” 

				Having informed his fellow yachtsmen, No.2 returns to his yacht to lick his wounds and brief his crew on their jobs. Nos. 4 to 6 have to remove their front shore lines so that No.2 can motor out forwards. No.3 meanwhile, has the biggest problem. He not only has to remove his front shore line but has to pass it around the back of No.2 and attach it to No.1 otherwise when No.2 motors out forwards there will be nothing connecting No.3 (and the rest of the raft) to the shore. With me so far? 

				Once all the bits of rope are in place or removed, everyone looks to No.2 for “The Command”. No.2 instructs his crew to remove the springs from No.1 and No.3. The crowd waits in anticipation. The stern lines are then dropped between No.2 and Nos. 1 and 3. Now the moment of truth. No.2 commands his crew to drop the fore lines and with a cloud of white smoke roars out of the raft. If he’s fortunate, he will have undone all the correct ropes and won’t get a trailing rope wrapped around his propeller. He’ll make a clean getaway. 

				Not even the language is clean back at the raft. The raft has started to swing away at the front. The crew on No.3 (now No.2, but I’ll not confuse you) are frantically pulling on the shore line which is now attached to No.1. Unfortunately, the fickle wind has decided to play a hand and is remorselessly blowing the raft around. The outer boats are now swinging backwards towards the raft behind them. Nos. 4 to 6 stand on their yachts transfixed by the sight of the crew of No.3 heaving and straining. No.3 are screaming obscenities but to no avail. 

				Suddenly in a blinding flash of seamanship, No.5 remembers that he has an engine. He starts it and motors forwards pushing the whole raft back into place. Ten minutes later Nos. 3 to 6 have reattached their shore lines and calm returns to the raft, until No.1 says that he wants to go......

				24 August 1992 St Helier, Jersey

				We woke up to gales and heavy rain. I was a bit of a grumpy bear today. Glenys took the boys to “Living Legend” while I rewired the batteries.

				25 August 1992 St Helier, Jersey

				There is still a gale and heavy rain. Glenys took the boys to the castle at Gorey while I continued to work on the boat.

				26 August 1992 St Helier to Falmouth

				It looked like we had a good weather window to go to Falmouth, so we got up early, extracted ourselves from the raft and motored out of the marina just before half past seven. We motored to the fuel dock, where we had to tie alongside a wall. 

				This wall was at an angle of about 80 degrees and, because it was half tide, the exposed section was about 20 feet high. There was a daunting, slimy ladder that had to be climbed to reach the level of the fuel pumps and the mooring cleats. I managed to tie us up to the wall and then we had a half hour wait until the pump attendant arrived. We had settled down in our saloon, having a nice cup of tea, when I heard a strange creaking noise. I went up on deck to find that the tide had dropped by two feet in about five minutes and Glencora was just beginning to hang by her mooring lines! Until the pump attendant arrived, I had to sit on deck constantly adjusting ropes. 

				We refuelled and left without major incident (only one glancing blow off a power boat moored by the fuel dock). It was a fine sail, with pleasant winds and skies, past Guernsey and out into the English Channel. By two o’clock in the afternoon, the wind had picked up from the West and the sky became more cloudy. 

				We whipped out our weather bible - “Instant Weather Forecasting”, which is a wonderful little book. It shows numbered photographs of various skies and explains what the cloud formations mean and what sort of weather can be expected. After a heated debate, we decided that it was a Number 1- a cold front approaching and, at this time of year, that could mean a gale within 8 hours.

				An hour later, the wind had picked up to 25 knots, so we dropped the main sail and used just the mizzen and a reefed genoa. The children had been made nice and comfortable by building little nests of blankets either side of the companion way under the spray hood. A huge packet of sweets helped their peace of mind. At about three o’clock, Brett said, “Look at the pretty ring around the sun.” I scrabbled for the weather book - a Number 4. Haloes around the sun with hazy cirrostratus - risk of gales within 4 hours...

				We were sailing on a north westerly course with the wind coming from the West which meant that we were sailing up wind. The sails were reefed sufficiently so that our motion was fairly comfortable, but night was approaching. A decision needed to be made. Too late to go back to Jersey - we didn’t want to be sailing through the Channel Islands at night in a gale. So the die was cast. We pressed on. 

				The wind increased and, as dusk approached, we had 30-35 knot winds. We sat there eating our bowls of warm Heinz Irish stew, looking at the sun sinking towards a cloudy horizon. We were beginning to doubt the wisdom of our chosen way of life, when Poseidon, in his infinite wisdom, sent a school of dolphins to lighten our load. These magnificent creatures came to say hello, joyfully leaping out of the water around the boat, and showing us that we were not the only beings out here in the wind-swept waters of the English Channel.

				Glenys put the boys to bed in the back cabin, which is where we normally sleep. Totally oblivious to the dangers of the storm raging outside, Brett and Craig were just very excited to be sleeping in Mummy and Daddy’s bed. Meanwhile up in the cockpit, suitably dressed in foul weather gear and with safety lines clipped on, Mummy and Daddy sat holding hands and waiting for the frightening night to end.

				By nine pm, the wind was 35-40 knots - our first Force 8 Gale. The skies were totally overcast and as black as the ace of spades. We had two hour watches, and it was a rather frightened Glenys that I left up in the cockpit. I had to rush down stairs, rip off my clothes and jump into bed quickly so that I wouldn’t feel so seasick that I would vomit. I lay there with my eyes closed, trying to relax and fighting the nausea. The waves were pounding the hull and there were clinks and bangs coming from all our stored gear. 

				Somehow, I nodded off and at eleven pm Glenys woke me. I staggered up stairs, only half dressed, because I was feeling bilious, to find that conditions were just the same - pretty awful. The good news was that we were managing to hold a good course for Falmouth and the wind had backed a little, allowing us to ease the sheets slightly. Glenys dived down below and fell exhausted into her bed. I later found a small prayer written in the log book: 

				“Before I lay me down to sleep

				I pray the Lord my soul to keep” 

				I spent my watch sitting on the side of the cockpit staring at the horizon getting the full blast of wind on my face to keep seasickness at bay. Towards the end of my watch, we were entering the commercial shipping lanes. The English Channel is one of the busiest shipping lanes in the world and last night was no exception. There was a steady stream of big ships making their way to destinations around the world. We had to cross these lines of ships. Theoretically, we had right of way because we were a sailing vessel, but who’s going to argue with a 500 foot tanker? 

				The biggest problem was making sure that we were seen. I had fitted a Firdell radar reflector, which is designed to give a stronger radar return. I also switched on our radar to try to see the ships, but mostly because our radar beam would show up on other radars. At one o’clock, I left Glenys to negotiate her way through the shipping lanes and went to bed. Within half an hour, I was back up in the cockpit, giving Glenys moral support as we tried to keep track of the positions and movements of the ships. 

				We both stayed up for the rest of the night and gratefully sighted land just after dawn. At six am, in the pouring rain, we were sailing into the approaches to Falmouth, but it wasn’t until half past eight that we finally tied up on the fuel dock at Falmouth Marina. During the passage, the pressure had dropped from 1015 to 1002 mb.

				The stationary dock felt strange to our sea-hammered senses as we staggered to the very pleasant marina restaurant and treated ourselves to a huge, well deserved bacon and egg breakfast. 

				27 August 1992 Falmouth

				Horrible weather – recovering from the passage from Jersey.

				28 August 1992 Falmouth

				Glenys took the boys into town. I worked on the boat. Debbie and Steve visited us.

				29 August 1992 Falmouth

				Glenys took the boys to St Mawes. I worked on the boat. 

				After our bad experience crossing the Channel, Glenys and I decided that we didn’t want to take the children on a four hundred mile passage across the dreaded Bay of Biscay– September is the month when the autumn equinox storms arrive. So Glenys rang her mum and arranged to take the children up to Liverpool on the train tomorrow. 

				30 August 1992 Falmouth

				Glenys took the boys on the train up to Ceris’ house in Bebington.

				John Day arrived in the afternoon to help us cross Biscay. John is an avid sailor with his own 26 foot sailing yacht based in the Thames Estuary, and he had jumped at the chance to cross the Bay of Biscay with us. John loves to work on boats and together we polished off a good number of those little jobs that I was “going to do.” 

				31 August 1992 Falmouth

				John and I worked on the boat and Glenys arrived back, minus children. 

				We went shopping for food for the trip and are now waiting for a gap in the awful weather. 

				

September 1992

				1 September 1992 Falmouth

				The weather is still pretty horrible so we worked on various jobs on the boat.

				2 September 1992 Falmouth

				The weather is still horrible so we worked on various jobs on the boat.

				3 September 1992 Falmouth to Santander, Spain (Day 1)

				We have a good forecast for the next few days so we set off at eight o’clock in the morning. Then we had to come back because I had forgotten to post the customs form saying that we were leaving the country. We set off again at nine o’clock.

				It was a fairly grim night beating into a Force 6-7, cold wet and windy. We were getting gusts of 35 knots which is just short of a gale and the motion of the boat was pretty violent. Poor old John got an attack of seasickness and retired below to lie down with a bucket by his head. Glenys and I had taken Stugeron tablets and were feeling rough but could cope with the nausea. John was convinced that the best place for him to be was in his berth, lying down and throwing up into his bucket every so often. Personally I feel better staring at the horizon and taking big breaths! 

				4 September 1992 Falmouth to Santander, Spain (Day 2)

				The wind dropped during the morning and the seas settled down. Motored all day and night in a flat calm. The damn autopilot did a 360 degree turn for no apparent reason. I am starting to feel better and had a small glass of wine with dinner. 

				5 September 1992 Falmouth to Santander, Spain (Day 3)

				Blue skies, a flat sea and a 10 knot wind. To celebrate our good fortune, Glenys cooked an English breakfast which we ate while watching dolphins playing in the bow wave. Life is good sometimes. 

				We can only carry enough fuel to motor for 40 hours, so we couldn’t afford to motor too much this early in the passage. I’ve decided to motor during the night and to try to sail during the day. My logic is very simple – we can lounge around during the day and play with the sails to try to get as much boat speed as possible. It would also be too depressing to do night watches and only travel 25 miles in 12 hours.

				Just after lunch, I plotted our position on the chart and found the we were at one of the deepest parts of the Bay of Biscay with a depth of about 4,300 metres. I found this very exciting and just HAD to go for a swim. John and Glenys didn’t seem too keen on the idea for some reason.

				I cautiously climbed down the transom ladder and put my toe into the water. It was freezing. 

				Discretion being the better part of valour, I retreated back onto deck, donned my wet suit and then bravely plunged into the water. It’s a very eerie sensation swimming so far from land in water which is so deep. Goodness knows what lives at the bottom of the ocean and might take a fancy to a nice plump Neville. Two circuits of the yacht and that was enough - been there, done that. 

				Having dried off, my next hair-brained idea was to take some photographs of the boat sailing along - we had nothing else to do after all. We pumped the dinghy up on the foredeck, lowered it into the water and then attached our outboard. 

				The outboard is not my favourite device. I bought it from a man in Sussex when I knew nothing about outboard engines. It’s a very old Mercury 3.5 and I often have trouble starting the engine. Glenys was very worried about the fact that I was leaving the boat in the middle of the Bay of Biscay, but John was on board and was more than capable of sailing Glencora to “rescue” me. The exercise was very worthwhile because we ended up with some good photographs.

				During daylight we have seen very few other boats, but John has become convinced that the Spanish fishing fleet waits over the horizon until his night watch and then deliberately starts to close in on us, surrounding us with their nets! They are “Purse-Seine” fishing, which involves pulling a very long net between two boats and then closing the loop to catch the fish. No doubt a very fine way to catch fish, but a nightmare to a sailor who could get caught out by sailing straight into the middle of it all. They use very powerful flashing lights on the boats at either end of the seine net which are visible from a great distance. John spent most of his night watch manoeuvring to avoid the fleets with their confusing lights. 

				6 September 1992 Falmouth to Santander, Spain (Day 4)

				At five o’clock in the morning, we were motor sailing and John noticed that the oil pressure was reading low. Having already blown one engine up, I panicked and changed the oil filter before putting in some fresh oil. Nothing like having my head stuck inside an engine compartment early in the morning to make me feel seasick!

				The day continued to be fine with a light wind against us again. The wind dropped at six am, so we put all the spare fuel into the tank and motored. We picked up a fair wind at ten o’clock and sailed towards the entrance to Santander. 

				One of the most exciting parts of sailing is approaching an unknown harbour. Unfortunately, the charts that I have of Santander are very small-scale charts which means that there isn’t a great amount of detail shown. I have a pilot book but that doesn’t give very good information either. I’m worried.

				7 September 1992 Falmouth to Santander, Spain (Day 5)

				At one o’clock in the morning, we were about five miles from Santander, I had to make a decision about whether we stayed offshore until daybreak or whether we attempted to enter this unknown, foreign port. I couldn’t face another night at sea so I decided that we would continue. As we got closer to the approaches to the port I flicked on the radar and tried to reconcile the lights that I could see with a trace on the radar. It seemed very peculiar to both John and me. There were many bright white lights and traces on the radar which didn’t match our charts. We cautiously continued hoping that the Spanish hadn’t built a new breakwater. We spent a very traumatic hour slowly approaching these bright lights until eventually we found out that they were very large ships at anchor. Breathing a sigh of relief, we carefully threaded our way through the ships and into the port of Santander.

				The entrance started off as a very wide bay and, as we passed a rocky island to starboard, it quickly narrowed to a river about 50 metres wide. The pilot book stated that we should anchor just off the Club Nautica in good holding mud at a depth or five metres. We slowly moved down the river at 3 knots and eventually found what we thought was Club Nautica. We then motored round in circles trying to find a spot which was about five metres deep. Most of the river was 10 to 12 metres deep and the only place that we could find that was five metres deep had lots of small boat moorings in place. I decided that Glencora was too big for these moorings so we found a place off to the side, which was about 10 metres deep. 

				Now came the fun part - we had never anchored Glencora. In fact, I had only ever anchored once, which was on a lunchtime stop, with a sailing school, in beautiful calm conditions. Anchoring a heavy 39 foot cruising boat while exhausted, at three o’clock in the morning, in the pitch black, in a Spanish port was a totally different proposition. John’s experience of anchoring wasn’t much better than mine having only anchored his 26 ft yacht for lunchtime stops.

				Anchoring is a Black Art. If you ask any group of sailors about the best way anchoring a boat, you will get a different answer from everyone. The size of anchor, the type of anchor, whether you should use chain or rope and the procedure for anchoring are all very emotive subjects – strongly contested in bars all over the world.

				The first thing to do is calculate the length of chain required for the depth of water that you are intending to anchor in. The length of chain required is 3 to 7 times the depth of water (depending on wind and sea conditions.) 

				The sailing school procedure for anchoring is to lay out the correct length of chain onto the deck of the boat, tie the end of the chain on to a suitable cleat on the boat and then lower the anchor over the front of the boat so that it is just touching the water. When everything is prepared, the boat should then be turned into wind or into the tide (depending on which is stronger) and then the anchor is gently lowered until it hits the sea bed. At this point the boat is allowed to drift backwards while the anchor chain is slowly fed out, laying it along the bottom. The weight of a boat drifting will slowly dig the anchor fluke into the sea bed and the chain will then become tight. The boat’s engine should then be put into reverse, backing the boat away from the anchor, thus digging the anchor further into the sea bed and ensuring that the anchor is holding. Easy!

				Leaving Glenys at the wheel, John and I walked to the front of the boat. We opened the hatch at the front and stared down at the windlass, which is a very simple device which helps to control the anchor chain. It has a clutch which allows you to feed the chain out of the chain locker in a controlled manner and, in our case, has an electric motor with a foot switch to pull the anchor chain back in. While back at Fox’s marina, I had diligently painted white marks on the chain every 10 metres and I had stripped down and repaired the windlass. Unfortunately, I had never used the windlass in anger. John had no experience of anchoring with a windlass.

				We pulled some chain out of the chain locker. I lifted the anchor from its place in the anchor locker and, with much grunting and groaning, hung the 45lb anchor over the bow roller at the front of the boat. I made sure that the windlass clutch was tightened up so that the chain was held in position. So far so good! All we had to do now was to manoeuvre the boat into position, use the windlass clutch to slowly pay the chain out until the anchor hit the sea bed and then slowly pay out the chain as the boat drifted backwards.

				With Glenys at the wheel, we manoeuvred into position and I gently pushed the clutch lever forwards to pay out some chain. Nothing happened. I then remembered that there was a small lever which locks the windlass wheel in place. I tightened the clutch, undid the locking lever and then slowly pushed the clutch lever forwards. Nothing happened. I gently pushed the clutch lever forward a little bit more. Nothing happened. I gently tapped the clutch mechanism. Nothing happened. I hit it a little harder. Suddenly with a great roar, the anchor plunged into the water and chain started to scream out of the windlass at great speed. 

				I frantically pulled the clutch lever back, but it still took me about 30 seconds to stop the chain. John and I stood there for a minute in total silence. 

				We decided that we didn’t know how much chain we had paid out so we decided to re-anchor. Unfortunately, when the chain had screamed out of the windlass, a small piece of nylon called a ”Chain Stripper” had broken. This insignificant piece of plastic which only costs £3 makes sure that the chain does not snag on the windlass capstan thereby preventing it from jamming. It took us 20 minutes to pull 70 metres of chain up from the sea bed, because the damn windlass kept jamming every two metres or so. 

				Our second attempt was a little more controlled mainly because we paid the anchor chain out by hand - having decided that the windlass was far too complicated for us to cope with at four o’clock in the morning. We attempted to back the boat up, but the anchor did not appear to hold. We had a third attempt but still couldn’t get the anchor to hold - I nearly cried. We decided to go find the marina that was mentioned in the pilot book.

				Unfortunately, we had no charts of the port and the pilot book only gave a brief mention of the marina which “was further up the river.” In England, marinas are very clearly marked and the channels through a port are very apparent. Not so in Spain. We cautiously motored up the river following the big ship buoys but came to a point where small fishing docks started to open up to our starboard. After following the edge of this channel for a few minutes, I decided that we had missed the main channel up the river and that we ought to find it again. We looked around and spotted the green and red buoys for the main channel about 800 metres away. I cautiously pointed to boat towards these two buoys while keeping a sharp eye on the depth gauge. 

				The depth started at about five metres by the fishing docks and slowly started to decrease as we headed towards the main channel. Suddenly the depth went from 3.5 metres to one metre and with a big thump we hit the bottom. We were aground in the middle of a Spanish port at 4 o’clock in the morning. Not quite the landfall that I had in mind.

				I quickly put the engine into reverse and slowly, majestically, we ground and bumped our way off the bank which we had hit. I took an executive decision and decided that, because we didn’t know where the hell we were, we would go back down the river and try again to anchor by the side of the Club Nautica.

				We eventually anchored off the yacht club at five o’clock in the morning. We had changed our anchoring technique so that we laid the anchor chain out on the sea bed but didn’t bother to power the boat backwards. I put out 50m of chain which was more than necessary in this depth of water, but we still didn’t know whether the anchor had set properly. John and I spent 10 minutes staring at and feeling the anchor chain, but our only reward was strange rumbling noises. Glenys made a cup of tea and then I said that I just had to go to sleep. John (bless his cotton socks) gamely volunteered to stand anchor watch until daylight. Unfortunately, it started to rain and it didn’t get light until fairly late. He didn’t look his best when I got up at 8 o’clock! 

				After a cooked breakfast, John and Glenys went to find the Spanish customs to clear us and the yacht into Spain. They were passed from one government building to another until they eventually found someone who was willing to sign a piece of paper. The piece of paper that we were given appeared to be a temporary importation document for the yacht rather than any customs clearance. What the hell, at least we tried!

				When going ashore in the dinghy, we met Neville and Margaret from “Bonnie Day” who were anchored next to us. They were going into town to do some shopping. Our first real yachties.

				Just after midday we raised anchor, motored up the river and found the marina. We booked in, and caught a taxi into town where we got very drunk on Vino Tinto and Tapas. Welcome to Spain!

				8 September 1992 Santander, Spain

				Glenys and John caught the ferry back to Plymouth and left me at the boat.

				9 September 1992 Santander, Spain

				I worked on the boat. Glenys met her mum in Plymouth and got back onto the ferry with the boys.

				10 September 1992 Santander, Spain

				Glenys and the boys arrived back in Santander. We went to the beach.

				11 September 1992 Santander Marina to Santander Beach

				We left the marina in the middle of the afternoon. We stopped off at a fuelling berth in a fishing port. While I was filling up the tank it overflowed (probably because of back pressure). Diesel went everywhere. They wouldn’t take a credit card and we didn’t have enough pesetas, so we ended up paying in US dollars at an outrageous exchange rate – cost us an extra £15!

				We then motored out to anchor off the Playa de Magdalena Beach, which is beautiful.

				12 September 1992 Santander Beach 

				We had a great day on the beach and then motored back to the marina in the evening to get my wash bag that I had left behind. We went back and anchored off the beach again.

				13 September 1992 Santander Beach to Gijon (Day 1)

				I worked on the boat sorting out the second anchor cable while Glenys took the boys to the maritime museum. When they came back, we went to the beach again for the afternoon.

				We left the anchorage at half past seven in the evening bound for Gijon 100 miles along the coast. We motored for about two hours then had a nice 10 knot wind to sail.

				All was going OK until just before midnight when we hit some sort of fishing buoy. The rope for the buoy had caught around the rudder or propeller and we were dragging it along. We hove to and I pulled in the buoy and as much rope as I could. The water was about 150 metres so there was a lot of rope. The rope seemed to come clear when I had a lot of slack, so I dropped the lot in and the buoy disappeared into the night.

				I was very worried that the propeller had been damaged, so when the wind dropped about two hours later, we did a lot of praying before turning on the engine. Thankfully all seems well.

				13 September 1992 Santander Beach to Gijon (Day 2)

				We arrived at Gijon just after lunch. Unfortunately, it was low water and there are a lot of nasty looking rocks on the approach and it is quite tight. We berthed on the nearest pontoon in 2.7 metres of water. 

				We looked around Gijon in the afternoon.

				15 September 1992 Gijon, Spain

				Glenys did jobs on the boat and I took the boys to the beach.

				16 September 1992 Gijon, Spain

				I did various jobs on the boat, including changing the engine oil filters and oil. We went to the fuel dock and filled up with diesel. We met Andrew and Sara on a Princess 33 (power boat) who were en route to Tenerife. They had crossed the Bay of Biscay from Brest. I was quite shocked to find out that they had stocked up with diesel in jerry cans and then just thrown the empty jerry cans overboard when they had used the diesel.

				17 September 1992 Gijon to Ria de Ribadeo

				Craig’s 3rd birthday and the poor lad has a swollen gum above a tooth that has gone bad. Glenys went into town to get a dentist to check it out and they gave him some antibiotics.

				We left Gijon at dusk, bound for Ria de Ribadeo. It was a nice passage with light winds from the west, but we had to tack a long way offshore. This added about 25 miles to the journey. We ended up motoring for 11 hours of the 17 hour journey. The entrance into the river is pretty tight and exciting because the route passes close to and parallel to some cliffs. 

				We tied up on the town quay next to “Bonnie Day”. There was quite a steep rusty ladder up to the top of the quay, which gave us a few anxious moments with Craig.

				18 September 1992 Ria de Ribadeo

				We had a day recovering from the overnighter and went into town to a very touristy restaurant where we had the worst bottle of wine that I have ever tasted. (Don’t trust Neville & Margaret’s recommendations.)

				19 September 1992 Ria de Ribadeo

				We took the dinghy across to Castropol and chilled out in a small bar overlooking the estuary. We had calamari and vino tinto for lunch – brilliant. Brett drove the dinghy across for us.

				20 September 1992 Ria de Ribadeo to Ria de Barquero

				We left Ribadeo Quay at about half past eight in the morning, motored under the bridge and out to sea. We had a really nice 6-7 knot reach for three hours, Los Farallones Islands/rocks are rugged and the Ria de Barquero is lovely. We anchored off the Punta del Castro which is an idyllic cove with white sand. We had a late lunch at about four o’clock and went to play on the empty beach. I put out two anchors even though it was fairly calm.

				21 September 1992 Ria de Barquero

				We had an unsettled night. The wind went from NE10 to SW25 gusting 30 knots, turning our nice anchorage into a lee shore. The two anchors that I had put out held fine. The barometer had fallen 8mb overnight. We decided to go over to the other side of the bay off Punta Castro Vilela.

				The wind was coming down from the hills, giving us gusts from all directions, so I put down two anchors and dived to check that they were in OK. We nervously went to bed with light winds and rain – will we ever get used to anchoring?

				22 September 1992 Ria de Barquero to Ria de Cedeira 

				We had a major struggle getting the anchors up. We had swung around during the night, twisted the two anchor cables around each other and swept up at least three lobster pots. I had to snorkel down in 12 metres of pretty cold water to free two of them. We pulled up the second anchor and had to untangle the main chain from it. We then pulled up the main anchor which had another lobster pot attached. It took half an hour to sort it all out and I was exhausted.

				I’ve decided that I should learn to scuba dive and buy a set of scuba gear in case this sort of thing happens in deeper water.

				We left Ria de Barquero at ten o’clock into a 4 metre swell and 20-25 knot winds but the passage was OK. The coast line around here is very rugged. We tied up next to a French and Swiss boat who were tied up to a big dredger. Both boats had children on board which are the first families that we have met. 

				The only way to get ashore is to get onto the dredger and then jump a one metre gap which Glenys finds a bit daunting.

				23 September 1992 Ria de Cedeira 

				We did some fishing and caught four mullet. In the afternoon, we went into town, had a big lunch and went to the beach. I had a jumper on and was still cold – the boys were running around naked. Cediera is a lovely place.

				24 September 1992 Ria de Cedeira to La Coruna

				We left Cedeira at half past nine and had a really nice sail. The wind was against us again – will we ever sail downwind? 

				We have a few degrees list to port which I’ve not managed to sort out, even though I’ve moved gear around in various lockers. We really noticed a difference between port and starboard tack when hard on the wind – we have to reduce our sail area when on starboard tack, which makes life a bit more difficult than necessary.

				We picked up a mooring at four o’clock at La Coruna. There are two yacht clubs side by side which was a little confusing when we went to check in.

				25 September 1992 La Coruna

				We went to the fuel dock to fill up. It was a bit of a shuffle having to move along in a queue. We ended up moving 3 times before being able to fill up. The Swiss boat “Josua” that we met in Cediera was there (Danny, Erica, Bengy and Milano). We went back out to the mooring and then went into town to look around and do a bit of shopping. It rained a lot today. We’ve spent a week without a marina berth and it hasn’t bothered us much. We shower after a passage when the water is hot and the water lasts at least a week with as much as we want to use.

				26 September 1992 La Coruna

				It’s absolutely howling and there are heavy rain showers.

				We visited the Torre de Hercules which is an ancient Roman lighthouse on a peninsula about 2.5 kilometres from the centre of La Coruna. The name Coruna is derived from the ancient word “columna”, meaning column. The lighthouse is 55 metres tall and is almost 1900 years old, it’s the oldest Roman lighthouse still used as a lighthouse. 

				The boys liked the myth that Hercules slew the giant tyrant Geryon after three days and three nights of continuous battle. Hercules then buried the head of Geryon with his weapons and ordered that a city be built on the site. To commemorate this legend, the coat-of-arms of Coruna contains the lighthouse on top of a skull and crossbones, representing the buried head of Hercules’ slain enemy.

				27 September 1992 La Coruna

				The weather was even worse today. We went to the Science Museum to find that it was closed, so we went to the windswept beach, had a meal and visited Josua.

				28 September 1992 La Coruna to Lage

				We set out from La Coruna at eight o’clock in the morning bound for Bayona. We had a pleasant wind to start with and had a nice sail until we rounded Islas Sisagas when the wind increased to 25 knots and the seas got rougher. Just off Lage, we decided to carry on because we have to meet Ceris at Bayona in three days time. Glenys was starting to feel seasick, Brett threw up and Craig and I were weary of the constant slamming of the hull against the seas.

				By three o’clock, the wind was gusting up to 35 knots so we decided to head back to Lage. I’m glad that we did because we were getting 45 knot gusts as we headed in. 

				While we were bashing back upwind, Craig and Brett were playing in the back cabin. Suddenly Craig started to call up for Glenys, sounding pretty upset, so I rushed down, thinking that he’d hurt himself, only to find out that he was just frustrated because he couldn’t fit a hat onto a Lego man!

				We didn’t anchor at Lage but went to a small cove (Pt Cabello Bay) with 4 other yachts – one of whom was Josua. I anchored at about five o’clock in 12m of water with 60m of chain out. The anchorage was good being sheltered from the SSW wind, but half way through the night the wind dropped and the swell rolled in and rolled in and rolled in. I got up at four o’clock and put up the mizzen which calmed the rolling a bit. We had a very rough night.

				29 September 1992 Lage to Bayona (Day 1)

				We upped anchor at eight o’clock in the morning. The windlass is driving me crazy – I’ve not managed to get hold of a replacement chain stripper, so the chain constantly jams every 3 metres.

				We decided to motor to Bayona because the wind was directly against us. The swell was about 5 metres high but very smooth, so we made very good progress and expected to arrive in Bayona before midnight, which would give us a day to get ready for Ceris’ arrival. 

				Then at about 3 o’clock in the afternoon, just off Cabo Finisterre, there was a terrific amount of vibration from the engine. By the time I’d taken the engine out of gear, the prop shaft coupling had sheared its bolts. Although the winds were very light and against us, we decided to continue to Bayona under sail. In the next 5 hours, we only made 5 miles towards our destination!

				As night fell a dense fog descended, but at least the wind picked up. It is very strange in the fog – no horizon and very dark. 

				30 September 1992 Lage to Bayona (Day 2)

				We had fair winds until one o’clock in the morning – over the five hour period we made 17 miles which was better than the previous 5 hours. At one o’clock, the wind headed us by 20 degrees but we foolishly stayed on the same tack, causing us to sail out to sea for 8 miles and lost us about 5 hours - another lesson learned.

				The wind gradually dropped so by 5 o’clock in the morning, we had only made another six miles. Between six and eight o’clock we averaged 1.5 knots. Being becalmed is character building.

				At eight o’clock, the wind picked up to a SE 10 knots and we headed in towards land. By midday, we were becalmed again. We continued to drift towards the shore and after lunch we picked up a sea breeze, which allowed us to head directly towards Bayona. Our spirits rose – we would be there before midnight!

				By three o’clock in the afternoon, we hit fog again and by five o’clock we were becalmed again - drifting along just off Isla Ons. I was more than a little worried about the sharp, pointed rocks near to the island only about a mile away.

				At midnight, we had only moved 4 miles and we were still in thick fog. It was very eerie and worrying to hear the loud blasts of fog horns from big ships going in and out of Vigo. I gave a few blasts on our “fog horn” which is a small gas canister similar to those that you hear at football matches - pathetic. You can feel the deep bellow of a ship’s fog horn in your chest... 

				

October 1992

				1 October 1992 Lage to Bayona (Day 3)

				The fog finally cleared at four a.m. and the wind picked up so we “ripped” along at 3 knots. I decided that we should just keep going straight into Bayona while we had some wind. But at about half past five we were becalmed again in the approaches just near a South Cardinal mark by some serious looking rocks. 

				We were now at the mercy of the tidal current, which was of course sending us back out to sea. I inflated the dinghy, tied it up alongside and tried to tow the boat in. Very dodgy and spectacularly unsuccessful with only a 3.5hp engine – I gave up after 20 minutes. We had a light wind by this time, so we slowly tacked up the approach channel. For at least an hour we made no headway at all. Every time we tacked, we headed for the same building on the shore. Very depressing, but at least we were holding our ground.

				By nine o’clock, we only had 200 metres to go and were totally becalmed again. I jumped into the dinghy and pushed us into the marina, where Glenys skilfully steered us onto a pontoon. It was a hell of a journey.

				Ceris had arrived half an hour earlier and, when she couldn’t find us, decided to go into town to make sure that there was somewhere that she could stay for the night if we didn’t turn up.

				We eventually met up with her at midday and went out for a slap-up meal.

				2 October 1992 Bayona, Spain

				I dived down to the propeller and removed the sacrificial anode which was very loose – one quick tug and it came off in my hand. The propeller looked OK otherwise. I checked the stern gland which also looked OK.

				Two Spanish engineers arrived, looked at the problem and then disappeared to find replacement bolts. Three of the bolts had sheared off in the gearbox flange and one bolt looked like it had pulled out and stripped the threads. We spent the rest of the day cleaning the boat and generally lurking about.

				3 October 1992 Bayona, Spain

				The engineers repaired the coupling. We motored over to the fuel dock and filled up. We walked into town to stock up on food. We spent about £50 in one shop and the shopkeeper graciously gave Glenys a chocolate bar and presented me with a free bottle of wine – that doesn’t happen in the UK!

				4 October 1992 Bayona to Islas Cies

				We left at ten o’clock and after three hours of beating upwind, we arrived at the Playa Area des Rodas on the Islas Cies. The Islas Cies are a designated national park and rightly so, being a fantastic set of islands with white sand and crystal clear water. We had a good day on the beach and stayed for the night.

				5 October 1992 Islas Cies to Bayona

				It’s a lovely anchorage, with no swell, but I still woke up four times during the night. The domestic batteries were totally flat this morning. I checked the current consumption and decided that there wasn’t a major problem apart from the fact that we aren’t charging the batteries enough and have been using the autopilot which uses 1.5 to 5 Amp Hours. We need to get shore power to get the batteries fully charged to test them properly.

				Another joy, the toilet pump broke and I had to strip it down, muttering that it’s all John Day’s fault because he worked on it last time...

				We left at three o’clock in the afternoon. When pulling up the anchor, the damn windlass jammed again and, as I was battling with it, we drifted onto the only rock near the beach. We gave it two big thumps with the keel before we backed off. I dived down again to check the keel and rudder. No major damage just a few scrapes in the antifouling on the keel. We always seem to be hitting things or going aground when Ceris is with us. The water is cold – I must buy a weight belt so that I can use my wet suit.

				We motored back to Bayona marina to charge the batteries up arriving back late afternoon. We went into a berth with shore power.

				6 October 1992 Bayona, Spain

				I worked on the batteries in the morning and in the afternoon we went to the Parador and had a £75 meal. It’s a very nice place with suits of armour, but mediocre food. In the evening, we walked up to La Virgin de la Roca. Brett wanted to climb the rocks, but got scared part way up – so did I when I had to get him down...

				7 October 1992 Bayona to Vigo

				I checked the batteries after 36 hours charging and they looked OK. We left Bayona at eleven o’clock and sailed to Vigo to get Ceris to the airport tomorrow. The marina has fore and aft mooring on a pontoon, but I had no problem in mooring. It is a very expensive marina and the showers are miles away. The city of Vigo is noisy, fast and there is not a great deal to commend it.

				8 October 1992 Vigo to Bayona

				We waved Ceris off on a bus to the Aeropuerto in Vigo and motored back round to Bayona in the afternoon. We filled up with fuel and water. 

				9 October 1992 Bayona, Spain to Viana do Castello, Portugal

				We motored all the way to Viana do Castello in Portugal. When we entered the river, we went towards the dock that the pilot described, but were shooed away by two blokes on the quayside. We finally deciphered that they wanted us to go back and then along the river. We were just starting to worry, when a marina appeared behind a big building. It was very new having opened only three months ago. There were no problems with documentation, everyone (customs, marina and capitania) were very helpful.

				10 October 1992 Viana do Castello

				The town looked so nice that we decided to stay another day. We went on a funicular railway up to the top of the hill over-looking the town. We visited the Santa Luzia church then just walked around the town. We were moored next to Tim & Viv on Jalanath. We want to spend the winter in Portugal, so I’m checking out the cost of staying in each marina - it would cost £150/month to stay here.

				11 October 1992 Viana do Castello to Porto

				The wind was with us today thank goodness – 20-25 knots straight behind us. However, it was a cold sail because of the constant wind behind us. The entrance into Porto is a bit tight and was made more interesting by the swell on the beam. We berthed alongside a quay behind a replica ship.

				12 October 1992 Porto

				We visited Taylor’s port factory in Vila Nova de Gaia, which is across the river from the main town of Porto. In the afternoon we wandered the streets of Porto. What a dirty run-down place it is. The streets are very narrow and no one seems to spend any money on their properties. The people appear to be in a daze – perhaps the effect of large quantities of cheap alcohol.

				The river is basically a sewer - we watched thousands of grey mullet swimming directly into raw sewage coming out of a huge pipe into the river. I don’t think that I’ll ever eat grey mullet again. We’re going to have to wash our mooring lines when we leave here.

				I think that the place is interesting; Glenys thinks that it is a pigsty. Glenys was given the Spanish/Portuguese inquisition about when we had bought the boat and who was the previous owner. Glencora is apparently on some sort of wanted list.

				13 October 1992 Porto to Nazare

				It was very foggy in the morning so we worked out our finances. By midday it had cleared, but it was too late to set off for Averio. We decided to sail overnight to Figuera de Foz. In the afternoon we visited the gardens of the sports pavilion. We left Porto at 5 o’clock into a very calm sea.

				14 October 1992 Porto to Nazare

				We motor-sailed all night so it was a pretty boring trip. We started to head towards Figuero de Foz, but would have arrived at 5 o’clock in the morning so we pushed on to Nazare, arriving at a more respectable half past ten. We went into the fishing port and pulled up alongside a huge wall and refuelled.

				While we were still alongside a guy asked us in English what we were doing in Nazare. I replied that my father had a boat moored in the marina here. He seemed surprised and asked the name of my father. When I told him he got all excited saying “You’re the son of Carlosh Howarth?” It turned out that he was called “George”, worked for the port authority, knew my dad very well and was even holding the keys for my dad’s boat. We were then treated like royalty and given a berth next to some fishing boats.

				We were visited by the Guardia Fiscal who told us that they wanted to search the boat. George came over and helped translate. It turned out that the boat was on a suspect list for drug smuggling – I don’t know what the previous owner (John Holms) did, but I do know that he left Vilamoura in May 1991 – perhaps he didn’t clear out properly. With George’s assistance, the Guardia Fiscal did a cursory 20 second search of the boat, filled in a form which I signed and then shook hands, smiled and left. Phew. Hopefully the boat is now off the suspect list.

				15 October 1992 Nazare

				I got a quote of £50/month to stay in the small private marina in Nazare compared to £240/month to stay in Vilamoura. We decided to stay in here for the winter, not just because of the lower cost - Nazare is only 2 hours drive from my dad’s house, enabling us to live there while I work on the boat. The Commodore of the yacht club is Snr Campos Ribeiro. He will visit us Friday night or Saturday afternoon.

				16 October 1992 Nazare

				It absolutely threw it down and blew a gale. Glenys went to the market while the boys and I stayed in.

				17 October 1992 Nazare

				Snr Campos came visiting and we finalised the arrangements for leaving the boat in the marina. We went to the beach and met Neville & Margaret from Bonnie Day. They arrived yesterday during the gale – “No shit there I was ...” We jumped down the sand dunes and had a nice time. 

				Glenys managed to drop her purse in the water while getting back onto the boat. I had to go swimming and dived down to get it – brrrr... In the evening, I went down to the Club da Naval de Nazare and spent two hours chatting with Snr Campos and his son Zito, drinking copious amounts of port. I paid £50 for the November berthing.

				18 October 1992 Nazare

				It rained most of the day, so we walked into town for lunch. On the way back, I picked up some mussels from the beach for dinner. They were delicious, but Glenys wasn’t too keen because they hadn’t been bought from a shop.

				19 October 1992 Nazare

				First thing in the morning, a fisherman asked if he could come aboard to get to his small fishing boat which was moored close to us. He couldn’t start his engine because the battery was flat so I disconnected one of my batteries and used it to help him to start his engine. He went off fishing and we went shopping in town. We ran out of water in the afternoon – used 120 gallons in 8 days! The fisherman came back in the evening and kindly gave us two big sole for helping him start his engine.

				20 October 1992 Nazare

				It was raining in the morning, looks like showery weather so we decided to stay at Nazare. Glenys went into town with Brett and visited the Fort. Craig and I went to the sand dunes then chilled out on the boat. Eric of Baccus (a Swede) arrived – we had met him in Viana do Castelo. It’s funny how quickly we set up relationships with people we meet, we talk to them in one port and then might meet them 2 weeks later whereupon we greet each other like we’ve been friends for years. And if we see them a third time, well ......! Generally, the people we meet are doing the same sort of thing that we are doing. We hope it’s like this all the time.

				21 October 1992 Nazare to Figuera de Foz

				We decided to go around to Figuera de Foz for a few days. There wasn’t any wind so we motored all the way. It was very cold and we both had hangovers from our evening with Baccus. I spectacularly threw up after an hour at sea, Glenys just looked very rough.

				22 October 1992 Figuera de Foz

				We looked around Figuera de Foz – nice town. A Dutch boat arrived and moored next to us with Albert and Helen – had a few drinks with them.

				23 October 1992 Figuera de Foz

				We had another day looking around Figuera de Foz and went out for an evening meal.

				The weather is very variable, one day it’s raining and the next it’s blue skies. The temperature is 5 - 15 degrees depending on whether the sun is out. What is depressing is that we may get 3 days of rain which gradually makes everything in the boat damp. We have got a heater in the boat but it doesn’t work - another thing to add to my 100 item job list! A spin-off of this inclement weather is that the washing doesn’t get a chance to dry. Glenys has seized on this opportunity to take the washing to local laundries when we stop somewhere.

				24 October 1992 Figuera de Foz

				It was a nice sunny day so we just slobbed about. A fisherman pulled up alongside and gave us a huge bowl of sardines, what a lovely gesture...

				25 October 1992 Figuera de Foz to Nazare

				It was foggy first thing in the morning. We motor-sailed all the way back to Nazare in convoy with Albert & Helen. I decided that I don’t like travelling in company – I feel restricted.

				We refuelled and then moored on the outside pontoon of the marina, ending the first part of our journey. 

				A few statistics:

				1937 miles since we left Ipswich.

				35 days sailing out of 83 days on board

				352 hours sailing at an average of 5.5 knots

				82 hours night sailing

				160 hours under power.

				I’ve put on about 8 pounds mostly due to cheap wine and the lack of self control that brings. Glenys is looking tanned and surprisingly mellow.

				Brett and Craig seem to like the life and are getting to see a wide range of life styles. Brett seems to be keeping up his inquisitive nature and asks 20 questions per hour. I must admit that it is sometimes difficult to get Brett to sit down to do “school work” but his reading and writing skills are improving daily. 

				Their greatest pleasure (when we are ignoring them) is to play with Lego. They have requisitioned our bed during the day since it is the largest flat area in the boat and play for hours building all sorts of aircraft, pirate dens, boats, mazes, etc. The main disadvantage of this incredibly creative activity is that I keep waking up in the middle of the night with a piece of Lego stuck in some part of my body - do you know how sharp Lego is? 

				They have met a few children on our travels and have very quickly set up friendships. I feel that next year we must try to meet up with more boats that have children because I think that Brett & Craig miss other children’s company.

				

Winter 1992/92

				November 1992 Nazare

				We hired a car and went and stayed at my Dad & Mum’s house in Vilar, Poiares which was about 2 hours drive away. We unloaded all of the expensive gear and stored it in my Dad’s house. We also unloaded all of our clothes and bedding so that the dreaded damp would not claim them. I did some work on the boat by commuting between Vilar and Nazare.

				 Ceris came and visited us for the last week of November. We did the tourist sites in Portugal going to Fatima and the castle at Lousa. My computer gave up the ghost during this week probably as a delayed reaction to when I was over enthusiastically hosing down the deck and dumped about a gallon of water on it back in September. I returned it under warranty.

				On the 29th November, I moved the boat into the corner of the marina. A bit of a disaster because I couldn’t start the engine and we had to drag Glencora into her berth. I suspect a short on the ignition switch because the starter brushes look OK.

				December 1992 Nazare

				We flew back to England on the 1st December and stayed at Ceris’s house. We had a list of things to buy back in the UK which stretched to 5 sides of A4 paper! I spent the first week of December ringing people up and running round like the proverbial headless chicken buying stuff. 

				The second week we spent on a mid week break at the Center-Parc in Nottingham Forest - an ideal venue for the children to drown daddy. 

				Then back to another week of frantic buying before relaxing into Christmas. By this time Glenys and I had added a fair amount of weight to our waistlines and reduced our bank balance considerably.

				Christmas was a lazy affair apart from the hours and hours spent assembling and reassembling Lego castles and ships. Glenys has had to make another bag to keep the Lego in. 

				Glenys & I spent New Year’s Eve at my Mum & Dad’s pub; Ceris very kindly looked after the children for two days - luxury! 

				January 1993 Nazare

				During the first week of January, we visited Steve Scott and Dave Marks and went to the boat show in London. We made a major dent in our bank account at the boat show by buying a new water cooled fridge system and a Hydrovane wind vane steering gear. 

				The next day saw us on the Dover to Calais ferry ready to go skiing, after a brief diversion to get a new anti-roll bar fitted to the car. We were sat in the queue waiting to be loaded on the ferry when I decided to “just” take a look at the front suspension to see what the annoying clunk was. The anti roll bar was snapped in half, so I decided that we had better catch a later ferry.

				We then spent three weeks skiing at Tignes, France (well, we had to do something for the rest of the month). The skiing was great although I think that 3 weeks is a little over the top. My shins took two weeks to recover from the experience!

				Brett’s skiing came on great guns and he is now skiing parallel most of the time and he has managed to pass his 2 star skiing tests (there are only 3 stars). Craig hated Kindergarten and screamed and stamped his little feet every morning. (He later told us that they made him eat boiled eggs ....) It did him good though and he spent the mornings playing around on skis. 

				Ceris came out for the last week and looked after Brett and Craig in the mornings. We took Brett out skiing in the afternoons. We managed to complete a very long black run down to Les Brevieres with him, so we are very proud of him.

				February 1993 Nazare

				We drove back to the UK on the 1st February and had 4 days of frantic buying and organising before we got on the ferry in Portsmouth to go to Santander. We arrived back in my dad’s house in Poiares, Portugal on the 6th February at about midnight, loaded up with books and gear. My mum and dad had already arrived in Portugal and had brought out an even larger load of books and gear in their trailer for us. This was done at great personal sacrifice because their normal car wouldn’t pull all the weight and they had to use their Landrover - a noisy slow journey adding about 10 hours onto their travel time. I still feel guilty about that one!

				The next morning Glenys and I rushed out to Nazare to check if the boat had sunk or not. I’d spent many sleepless nights worrying about her, but there she was, just as we had left her. We checked everything, but only came across two problems - the electric bilge pump had jammed - “nao ha problema” and when we ran the engine the oil pressure was low. Further investigation revealed water in the engine oil - major panic!

				We went back to Poiares to drown our sorrows. The next seven weeks saw us in a routine of me being left at the boat to work while Glenys and the boys returned to Poiares to live it up. They came to visit me at the boat on weekends.

				The engine was my first priority. I suspected that water had got into the engine oil through the oil cooler so I bypassed it and changed the oil in the engine twice to get rid of the water. I ran the engine for a week with no problems. I then reconnected the oil cooler and ran the engine. I don’t know whether to be happy or sad but the engine has run OK for 70 hours with no sign of water. I suppose I’ll just have to keep an eye on it.

				During the month, I moved the transom ladder, fitted the Hydrovane, made a cockpit table, fitted a board on the Starboard berth in the lounge and started work on the fridge. Glenys made an awning and cockpit cushions.

				I’ve had some interesting times trying to get wood for the boat. I’ve found a place in Sitio, which is above Nazare. They make furniture and kitchen units. The owner is really friendly, but doesn’t speak any English. Occasionally he has one of his younger workers interpret for us but if he’s not around, we resort to wild arm waving and sketches. I try to take detailed drawings along. I’ve mostly been looking for Mahogany and Teak, but they don’t understand what I’m asking for, so they take me out to the scrap wood pile and I ferret around until I find something that looks about right. They are really good and machine the wood to the correct dimensions for me at a very low cost. I guess that I’m the “Mad English sailor”...

				One windy day, I asked Senor Campos (the Commodore of the Clube Naval da Nazare) if we could hire an Optimist sailing dinghy for Brett and he very generously loaned it to us until we left. Brett had mixed feelings whilst sailing it, ranging from ecstasy while reaching, to absolute terror while stuck in irons with the flapping boom just above his head. I must admit that when I went out in it I had a good time!

				I’ve got into a routine of going to the Clube Navale da Nazare on a Wednesday night. The main room on the ground floor is basically a gambling and drinking den (no women allowed, of course). I walk into clouds of smoke and very intense men playing what I assume is poker. I never stop to play, but after a few weeks, the guys have started to acknowledge me as I walk through on my way upstairs to Snr Campos’s office. 

				I aim to get there just after nine o’clock, just in time to help Snr Campos open a new bottle of port. We have great conversations about sailing and boats and life in general. He can only speak a little English and I can speak hardly any Portuguese, so we resort to a mixture of French, Spanish, English and Portuguese. Funnily enough, I seem to understand more about what he is saying as the bottle of port empties. I normally manage to escape at midnight, stagger back to the boat and have a lie-in the next day.

				I love Nazare, all the people seem so friendly; especially in the port where everyone knows who I am and helps me out. The town is a bit more touristy, but because it is winter it is fairly quiet and the locals get on with their normal lives. The way that they dry fish in the sun on the beach is really interesting.

				My mum and dad have taken us to a fantastic restaurant which is tucked away in a back street. The main clientele are locals and there are very few tourists that find the place. The owner knows my mum and dad well, so we are welcomed like family every time we go there. The Baccalau (salt cod) is fantastic and the pork with clams is Glenys’s favourite.

				

March 1993

				Early March 1993 Nazare

				I continued working on the boat – finished fitting the fridge and built a big cupboard where the old gas fridge was. We also painted marks on the anchor chain.

				14 March 1993 Nazare

				Today we fitted a seacock for the new fridge. We motored over to the south side of the port and tied up on a ramp. When the tide went out, we were left dried out. It’s the first time that I’ve ever dried a boat out and I must admit that the thought of our home balancing on a 4 inch wide keel gave me a sleepless night. 

				In the end it all went well, but drilling the 1.5 inch hole in the bottom of the boat, knowing that the tide was coming back in, was a little worrying. While we had the chance, I scrubbed the bottom of the hull and cleaned the propeller. The propeller anode had very little wastage, so the shaft brushes that I fitted must be working.

				I got very annoyed because a young gypsy boy, whom Brett has befriended, decided that he would go for a ride on Brett’s bike. The tide came back in and he still hadn’t come back. We had to sail back across to the marina without the bike. We moored on the outside pontoon of the marina next to Jaon’s boat “Johel”. Brett managed to get his bike back.

				19 March 1993 Nazare

				We left our car at Vilar and Eddie (one of my Dad’s friends), kindly drove Glenys and the boys to Nazare and we finally moved back onto the boat.

				20 March 1993 Nazare

				We spent the day tidying up to get ready to put to sea.

				21 March 1993 Nazare

				We continued tidying up and went out for a short test sail. Everything still seems to work, but there wasn’t enough wind to try out the Hydrovane. I swung the compass using the shadow pin – no significant deviation.

				22 March 1993 Nazare

				We motored across the port to refuel ready to leave tomorrow. After filling up, I went to start the engine but only got an ominous click from the starter motor. It took a few minutes of sweating and swearing to get the engine to start so that we could go back to the marina. We sulked...

				23 March 1993 Nazare

				I fiddled about with the engine. I checked the wiring and re-soldered the connections on the ignition switch. I finally decided that it was the starter motor, so I took it into town to a garage who deduced that it was the Bendix jamming on a damaged shaft. They told me to come back tomorrow.

				24 March 1993 Nazare

				The garage couldn’t find a replacement Bendix, so with typical Portuguese ingenuity they said that they would machine the shaft on the old Bendix. They told me to come back tomorrow.

				25 March 1993 Nazare

				I picked up the starter motor and fitted it. The engine started fine, so we tidied up ready to go to Peniche tomorrow. We are all excited.

				26 March 1993 Nazare to Peniche

				We’ve escaped Nazare at last. We had a nice sail down to Peniche, which is a fishing port. The Hydrovane seems to work OK but it is a bit fiddly. We picked up a huge five foot diameter steel buoy obviously intended for large fishing boats. The whole harbour appears to be a diesel slick. The town doesn’t have a lot to see so we have decided to go on to Lisbon.

				For some reason, we kept being pushed up against the big buoy during the night. I got up a few time to try to stop it - not only was it noisy, but I was worried that the steel would scratch our topsides.

				27 March 1993 Peniche to Lisbon

				We left Peniche first thing in the morning. We actually got up too early because sunrise was 30 minutes later than the almanac said. There was no wind so we motored all the way. We went the long way around to get into the River Tejo because I don’t have a large scale chart showing the channel from Cascais. We went all the way up the river to the Doca do Terreigo do Trigo, which is full of cruising yachts. 

				We struggled trying to pick up an aft buoy against a strong cross wind. Then someone pointed out a “downwind” berth behind the same replica ship that was in Porto. Fore and Aft mooring needs some practise – I think that I’ll rig up the mooring hook gadget that my mum bought us for Christmas.

				28 March 1993 Lisbon

				We persuaded and cajoled the boys up the steep streets to the Castelo where we were rewarded with a nice view of the city and the river. We then went for a drink on a French boat “Jules” with Eric, Anne-Marie & Michel (11 yr old) who played with Brett & Craig. 

				This harbour is the nearest to the old part of the city and is very pleasant apart from the 4 ft waves every 30 minutes from passing tugs - good for the old sea legs I suppose.

				29 March 1993 Lisbon

				Glenys went shopping (expensive), I went to chandlers to buy some bits (expensive) and then we went for a walk around the shopping area. It’s a big city with nice architecture, but we find it noisy, expensive and too spread out for the children to walk around. I talked to an American on “Isobar” who is on his way to Russia. He told us that Sevilla is beautiful, we might go there.

				30 March 1993 Lisbon to Sesimbra

				We decided to motor down the river to the Belem district of Lisbon to get fuel and water and visit the maritime museum, which is supposed to be very good. We managed to get the fuel and water but none of the three marinas would let us stay for the night. We had a choice of either going back to Doca do Terreiro do Trigo against the tide or leave Lisbon. We got the hump and left.

				We had a beautiful sail to the small town of Sesimbra – the Hydrovane was wonderful. We went into the fishing harbour and tied up alongside the quay. It smells of fish and feels like home. Sesimbra has a reputation for strong local northerly winds and it was blowing as night fell. I was glad that we weren’t at anchor in the bay.

				31 March 1993 Sesimbra

				We had a day of rest, building lego castles and went for lunch in a restaurant. In the afternoon, we lay on the beach. We like Sesimbra .

				

April 1993

				1 April 1993 Sesimbra to Sines

				We passed the three-masted training ship “Sagres” as we left Sesimbra. As we entered a depth of 200 metres, a group of dolphins joined us and stayed for 10 minutes. There was was a 2 metre swell just on the aft quarter, so I poled out the genoa and we rolled downwind. About 15 miles from Sines, the swell increased and the motion became very unpleasant – I tried to turn the run into a broad reach but we still rolled – I must try 2 jibs poled out. Sines looks like a nice anchorage – time will tell. This is our first time anchoring this year. I took Brett and Craig to the beach and unfortunately fell off the side of the dinghy into the water when leaving the beach – rucksack, camera, wallet and all!

				2 April 1993 Sines

				Glenys went shopping and I did a few jobs. We had an early dinner and weighed anchor at six p.m. The wind in the anchorage was 15 knots, but when we got out in the open sea, the wind was gusting 30-35 knots. We sailed downwind for 10 minutes and then decided to return after we had an indicated gust of 30 knots when we were going at 8 knots boat speed. 

				The anchorage is nice and peaceful – good decision! A chap from “Kormoran of Dart” came over to welcome us back – they had tried to go north earlier in the day.

				3 April 1993 Sines to Vilamoura (Day 1)

				We lounged about on the boat and the beach until six p.m. and then left to go to Lagos. The large swell had disappeared and we had a nice fast reach. 

				4 April 1993 Sines to Vilamoura (Day 2)

				The wind dropped just after midnight. The swell was making it unpleasant to sail at 3 knots, so we put the engine on for 4 hours until we had rounded Cabo De Sao Vicente when the wind picked up enough to sail at 5-6 knots. 

				We started to approach Lagos at eight o’clock in the morning and then decided to give it a miss and go straight to Vilamoura. The wind dropped an hour later, so we motored all the way to Vilamoura marina. We arrived at midday and had to wait until two o’clock for the office to open. After endless forms and a customs officer asking me about previous owner (again!), we went to a berth which was downwind and I made a complete hash of it (twice!). We met Johann and Marise (age 7) on the German boat “Sa Joma”.

				5 April 1993 Vilamoura

				We went shopping and generally messed about.

				6 April 1993 Vilamoura

				Jobs and messing about. Vilamoura marina is OK and the weather is noticeably warmer than the west coast of Portugal.

				7 April 1993 Vilamoura to Islas de Culatra

				We ran the gauntlet of bureaucracy when leaving Vilamoura. It was a pleasant beat upwind to Culatra which had a tricky entrance with lots of eddies and sand banks. It was a little fraught going across the marsh at nearly high tide at springs – but no problems. There are about 15 yachts already here – I didn’t expect any! 

				This is a great anchorage, tucked behind a very long sand spit, with the town of Olhoa about a mile away. The small village (Igreja) by the anchorage is very strange – small single storey houses which look like they should be knocked down, but instead the locals are fitting double glazing, TVs and stereos. We went to a bar where Glenys was persuaded to buy a plate of clams for us all – very nice.

				8 April 1993 Culatra to Vila Real de San Antonio

				We started to weigh anchor at eight o’clock - it took 15 minutes because there was loads of weed on the chain. We had a nice trip to Vila Real de San Antonio. We have started to trust the Hydrovane a little too much. We were really slack with navigation and, at one point, we discovered that the wind had veered 90° causing the Hydrovane to sail us south instead of east! I then managed to lose one of the hydrovane knobs overboard in a tacking frenzy.

				The entrance to the river is quite worrying because of the shallow bar. We went into the Doca De Pesca next to a Dutch gaff rigged schooner “Inesplarado” which was impounded 2 years ago for possession of 1,500kg of hashish. It is to be auctioned soon - probably for £10K-15K. The town is very pleasant with storks nesting on the top of chimneys.

				9 April 1993 Vila Real de San Antonio to Cadiz (Day 1)

				I went into town to sort out the departure documentation but the Capitania was closed because it’s Easter. This was a bit of a surprise to me because we had celebrated Easter two weeks ago in Lisbon! I eventually persuaded the Customs to fill in the necessary forms so that we could leave. 

				We had a bit of a struggle leaving the dock due to no room front or back and a strong side wind pushing us onto the dock, but we managed to escape without a scratch. We had a fast, rolly reach until midnight.

				10 April 1993 Vila Real de San Antonio to Cadiz (Day 2)

				We were sailing too fast and would have arrived at Cadiz in the dark – I was not very happy about that because the lights on the chart are different from the lights in the pilot and I didn’t know which was correct! We dropped the main and tried to run slowly downwind with mizzen and jib. This didn’t work too well because the mizzen kept gybing, so we dropped it and ran at 3.5 knots under jib alone. That worked out quite well because we arrived at entrance buoys at dawn. 

				We went into Puerto Sherry where we met Anne Carlson on “Sandpiper”, an American lady who has been living in the Mediterranean for 7 years. We slobbed about for the rest of the day.

				11 April 1993 Cadiz

				Cleaned the boat and did some jobs.

				12 April 1993 Cadiz

				There is a very strong westerly wind so we are trapped here. 

				I wrote a load of letters to sort out our affairs back in the UK. There are some fun and games going on about the final “earnout” payment from the sale of my company. I rang Mark Neal (one of my business partners) and found out that we will probably getting an earnout of £42K each. However, we have an outside chance of using a legal loop hole to force Feedback (the Purchaser) to pay us £150K! I almost wish I was back in the UK to take part in the haggling. I said that I’ll ring Mark on Friday 16th. 

				Anne will be in Puerto Caleta, Lanzarote, probably all winter, so we should bump into her again there.

				13 April 1993 Cadiz to Barbate

				We were a bit worried about the weather, so we waited until half past nine this morning before we decided to go. We correctly deduced that a cold front had gone through – cloud formations, showers, cross winds rule (top winds from right when standing with your back to the lower winds). 

				A beam swell once more made sailing a bit unpleasant. The wind dropped at lunchtime, so we motored for a while. We were very excited to finally see Africa in the distance. 

				We had to be careful on the approaches to Barbate because there is a tunny net which starts just 200 metres from the port entrance and stretches out about 5 MILES. This is the first time that we have seen a tunny net and I think that when we go tomorrow, we should be able to pass round the inshore end. Once in the port, we picked up a fishing boat buoy thanks to the kind gesturing of some fishermen who could see that we were confused about where to go!

				14 April 1993 Barbate to Gibraltar 

				We left Barbate in the pouring rain. I wasn’t brave enough to try to go on the inside of the Tunny net, so we went all the way around. We motored all the way to Gibraltar. 

				It was a very interesting passage. The coast of Africa is really hilly and looks so close. The Spanish coast is very hilly too. It started to rain again as we approached Gibraltar. The “Rock” looks impressive. 

				We went to Sheppard’s Marina and picked up our mail. The marina didn’t have much space and looked chaotic – so we went to Marina Bay. We filled up with fuel before going to our berth. Gibraltar seems to be like a little England – we’ve already had a pint, bought bacon and sausages and, best of all, we’ve found out where the best Indian restaurant is! 

				15 April 1993 Gibraltar

				We walked into town and looked at the shops – all the same, electronics, more electronics and duty free goods – yawn!

				16 April 1993 Gibraltar

				Some engineers came to look at the engine and coupling. I’m worried about the amount of “blue-ish” smoke that comes out of the exhaust, so they’ve taken the injectors to check them. I think that it might be valve guide oil seals, but at £25/hr, I don’t think I’ll get them to do them. It’s very calm, hot weather.

				17 April 1993 Gibraltar

				The “Levanter” started overnight and we got to see the classic levanter cloud on the west of the “Rock”. This weather phenomenon is caused when the east wind blows over the steep sided mountain and forms a cloud over Gibraltar even when the rest of the surrounding area has blue skies. 

				We went up the cable car to the top of the Rock - St. Michael’s cave is very impressive. The Barbary apes are pretty agressive and one of them jumped on Craig and knocked him over - a bit of a shock for the little lad!

				18 April 1993 Gibraltar

				The levanter continues. We’re just hanging around until the engine and coupling have been fixed. 

				19 April 1993 Gibraltar

				The levanter continues, nothing to do but wait. Went for a drink on “Maid of Zenor” with Martin, Kay and James (11). 

				20 April 1993 Gibraltar

				The levanter continues - I’ve decided that I don’t particularly like Gibraltar. On a good note, Neville and Margaret of “Bonnie Day” arrived and came to us for a drink or two. 

				21 April 1993 Gibraltar

				Still in Gibraltar - getting really sick of it now. The boys are getting a bit wild now - there are hordes of kids here.

				We have been struggling to give Brett consistent school lessons while onboard. It’s hard work thinking up what to teach him and then doing the actual lesson - we’re using small booklets from the UK that are designed to help parents consolidate what children learn at school. He’s only six at the moment, so it’s going to get harder and harder. Glenys talked to an American couple who are educating their 8 year old using a correspondence course from the Calvert School in Baltimore, USA. The course looks really good. It includes all the text books, a teacher’s manual covering each lesson in detail and they even supply pencils, crayons and paper. It costs about £120 per year. It follows the American “Grade” system, but seems to be the answer to our problems. We’re going to order a Grade 2 course for Brett.

				22 April 1993 Gibraltar 

				Still in Gibraltar - it’s all a bit too much like England! We had a disappointing, awful curry on our last night!

				23 April 1993 Gibraltar to Puerto de Estepona, Spain 

				We left Gibraltar in a very light south westerly. We rounded Europa Point, poled out the jib and ran down wind. At about three o’clock, the wind veered to the NW and started to increase. By the time we had berthed in the marina at Estepona it was back to SW and gusting 30 knots. We had a really nice sail but I’m glad we got here before it blew up! Reaching in gusty conditions continues to be a problem for the Hydrovane – why? 

				The marina is quite nice, but the town is about a mile away, so we didn’t bother to go. Couldn’t see the shower block and couldn’t be bothered to go hunting for them.

				24 April 1993 Estepona to Marbella

				We were going to sail to Mona overnight, but decided to do it in two 40 mile hops. We left Estepona in sunshine, but showers kept coming through. The winds were very gusty and variable, so we decided to stop at Marbella. Thank goodness we did - it’s blowing 35 knots and raining now! 

				We were experiencing a lot of swell while we were on the “waiting” pontoon, so when the wind dropped below 20 knots we decided to go to our berth. By the time we’d got there it was gusting 30 knots and the swell was worse. Instead of trying to go “stern to”, we came alongside. That wasn’t too clever; the wind and waves were bashing us against the quayside and, even with all our fenders out, I was worried about damaging the top sides. Eventually, in a brief lull in the weather, I rowed a Danforth anchor out and pulled us off the quay. 

				It was windy all night with the pressure dropping down to 1006 at eight p.m. I foolishly used an old genoa sheet to tie up to the dock. This type of rope doesn’t stretch, so in the vicious swell it has managed to rip the rear cleat out of the deck - another thing for me to sort out. To cap it all, the starter motor is playing up again! 

				25 April 1993 Marbella

				Still blowing a hooley. The starter problem seems to be the ignition switch. which is good because it won’t cost a fortune to fix. The annoying thing is that I have a new ignition switch, but it’s at Carol’s in the UK! The boat was rolling so much in the afternoon that I felt seasick, so we went out for a meal (any excuse!)

				26 April 1993 Marbella

				The wind seems to have gone away, but we are getting heavy showers and its cold! I rigged up a temporary starter switch because the ignition switch has completely stopped working. I tightened up the cables on the rudder quadrant and then we went to McDonald’s for lunch as a treat for the boys (and me.) It’s still raining at eight o’clock at night. I want to get out of here!

				27 April 1993 Marbella to Marina del Este

				No wind first thing in the morning, so we started early(ish) to escape from Marbella. We motored until one o’clock when the wind picked up enough to sail. Forty minutes later, we had to drop the main because it was too windy. We ran downwind all the way to Mona, passing Benalmadena because we would have been there too early. Marina Del Este is a lovely marina between a very large rock (hill) and a cliff. The entrance is very spectacular.

				28 April 1993 Marina del Este

				It rained and rained and rained. I did a few jobs and made a dipole antenna, which doesn’t seem to be any better than the wire antenna supplied with my Sony short wave radio.

				29 April 1993 Marina del Este to Almerimar

				Again no wind first thing in the morning. The wind picked up by eleven o’clock and by two o’clock was blowing 20 knots. We ran straight past Adra because we would have been there too early. We were going to carry onto Almeria, but Glenys’ morale was very low, so we stopped at Almerimar. 

				The place seems deserted – apparently their prices were too high and everyone left about 3 years ago. They are now the cheapest on the Spanish coast and actually provide a list of charges at other marinas to prove it! 

				The damn ignition light stayed on while the engine was running as we approached the marina, I suspect that the alternator has packed in now – there’s nothing else left on the engine to go wrong now!

				30 April 1993 Almerimar

				A beautiful day, but again we have a cold, twenty knot, southwest wind. I checked the fan belt tension and wiggled the wires on the alternator and when I started the engine the alternator worked OK. I suspect we’ve got a loose wire on the alternator. I’ll leave it, see what happens and, if I need to, I’ll fix it in Ibiza along with the ignition switch.

				

May 1993

				1 May 1993 Almerimar, Spain 

				A beautiful day with light winds – we should have left today. Ah well! I got the sat nav working - I just dismantled the antenna and reassembled it and it worked! I also worked out that a 0.364 metre dipole will do the job of the Navstar 2000S antenna because it works on 400 MHz. Glenys finished off the mosquito netting for the hatches. 

				2 May 1993 Almerimar to Mar Menor (Day 1)

				We left on a beautiful morning with five or six other boats. We motored to San Jose and decided to continue overnight to Mar Menor. A school of dolphins visited us during the night.

				3 May 1993 Almerimar to Mar Menor (Day 2) 

				We ended up motoring all the way. It was a pleasant approach to the canal entrance to Mar Menor. I really liked having a swing bridge opened for us. We motored to Mar De Cristal where my dad and mum had their boat for a while. We left a note on “Red Blazer” from my dad. We filled up with fuel. 

				The wind was causing a swell on the west side of the Mar Menor, so we motored across to La Manga and anchored there. The Mar Menor is an amazing huge lagoon about 12 miles long and a mile wide with several small islands. The water is very shallow never exceeding about 15 metres. The La Manga side is a heavily built up strip of land between the lagoon and the sea. 

				Unfortunately, Glenys has developed severe toothache from a dodgy crown and had to go to see a doctor who gave her some painfillers for the infection - they don’t seem to be working. 

				4 May 1993 Mar Menor

				We had a 20-25 knot wind all day from the east, but the anchorage is pretty calm and the holding is good so no problems. 

				Glenys went to a dentist who told her that the nerve is causing the trouble and needs to be removed. It will take 4 days so she will get it done in Ibiza. The dentist said throw away the drugs that the doctor prescribed (£30 down the drain) and he prescribed some more (£30 well spent!) 

				The outboard played up while I was taking Glenys ashore, so I had 10 minutes rowing exercise against the strong wind and the outboard got its death sentence! I will buy a new one as soon as possible. I tidied up my Mediterranean charts and we decided to go to the Ionian for July/August. At ten o’clock, the barometric pressure was down to 1015 and two hours later had dropped a further 2 millibars - I guess that there’s bad wether on the way. 

				5 May 1993 Mar Menor 

				It was gusting 30+ knots and raining all night. At eight o’clock in the morning, the pressure was down to 1009. It rained cats and dogs all day. The wind backed to the north in the evening. 

				We stayed in all day – I typed an astronavigation program into my pocket computer. Glenys’ tooth has stopped troubling her, thank goodness.

				6 May 1993 Mar Menor to Ibiza Town (Day 1)

				We woke up to a beautiful morning – blue skies and NW 15 knot wind. I underestimated the time it takes to get to the swing bridge and we missed it. (Very slack!) We hove to under mizzen alone until half past nine and then arrived at the bridge 5 minutes early. 

				No wind again, looks like we will be motoring all day. We stopped the engine just before lunch, so that we could all go for a swim! The wind picked up at about five o’clock and we had a downwind sail all night. The wind was 20° from directly behind and no more than 15 knots, so the main bashed and banged with the swell all night. 

				We had an interesting encounter with a fishing boat at eight p.m. He appeared to be going to cross in front of us, but about 1 mile away he headed straight for us. I stood on, because I was under sail, but I was very apprehensive. He veered off about 100 metres away from us and all the crew started to shout “Hola” accompanied by the hooting of the ship’s horn – we all waved back and had a good laugh. I suspect that they do this a lot!

				7 May 1993 Mar Menor to Ibiza Town (Day 2) 

				We sailed until six o’clock in the morning, when the boat’s speed finally dropped below 3 knots. We motored through the channel between Ibiza and Formentera then sailed to the harbour entrance. 

				We initially went into Marina Neuva, but they charged £23 per day (mid season). So we asked for our money back (got charged £4 for the trouble) and went to the Club Nautico at £12 per day. We moored bows to the concrete dock.

				8 May 1993 Ibiza Town

				Glenys cleaned the boat and I built a gang plank. Called a “passerelle” on fancy yachts, mine was built from old bits of wood and uses the spinnaker halyard to lift it up and down. We need this to be able to get Ceris on and off the boat when she arrives in a few days time. 

				9 May 1993 Ibiza Town

				We looked around Ibiza Town which is very nice. Neville and Margaret from “Bonnie Day” arrived - so we just had to go for a drink or two with them.

				10 May 1993 Ibiza Town

				We did jobs on the boat and generally lurked about Ibiza Town. Glenys and the boys went over to look at the cruise ship coming in.

				Neville from Bonnie Day owns a 3.6 hp Mercury outboard just like our heap of crap. He listened to me moaning about mine and bragged that his outboard is fantastically reliable and has never failed him. This morning, he decided that he would take the dinghy across the bay to a fuel station. I was sitting in our cockpit talking to Glenys when I noticed someone rowing a dinghy about 400 metres away. Looking closer, I saw that it was Neville rowing in a wide circle around us back to Bonnie Day, obviously trying not to be seen. The telephoto lens came out and there was a wry smile on his face when he got closer and saw that he had been caught out.

				11 May 1993 Ibiza Town

				The water is totally undrinkable in the marina, our tanks are getting low, but we will wait until we get to Formentera.

				12 May 1993 Ibiza Town 

				Ceris arrived on her 71st birthday. She brought loads of mail and we went out for a nice meal in the evening.

				13 May 1993 Ibiza Town 

				Glenys had her third and (hopefully) last visit to the dentist today. She has had to have the nerve removed from the tooth that she had crowned before we left the UK! Total cost £175. Glenys, Ceris and the boys went up to the Citadel and Ceris got her handbag snatched by a gipsy-type man. Not much in it fortunately – credit card and about £12. I received a fax from Rob (Managing Director of Feedback) about the earn-out and sent a reply this afternoon.

				14 May 1993 Ibiza Town to Formentera

				We tried to sail away from the quay. We started off OK by backing the main. The boat swung 90° to the wind, but wouldn’t bear away to go downwind and we had to use the engine. We had the mizzen up and I think that it was the problem (again - when will I learn...) 

				We had a nice sail upwind to Formentera, but the reefing hooks snapped off the main gooseneck on the way here. I managed to reef with a bit of rope around the tack. Ceris is most impressed with the port at Formentera - very clean and tidy. 

				15 May 1993 Formentera

				Glenys and Ceris went for a walk to San Fransisco Javier and were disappointed because there’s nothing there. All the good beaches are miles away from the port. We ended up on a small beach next to the small Estuary De Peix.

				16 May 1993 Formentera to Ibiza Town

				We motored to small bay on Espalmador and went to the beach. The outboard keeps cutting out on me – I must get a new one, but they are £850 here and only £500 in the UK. I made a Treasure Map for the boys using vinegar to colour the paper brown and burnt the edges to make it look old. Brett had a great time following the map and found some treasure (toys), buried by us earlier. 

				We sailed to Ibiza Town to see if I could get a replacement gooseneck pin. The pin fell out on the way back and the boom actually fell off! I rang Mark and Neil about the earnout and it looks like we won’t be getting £150K.

				17 May 1993 Ibiza Town to Santa Eulalia

				I couldn’t get a replacement goose neck pin and couldn’t find a long enough bolt, so I made one out of the old blipper bracket bolts – rubbish box to the rescue! 

				We had a very pleasant beat to Santa Eulalia. Yesterday was westerly, today was easterly! We filled up with fuel once we got here. I cycled about a mile to look at a Scuba Diving Club in Cala Pada. Unfortunately, it was German so I’ve decided to wait until we get to Menorca. There is a BSAC club near to Mahon. We did our 3,000th mile today.

				18 May 1993 Santa Eulalia

				We walked up to the church on the hill above Santa Eulalia, had lunch at a café and spent the afternoon on the beach. Santa Eulalia would be a very nice place to have a holiday.

				19 May 1993 Santa Eulalia to Cala San Vicente

				We started to sail around the island to Cala Portinatx, but the wind changed from SW to NW as we rounded Punta Grosa. So, rather than beat to a Cala that is open to the NW, we turned back to Cala San Vicente which is protected from the NW. We anchored and within 30 minutes the wind backed to south, which of course is blowing us onto the beach! I dived down and checked the anchor. I wasn’t happy so we re-anchored further out. The bottom is very hard packed sand (which the anchor won’t dig into) and little “weed reefs” which it should snag on if we drag – I hope! Cala San Vicente is very nice!

				20 May 1993 Cala San Vicente to Cala Portinatx

				What a night! The SW wind died and left us with no wind, but with a SW swell, which rolled us most of the night as we veered around the anchorage. Then the wind came from the NW and settled us down. I hate hanging onto the bed in rolly anchorages. 

				We had another beat upwind. We stopped at Cala Serra to have a look - there’s deep water quite close to shore, but it is protected from NW. We continued to motor around to Cala Portinatx, where we anchored, had lunch and went to the beach (again!) 

				I dived down to check the anchor - the sea bed is sand with the strange “weed reefs”. Our anchor has dragged across the sand and then embedded itself into the side of a weed reef.

				21 May 1993 Cala Portinatx to San Antonio

				It was a slightly less rolly night. The wind picked up from the NE early in the morning, so we decided to take advantage of the fair wind and head west. The first two hours were unpleasant because of the swell, but the last half of the sail was great. We went into the Yacht Club for the night. I rang Mark for update on the Feedback contract – looks like we might get over £60K now.

				22 May 1993 San Antonio to San Antonio

				We went to Port Torrent where Glenys and Ceris had gone for a holiday about 30 years ago. We tried to anchor, but the bottom was poor holding. We decided not to waste too much time looking for a better spot and went to Ilas Conejer for the nice beach. We got there and found that there is NO BEACH! 

				We decided to go across to Cala Salada. We had two attempts at anchoring with the CQR with no luck, so I dropped our old, bent Danforth anchor which held well. The trick in sand & weed appears to be to hit a sand patch and let the anchor drag to the edge of the weed. We went to the beach (yawn!) and then returned to San Antonio. It took 4 attempts to get the CQR to hold. All I seem to have done all day is drop and weigh the anchor! 

				Ceris ate half a bar of chocolate, offered a piece to Glenys who refused because it appeared to be mouldy. Ceris examined the last piece and found a small maggot - at least it wasn’t half a maggot!

				23 May 1993 San Antonio to Cala Horts

				We sailed the long way around Ilas Conejera. There is very spectacular scenery on this side of Ibiza with lots of off-lying islands. We went into Cala Vedella, but it was very crowded and seemed too much trouble to drop an anchor and pick up a buoy. We sailed on to Cala Horts and decided to stay the night. I caught 2 bream and then we went to the beach (yawn!) The bay is nice with good holding in sand on the sea bed. The two islamnds (Vedra and Vedranell) look very impressive.

				24 May 1993 Cala Horts to Ibiza Town

				We had a nice sail until we got to the channel between Ibiza and Espalmador when the west going current was nearly as much as our 3 knot boat speed – engine on! We returned to the Club Nautico Ibiza and were invited for drinks by Mike and Sue Harris on “Lady of Avalon” an Oyster 46. Ceris looked after the boys while Glenys and I went out for a Mexican meal, all alone – luxury!

				25 May 1993 Ibiza Town

				Hangover recovery and visited an aqua park in Ibiza. We went out for a meal on the dock front and got ripped off.

				26 May 1993 Ibiza Town

				Working on boat. I tried to see what is wrong with the autopilot. I realigned the steering wheel and the autopilot motor and cleaned the autopilot relay contacts. It all seems to work OK. 

				Ceris caught a taxi to the airport at six o’clock in the evening. She very kindly bought us a pilot book for North Africa.

				27 May 1993 Ibiza Town to Playa de Palma Nova, Mallorca

				We left Ibiza Town at half past four in the morning, motoring because there was practically no wind. The autopilot is still very “moody” - I went to bed at six o’clock and Glenys ended up steering for 2 hours! The wind picked up later allowing us to run with twin head sails for 3 hours before veering to give us a fantastic reach. 

				It was very difficult to locate Bahia De Palma when we approached because the north coast is very mountainous and the south very low. We ended up going too far north and then had a horrible downwind run (complete with banging sails.) We decided to motor for the last 10 miles and finally anchored in a large bay about 5 miles to the south of Palma.

				28 May 1993 Playa de Palma Nova to Puerto de Palma

				We motored into Puerto De Palma. The autopilot still being moody, but I got it to go in a straight line eventually. It seems like the course setting knob/pot is slipping. We went into the Club Nautico but they had no fuel, so we went to Marina De Portopi and filled up there. 

				We were going to anchor just off Paseo Martimo but, as we approached, we saw that a German boat that had been anchored had been moved. We went alongside Muelle De La Pedera, checked in with Guarda Fiscal and went bows to the quay (£6/night). There was no mooring line, so we dropped the Danforth off the back as we motored in – worked very well which was a relief. 

				I talked to Len on “Joleo” who said the drinking water is bad in all Mallorca – I hope the water in our tanks lasts until we get to Menorca. I stripped the autopilot control box and I think the problem was a loose allen screw holding the shaft of the synchronous transformer (direction knob).

				29 May 1993 Puerto de Palma

				Brett and I went up to the castle in the morning then we all went to look at the magnificent cathedral but unfortunately it was shut! We went to McDonald’s and ambled our way back. Brett and I went fishing, I caught a little one and Brett very expertly gutted it and chopped it up as bait!

				30 May 1993 Puerto de Palma to Cala Barca

				We motored across Bahia De Palma – autopilot seems to work OK (fingers crossed!) We had strange weather all the way - motoring, sailing, motoring, sailing… The wind went around 360° during the day. I actually had the mizzen staysail up twice – once on starboard and once on port tack! 

				We decided to look at Cala Barca as a night stop and it is beautiful. Totally deserted, sandy bottom, crystal clear water and caves at the edge. We all went for a swim and rowed the dinghy into a large cave. There was very little wind and a slight swell, so we were rolling at anchor. I put out the Danforth anchor from the stern to pull us in line with the swell which seemed to work well.

				31 May 1993 Cala Barca to Mahon, Menorca

				I got up at six o’clock this morning to beautiful blue skies. I just had to go for a swim straight away and, while in there, I put a tripping line on the Danforth. The wind was behind us so most of the load was on the Danforth and I wanted to pull it up first. Having fore and aft anchors seems to have minimised the rolling last night – but we still did some! 

				We set off for Menorca with the wind 30° off the nose hoping it doesn’t veer during the day. The wind dropped and, by eleven o’clock, we were only doing 3 knots so I put the engine on and we headed further north to get back on track. 

				I’ve still not managed to catch a fish by trailing a line - I’ve decided to stop using tuna feathers and went back to a yellow Eddystone Eel – I’m determined to catch something soon! We motored all the way into Mahon and picked up a buoy next to Neville and Margaret on “Bonnie Day”!

				

June 1993

				1 June 1993 Mahon, Menorca

				We went over to the quayside and filled up with water. Dave and Sue Marks are over here for a week’s holiday, so I went to find the villa that they are staying in. They dropped me back at the boat and we had a beer. 

				We all went to Dave’s villa for a swimming and barbeque party. The boys had a great time playing with Christopher, Steven, Jonathan and Hanna - we got very drunk with Dave, Sue, Clive and Shirley. 

				2 June 1993 Mahon

				Nursing our hangovers! Dave + 7 people arrived and we all went for a sail to Cala Punta Prima. We had lunch, snorkelled and visited Ile De Aire in the dinghy (which was very brave with our dodgy outboard). There are loads of unique black lizards everywhere. We motored back to the harbour entrance and then sailed right into the centre of the port – went alongside at the quayside (£5/night). It was a really nice day, but total chaos with 6 adults and 6 children on board!

				3 June 1993 Mahon

				I installed the new ignition switch and Adverc controller. It all seems to work OK, but the ammeter oscillates between 0 and 30A very quickly. We went out to a buoy to escape paying for another night. We went out for a meal with Dave + 7, got a bit drunk and had a nice time.

				4 June 1993 Mahon 

				We went into town to look around (it’s not very interesting). We moved the boat to a mooring nearer to town, which is free! 

				5 June 1993 Mahon 

				I went on a diving course in morning at S’Algar. We had my birthday party in the afternoon complete with cake and candles. Neville and Margaret came to dinner in the evening.

				6 June 1993 Mahon 

				I went on diving course all day, Neville and Margaret had lunch with Glenys and the boys, then we all went to “Bonnie Day” for dinner. 

				7 June 1993 Mahon 

				I did two dives today and bought a set of diving gear for £300. Glenys and boys came to S’Algar to play in pool.

				8 June 1993 Mahon 

				I did the novice diver test and passed it. We visited the Gin factory - there are some very exotic flavours of Gin that look and taste revolting. We got drunk with Nev and Margaret again.

				9 June 1993 Mahon 

				We tidied up and I found somewhere to stow my diving gear. I found a small pedal car floating in the harbour and fished it out. Brett repaired it and they had fun playing with it. It was very hard to get them to throw it away afterwards!

				10 June 1993 Mahon to Arenal D’en Castell

				We spent about 1½ hrs messing about getting fuel and then water. We got the water from a small island pontoon (8 ft long) in front of Club Maritimo. I had to put 50 pence in a machine to get 50 litres of water. It was a really dodgy approach and departure from the pontoon with strong cross winds. 

				I’m glad to leave Mahon after 9 days even though it is the prettiest harbour we have stayed in. We motored and sailed to Cala Tamarells west of Ilas Colom. I went snorkelling with the boys in a small rocky bay. It was a really nice downwind sail with jib and mizzen to Arenal D’en Castell, which is a lovely, almost circular bay with a large sandy beach spoiled by apartments and hotels.

				11 June 1993 Arenal D’en Castell to Fornells

				We messed about on the boat until eleven o’clock and then went to the beach. I rang Rob at Feedback and he told me that he received my fax and they will pay me £49K at the end of August - as they say “better than a poke in the eye with a sharp stick”. 

				We were going to stay the night, but a north swell started to get into the bay and a chap working at one of the bars advised us to get out in case a strong north wind was on its way. We motored around to Fornells against a 2-3 metre swell and anchored in the tranquillity of this beautiful natural harbour.

				12 June 1993 Fornells

				We walked up to the watch tower outside town in the morning. I had a windsurfing lesson in the afternoon.

				13 June 1993 Fornells

				Glenys, Brett and I had windsurfing lessons. Craig went snorkelling with no armbands.

				14 June 1993 Fornells

				We went windsurfing again. Brett was released and went solo! I swapped the engine and domestic batteries. I ran the engine for 1½ hours.

				15 June 1993 Fornells

				Windsurfing again. I bought a windsurfer, two sails and a harness for £400 (good old Feedback!)

				16 June 1993 Fornells

				We played with our new toy. Glenys finds the 5.5m² sail hard work – I must admit I find it heavy in light winds! Brett and Craig spent most of the day paddling around on boards. Ramone and Mario at the windsurfing school have made our stay here very pleasant. John and Rosie from “French Mistress” came for a drink in the evening.

				17 June 1993 Fornells to Cala Addaya

				Ramone very kindly came over and gave us two t-shirts. I spent most of the morning working out where and how to stow our new windsurfing gear. We then had a gentle downwind sail to Addaya. It’s a very interesting approach into the Cala, winding between rocky shoals that are partly submerged. We started to sail in, but bottled out because we would have had to gybe around a port buoy with rocks only 30 metres to starboard. 

				We anchored in beautiful surroundings with about fifteen other yachts. We went exploring in the dinghy – the far end of the Cala is very shallow, isolated and lovely. I finally persuaded Brett to jump into the water from the deck level – his swimming is coming on great guns. 

				The log is under reading very badly now. We logged 4.9 miles and by dead reckoning we did 7 miles i.e. only 70% of the true mileage. Addaya is mosquito city – I was bitten 3 times in 5 minutes while taking a picture!

				18 June 1993 Cala Addaya to Cala Binibeca

				It was hard to break out the anchor this mooring - really sticky mud. I tried to find the passage between Llosa D’Emmig and Isla Petita D’Addaya, but couldn’t see the “awash” rocks at Llosa D’Emmig and back tracked when the depth got to 7 metres. We went into Mahon to the town quay. I went and picked up our mail from the Club Maritimo (digital voltmeter and the Calvert School Grade 2 course for Brett). Glenys went shopping for meat, which we haven’t had for a week because it’s difficult to get in Fornells. We then went to Club Martimo for water. 

				As we were leaving Mahon, we saw Guy and Marie on in “Sahara Blue”, an Oyster 435, which was in Ipswich while we were fitting out Glencora. They are going to Turkey and then St Lucia in December, so we will probably see them again. We motored round to Cala Binibeca where we had a bit of trouble anchoring – too near a power boat, then wouldn’t hold, etc! We opened the package containing the Calvert Course to find that we only had half of it!

				19 June 1993 Cala Binibeca to Cala Santa Galdana

				We stopped off for a look around Cala Covas on the way – this is famous because there are still people living in the caves. It’s very tight and I wouldn’t want to stay there overnight. We went past Santo Thomas where we had a holiday 3 years ago, continued past Cala Mitjana which looks nice and went into Cala Santa Galdana which is packed with pedalos, motorboats, swimmers and windsurfers.

				We sat on the beach in the afternoon. It’s very crowded and noisy (yuk!). Brett had his wish granted and Glenys hired a pedalo for him – he’s been asking for about 3 months!

				20 June 1993 Cala Santa Galdana to Cuidadela

				It was a bit rolly last night. We motor sailed to Cuidadela, which is a beautiful harbour and city. The Fiesta De San Juan started today and we went out in the evening to watch lots of drunken Spaniards dancing to brass bands and throwing nuts everywhere. We bought a large carrier bag of nuts (coffee or hazel?) for £1 - Brett and Craig had great fun throwing them around. We went to a fairground from which it was difficult to pull them away! 

				21 June 1993 Cuidadela

				Shopping, bank statements and tax (groan!) It was a really muggy day with thunderstorms at night. I took a film to be developed and, as I suspected, it didn’t have anything on it. I’ll have to take pictures of Mahon, Fornells etc again. I rang Carol and she told me that the missing half of the Calvert Course had arrived 1 week later and she has sent it to the Club Maritimo, Mahon. Bless her.

				22 June 1993 Cuidadela to Cala Algayerens

				Another really muggy day. The wind picked up as we rounded Cala Bajoli and we had a very pleasant sail upwind to within 2 miles of Cala Algayerens. Lots of thundery-looking clouds around, but they didn’t cause us any problems. 

				This Cala is perfect. Lovely beach, lagoon with lots of wildlife behind the beach, rocks at the edge of the beach which are good for snorkelling and no hotels or tourists! I got the windsurfer out because the winds were 15 knots – still not enough for me to plane, but enough for me to swim when I gybe! Brett and I went snorkelling over the rocks for 10 minutes – his swimming is very good now. “Bonnie Day” turned up with some friends on board.

				P.S. The Cala is perfect until the swell is from the north which it was all night!

				23 June 1993 Cala Algayerens to Fornells

				We were going to stay for the day, but we were hit by a 25 knot squall under a thunderstorm, so we decided to sail on to Fornells. It was a nice downwind sail to get there. We tried to anchor twice, but kept dragging, so we asked Ramon if we could use his buoy. “Bonnie Day” followed us in to the Lagoon and picked up another buoy. I went windsurfing in the afternoon. The wind had of course decreased by the time I had rigged up. We went for a meal with Neville and Margaret in the evening.

				24 June 1993 Fornells

				I did a few jobs on the boat until lunch time then went windsurfing. “Bonnie Day” went aground overnight, but got off OK.

				25 June 1993 Fornells

				I did a few jobs on the boat until lunch time then went windsurfing. I’m starting to get the hang of gybes now! Mario’s wife brought us some mail that had arrived at the Club Maritimo De Mahon (where she works). I opened it with some excitement, expecting to find the missing half of the Calvert Course – it wasn’t! We hope that the “missing mail” is at the Post Office awaiting collection. We’ve had another wonderful day in Fornells.

				26 June 1993 Fornells to Mahon

				We had good wind this morning. I wanted to go windsurfing for a “few” hours, but Glenys wouldn’t let me. We motored for a few hours to charge the batteries and then we had a great sail into Mahon harbour. We picked up a buoy opposite the town quay next to “Bonnie Day” (again!). 

				We went to the Club Nautico and found a form saying that there is a package at the post office for us. We went to “French Mistress” for drinks.

				27 June 1993 Mahon

				We went to S’Algar by bus then taxi. I bought a mask and snorkel and some fins for Brett. Glenys and the boys played in the pool all day and I went for a dive. 

				We went for dinner on “Bonnie Day”. I am absolutely in awe of Neville’s ability to understand morse code. Before we moved onto the boat, I did a course to try get my Ham Radio license. For the practical part of the license you have to be able to read 10 words of morse code per minute and transmit at 6 words per minute. After doing 30 minutes of practise every morning for three months, I was able to read a pathetic 4 words per minute - I gave up...

				Neville used to be in the Navy and used morse code all the time. We were sat on “Bonnie Day” tonight having a glass of wine and chatting. In the background, Neville had his short wave radio tuned into the morse weather service. I was vaguely aware of it quietly screeching away. In between the normal banter, Neville was listening to the weather forecast and later told us the weather forecast for tomorrow. I guess it’s like learning any language - you must get to a point where your brain just thinks in Morse.

				28 June 1993 Mahon

				We spent the day getting Glencora ready to head East to Malta. We went shopping, put water in tank, filled up with fuel, bought gas, picked up the laundry and picked up the mail from the Post office - the second half of the Calvert Course at last! After lunch, we tidied up to get ready for the five day passage. “French Mistress” left this morning, but turned back because of easterly winds. It doesn’t bode well for us tomorrow!

				29 June 1993 Mahon to Cagliari, Sardinia (Day 1)

				It was windy (SW20) during the night, but this morning there was hardly anything. We decided to motor until lunch time. Then we had a nice SW20 wind from lunch time to half past four when the wind decreased and suddenly went northerly. An hour later it was back to SW10. Rock and Roll. 

				A swift came to visit us, landed on the spinnaker pole five times, but couldn’t hang on. Eventually it fell into the sea and I saw it struggling to get back into the air as we sailed away. Poor thing. By half past nine, we’d had enough of sailing at 2 knots, so I dropped the main, rolled the jib away and turned the engine on. We’ve had a 2-3 metre SW swell all day.

				30 June 1993 Mahon to Cagliari, Sardinia (Day 2) 

				A NE10 wind appeared just after midnight. I waited for a bit to see if it would stay. (I was feeling a bit queasy – too long in harbours!) I started sailing with the genoa and mizzen on a 5 knot reach with a 10 knot wind. The wind dropped to nothing at nine o’clock this morning, so we put the engine on. At least the annoying swell seems to be going. 

				We decided to do a slight detour and call in at Sardinia to get more fuel because there is no wind. We motored all day with the awning up – we would have fried if we hadn’t. It was an “exciting” day at sea today – we saw 1 ship, 1 light and loads of swell.

				

July 1993

				1 July 1993 Mahon to Cagliari, Sardinia (Day 3)

				We motored all night. At six o’clock, just as the sun came up, we got a nice NE15 knot wind and sailed for about 1 hour before we had to put the motor on again. We managed another one hour of sailing later on as we made our approach to the port. 

				I’ve been using our trailing log to try to check the hull log impellor. Just outside the harbour, we took the sails down and started to motor. Unfortunately while we were dropping the sails, the trailing log ended up wrapped around the prop. I spent 15 minutes diving down to unwrap the damn thing in the middle of the harbour. I ended up with lots of small, painful cuts on my arms from the barnacles on the propellor.

				We went alongside a quay in the port and chatted to a German couple, Regina and Thomas, on “Aphrodite”. 

				Our passage was 284 miles by the trailing log but only 252 miles by the hull log, which is about 15% low. The impellor itself looks OK, so I’m not sure what is wrong. I’m a bit reluctant to pay the exorbitant price to replace the whole unit. We tried to get some Italian Lira without any luck.

				2 July 1993 Cagliari

				We went to the bank and got ¼ million lira - I love this currency! We then walked to NW corner of the port to see if we could motor over and get some fuel. There is a small marina, but the depth is only 1.7 metres so I had to carry fuel in a 25 litre container from a garage which was (fortunately) only 400metres away. It took me five trips to fill the fuel tank and probably lengthened my arm by 2 centimeters. We decided not to bother getting a cruising permit (Constituto) because our next stop is hopefully Malta.

				3 July 1993 Cagliari

				The forecast was for strong SE winds, which is roughly where we want to go, so we decided to stay. We did school work, went shopping and generally lounged about. Brett and I went for a walk and came across an art event at a church with about 10 artists each painting a picture. Brett found it interesting (and amazingly so did I!)

				When we got back Brett, was so motivated that he decided that he wanted to paint, so he and Craig set up a makeshift easel on the quay and painted pictures.

				4 July 1993 Cagliari

				I talked to some Americans in a trimaran who arrived early this morning. They said that there was an unpleasant SE swell about 2-3 metre high. The forecast was SE 4 (not very good). We decided to try to go somewhere else to escape this miserable quayside, for a swim, etc. We motored out, rocked and rolled and came back – we’re trapped!! In my depression, I sulked and built a new power supply for the computer.

				5 July 1993 Cagliari

				It’s been another hot sticky Sirocco day with SE force 4-5 winds and a large swell coming into the port, so we had another day of hanging about. The forecast looks like it’s going westerly tomorrow, but might be quite strong. I had a long talk to the Americans, Bob and Liz on their trimaran “Baccante” about going around the world.

				6 July 1993 Cagliari to Valetta, Malta (Day 1)

				The wind blew up from the west last night. It was still pretty strong in the morning, so we waited for the weather forecast which said NW 4-5 increasing to 6 so we decided to “go for it”. When we got out it was gusting up to 30 knots, so we ran for 2 hours under just a jib. 

				The wind started to drop just after lunch, so I rigged up twin running sails. The wind picked up at about ten o’clock, but was OK with twin running sails as long as we helped the Hydrovane in the gusts. The Hydrovane seems to be OK as long as the wind is constant, but as soon as we get gusts it struggles - I ‘m not sure if it’s the effect of the mizzen.

				7 July 1993 Cagliari to Valetta, Malta (Day 2)

				It was gusting 30 knots at midnight – I had a very exciting time for a while, surfing at 10 knots! Fortunately, I had rigged the pole for the starboard genoa with a block at the end to take the Genoa sheet. This meant that it was fairly easy to roll away the sail leaving us with just the hanked jib. The wind gradually increased, so that at three o’clock in the morning, I dropped the hanked jib and Glenys ran with just a scrap of roller genoa out to port. At dawn, we gybed the jib and poled it out on the starboard side. 

				By mid-morning, the wind had dropped to 15 knots so I re-rigged the twin sails. The wind is not a problem, but the swell and waves are really annoying. When the wind is high the waves can be anything up to 30 degrees from the wind direction, so we get pushed all over the place – I hope it’s not like this when we cross the Atlantic! I ran the engine for 1 hour to charge the batteries. We ran through the night with twin fore sails.

				8 July 1993 Cagliari to Valetta, Malta (Day 3)

				The wind dropped at about half past eight in the morning, so I put the engine on. We then had to motor all the way! The last 3 hours to Valletta, while we were passing Gozo and the western end of Malta, were the longest of my life – I just wanted to get there! We moored in Lazaretto Creek (fore and aft) and cleared customs. The customs guy was the friendliest that I’ve come across so far.

				9 July 1993 Valetta

				I went to the “Marina” office and was told that we “may” (probably) be moved about if we stay for 1 week. They seemed very perturbed when I said I might go away for a few days! They rang Msida Marina and arranged a berth for us, so we motored around there. 

				It took me about 2 hours to get my brain in gear – I don’t like coming to large cities because there are too many options (and decisions!). We went into Valletta Town on a very “colonial” type bus with bright shiny paint and lots of chrome bits. Valletta is a very interesting town with incredible fortifications. We went for a meal on an old ship restaurant right next to our pontoon. Glenys ended up chatting endlessly to two girls in the playground. (Funny how girls always like to chat!)

				10 July 1993 Valetta

				I’ve decided to get the PADI Advanced Open Water Diver certification, so I spent most of the day rushing around to arrange a diving course. Glenys stayed on the boat and got hacked off because all she seems to do is household chores and looking after the boys. Brett asked when we are leaving Valletta because he wants to go to a beach – perhaps we ought to review our plans and lifestyle and not go to Greece. We bought Brett and Craig a small dinghy which they love!

				11 July 1993 Valetta

				It’s blisteringly hot. Most of the day was spent doing schoolwork, tidying up the boat and revision for my diving course. We all went to the fiesta at Ghizra – not very spectacular! 

				12 July 1993 Valetta 

				I caught the bus across the island to Ghar Lapsi Dive Centre and did two shore dives. One was a check-out dive and the other was a navigation dive. After I had completed the navigation exercise, I was used as the “student” for a guy who was training to be a Dive Master. I had to remove my mask, BCD, do a emergency assisted ascent, etc, etc. It was good practice. 

				There are lots of octopus here. On both dives we managed to catch an octopus. They are amazing creatures. If you are gentle, when you let go of them, they will float in front of you and then slowly try to “jet” away. You can then catch them in your hands and slowly pull them back. On the second dive, the instructor put an octopus onto my face - it was very weird to have it clamped onto my mask and regulator.

				Glenys stayed on the boat and scrubbed the deck - I feel a bit guilty...

				13 July 1993 Valetta

				I went diving and did two dives. I did a deep dive down to 30 metres and a shallower dive as the “boat” dive. Nice dives. 

				On the second dive we messed around doing “moon walking” which is good fun. You simply take off your fins, pick up a big rock to weigh you down and then walk across the sea bed. Really funny. You can do back loops and giant strides. I also found out that when you laugh underwater, you get water leaking into your mask as your face crinkles up.

				Glenys went to Selima and bought Brett some real deck shoes.

				14 July 1993 Valetta

				I went diving (again) and did two dives - wreck and night dive. The wreck dive was a bit of a mission having to swim against a strong current going to the wreck. My “buddy” used a lot of air and ended up using my octopus when his air got down to 25 bar. The night dive was interesting but no great traumas. I got my PADI Advanced Open Water Diver qualification and got back to the marina really late.

				Glenys had tried to take the boys on an excursion, but they didn’t have any places left - she’s getting a bit cranky.

				15 July 1993 Valetta

				I did various jobs on the boat - it’s bloody hot and there’s no wind at all, so it’s very oppressive. I changed the oil and fuel filters, which was not pleasant in this heat. I rang John Day and confirmed that we will meet him in Tenerife during the first week of December ready for crossing the Atlantic. He seems pretty relaxed about where and when we go and when we arrive. 

				16 July 1993 Valetta

				I did various jobs on the boat. We decided that we will go to Tunisia rather than Greece and then head back to the Balearics and on to Gibraltar. It would be too much travelling to go to Greece and back. We went to the fuel dock to fill up with diesel.

				17 July 1993 Valetta

				We did more jobs on the boat in the morning then went to the Fiesta at Msida. Contestants were trying to run to the end of a 50 ft pole placed at 30° over water and covered with grease! Highly amusing. The church was covered in red drapes, gilt and frescoes, which was very impressive. There were the obligatory Maltese fireworks from eight o’clock in the morning to eleven o’clock at night.

				18 July 1994 Valetta

				I did various jobs on the boat; tightened the forestay and backstay; stripped the fridge pump and fitted a water filter. 

				A French guy and Algerian woman arrived on “Nagawicka”. They could only speak French and were struggling to make themselves understood in the marina office. Glenys just happened to be in there and helped translate for them. The couple were very grateful and came by at eight o’clock in the evening and offered to take Brett for a walk. Glenys said yes and they disappeared towards town. After about five minutes, Glenys realised that she didn’t know these people at all and she’d let them take her eldest child away! She rushed out to try to find them. Brett came back at twenty past nine without Glenys! A mildly panicking Glenys turned up fifteen minutes later.

				19 July 1993 Valetta to Ilas de Lampedusa (Day 1)

				I went to the customs at eight o’clock this morning and cleared out. They had a record of when John Holms was here with Glencora in 1988 and I had to wait while they changed their records. Before we could leave the marina, I had to radio Valletta Port Control to request clearance for leaving and then wait while they checked with customs. Very bureaucratic!

				We motored along the NE coast of Malta and through the channel between Malta and Gozo. The wind was coming from the West, which was the course we wanted to steer, so we had a long beat - fortunately the seas were very calm. 

				At about half past seven in the evening, we decided to start the engine and put the sails away. I tried to roll the Genoa away but it was very, very stiff. I had to go up the mast in the Bosun’s chair and found that one of the shackles holding the genoa halyard to the roller reefing swivel was binding on the swivel. I temporarily sorted the problem by rotating one of the shackles, but it needs a longer shackle.

				19 July 1993 Valetta to Ilas de Lampedusa (Day 2) 

				We had to motor all night. Glenys lost a contact lens when we were changing our watch at three o’clock in the morning. We spent ½ hour searching for it before we gave up. We eventually found it in the morning, stuck to the bottom of the lens case! 

				We arrived at the busy little port of Lampedusa at about nine o’clock in the morning and tied up alongside an Italian yacht against the Favalore quay next to a whole load of fishing boats. We went to the beach, and had a meal in a restaurant. They didn’t have any menus, but instead expected customers to ask for what they wanted. As we spoke no Italian and they spoke no English this was a bit of a difficult thing to achieve. Eventually they brought out a poster showing marine life of the Mediterranean and we were able to point at some snapper-looking things. They produced a fantastic meal. We got back to the boat to find that we are now on the inside of a raft of three yachts!

				21 July 1993 Ilas de Lampedusa

				We planned to leave today in a light NW 5 knot wind, but the Italian guy (Calogero) next door said that it would be a NW 35 knot “Maestrale”, so we decided not to go. I’m glad that we took his advice because by lunch time it was blowing 25 knots in the port. By two o’clock, we were the inside of a raft of five yachts being blown straight onto the quay. I spent 1½ hours putting tyres, planks and fenders between us and the rough nasty wall. Calogero cooked a load of fish at lunchtime and gave us about 2 kg of it – very tasty!

				22 July 1993 Ilas de Lampedusa

				It was blowing a hooley all night. We spent the morning on chores and schoolwork and went to the beach after lunch. We carried the windsurfer to the beach which is about 1/2 mile away – it was very heavy and Glenys had a sense of humour failure! The windsurfing was very difficult because of gusts (great!) I sailed the windsurfer back to the fishing port.

				There are a lot of fishing boats here, Lampeduesa depends on processing fish and more recently tourism. There is a deep continental shelf off North Africa and the Sicilian trawler fleet come here to fish. 

				23 July 1993 Ilas de Lampedusa

				We are still trapped by NW 20 knot winds. Glenys and boys went to the beach. I stayed in and worked on our tax returns. I reckon that the whole of the Lampedusa and a quarter of the Sicilian fishing fleet are holed up here too! The fishing boats are rafted 6 deep as well as yachts.

				We’ve realised that we don’t have a courtesy flag for Tunisa, so Glenys spent a few hours making one from bits of scrap material. Some countries are sticklers for flag etiquette.

				24 July 1993 Ilas de Lampedusa to Madhia, Tunisia (Day 1)

				The wind was still NW this morning, so we decided to stay for the day. At about two o’clock, I was starting to wonder if perhaps we should leave. Calogero from the Italian boat next door (Classe II) decided he was going to Conigli and we decided to go too. We motored to the beautiful anchorage. 

				We left the port in such a hurry that Glenys couldn’t post a postcard to her Mum. Since it already had the Italian stamps on it, I volunteered to swim across to “Classe II” and get Calogero to post it for us. The topsides of Glencora are absolutely filthy from the tyres, oil and garbage while we were against the quay wall. We spent an hour cleaning off the worst of the dirt and cleaning the fenders. 

				We left the anchorage at about six o’clock in the evening heading for Tunisia. We were going to go straight to Monastir, but Mahdia looks very interesting in the pilot, so Mahdia it is!

				25 July 1993 Ilas de Lampedusa to Madhia, Tunisia (Day 1)

				Its funny how at three o’clock in the morning when I come down to write the position in the log, I normally write 1450 instead of 0250, my mind obviously believes that there is only one three o’clock and that’s in the afternoon! It was a beautiful starry sky with bright milky way only slightly marred by the profusion of fishing boats and the lack of wind. At dawn, the sea was like a mirror and I think I saw quite a few flying fish – do they have flying fish in the Mediterranean? 

				We arrived in the fishing port at nine o’clock in the morning and rafted alongside 3 other yachts. The entry formalities were in triplicate, but fairly straightforward. By midday the wind was SE 20 knots, so we had timed it well! 

				26 July 1993 Madhia

				I woke up at half past six this morning partly because of the noise outside with the fishing boats unloading and partly because we have put the clocks back 1 hour! I went for a walk around the port watching the noisy auctioning of fish. 

				The bartering starts as the fish are unloaded and continues down the chain until the fish are bought in smaller lots by people outside the port. In the chaos of the bartering, eight year old boys pick up fish dropped on the floor (or steal them from the piled up boxes and then sell them to other people. I bought about 1½ kg sardines for 1 dinar (£0.66) and I think I was charged too much. One of the traders gave me a fruit that I think is part of a Prickly Pear cactus. Tasted like the middle of a honey dew melon – loads of seeds and a bit slimy. 

				Glenys informs me that today is our 13th wedding anniversary! I spend an hour or so filling up with fuel. The easiest way to get fuel was to walk down to the petrol station and fill up one of our 25 litre fuel cans - it took three runs to fill up. We went for a hot dusty walk around the old town (Medina).

				27 July 1993 Madhia 

				The wind went from SE20 to NW20 overnight, so we are trapped by the Maestrale again! 

				I find Tunisia fascinating because it is so different from what we have seen up to now. The fact that the country is Muslim gives the place a different feel – mosques calling the faithful to prayer, women walking around in traditional sifsaris and the difficulty of buying alcohol...

				We made a big mistake and didn’t stock up on wine before we left Spain - we’ve now run out. We have been used to buying 1 litre “tetra-bricks” of red wine for 35 pence. It was expensive in Malta and it’s even worse now because Tunisia is predominantly muslim and all alcohol is difficult to get hold of. The pilot book says that “Wine can be found in an inconspicuous store on the main road along the water front.” I walked down this morning to look for it, but couldn’t find any sign of a liquor store.

				A guy off another yacht told me that the shop is there, but is only open after four o’clock in the afternoon. So at half past three, I walked back hoping to find the “inconspicuous” store. The shop has no sign, just blue shutters, but it was very obvious because of the crowd of about fifty Tunisians crowded around the entrance waiting for it to open. I joined the throng, barely escaping being burnt by cigarettes held in wildly gesticulating hands. Just after four o’clock, the doors opened and the crowd surged forward into the tiny shop, sweeping me along. The noise was incredible as everyone started to shout their orders to the two people behind the counter.

				I finally managed to push my way to the front. There were no goods on display so, with no knowledge of Arabic, I struggled to ask for red wine with my basic French. “Vin Rouge, Vin Rouge”, I shouted. The guys behind the counter just shrugged and served other customers. Eventually one of the other customers helped me by figuring out that I wanted six bottles of red wine and ordering on my behalf in Arabic. I eventually escaped with my wine and a couple of cigarette burns.

				Buying a chicken is just as interesting - the chickens are held in cages outside the small shop and I had to go in and point at the one I wanted. The shop keeper grabbed the chicken and plonked it onto a scale to weigh it. I was amazed that the stupid creature just sat there looking around amidst the chaos. 

				With a deft slash, the butcher slit the bird’s throat and then dropped it into a big plastic barrel, slamming on a lid. There was a sickening thumping. while the chicken thrashed about in the barrel in its death throws. After a couple of minutes, the butcher reached in and pulled out the bloody, dead bird. Then holding the chicken by the feet, he dipped it into a pan of very hot water and thrust it into a machine which looked like a giant rotating shoeshine brush to “pluck” it. With economical, quick strokes of the knife, he cut off its head, feet and gutted it in about 20 seconds flat. The bird was pushed into a white plastic bag and handed to me over the counter. I walked out in shock, clutching my steaming purchase.

				28 July 1993 Madhia

				We did a few jobs on the boat today because the wind is still NW10-20 and the sea looks a bit rough for going north. We went out for a meal in the evening. I was disappointed because I wanted a “traditional” meal but the restaurant we chose was too western. I asked for couscous with fish but was told I had to order that in advance! I ended up with fish and chips!

				29 July 1993 Madhia to Monastir

				There wasn’t much wind this morning, so we motored north. The Mediterranean is the pits for sailing! We had to go round the end of a tunny net which was stretching north from Ile Kuriate. There were a couple of empty 4-masted boats at the end but no activity. 

				We motored all the way into Monastir marina which is a very typical modern marina – lots of quayside restaurants and tourists strolling about. We went alongside the quay right next to a children’s merry-go-round which Brett and Craig thought was ideal! Glenys and I didn’t think it was ideal at midnight, when the loud disco music was still blaring away.

				30 July 1993 Monastir to Al Kantaoui

				We went for a walk round the town this morning. We got pestered most of the way “come and look at my shop” and “half price, Asda price”. We finally gave in and bought two toy camels for the boys. We went and looked at the President’s Mausoleum which is very impressive, then walked to the Ribat which is just a castle. 

				Exhausted by the heat, we made our way back to the boat and got ready to leave. I went to start the engine, but it wouldn’t start - I had to bleed the diesel system. 

				Finally, we filled up with fuel and set off for Al Kantaoui in a bracing south easterly. We had a very pleasant sail to Al Kantaoli Marina - it was a bit of a hairy entrance with a 1 metre swell and 25 knot wind behind us. We also had a bit of a struggle to get onto the short 5 metre finger pontoon with a strong cross wind.

				31 July 1993 Al Kantaoui

				I went diving in the morning which was on a disappointingly boring wreck - the gear that they had was very basic with no BCD, no pressure gauge and a J-valve to open up some reserve air.

				We went to a swimming pool in the afternoon. The marina is very pleasant to look at and be in. We met Dennis and Denice on “Denecia” who have their boat based in the Mediterranean and come out for long holidays. There was another couple on a boat called “Vonder” who have been in Tunisia for 2 years (who are a bit odd - gone tropo...)

				

August 1993

				1 August 1993 Al Kantaoui

				We’ve been living on the boat for 1 year and we have done 4238 miles. Glenys went horse riding and spent half of the time fighting off the amorous advances of her guide. We went to a pool, but got kicked out, so went to beach and then to another pool.

				2 August 1993 Al Kantaoui to Hammamet

				We were awoken at two o’clock in the morning by a blood curdling scream as Craig fell out of bed - gave him a bit of a shock, which is not surprising considering that he fell about 4 foot down to the floor! It was absolutely boiling all night, so we were very glad to get a small breeze when we set off this morning. 

				The engine started OK. Perhaps there was some air in the system from when I changed the fuel filters in Malta? We had a very boring trip, motoring all the way. We anchored about ½ mile from the Ribat and ¼ mile off the beach in 4.5metres of water, surrounded by six French yachts.

				3 August 1993 Hammamet

				We had a very peaceful night. I love being at anchor (providing that it’s calm!) We went swimming before breakfast; I swam around and found an old fisherman anchor half buried in the sand (about 12 ft from tip to tip). There is a fairly large octopus living in a hole underneath the anchor – needless to say, I couldn’t get it out. 

				We all went over to a wreck in the dinghy and I did a 20 minute dive while the others snorkelled around on the surface. The wreck is just a carcass but ranges from 7 metre to 1 metre below the surface. It isn’t buoyed and a real danger to navigation. Hoards of tourist boats visit the wreck and it’s quite dangerous swimming about over it. 

				We returned to the boat for lunch and then went to the beach with the windsurfer. There wasn’t quite enough wind but I had fun. Swimming, diving, windsurfing and beach – it was an ideal day! The only bad part is that teenage boys swim out to the boats at anchor and are a nuisance hanging onto the dinghy. I’m paranoid that one of them is going to cut the painter and steal the dinghy. 

				I told one guy to leave the dinghy alone and that I didn’t “want him here” to which he replied that he didn’t want me here either and it was their sea! I’ve just put Anglo-Tunisian relations back 5 years!

				4 August 1993 Hammamet to Kelibia

				Absolutely flat calm this morning. We motored until noon and then sailed into a light head wind. By four o’clock, it was blowing 15 knots and we were just pinching on the right course. The wind started to back and I lazily motor sailed for about 20 minutes until Glenys pointed out that we could tack! 

				By five o’clock, the wind had picked up to 20 knots and I insisted on leaving a reefed main up, much to Glenys’ annoyance. After 5 minutes of heeling over and after Glenys had picked up all the things off the floor down below, I relented and dropped the main – we went ½ knot faster! The approach to the port is quite pretty with a large fort on the hill behind. The yacht quay was very busy and we ended up on the outside of a raft of four, next to Ip and Oola on “Evita” from Denmark.

				5 August 1993 Kelibia

				Too hot to move today. I just about cajoled Brett through his school work. Glenys went to the local supermarket and came back 15 minutes later like a limp, wet rag. We lounged around gasping for air until four o’clock when I cycled into town on Ip’s bike. The town is “functional” with very little tourism – there seem to be a lot of useful shops, but it is about 1 mile from the port. 

				We went out for a meal in the evening (fish and chips again!) and then looked around an exhibition of paintings which has been set up in the car park next to the port. The yacht quay is like Piccadilly Circus with about twenty French and Italian yachts crammed into rafts four and five deep. About ten leave in the morning and ten more arrive later afternoon. We walked along to a beach and had food on the first floor of a cafe with locals drinking coffee below.

				6 August 1993 Kelibia to Sidi Bou Said

				We set the alarms on both of our watches to go off at half past five. We were actually awoken by Craig at six o’clock! We jumped up and ran around like headless chickens. We managed to clear customs and extract ourselves from the raft by twenty past six. Thank goodness that we were on the end raft with only one boat on the outside of us! 

				We motored all day and arrived at four o’clock at the Sidi Bou Said marina, which is packed. We had to raft up right next to the main entrance into the marina and they want to charge us 18 dinar (£12) per day. 

				We decided to stay one night and went up to the village of Sidi Bou Said. It is very pretty and very touristy. Apparently, the property owners are fined by the “Town Council” if they do not whitewash their walls and paint their doors blue at least every year! The walk up the hill tired Craig out probably because he was up at six o’clock in the morning. 

				On the way back down, I foolishly picked a fruit from a prickly pear cactus and 3 hours later, I’m still picking out the fine spikes. It feels something like glass fibre – you think it’s all gone, but...! The fruit tastes like the inside of a honeydew Melon with loads of pips.

				7 August 1993 Sidi Bou Said to Cap Farina

				Glenys went shopping first thing in the morning. She took a taxi and went through Carthage, but didn’t see anything of the ruins! We filled up with fuel and ran away. I was glad to leave - although it’s a pretty setting, the marina is too crowded and too expensive. 

				We went around Cape Carthage into a N15 wind, so we decided to motor all the way because we would have to take down the awning if we put up the main (lazy sods!). The wind dropped completely but picked up again at two o’clock in the afternoon. An hour later, we were getting 30 knot gusts. We anchored in 4 metres of water about 100 metres from the shore in a relatively calm patch of water. After dinner, we were still getting gusts of 20 knots, so we re-anchored a lot further out. 

				The herd instinct of yachtsmen never ceases to amaze me. We were anchored in splendid isolation, at least 1000 metres from the other yachts, when this Italian boat appears and proceeds to anchor about 40 metres away from us – not good when I have 40 metres of chain out! There must be 5 miles of coast here and the idiot anchors within my swinging circle, thank goodness the wind has dropped. They drive me mad! We sighted a couple of dolphins surfacing about 400 metres from us.

				8 August 1993 Cap Farina to Bizerte

				We all went for a swim before breakfast (great!) The Italians didn’t hit us last night, but we came within 10 metres of them as we weighed anchor. We motored around the corner and anchored off a lovely beach. Glenys rowed Craig to the beach in the dinghy while Brett and I swam the whole way which was about 400 metres. 

				I had just sat down when we were asked for our papers by two policemen on horseback. We told them we were only staying 1 hour, but they still made me row back to the boat to get our papers. We motored all the way to Bizerte where we saw “Honey Hush 2” (Aus) who we saw in Sidi Bou Said. We went towards the yacht club and saw “Bonnie Day” and “French Mistress”. We moored bow to dock, went over to “Bonnie Day” and got drunk with Neville and Margaret. 

				9 August 1993 Bizerte

				It’s blowing 20-30 knots from the north west. We are nursing our hangovers. Glenys walked into town, while I looked after the boys and then went windsurfing in the port. I had a wonderful five minutes with three dolphins swimming along just in front of my surfboard. 

				I had a relapse in the afternoon and did nothing. “Bonnie Day” and others on the floating pontoon were ordered to move because the “Jasmine Route” rally is expected with 50 boats from France.

				10 August 1993 Bizerte

				It’s gusting 35 knots from the north west again. The rally arrived and gave us hours of entertainment as they “badly” manoeuvred about.

				11 August 1993 Bizerte

				I went windsurfing in the morning. In the afternoon, we decided to get away from the noise of the rally party and go out to anchor. We had the devil’s own job getting away from the quay – the boats either side of us had mooring lines out to buoys blocking our exit. We eventually warped our way out at half past six and anchored. We went for a drink with Kevin and Carol on “Honey Hush”.

				12 August 1993 Bizerte

				I topped up the oil in the engine. It’s still blowing 15-20 NW, so we decided to stay another day. I went across to “Honey Hush” for a couple of hours and picked their brains about East Australia and the route they took to the Mediterranean. I then upset Glenys by becoming totally obsessed with planning a circumnavigation when I should have been tidying up ready to go tomorrow.

				13 August 1993 Bizerte to Tabarka

				It was only NW5 first thing in the morning. We managed to start sailing at noon, beating at first and then ended up running with the jib poled out. It’s really nice to be sailing again! 

				We arrived at Tabarka at half past six. Unfortunately, it’s another bloody marina charging 13½ dinars (£8.70) per night. I am disgusted because I thought that this would be a fishing port like Madhia. Apparently they won’t even let boats anchor in the old port! They are still building an Al Kantaoui clone, tourist shops and pizza restaurants – which is a shame.

				14 August 1993 Tabarka

				I was up at two o’clock in the morning killing mosquitoes the size of bees. I eventually rigged up two 12 Volt mosquito heaters in series, so that we could have one in the back cabin and one in the saloon. I don’t know why I didn’t think about it earlier - our 24 volt electric system is a nuisance sometimes. 

				I spent an hour getting fuel from a petrol station about 1 mile away. I rigged up the shopping trolley to be a trailer for the bike. We met an Irish guy called Harry who lives on 20 foot bright green yacht “Wild Rover” with his dog who hates Tunisians! The dog barks and snarls convincingly if they come within 6 ft of him. I think that he’s trained the dog to do it. The heat is killing Glenys. 

				15 August 1993 Tabarka

				I did a dive which was very mediocre, while Glenys and the boys went to the beach. I did some jobs on the boat in the afternoon. Brett’s front tooth finally came out and the sight of his own blood on it made him burst into tears. We’ve run out of beer and wine, so we’ll HAVE to leave Tunisia tomorrow. 

				Glenys will be very glad to get away from Tunisia. She tries hard to wear long skirts and sleeves when she goes anywhere public, but the Tunisian men still stare and click their tongues at her. It’s worst when she walks past coffee shops where there are always lots of men (what do they do all day?) The locals all wear sandals and the sound of them shuffling their feet is driving her (and me) raving mad. We’ve called it the “Tunisian Shuffle”.

				16 August 1993 Tabarka to Mahon, Menorca (Day 1)

				The tooth fairy arrived last night and changed Brett’s tooth into a 100 peseta coin – he’s amazed that the tooth fairy not only knows where we are, but where we are going! We cleared out of Tunisia without any problems. 

				We motored for about 1½ hours and then got a nice NE breeze, so I put up all sails including the mizzen stay-sail. By mid afternoon, it was gusting 15-20 knots and the stay-sail was backing the mizzen which was then affecting the Hydrovane, so I dropped the mizzen which helped a bit. 

				At five o’clock, it was blowing a lot harder, so we dropped the staysail and put up the mizzen again and the Hydrovane started to behave itself. We put the clocks forward to Spanish time at seven o’clock. As night fell, the wind picked up to NE 20-25 with quite a big swell which rolled us unmercifully.

				17 August 1993 Tabarka to Mahon, Menorca (Day 2)

				It was a really black, misty night with a persistent cross swell making the night watches a bit of an ordeal. The Hydrovane didn’t cope very well with swell and gusting wind, so we had to concentrate on helping it by constantly adjusting the steering. The rolling caused by the swell made it difficult to sleep. 

				The wind started to drop during the day and we had to put on the engine in the afternoon. Glenys is now running out of provisions – mayonnaise, Fanta, mars bars, and we are on our last bottle of camping gaz. She’s had to use up her stocks of items not available in Tunisia, but has now got lots of spices. I lost my tuna feather lure during the night – I suspect that my knot came undone.

				18 August 1993 Tabarka to Mahon, Menorca (Day 3)

				Motored all night and arrived at ten o’clock in the morning. Mahon is fairly busy with yachts 3 or 4 deep at the quays. We managed to sneak in alongside the Town Quay, so that we can be settled for a couple of days. 

				The distance over the ground was about 275 miles, our logged distance was 258.1. There is a SE going current but ignoring this the log is under reading by 6.5% even though I’ve fitted a new log impellor. It’s irritating. We’ve averaged 5.7 knots over 47.5 hours. 

				The Spanish authorities don’t seem to be concerned about checking into customs, so I’ve just filled in the Port Authority Form and taken down the yellow customs flag. Our mail hasn’t arrived yet which is a bit of a pain.

				19 August 1993 Mahon

				We went to S’Algar by bus. I did a dive and Glenys and the boys spent the day by the pool. Craig made his first attempts at swimming without arm bands and was confident enough to swim 2 metres from the side in the deep end of the pool. Martin and Kay from “Maid of Zenor” came for a drink. We last saw them in Gibraltar – an unfortunate situation, he loves sailing and boats and she “is not impressed”. We gave him what help we could. 

				The mail arrived today, so we are moving on to Cuidadela tomorrow. Craig’s comment of the day, “If I was a seagull, I wouldn’t each much …….. they only eat fish”. 

				20 August 1993 Mahon to Cala Teulera

				Glenys went shopping in the morning and I tidied up ready to leave. Glenys rang her mum who said that she had sent a letter to us at the Club Maritimo. The letter hasn’t arrived, so we decided to go to Ilas De Aire to go swimming. The snorkelling is excellent but the holding for the anchor is crap, so we decided to go to Cala Teulera for the night which is a mile and a half from Mahon Town. 

				When we’d anchored, we were approached by two guys from the Port Authority who asked us to fill in the normal form and then we had to pay £5! I gave him the outraged captain act, but after he gave me the receipt, he gave us a little gift set of some Mahon gin and four small glasses. That took the wind out of my sails and I’m quite happy now. 

				Craig went for a swim off the back of the boat without arm bands – I think that he wants to be better than Brett. I spent a “lovely” 10 minutes fishing one of Glenys’ contact lenses out of the toilet where it had inconveniently fallen.

				21 August 1993 Cala Teulera to Islas Colom

				We called into the Club Maritimo, but the letter from Ceris still hasn’t arrived. We decided to go to Islas Colom for some swimming. We anchored on the south side of the island, did a lot of swimming and then took the dinghy across the bay to do some snorkelling. At six o’clock in the evening, the wind was SE10, so we decided to go around to the west side of the island, which is lovely.

				22 August 1993 Islas Colom

				We decided to stay here for the day. We were anchored in 7 metres of crystal clear water and I was immersed in paperwork until four o’clock sorting out our mail and associated problems. Brett did school work and then we all swam and enjoyed ourselves. The weather forecast is for strong winds from the SW, so we expect to stay in Menorca for a few days.

				23 August 1993 Islas Colom to Cala Teulera

				The weather forecast says that there’s a low over North Balearics giving SW in Alboran and variable over the rest of the Mediterranean, so we decided to go back to Mahon, get fuel, shopping and use the phone before to going towards Mallorca tomorrow. When we arrived at Mahon there was a huge oil tanker blocking the fuelling station. We have been told that hopefully it will go this evening, so we will try again tomorrow. 

				Ceris’ letter arrived and we sorted out everything we needed to. I bought another fishing lure and trace for £15 to try to improve my chances of catching something. We went to a small beach in Cala Teulera and windsurfed, etc. We had to fill another form and pay again but they gave us another gin gift set! 

				It’s very pleasant to sit at the cockpit table after dinner while the daylight slowly fades. We are swinging on the anchor, the children are playing in the back cabin (all we can hear is the chink, chink of Lego) and we slowly sip our glasses of wine.

				24 August 1993 Cala Teulera to Cala Degollador

				Got up fairly early this morning to go and get fuel. The tanker had gone, but there was a queue of 5 boats there, so it took us 40 minutes to get the fuel. We had a nice sail up the coast. We headed toward Cuidadela looking for a Cala to anchor in. 

				All of the Calas on the south coast had the swell shooting straight in, so we headed up the west coast to Cala Degollador which is just before Cuidadela. It is a very narrow Cala, so we had to drop the anchor in the middle of the cala and take lines ashore from the stern. It was a bit of a rock climbing exercise, but I managed OK. It’s the first time that we have moored like this. 

				Before we went to bed I said to Glenys that we only had 13 metres of chain out in 4.5 metres of water and I wouldn’t swing to an anchor with so little. I hoped that it would be alright. I’m coming down with a cold and my throat hurts - I think that I’ve caught it from Craig.

				25 August 1993 Cala Degollador to Bahia de Pollensa

				It wasn’t alright! At five o’clock in the morning, we were woken by Glencora bashing into the rock face behind us. The anchor had obviously dragged, so we threw the aft mooring lines into the water and motored away. We pulled up the anchor and then hovered about in the dark wondering what to do. 

				The Cala is only about 50 metres wide and our prop wash caused a French boat’s anchor to drag a bit too! We decided to go to Cuidadela and managed to leave the Cala safely by using our search light. 

				Once we had rafted up on the town quay, I jogged back to the Cala to retrieve the ropes. One of the ropes had disappeared into the water, so I put that down to experience. We escaped with no damage apart from the top broken off the flag pole! 

				We had an uneventful sail to Mallorca. There was an easterly swell coming into the Bahia De Pollensa and we spent about an hour looking for a suitable anchorage. We eventually anchored west of PTA De La Avanzada in about 3 metres depth.

				26 August 1993 Bahia de Pollensa

				My cold is a lot better today, the anchor didn’t drag last night and life seems brighter – which is more than one can say for the weather. It’s actually raining for the first time for months. I spent the day doing administration again, so that we will have things delivered to Carol’s house ready for Glenys to pick them up when she goes back to the UK in a few weeks time. We received a letter from Gareth saying that they will probably be in the Grenadines in December, so we will make either Grenada or St Lucia our port of entry into the Caribbean.

				27 August 1993 Bahia de Pollensa to Porto Cristo

				We had a nice downwind run for the first three hours with a NW wind. However, when we rounded Cabo De Pera, the wind dropped to nothing and the sea was very confused. We motored for a while and then hit a SW20 on the nose. We had an unpleasant bash to windward under engine for about two hours. We arrived in Porto Cristo and got charged £18 – we will leave tomorrow! 

				We berthed next to Don and Liz Adams on “Wild Rover” with their two children Samantha and Natalie who unfortunately are going back to the UK tonight. They are booked into the ARC Rally, but are very disillusioned and may not go. Brett and Craig went onto “Wild Rover” and watched their TV and video, they want one too! Brett and Craig haven’t been on dry land for 4 days and we had to persuade them to go to a playground 100 metres away! We went out for dinner.

				28 August 1993 Porto Christo to Porto Petro

				I couldn’t get a decent weather forecast. There seem to be strong winds in Lyon and Provence, but looks OK here. We decided to sail, have a look and if it gets bad then call in to Porto Petro. 

				We went into Porto Petro which is very pretty. All of us have sniffly colds now, so we just sat around reading and playing. The anchorage got very crowded in the late afternoon. I put the last of a litre bottle of oil in the engine - we’ve used 1 litre of oil in 52.5 hours motoring.

				29 August 1993 Porto Petro to Islas Espalmador, Ibiza (Day 1)

				Rough night with swell rocking us about. We went into town but nothing much there. I went windsurfing, but gave up after an hour because the wind was coming over houses into the Cala causing violent wind shifts and downdrafts. 

				I hate planning to leave somewhere in the late afternoon because I have loads of time to get apprehensive about the journey. It kind of spoils the whole day. It’s blowing 10-20 knots in the anchorage and I don’t know what it’s doing out there. I’ve looked at the sea through binoculars (several times!) and I can see white caps. Oh worry, worry! 

				We left at six o’clock in the evening, poled out the jib and had a wonderful downwind run. When we got to Cabo De Salinas, we poled out the second jib and rolled downhill under a bright full moon.

				30 August 1993 Porto Petro to Islas Espalmador, Ibiza (Day 2)

				I got up at midnight, dropped the mizzen to help the Hydrovane and started to read a book. At one o’clock, I looked up and it took me a few seconds to realise where I was. The scene seemed very surreal with nothing in sight except the moon, stars, sea and the two jibs goose winged out. Fantastic - sometimes I love sailing! 

				At seven in the morning, we were approaching Santa Eulalia, but since we had only used 1 litre of fuel, we decided to press on to Islas Espalmador. The anchorage has about 20 boats and several day tripper boats – a far cry from the quiet anchorage back in June. We went to the beach with the windsurfer – good place for windsurfing. 

				Quite a few people were going to a lake just behind the beach and coming back smeared all over with mud. I remember Margaret from “Bonnie Day” asking the Tourist Office about the “therapeutic mud” and being told that the control of sewage on the island isn’t very good! 

				I talked to a couple on “Red Angelina” who have a Hydrovane and are pleased with it – what am I doing wrong? “Red Angelina” is going to the Caribbean as well – there will be thousands of people there!

				31 August 1993 Islas Espalmador to Mar Menor, Spain (Day 1)

				We had a great night’s sleep. We just passed out after all the windsurfing and the night passage. We left the anchorage at ten o’clock and started off motoring for a while to charge the batteries. The wind was 45° abaft the beam, so we put up main, mizzen and poled out the Genoa. I put a block on the end of the pole to lead the sheet and put downhauls to fix the pole in position. This works really well since we can roll away the genoa (or part of it) without any acrobatics. 

				As night fell, I ran the engine for about a hour to charge the batteries – I’ve been using the autopilot because the Hydrovane was struggling and I was too lazy to change the sail plan.

				

September 1993

				1 September 1993 Islas Espalmador to Mar Menor, Spain (Day 2)

				The wind veered so that it was more behind us and we bashed, crashed and rolled our way along until three o’clock in the morning, when we dropped the sails and motored to get back on track. The swell is very irritating. We managed to start sailing again just after dawn. 

				Glenys passed close to a mystery buoy flashing white every 4 seconds in the middle of nowhere - we assume it was a fishing buoy. I pulled in our trolling line to find that my new £10 lure had disappeared probably due to the split ring that I used being too small. I assume that we actually caught a big fish, didn’t notice and the ring broke. We must get a couple of bells! 

				There was great excitement when we found a flying fish on the deck – our first! At one o’clock in the afternoon, we could see the breakwater for the entrance to the Mar Menor, so we decided to rush to get to the bridge which is only open for the first 15 minutes of each hour. We just made it and passed through at exactly quarter past one! We anchored just off La Manga beach in the same place as in April. The water has lots of 1ft diameter jellyfish, so unfortunately we can’t swim.

				2 September 1993 Mar Menor

				I did a few errands in the morning. I rang Feedback and confirmed that £36K has gone into our bank. I rang the Estate Agents and found that the Princes left the house in good order and that our next door neighbour, Duncan, has suggested some people he knows. They have looked around and it looks like they may rent the house – I hope so! 

				Glenys and the boys went to the beach in the afternoon and I did some jobs on the boat. My Dad found out that the cheapest flight to Almeria from UK is about £150 because everyone is buying cheap holidays now that the peseta is cheap. Glenys thinks that she can get it cheaper here.

				3 September 1993 Mar Menor to Mazzaron

				A damp, muggy morning with the wind now coming from the south, which is (of course) where we are going! We filled up with fuel and headed for the bridge. Once out to sea, we saw quite a few flying fish as we motored from the Man Menor entrance towards Caba De Pagos. Perhaps they have always been there, but we just haven’t noticed.

				The wind followed us around all of the headlands, but we managed to get a couple of hours sailing. We looked at an anchorage to the NE of Cabo Tinoso, but the SW swell was coming around the corner and it wasn’t very pretty – a bit too rugged. The marina at Mazarron is OK. We have decided that Craig’s official birthday will be on the 6th September because he will probably be in the UK on the 17th and I will miss it. Only 3 sleeps to go – he’s quite excited.

				4 September 1993 Mazzaron to Almeria (Day 1)

				We did lots of chores, washing, etc. because we had water available. Living on a boat has given us a great appreciation of fresh water – we never take it for granted and we go raving mad when we have a hose pipe available! I rang Almerimar Marina and confirmed that they can haul the boat out around the 13th September. Glenys will book the air tickets in Almeria on Monday. 

				We left Mazarron with a light SE wind enabling us to motor sail. By half past seven, the wind had gone completely and we ended up motoring straight into 2 metre swell. We were pitching ± 30° and the boys decided to go below and play marbles! They had a good time. The wind picked up as it went dark and we kept motoring into it.

				5 September 1993 Mazzaron to Almeria (Day 2) 

				We motored all night straight into the wind and swell. It is definitely getting colder at night now. As we entered the Port of Almeria, we saw James Wharram and his wife on their 55ft catamaran. They wintered their boat in Nazare at the same time as us last year. We stopped and had a quick chat with them at the entrance to the port. 

				We anchored just off the yacht club in 6 metres. Only 1 more sleep to go to Craig’s official birthday. Glenys and the boys made his cake today – he’s very excited. Hans and Siegfried from “Mini Titanic”, a German couple on a British registered yacht, came for a drink. They are also going to the Caribbean.

				6 September 1993 Almeria

				Craig’s official birthday – he had a wonderful time. I went into Almeria to the chandlers. I decided to get antifoul paint in Almerimar. We swapped books with George Whiting from “Swing Along” – an English guy who sails his trimaran single handed. I went and raided his computer for new games and I got a copy of a weatherfax program. Glenys went into town to mooch about.

				7 September 1993 Almeria

				Glenys went into town to get air tickets for her and the boys. I played with the computer after school. I walked up to the castle – it took me an hour to find the entrance. Almeria is a very odd city with very small streets which wind everywhere. There is absolute poverty from people living in caves with doors to the affluence of the town centre. About 50 metres from the beautiful Town Hall are horrible slums. 

				I chatted to Eddy and Fay (Aussies) on “Chintoo” and Mike and Marina (Brits) on “Columbine” – both boats are going to the Caribbean.

				8 September 1993 Almeria to Almerimar

				I got up this morning and decided we should go to Almerimar. Glenys’s plane isn’t until the 16th but I thought we might as well go to Almerimar and try to negotiate winter rates for a 3 week stay. 

				It was a bit of a bash to get to Almerimar. There was a 2 metre swell and wind dead against us – we just motored. I couldn’t get the marina berth price down at all, so I am resigned to paying £8 per day while in the water. I ordered 8 litres of blue antifoul.

				9 September 1993 Almerimar 

				A planning day and looking around. I went windsurfing, but when I got out of the port, the wind dropped and I had a real struggle with a 2 metre swell and little wind. I gave up after ½ hour with 10 dunkings.

				10 September 1993 Almerimar 

				I went and watched “Columbine” being hauled out. It’s a good job that I did because I’d forgotten that I will have to remove the back stay when we get hauled out. I spent the rest of the day sorting through tools and spares to decide what I need to buy.

				11 September 1993 Almerimar 

				I tidied up all the spares and sat up until half past one trying to sort out the computer and consolidate my floppy disks.

				12 September 1993 Almerimar 

				I spent until five o’clock sorting out backups, etc for computer. I’ve got 93 floppy disks cataloguednow! Craig got his first wasp sting today - lots of wailing. Glenys talked to Julia and Greg from “Missie Molly” about sharing a taxi to the airport.

				13 September 1993 Almerimar 

				Glenys talked to a Dutch couple on “Eva”. Mike and Marina (and Micky) from “Columbine” came for a drink. I had a wonderful day; I finally finished off the wiring for the starter batteries that I bought in Ipswich. It’s only taken me a year to finish the job. It was easy enough – it just took a lot of guts to cut the existing wires!

				14 September 1993 Almerimar 

				I changed my mind at least 5 times about which part of the hull I should use when we are lifted out. Eventually decided to move the forestay and go in forwards. It will be too dodgy to do it like Fox’s and put the rear strap over the propeller.

				15 September 1993 Almerimar 

				I got into the dock OK, swung the forestay out of the way, but then discovered that we would have to remove the baby forestay. We put the jib halyard over the top of the travel lift to hold the mast in place while I took off the baby forestay. We were lifted out safely and put in a nice, quiet corner. 

				I started scraping off all the barnacles and scrubbed ¼ of the hull by hand before I gave up and hired the yard’s jet wash – best £12 I’ve ever spent! I jet washed down to the undercoat in most places. 

				The antifoul paint hasn’t arrived – “maňana”. It looks like I’ve adopted a dog.

				16 September 1993 Almerimar 

				Glenys and the boys caught a taxi to the airport - this will be first time we’ve been apart for over a year. I reset the Max Prop from 18° to 20°. I epoxied the holes and scrapes on the bottom of the keel. I then sanded the paint on the waterline and any areas showing the green epoxy. I finished off by putting masking tape on the waterline. The paint arrived today, so we are ready to go! The dog has disappeared and I’m left with a big packet of dog biscuits.

				17 September 1993 Almerimar 

				I started off by putting undercoat on the hull where the epoxy and GRP were showing through. I greased all the sea cocks. I rubbed down and painted the binnacle. The dog has turned up again with his mum! I had a mad rush of blood to the head and went for a run, gasp!

				18 September 1993 Almerimar 

				I put on the first coat of antifoul after epoxying a few more bits on the bottom of the keel. I did the second and final coats of paint on the binnacle and started to make a cupboard for electrics. I’ve decided that I hate being on the hard and alone. It’s great being alone for 2 days, but a week!

				19 September 1993 Almerimar 

				A bit of a lazy day today because it’s Sunday. I painted the anchor chain and put things back onto the binnacle. I then spent the rest of the day reading about self steering and sail boat dynamics. I think that the problem I am having with the Hydrovane is due to the balance of the rig giving too much weather helm. The mizzen is raked back but should be vertical. I am going to retune the rigging when we are back in the water. The dog’s mum has gone.

				20 September 1993 Almerimar 

				I moved the supports on the hull and sanded the bits that had been covered. I put 2 coats of antifoul on the waterline and the leading edges of the hull and keel. It’s been absolutely red hot today – I’m starting to have problems motivating myself. I just pottered about for 3 hours in the afternoon. I tried to ring Glenys, but I got the bloody answering machine – at least the dog loves me (while I keep feeding it!)

				21 September 1993 Almerimar 

				I put on the final coat of antifoul today. I decided not to put any Micron antifoul on so that I can see if hard antifoul is OK. I tidied up and told the yard that I want to go back into the water on the 23rd. 

				I rang Glenys and she should be back by midday on the 23rd, so hopefully I will have everything straight. I’m feeling lonely now – I don’t think that I would make a good single handed sailor. I talked to an American single hander on “Mistral” who race-trims gliders for a living! He is presently setting up a factory to make kits for home built aircraft in Texas. The computer screen has gone funny again – I’m going to have to send it back.

				22 September 1993 Almerimar 

				I did nothing today except tidy up. I’m going soft in my old age – I’ve run out of dog biscuits and I made a special trip to buy the dog a tin of dog food. If we lived in a house I’d adopt him!

				23 September 1993 Almerimar 

				It was too windy to launch the boat this morning. In fact it was 30-35 knots during the night and I got up at four o’clock after I was rudely woken by the aft heads hatch crashing shut – I had to get up to check the shoring wedges! 

				I sat around waiting for Glenys and the boys to turn up. They should have arrived at about eleven o’clock this morning, but were delayed by 3 hours. They were shattered, so we went out for a meal and then lounged about.

				24 September 1993 Almerimar 

				The wind died down during the night, so we launched the boat this morning. We went and filled up with fuel and then we spent most of the day tidying up, washing the decks and reassembling the rigging. I put two new inner tubes on Brett’s bike. It’s great to be back in the water. 

				25 September 1993 Almerimar 

				I put tell-tales on the genoa and put it back onto the forestay. I then did admin, sorted out the mail from UK, paid the marina bill, packed my computer ready for sending to UK and generally tidied up for sea. We’ve been here for 18 days, met a lot of people, carried out the main jobs but will be glad to be on our way. I’ve started to sort out the new charts for the Caribbean and I’m looking forward to getting to Gibraltar, so that we can escape from the Mediterranean and start our real journey. 

				26 September 1993 Almerimar to Motril

				It was very foggy when we woke up, so we went back to bed for an hour. We left at about nine o’clock with two other British boats. One of them is Jill and Dave “The Don” on “ETU”. 

				We ran into very dense fog for a few hours. I had great fun using the radar to sneak up on Dave who hasn’t got a radar. We loomed out of the gloom about 50 metres from him and offered to sell him a radar. We then slipped quietly back into the fog leaving him alone.

				We anchored off the Club Nautico in Motril. I checked out the engine on the passage and could only get 2000 rpm max – before I adjusted the pitch of the propeller I could get 2500 rpm – I wonder if this is a problem? I’ve also released the bearings on the log impellor and it’s over-reading now, so I’m trailing the other log to calibrate it. I reset the calibration – I think it’s OK. I’ll try again tomorrow. 

				Brett and I wandered around the village next to the Port of Motril – very squalid and not many shops. I think that we will go early tomorrow.

				27 September 1993 Motril to Marina del Esta, Mona

				It was really foggy again when we woke up. We waited a while until it looked as though it was clearing and then decided to go. By the time we had hauled up the anchor, the visibility was back down to 200 metres, but we decided to give it a whirl to go to Marina Del Este. We motored in visibility as bad as 50 metres with Glenys on visual watch (the cold one) and me down below watching the radar, GPS and the chart. I found it to be a bit like a video game (a bit exciting) whereas Glenys had the reality of staring into a fog bank. 

				We passed about 5 other boats, thank God for radar! The fog dramatically cleared when we were about 400 metres from the harbour entrance – smack on the nose, of course!

				28 September 1993 Marina del Esta to Benalmadena

				What a horrible trip. As soon as we left the marina, we encountered a 2 metre swell from the SW. There was no wind and the sea was very short and confused. We just motored into it, pitching madly - Chunder Factor 7. We arrived in company with “Roanne” who left Almerimar with us. Dave and Jill from “ETU” had arrived earlier in the day and came for a drink in the evening. Dave says that the Viceroy of India in Cornwallis Walk, Gibraltar does a good curry.

				29 September 1993 Benamaldena

				A shopping, washing and tidying-up sort of day. Benalmadena Marina is a very pleasant place with good facilities. I rode the bike to Torremolinos and found that the sea front is very nice with a narrow street full of shops and restaurants running parallel to the beach. After listening to Monty Python, I expected it to be a very rough place. There is an Oyster 39 for sale for £85K which is rougher than ours with a lot less gear (he’s got no chance!)

				30 September 1993 Benamaldena to Duquesa

				We motored out into a flat, oily sea. By half past ten, the wind had picked up enough for us to sail. We managed to hold a pretty good course until midday, when the wind veered and headed us. It took us 3½ hours to go the last 10 miles with 30 knot gusts on the nose. I really enjoyed it, but it was very tiring. 

				When I went to check in to the marina, the guy carefully typed all our details into his computer, which then lost the lot! I’ve noticed that it takes twice as long to check in at marinas which have computers (even if they don’t lose the data). The marina is exactly like the rest on the Costa Del Sol – boring.

				

October 1993

				1 October 1993 Duquesa, Spain to Gibraltar

				I woke up at one o’clock this morning and just HAD to check the tides and current off Europa Point. I was getting paranoid about over-falls and not being able to get around the corner with a west wind. I eventually decided that all would be OK if we got there at HW-5 which is at 1015. 

				We left Duquesa before the sun came up with a W15 wind and a slight sea. We motor sailed for about 1 hr and then the wind headed us. It was blowing 20-25 knots around Europa Point, but the sea wasn’t too bad. We filled up with fuel and went into the marina. I sent the computer back to UK via insured airmail.

				2 October 1993 Gibraltar

				I went into town to buy a Game Boy for Brett’s Christmas present, but quite a lot of shops were shut because Prince Andrew was about to do a walkabout. So I went back to the boat to do some jobs. 

				The wind was gale force all of last night and continues today, so the boat is rocking and rolling. Glenys went and did a major “tinned food” shop at Safeway’s - our list to port has now been reduced. She also swapped some books with Bill and Kelly on “Moonshine” (USA). It’s bloody freezing – I sat still for 2 hours stripping the port winch and ended up reducing my core temperature so much that I was forced to wear long trousers, socks and 2 fleece jumpers in the evening! The last time that I was so cold (except night watches) was in April when we were here in Gibraltar.

				3 October 1993 Gibraltar

				We did a few jobs on the boat. It’s still blowing hard from SW. We discovered that we didn’t have any wine left so Glenys went out on a desperate search for a shop open on Sunday. Fortunately, she found one!

				4 October 1993 Gibraltar

				Nice weather today. Glenys went to La Linea by bicycle to a huge hypermarket with really cheap wine and beer. Unfortunately, you have to pay duty on everything brought back into Gibraltar (70p on a litre of wine), so Glenys smuggled 5 litres wine back in her rucksack. We were going to use my dad’s car to do a big shop over there but we don’t think we’ll bother now. Another problem is the large traffic jam coming back into Gibraltar. 

				I went into town to get some money and buy a few things, but I couldn’t get any cash out of the machines. This is the second trip I’ve made without getting any cash and hence I couldn’t buy anything – it’s driving me mad. The new carpet arrived in the afternoon.

				5 October 1993 Gibraltar

				It’s raining today, so we can’t do anything with the carpet which means that we have got a huge roll of carpet getting in the way of us doing anything else. I had just started to strip the outlet side of the back toilet, when my mum and dad turned up a day early. The rain stopped, so after lunch, I finished off the toilet while my dad laid the carpet. I de-furred the toilet pipes – what a horrible job.

				6 October 1993 Gibraltar

				We all went into town, had a pub lunch and then we “did” the Rock. Dave and Jill from “ETU” arrived and left a note on our boat saying I had to report to the Marina Office for a medical and sex test!

				7 October 1993 Gibraltar

				Absolutely pouring it down. Dad and I went to various chandlers and shops in the morning. We then went for a Pizza for lunch and spent the afternoon messing about on the boat. We went out for an Indian curry in the evening. My poor dad is champing at the bit to go sailing; hopefully it will be nice weather in the morning.

				8 October 1993 Gibraltar

				Mum and Dad left early morning. It was nice to see them, but it was a shame that the weather was too awful to go sailing with them. Of course, as soon as they left the sun came out! I went into town to (finally) buy a Game Boy for Brett and then went to La Linea, but I couldn’t find the hypermarket. Glenys cleaned out the water tanks because the water had started to taste “funny”. I chatted with Rob and his wife on “Schiehellion” which is another Oyster 39. We went round to Dave and Jill’s for drinks. 

				9 October 1993 Gibraltar

				I’ve decided that I’ve been drinking too much lately – I’m not going to drink alcohol until we get to Madeira! I did a few jobs and then went to do two dives in the afternoon. One was an interesting wreck, the SS Roslyn, a 3,500-ton steamship that sank in 1916. Most of the wreck has collapsed in to be just a few metres thick, but the bows and stern are reasonably intact, jutting upwards to form a hollow oblique pyramid of plates and girders. There are lots of Scorpion fish and nudibranches.

				It was very cold. Glenys stayed in and did a few jobs.

				10 October 1993 Gibraltar

				It poured down last night. I spent all day installing the cabinet for the mains and 12V system. Glenys did school work and a few jobs. School work is regarded as a chore by everyone on the boat except Craig. It takes up a lot of Glenys’ time. When she has other things that she wants to do it tends to get “forgotten” about! (same goes for me).

				11 October 1993 Gibraltar

				Changed the engine oil and fuel filters first thing. Glenys went into town and did some Christmas shopping. I went into La Linea to the hypermarket - I found it this time. It is still very showery weather. The mail arrived today with three nice letters from John Parker, Paul and Jane and Doc Williams. We spent a couple of hours wrapping the children’s Christmas presents – we normally do that on Christmas Eve!

				12 October 1993 Gibraltar

				Raining again! I talked to Eddie from “Chintoo” who tells me that most of the boats that left during the past week are holed up in either Tarifa or Tangiers. One boat apparently sailed for 3 days towards the Canaries and ended up going into Casablanca. There has been a low coming up from the Canaries and I hope it will be clear behind it. 

				We are aiming to finish all our jobs today and be ready to go in the morning. I am a little apprehensive about the conditions “out there”. We rushed about all day doing essential jobs and I hosed down the decks just as it went dark. We listened to the UK Maritime Met which said that tomorrow will be W7, so we opened a bottle of wine. (I didn’t make it to Madeira without a drink!) I rang John and asked him to get the computer sent to him.

				13 October 1993 Gibraltar

				Raining and windy. I went into town to get a few bits. I spent the afternoon doing more jobs. A boat went out at two o’clock in the morning and came back at nine o’clock with a split genoa – it doesn’t bode well. The forecast doesn’t look good for the next couple of days.

				One of the good things about Gibraltar are the rubbish skips. There are a lot of very expensive yachts with professional crews which come through the marina. They provision their owner’s boats, replace equipment and get ready to go across to the Caribbean. They throw away all sorts of stuff. We visit the skips several times a day. So far we’ve got various ropes, crockery and I’ve even found a really nice “yacht club” type jacket. I’ve turned into a scavenger and it’s addictive.

				14 October 1993 Gibraltar

				It was very calm this morning, so I rang the Met Office. They reckon that we ought to wait until the 16th when we should get north or NE winds. I talked to a few other people who reckon the same – so it looks like another couple of nights in Gibraltar. Eddie and Fay from “Chintoo” came for a beer (or 3!) this afternoon. 

				After dinner I was amused to listen to Glenys explaining the intricacies of “The Beano” to the boys – words like “chortle” and explaining what a “dodge” is – it requires a lot of background knowledge!

				15 October 1993 Gibraltar

				Fairly nice weather today, but the weather fax shows a big low to the west of us giving strong West winds. I did a bit of admin, writing letters etc. Glenys went into La Linea and bought a staple gun to do her new upholstery. I tidied up the deck and lashed everything away. 

				Before dinner, I was walking to the showers when I was stopped by a Swiss guy (Chris) from “Wombat” who told me that it would still be bad in the morning. We confirmed this from the UK Maritime Met and then opened 2 litres of Vino Tinto (oh miser!)

				16 October 1993 Gibraltar

				Raining cats and dogs this morning. The low is slowly moving north. I spent 5 hours sorting out our income tax returns and started to make the modem cable for the weather fax program. The weather may be OK in two days’ time.

				17 October 1993 Gibraltar

				Showers this morning. The low is over SE Biscay and it looks like it might be OK tomorrow, we hope! We listened to 6230 kHz and heard that there are now 30 boats in Tangiers which are rafted 5 or 6 deep. I went over to the Swiss boat “Baraka” and he showed me faxes for the next 72 hours and it looks like it will be good for the next 3 days. 

				I finished off as much of the fax modem as I could – I’ll have to wait for John for the rest. Tidied up again! We talked to a chap in a 21ft boat who left here 12 days ago, spent 9 days battling his way down level with Casablanca then gave up and came back to Gibraltar. He’s now going to sell his boat (how sad!)

				18 October 1993 Gibraltar to Porto Santo, Madeira (Day 1)

				Beautiful blue skies, but unfortunately no wind. However, we’re free of Gibraltar. We narrowly beat the rush of 6 or so Swiss and French boats that are leaving “en-bloc”. As an experiment we are going to run the engine at 1200 rpm. We normally run at 1400 rpm go at 6.2 knots and get 4 litres/hour fuel consumption. At 1200 rpm we get 5.2 knots, but will we save fuel?

				We motored until we cleared the shipping lanes and then the wind kindly picked up to NW1 so we put all sails up and off we went! We hooked a big fish with the jelly belly but it escaped (damn!) 

				There’s a really outrageous amount of chat on VHF67 with Fay from “Chintoo” singing “Road to Marrakesh”, etc. Brian and Dorothy Goring from “Radnor” asked us if we would keep an eye out for any mail for them in Funchal. 

				We ran over the top of a floating fishing net, which of course, snagged on our skeg and brought us to a grinding halt. It was like a mini tunny net with a lobster type buoy at one end and the fishing boat at the other end. The net itself was marked by orange floats, but we were eating our Moussaka... Fortunately, it cleared itself and we lurched off. 

				We’ve decided to put the clocks forward 1 hour because it’s going dark at half past seven. At about nine o’clock, we had a close encounter with a fishing boat which deliberately crossed our path causing me to turn hard to port.

				19 October 1993 Gibraltar to Porto Santo, Madeira (Day 2)

				Beautiful clear starry night but very cold. The wind slowly came round to the north and we made good time. At the start of Glenys’ watch at three in the morning, we put one reef in the main and rolled away some jib. It was a bit rolly with the swell on the beam. A 1ft flying fish landed on the aft deck (scared me to death!). We had it for breakfast which was very nice. 

				It’s been a beautiful day, blue skies and 15 knot wind which veered to NE. We poled out one jib and goose winged the main in the afternoon. We ran like that until midnight. We didn’t run the engine at all today – it’s a miracle! I’m still feeling a bit queasy because of the rolling.

				20 October 1993 Gibraltar to Porto Santo, Madeira (Day 3)

				Another clear night. The wind backed to northerly just after midnight, so I pulled the jib back over to port and we had a screaming reach all night. We left the mizzen down and just reached under reefed main and 5 rolls in the genoa. The wind got up to 25 knots, but the Hydrovane handled it really well. I wonder if the mizzen is causing all our problems? 

				It was freezing last night – I was wearing winter bags, Musto snug, fleece jacket, woolly hat, full oilskins with collar up and hat on and I was still cold! We didn’t see anything during the night apart from one white light, possibly a yacht going to the Canaries. It’s a new moon, so from midnight onwards it is pitch black and oh so boring (zzzzzz!). 

				By breakfast time, the wind had veered to north east, so Glenys poled out the jib on starboard again. We went back onto a broad reach after dinner. I still felt a bit queasy today, but a lot better than yesterday. We ran the engine for 1 hour to charge the batteries. Glenys produced a magnetic backgammon, chess and checkers set, which Brett and Craig love.

				21 October 1993 Gibraltar to Porto Santo, Madeira (Day 4)

				Another dark night but not quite as cold. We changed to a goose-winged sail plan at three o’clock in the morning then back to a broad reach at midday. Life is made considerably easier by having the pole set up permanently with fore guy and aft guy and the genoa sheet led through a snatch block on the end of the pole. We can roll away some of the genoa or gybe it very easily from the cockpit. 

				We’ve got company today; a yacht has caught us up and is obviously going to Madeira too. I ran the engine for 2 hours to charge the batteries because they were very low (23.9V). We had a nice sail during the day, but in the evening, the wind dropped slightly so we went to all sails. It looks like there is a front coming. We had a very spectacular sunset with cirrus clouds highlighted red over the top of cumulus. The other yacht didn’t bother putting its navigation lights on except when a tanker went past – hope there aren’t any other boats doing the same thing nearby, as it’s a very dark night. I don’t feel sick anymore! 

				22 October 1993 Gibraltar to Porto Santo, Madeira (Day 5)

				Not too bad a night. A front went over at about one o’clock, which was very impressive - no stars to the east of the front because of cloud and clear moonlit night on the other side. The line of the front was incredibly straight going north-south. 

				The wind picked up at three o’clock in the morning, so we put a reef in the main and genoa. The other yacht is still behind us (just!) – we’ve got to beat him in. Funny how it only takes two yachts under sail to make a yacht race!

				The island of Porto Santo appeared as the sun came up at nine o’clock and looks very rugged. We anchored several times to find the right spot, then had to move further into the port as we were in the path of the ferry. We invited a young Belgian boy aboard from next door’s boat – the children are currently destroying all the tidying up we have done. 

				The passage here from Gibraltar has been wonderful in terms of weather and children behaving themselves – Brett and Craig still manage to play together even though they are constantly in each other’s company. The night watch system will be amended slightly, as Glenys and I both feel able to do an extra hour each and will save me having to do the deadly graveyard shift from 6 till 8 in the morning (Glenys 10-12, Neville 12-4, Glenys 4-8, Neville all day while Glenys looks after the boys and feeds us). 

				I walked into town to do a “reccy” and a bit of shopping. It’s a nice little town with a beautiful beach about 15 minutes walk away from the port. The distance from Gibraltar to Porto Santo is 575 miles according to the GPS. We did 602.6 miles according to the log. It took us 100 hours and we only did 11.7 hours motoring. Amazing after 6 months of Mediterranean motor-sailing!

				23 October 1993 Porto Santo

				We all walked into town in the afternoon. Brett and Craig loved running and digging in the sand. An hour or so was spent building “Sleezo’s Cloud Castle” under the pier. I tried to ring the UK but couldn’t get through. We went for a drink with André, Anne and Nicholas (8) on the Belgian boat “La Boudeuse”.

				24 October 1993 Porto Santo

				I went to André’s boat to play with his computer. I gave him a load of games and borrowed his copy of the manual for my weatherfax program. His demodulator is a lot simpler than mine, so I think I’ll use his design. We all walked into town and played on the beach in the afternoon.

				25 October 1993 Porto Santo

				School work and jobs in the morning. In the afternoon, we went on a guided tour of the island in a taxi. It was very good, took 2½ hours but only cost £16 - what a bargain. The island shows its volcanic origins – most of it looks like a lunar landscape. There is an intensive tree planting programme to stop the erosion of the hills and to attract rainfall. Apparently most of the islanders have stopped working the land and are working in the tourist trade.

				26 October 1993 Porto Santo

				School work and jobs in the morning. We went to the beach in the afternoon and I went snorkelling along the breakwater with my speargun. The fish are incredibly shy – they obviously get shot at a lot! I speared one fish, but it was small and evil-looking, so I didn’t bother to bring it back. Brett and Craig had a wild time playing with Nicholas. We are planning to go to Funchal tomorrow.

				27 October 1993 Porto Santo to Funchal, Maderia

				We woke up this morning to find that there is no wind! I cleared customs and left 500 escudos with the security guard for last night’s anchoring fee – I expect that will buy him a couple of bottles of wine! 

				We motored all of the 45 miles to Funchal. The marina is jam packed, there are rafts of yachts that are 8 boats deep and no room, so we went outside and anchored. I went into the marina in the dinghy (there is hardly enough room to moor the dinghy!) and did the documents. The Policia Maritima filled in the obligatory form and then issued a “Livrete De Transito” and charged me 250 escudos! I can’t find out where or when to get fuel. I’ve given up until tomorrow. Initial impressions of Madeira “I want to leave!”

				28 October 1993 Funchal

				What a horrible rolly night. Glenys said “Let’s go back to Porto Santo” and Craig said “Are we at sea?” I went to clear out at half past seven, but discovered a possible space on the end of a raft. We shot into the marina, tied up, breathed a sigh of relief and then helped another boat come in alongside us! 

				It started to rain as we were pulling up the anchor. It has rained all day – pressure is down to 1013, the forecast is for SSW winds up to gale 8 in the next few days.

				29 October 1993 Funchal

				It really blew last night. The pressure had dropped to 1000 by half past one, and the wind and sea was very bad. We were fairly secure in the marina, but we still had to get up 2 or 3 times to check ropes, etc. A river coming down from the mountains carried trees and flotsam (and 3 bodies) down to the marina entrance and then the swell dumped it all into the marina. The river broke through the side of its culvert and went through the middle of a restaurant in the marina destroying it. In the morning we looked around town, had lunch at a restaurant and slept in the afternoon.

				30 October 1993 Funchal

				Still raining and strong winds from west. I went onto “Naivasha” to help George sort out his computer system. Richard, the owner of the boat, is the founder of Creighton’s and has hired George to sail the “ARC” with him. I managed to copy another weatherfax program so I’ve now got two. I played games with the boys for the rest of the miserable day.

				31 October 1993 Funchal

				I filled up with diesel. George and Richard from “Naivasha” came to help me carry the three diesel containers from the garage. We spent the rest of the day hanging about. I went to the tourist office to ask about the fiesta for tomorrow (all Saints Day) but apparently everything is cancelled because of the storm. Lots of the buses aren’t running because of blocked roads. 4 inches of rain fell in 10 hours causing flash floods.

				

November 1993

				1 November 1993 Funchal 

				A beautiful day but no wind. A few boats left the marina today. We went up to the Botanical Gardens and walked back down the 1:3 hill. We had lunch out and then just hung about. Still no wind and there might be another low coming – we wait!

				2 November 1993 Funchal 

				Another beautiful morning. The low has moved north and the Azores high is massive, stretching over the whole area of Canaries and Madeira. Not much wind, but we will go early tomorrow. We went to the Natural Museum and Aquarium in the afternoon. 

				I cleared out of customs and came back to find chaos with the French boat inside of us trying to leave. They managed to get my nice, long 12-plaid rope wrapped around their propellor. Eventually, one of the young crew jumped into the water with a knife! I stopped him and jumped in myself to clear it. (The crowd cheers!) 

				After the “Jaime Francaise” had left we went for a beer on Dave and Gail’s boat “Adagio” (USA). Other people we have met include Chris and Sue from “Wombat” a Swiss boat and Tony on “Solong” an English boat. The marina has only charged us for 2 days because of the storm, which was really nice!

				3 November 1993 Funchal to Puerto de Naos, Lanzarote (Day 1)

				Quite a bit of wind from the West last night as a front went through from a Low to the North. By nine o’clock in the morning, the wind had dropped and we took advantage of a lull to extract ourselves from the raft. 

				The first hour was very rolly with swell from the SW and wind from the East. Everyone was feeling a bit grim after being in the marina for a week. The wind swung around all over the place until after dinner, when it finally settled down to North. The sea was very confused and one wave dumped about 50 gallons of water into the cockpit and over us. Fortunately only a few splashes got down below. We kept the washboard in place and the hatch shut after that. 

				We motored and sailed and motored and sailed until it settled down so that we could run with just the genoa rolled out. As we were feeling rough, we decided to use the autopilot all night. We put the clocks forward 1 hour. We had a fraught hour threading our way through a patch of flotsam and trees about 30 miles away from Madeira. Obviously a result of the storm on Madeira. We didn’t hit anything, but I’m glad it was daylight.

				4 November 1993 Funchal to Puerto de Naos, Lanzarote (Day 2)

				Had quite a nice night averaging 5 knots. The autopilot took its toll on the batteries which were down to 24V, so we motored for a couple of hours after breakfast.

				When we were in Funchal, Glenys had bought 2 kg of tuna steaks and just as she finished grilling some for lunch, I caught a 2lb tuna!! Hurray, at last! I reckon that I’ve spent £50 on lures and tackle, which makes it a very expensive fish but very nice. What a beautiful colour it was when we pulled it out. It’s ironic that Glenys has already got a load of tuna in the fridge – looks like we’ll be eating tuna for several days to come. The wind dropped in the afternoon, so we motored for about 1 hour before it picked up enough to sail.

				5 November 1993 Funchal to Puerto de Naos, Lanzarote (Day 3)

				It was a pretty boring night; sometimes sailing, sometimes motoring. I was a little bit worried approaching the passage between Ilas Alegranza and Islas Graciosa at night because there are no lights on that side of the islands. I used radar and GPS and fortunately dawn came while we were still a couple of miles out. 

				We motored all the way to Arrecife harbour and then decided that it is too exposed, so we went into Naos Harbour. Mike and Marina on “Columbine” are at anchor here, but have lost their mast - I’ll have to go over and find out what has happened! I made a crap downwind docking in the marina, but we survived!

				6 November 1993 Puerto de Naos, Lanzarote

				Generally lurking about. We met Phil, Robin and children Coby, Natt and Callum on a catamaran “Wisecat”. They left Australia ten years ago! There are a few children here including Organ and Cleona, who we met in Gibraltar in May. Brett and Craig love it here!

				7 November 1993 Puerto de Naos, Lanzarote 

				We went on the bus to a Sunday market at Teguise with Phil, Robin and kids which was good fun. We had a quiet afternoon while the boys played somewhere else. 

				We went for a commiseration drink with Mike and Marina on “Columbine”. They lost their mast on an afternoon’s sail with some relations – what a shock!

				8 November 1993 Puerto de Naos, Lanzarote 

				We hired a car today. We went to visit Anne and John on “Sandpiper” in Puerto Calero. We only went to check that they were there, so we just spent 10 minutes chatting to them. We then went to the National Park at Timanfaya which is absolutely fantastic. 50 square kilometres of volcanoes and flat plains of lava! The boys were very impressed by the demonstration of pouring a bucket of water down a hole (caldera) which then shoots out as a 20 ft column of steam. 

				We spent the rest of the day driving around the island visiting fishing villages and getting fabulous views of the Island from the mountain tops. The deal was to return the car with an empty tank. I had put too much petrol in the car, so I siphoned some out for myself and gave some to “Columbine” and “Wisecat”.

				9 November 1993 Puerto de Naos, Lanzarote 

				I did a few errands this morning. I took the car back and picked up 3 gas bottles from the chandlers. I’ll respect having piped gas when we get back in a house! Glenys did school work with Brett which was hard work because the other children were hovering around before he had finished. Brett spent all afternoon out playing and had to be dragged in at seven o’clock (it goes dark by half past six.)

				We decided that it was shower night. Brett was so tired that he cried and screamed that he didn’t like getting wet. Craig copied him and wailed and screamed that he didn’t want his hair washed. God knows what everyone in the marina thinks about the screaming! Brett is starting to talk like Organ and Craig is picking up the lingo too. Brett is having the time of his life – catching up on six months without children to play with. So I don’t really mind his rebellion and irrational, tired antics.

				10 November 1993 Puerto de Naos, Lanzarote 

				I checked the batteries and rewired the mains. I’ve shortened the wires on the adverc and the oscillating ammeter is a little better. Glenys went into town and bought some acrylic canvas to make extension flaps for the awning. Brett did his school work in the morning and then disappeared with the other kids. Mike and Marina came for a drink and were persuaded to stay for dinner.

				11 November 1993 Puerto de Naos to Puerto Calero, Lanzarote 

				Not much wind this morning, so we managed to extract ourselves without too much trouble. The wind picked up after about ½ hour gusting to 35 knots occasionally. We ripped along with just the jib out. 

				We filled up with fuel when we arrived in Puerto Calero, two hours later. The wind was blowing us directly onto the fuel quay and we had a lot of trouble getting off. I must start springing us off properly. This is a brand new marina stuck in the middle of nowhere with nothing to see. 

				Anne and John from “Sandpiper” came to visit us bringing loads of food and wine. We had a really nice meal. Anne had wanted to cook a meal for us but felt that her boat was too small for all of us and the boys! 

				12 November 1993 Puerto Calero to Puerto del Castillo, Fuerteventura

				We had a bit of a struggle leaving the marina berth in the strongish winds, but managed OK. We unfurled the genoa about 200 metres outside the port and sailed dead downwind at 6 knots. After an hour, we poled out the genoa and rolled our way south. We caught a small tuna just off Rosario. 

				The entrance into the marina is really tight with a reef on the starboard side and a shallow beach to port. We tied up against the quayside and were told by an English couple that we must go and see the Harbour Master at eight o’clock! We had a quick look around the place and it looks very good - beach, windsurfing, diving club and it’s only £4/night including electricity and water! I think that we will stay a couple of weeks.

				13 November 1993 Puerto del Castillo, Fuerteventura

				What an awful night. The wind was fairly strong pushing us against the rough stone wall and wind waves were banging against the side of the hull. At midnight, I was woken by a strange squeaking from the fenders. I got up and looked at the fenders to find the hull nicely rubbing on the top corner of the wall! It was high tide and the water level was only about 9 inches below the top edge of the quay, so the fenders had simply floated out of the way. I shoved two tyres in place and sat up until half past two, practising the “Three Card Trick”and watching the fenders. 

				I was up at seven in the morning to move the boat alongside a big fishing boat. We managed to spring ourselves off quite nicely and turned in a very tight corner to come alongside perfectly. I went windsurfing – bloody great. 20-25 knots with a 5.5 M² sail is just right, but hard work. We met Jimmy and Marion on “Mobydick II” (Brits) who left the UK nine years ago.

				14 November 1993 Puerto del Castillo, Fuerteventura 

				School work and shopping in the morning. Glenys is working on side flaps for the awning to stop rain dripping into the cockpit. Glenys and the boys went to the swimming pool. I went windsurfing. I then went snorkelling and shot a big grouper thing, but it looks a bit odd, so I don’t know if we will eat it. We went for a drink with Jimmy and Marion (who incidentally spent a winter in France with Phil and Robin from “Wisecat”).

				15 November 1993 Puerto del Castillo, Fuerteventura 

				I don’t need to worry about whether or not the fish is edible because it was lying half eaten on the deck this morning – cats, I suppose. School work, jobs, beach and I went snorkelling for an hour. 

				It was my mum’s 60th birthday, so I rang her at the hotel she and Dad are staying at, and the boys sang Happy Birthday to her. She thinks that she is going to have a quiet meal with just my dad tonight, but all of the family is turning up to surprise her. Glenys finished the awning today and is itching to start on the new saloon upholstery.

				16 November 1993 Puerto del Castillo, Fuerteventura 

				Schoolwork and jobs. The boys and I started to clean up the bikes ready for painting, but Brett and Craig started to feel a bit “fluey” so I ended up filing and sanding the bikes while they went to “Moby Dick” to watch a video. Jimmy and Marion came for a drink in the evening. 

				I thought about work this evening, and realised that I hadn’t really seen people as “people” but as organisms that did particular jobs. When cruising you get to know people within days rather than months - I guess because you have common interests (and you may never see them again.)

				17 November 1993 Puerto del Castillo, Fuerteventura 

				I painted the bikes and Glenys started the upholstery. I went windsurfing in the afternoon and then we all went round to “Moby Dick” to watch a video after dinner.

				18 November 1993 Puerto del Castillo, Fuerteventura 

				I finished a few jobs and Glenys did the upholstery. There wasn’t enough wind to go windsurfing, so I went spearfishing. I hit a few fish, but the point of the spear wasn’t sharp enough so unfortunately (for the fish) I only wounded them. Glenys went into Rosario with Marion. Craig and I spent a pleasant couple of hours together without Brett interrupting – we must do this more often.

				19 November 1993 Puerto del Castillo, Fuerteventura 

				School work and jobs in morning. I went spearfishing and caught one small fish (awww!) It was Jimmy’s birthday, so we invited them for dinner. We all had a nice time. I’ve got lock jaw from biting the snorkel.

				Jimmy and Marion have a small clinker-built dinghy that has sail rig like an Optimist. Jimmy built it himself. They row and sail it everywhere. I quite like the idea of having a “hard” dinghy that we could sail, but where would I put it? Also most of the hard dinghies that I’ve seen are very small.

				20 November 1993 Puerto del Castillo, Fuerteventura 

				I played squash in the morning, nursing my hangover. Glenys continued with the upholstery while I felt sorry for myself with my hangover and lock jaw. The boys and I went and played on the rocks collecting shrimp and fish, etc.

				21 November 1993 Puerto del Castillo, Fuerteventura 

				After a few chores, we went to the swimming pool where the boys went swimming while we waited for our core temperature to rise – unfortunately clouds covered the sun! We hung around in the afternoon. 

				We had a commiseration drink with Jimmy and Marion whose insurance company have stopped insuring them because their new standing rigging (which cost them £1800) is only 8mm instead of 10mm – the original was 7mm! I rang John Day and he is looking forward to meeting us in Tenerife and then crossing the Atlantic. He has got everything apart from the computer which has been sent back to the manufacturers. Apparently, there was 2 inches of snow in England last night! 

				22 November 1993 Puerto del Castillo, Fuerteventura

				The wind is from the west today, so we will wait! School work and windsurfing for me, upholstery for Glenys. We went for a drink with Rich, Jan, Christine (11) and Stephanie (8) on “Whisper” from Maine. Christine is doing Grade 6 Calvert and Stephanie is doing Grade 3 Calvert while Brett (6¾) is doing Grade 2, so we think that we’ve got it about right.

				23 November 1993 Puerto del Castillo, Fuerteventura 

				Absolutely horrible weather – 35 knots and freezing rain. We just messed about. The weather depressed me so much that I couldn’t bring myself to do anything. Glenys did some more upholstery. Rich and Jan came for a drink and were persuaded to stay for dinner. Brett has really latched onto Stephanie and has had a good time.

				24 November 1993 Puerto del Castillo to Las Palmas, Gran Canaria (Day 1) 

				We spent most of the day tidying the boat after ten days in port. We left the harbour at three o’clock in the afternoon, with a pleasant NW wind. The wind has been very variable all day with lulls at high headlands and strong winds in the acceleration zones either side. We made really good time up to midnight, but it was extremely uncomfortable below.

				On Glenys’ first watch (10-12) she became nervous as the seas became lumpy and the depth reduced rapidly to 25 metres. She checked on the chart and discovered we were within ½ mile of an unmarked rock off the southern most tip of Fuerteventura. We had been pushed over to the right for some strange reason. Also, her nervousness was increased by the uncertainty of where the acceleration zones are and how bad they would be. Alfred Hitchcock once said that a thriller is being frightened by what happens, but suspense is knowing something awful is going to happen.

				25 November 1993 Puerto del Castillo to Las Palmas, Gran Canaria (Day 2) 

				The motion remained very uncomfortable all night with a beam sea. We managed to sail about 70 degrees off the wind and we really covered some distance. 

				At three o’clock in the morning, we reduced our sail plan to slow down, so that we would arrive during daylight. We had quite a few showers and squalls and at times we would be doing 6 knots with just a furled genoa. The motion was horrible and it was difficult to sleep. 

				We arrived at nine o’clock and decided to anchor in the bay - it took us 3 attempts. The bottom appears to be mud and rock and I think we are holding. I hope that we can get the anchor up! I went to bed straight after breakfast. 

				We met Dave on “Peace and Plenty” (Aus); Ken and Marg on “ID” (Aus); and Richard, Brenda and Clint (12) on “Amatooana 2” (Aus).

				26 November 1993 Las Palmas, Gran Canaria 

				I ran around doing shopping. Las Palmas is just another big town. The port is very oily and we have now got a nice black oily mark around the waterline. We made the mistake of landing the dinghy on the beach in the afternoon – oily and slimy. To cap it all, the anchorage is a little rolly. We’re not impressed.

				27 November 1993 Las Palmas to Los Christianos, Tenerife (Day 1)

				Rolly night. We motored around the north of the island. Spotted a couple of pilot whales. I chatted to Chintoo on the VHF. They have just left Puerto De Las Nieves and say that it is nice. 

				We went into Puerto De Las Nieves, but couldn’t figure out the best place to anchor. The pilot book doesn’t have any chartlets and the chart we have is not detailed enough. We ended up anchored in the bay between the old quay and a reef in 10 metres of water. It looks like a nice small fishing port and the cliffs in the surrounding area are very dramatic.

				Unfortunately the wind swung through 180° and became gusty putting us about 20 metres from the reef. Our bottle went and we decided to sail to Tenerife overnight. 

				We left at four o’clock in the afternoon and sailed with a scrap of jib at 3-4 knots because we didn’t want to get to Los Christianos at night.

				28 November 1993 Las Palmas to Los Christianos, Tenerife (Day 2) 

				What a beautiful night sail. 15 knots of wind on the starboard aft quarter, pleasant motion and clear sky with full moon. We continued to sail at 3-4 knots until about half past seven when I put the engine on about 4 miles from Los Christianos. 

				We arrived off Los Christianos at eight o’clock in the morning which was good timing. We decided to go to the marina at Puerto Colon, because Los Christianos anchorage looked crowded and we wanted to be in a secure berth prior to the crossing. We motored round to Puerto Colon but were told that there was no room. We went back to Los Christianos and anchored finally at about ten o’clock. 

				The bottom is rock and soft sand and I decided to dive down to check the set of the anchor. We went for a walk around town. It is very touristy and a bit of a struggle to get from the anchorage and onto the quay from the dinghy. I’ve never seen such a congregation of dinghies and such a rickety set of ladders. 

				We stopped at “Chintoo” for a chat and stayed 3½ hours. We met Steve and Marylyn (Joansy) from “Vintage Port” (Aus) and Jeff and Karen from “Timana” (Aus). The anchorage seems a bit rolly.

				29 November 1993 Los Christianos, Tenerife

				We did a bit of scouting around the town, while the boys played on the beach. Brett was inspired by seeing a “gypsy” making a beautiful sand sculpture of an alligator – so we had to make one! The sand is very fine and goes solid with just water. 

				We felt very unsettled during the day because we couldn’t decide whether to stay here or go to a marina. We finally decided to stay here with maybe a couple of nights in Gomera. “Chintoo”, “Vintage Port” and “Timana” came for a drink at half past five, Eddie and Fay stayed for dinner and went at eleven o’clock. Clint (12) came over from “Amatouana 2” to play with Brett and Craig.

				30 November 1993 Los Christianos, Tenerife

				The Port Captain came over at half past nine in the morning (while we were still in bed) and asked us to move. They have been moving yachts over the last two days because some have obviously been impeding the movements of the ferry. We thought that we were pretty safe being fairly close to the shore and well out of the way, but the port authorities have gone raving mad and are moving everyone to an area about 600 metres away from the quayside. We have no protection at all from the breakwater – I hope the good weather stays until John gets here! 

				I had a hangover and didn’t manage to get very much done. I caught 6 small bream, which we had for dinner. We went over to “Vintage Port” for farewell drinks and ended up staying for 3 hours.

				

December 1993

				1 December 1993 Los Christianos, Canaries

				Craig reminded Glenys that it is time to start opening the advent calendar (God knows how he knew!) I worked out how much we have spent in November and I am astounded that we have only spent £763 pounds. We have done 6551 miles since we left Ipswich. I checked the rigging in the morning and we went into town in the afternoon to do some heavy shopping. We went to “Chintoo” for dinner. Brett started running a bit of a temperature. 

				2 December 1993 Los Christianos

				Both Brett and Craig are a bit under the weather today. We spent most of the day getting a load of shopping (gas, drinks, etc) and ferrying it all back to the boat. Craig went to sleep in the afternoon. We had a quiet dinner by ourselves - roast lamb followed by chocolate pudding and custard - great! 

				3 December 1993 Los Christianos

				I got quite a few jobs done today. Glenys has now come down with flu and all three of them have temperatures. Brett and Craig slept half of the day. It’s a holiday on Monday, so we filled up with fuel. 

				4 December 1993 Los Christianos

				Glenys and the boys are feeling better, but I’ve now got the cough and I feel lethargic. We went to town - Glenys went shopping and I took the boys to the beach. John arrives tomorrow and it’s getting exciting now. “Chintoo” left this morning for the Caribbean, so we are keen to get going. I went to bed at eight o’clock after lounging around all day feeling sorry for myself. 

				5 December 1993 Los Christianos

				We had a bad night. It was rolly so Glenys and I could not sleep properly. Glenys still has a bad cough and slept in the saloon for most of the night. I feel OK this morning and the boys are OK apart from a slight cough.

				We tidied the boat up and gave it a good airing ready for John’s arrival (we don’t want him catching this flu!) Brett and I caught a bus out to the airport and met John. We got a taxi back because the return bus was late. John says it’s minus 2° in the UK! 

				6 December 1993 Los Christianos to Gomera

				Glenys and I went into town to buy provisions and get gas. John stayed on board and was subjected to an hour of UNO and Lego. We put the number 3 genoa onto the roller reefing, and motored across to Gomera. We saw quite a lot of pilot whales. We anchored in the main bay and found out that we can get water at eight o’clock tomorrow morning where the ferry docks. 

				The anchorage was very rolly. John, Brett and I walked around town which is very quiet and boring. We tried to re-anchor a bit further into the port, but we couldn’t find anywhere suitable. Ended up back where we started. It was very rolly, so we all went to bed at eight o’clock. 

				Glenys is going to write a diary for the crossing - we’ve agreed that we won’t read each other’s until we get there, so it should be interesting...

				 7 December 1993 Gomera to Grenada, West Indies (Day 1)

				What an awful night, the boat was rolling 40° for most of the night. We went alongside the quayside first thing in the morning, and filled up with water without any problems. We were allowed to stay alongside for an hour while John and I took letters to the Post Office and got some more diesel. Glenys and I rang home and told our families that we were about to set off and we’ll be out of contact for at least 20 days. We then went back to spend a couple of hours tidying up. 

				Finally at midday (after a 10 minute jam butty break) we upped anchor and left. We had a 20 minute sail and then the wind died on us, so we had to motor until about five o’clock, when the wind picked up from the South East and we could just make about three knots. The wind was very light until half past nine when it suddenly picked up to South East 20. We had all sails up, so I dropped the main and off we went. Strange start to the voyage - I assumed that the lack of wind was caused by a wind shadow from the Canaries. 

				The sky is overcast and looks ominous. Unfortunately John has succumbed to seasickness, but is soldiering on. Everyone else is OK, but Glenys and I are snapping at each other - must be stress! 

				Glenys’ Diary. Today we took on water and spent the last few pesetas on chocolate in the ferry snack bar. We are all a bit edgy (apart from John), Neville and I snapping at the children and they in turn are doing their best to upset us. Brett acts really stupid when he’s bored, which only makes us more annoyed with him – I suspect that the journey will go more smoothly if he can be kept occupied.

				8 December 1993 Atlantic Crossing (Day 2)

				The wind picked up to 25 to 30 knots from the east with three to four metre waves. John and I abandoned our the four hour watch system because we had to concentrate on helping the Hydrovane (even with just a reefed jib). I slept very well, John grabbed the odd hour, Glenys was restless and of course the boys just passed out. The day started overcast, grey and cold. The forecast is for East 5 and North East 5 further south, so I rigged up the twin running poles and we continued sailing on a broad reach with just the hanked No. 3. 

				I can’t believe how resilient my stomach is - it must be from 10 days on rolly anchorages in Las Palmas and Los Christianos. I took a GPS fix at noon to work out our daily distance over the ground, which I’ll do every day. I am working out the distance travelled from the two lat/long positions. 

				Everyone is feeling a lot better today and wolfed down the roast chicken dinner that Glenys made. I went to sleep during the afternoon and felt a bit queasy when I woke up, maybe I spoke too soon! It was cold all day, but the night turned out clear and very pleasant. I put out both head sails with the roller reefing two-thirds out. 

				Glenys’ Diary. What a rolly night we’ve had. On my 9-11 pm shift, the boat was just drifting along with the sails slatting, then up pops the wind out of nowhere and, within 10 minutes, the main and mizzen were down, with a partly-rolled No. 3 jib! The wind still didn’t help the motion too much and I spent most of the night pushing Brett back uphill – I hadn’t bothered to set-up his lee cloth, only the one on the outside of the double bed.

				The big rolls seem to come along in little groups of three and are a pain in the neck if you’re trying to do anything like wash-up or serve up dinner. All of us have felt queasy at various times today, and yet dinner was a success – chicken, mashed potatoes, green beans (success means an empty plate).

				I feel a lot mellower today and Neville seems to be also, consequently the children haven’t driven us potty. They both had a siesta this afternoon – the constant motion is very tiring. 

				John seems to be mellow at all times, even when he’s about to throw up. I think he’s a calming influence on us all.

				9 December 1993 Atlantic Crossing (Day 3)

				The wind kept at 15 to 20 knots and backed up slowly to the north-east. The Hydrovane performed faultlessly all night. We had flashes of lightning in the clouds around us, but no real worries. We went onto three hour watches which worked well. Everyone is bright and cheerful this morning. Seas are moderate and we are rolling downwind with blue skies and 50 per cent cloud cover. The weather forecast is north-east 4 to 5 with good visibility. We started to take sextant fixes today. 

				I began my recorder lessons much to the annoyance of everyone else. The sun is shining and we are back in shorts! 

				I have hooked a couple of fish, but both got away. The last one was a 3 ft Dorado which pulled off the second hook that I had attached to the squid lure. I got the fish to about four metres from the boat when he got away. The wind picked up in the evening again, but soon settled down. 

				We have decided not to switch on any navigation lights, but flick the radar on at the change of watches (every three hours) to see if anything is within 24 miles of us. I reckon it will save us 30 minutes of engine running per day.

				Glenys’ Diary. I slept much better last night, the motion seems to have calmed down a bit or perhaps I’m just getting used to it. Everyone had good appetites today and nobody complained of feeling ill. It has been sunny most of the day – Brett and Craig went on deck for a while with their harnesses on. 

				Craig has started saying “I’ve got nothing to do” – I think he has twigged that something new comes out of my secret supply when either of them says something like that. I gave Brett a new book to read which probably lasted about 15 minutes – his ability to read now is frightening. Perhaps I should let him start on Lord of the Rings!

				Neville has started learning to play the recorder – I don’t know how many friends he’ll have by the end of this trip. I’ll try to do some schoolwork with Brett tomorrow, depending on the sea state, or maybe some Christmas activity.

				10 December 1993 Atlantic Crossing (Day 4)

				It was a nice clear night with nothing around. I took a star shot in the morning which produced a very nice triangle, but was six miles North of the GPS fix. We think that it is due to the height of eye and the three metres swell. I had the hard night shift with 11 to 2 and 5 to 8 and I didn’t take advantage of my four hour rest this morning. Consequently I’m pretty tired. 

				There is a group of boats about three hundred miles ahead of us (Amatuana 2, Timana and Adagio) who we are keen to catch. We had a pretty good run during the day, still with goose-wings. The sun was so hot that we had to put the awning up just after lunch. We put out the jelly belly lure but didn’t get a single bite. My recorder playing is coming on all right - I’m now playing small tunes which I’m sure is excruciating to the others when I get it wrong! 

				We decided to make a little more West as it sounds like there will be less wind below 20°N. We have settled into the watch system which works well. Glenys gets a full night’s sleep and only does a watch from nine to eleven. This means that she is free to cook and look after the boys. The rest of the day is split into three hour watches and rotates every two days to swap the graveyard shifts between John and me. 

				Glenys’ Diary. The night seemed to be fairly rolly with more wind than during the day – I had to get up at one point and stuff a towel against the emergency rudder under Craig’s berth which was clunking backwards and forwards.

				I managed to do a lesson with Brett, but not in as much detail as usual - it’s rather difficult to practise handwriting on the move. John found a letter from my mum in his luggage, fortunately there was nothing needing a reply before we set sail. It sounds like Gareth will be in Grenada from 3 January which will be just about the time we’ll be arriving there – I can’t wait to see him and Fi again.

				Neville’s attempts at catching a fish have been extremely unlucky – talk about the one that got away! His efforts with the recorder are somewhat better, although I wish he would go up the front to practise. Brett had a go and produced some decent notes, but I don’t think he’s all that interested. He said he wished he could just play without having to learn!

				I must have a go at painting the Grenada flag in the next few days. Also, I need to sew up a sheet sleeping bag for Neville.

				11 December 1993 Atlantic Crossing (Day 5)

				We had a nice run during the night, but it was overcast for most of the night, with a few spots of rain occasionally. I listened to the Radio Net on 4483 KHz and the boats to the West are starting to run out of wind. It would appear to be better down at 18°N so we are heading south-west again towards my original waypoint of 18°N 30°W. 

				Before we started this passage, I wondered if it was going to be boring because of a lack of things to do. My day is actually rather busy - listen to the weather and other people’s positions, sextant sun shot and calculate, chafe check, midday position plot, off watch sleep, afternoon sun shot, plot sextant fix, sort out fishing lures, recorder lesson, dinner, bed at half past seven and up at 11 o’clock for the first night watch. I only get the chance to sit and read a book at night. I’ve now been banished to the foredeck when doing recorder practise. 

				We hooked another 3 ft Dorado in the afternoon on the black squid lure, but the damn thing got off. I’m going to try yanking the line to set the hook. We put the jelly belly lure out as well as the squid but no bites. We think that the jelly belly is too big. Everyone is well and relaxing into the way of life and we all have cast iron stomachs now. Brett and I had a shower this evening - first on the trip (luxury!) 

				Before we left Gomera, we filled up the water tanks and I closed off two gate valves which I thought would isolate the three tanks. I checked the two tanks under the saloon seats and the water has gone out of both - I’ll have to pull up the floor and investigate tomorrow. 

				Glenys’ Diary. This has been a day for just plodding away doing mundane jobs like washing up, cooking, making cakes with the kids (which increased my stress level about 100%!)

				I gave Brett a Ladybird book of Gulliver’s travels which took him precisely one hour to finish. I shall run out of books very soon at this rate. I’ve started giving Brett and Craig some U.S. coins to save up, they don’t know what for yet – I may open a tuck shop tomorrow with comics and sweets.

				We have made good progress over the last four days – Neville says we are a 1/5 of the way there; I like to think of it as nearly ¼! The motion of the boat is quite easy during the day when the wind is less. The wind seems to pick up at dusk along with the swell and we start surfing at anything up to 10 knots during the night.

				It is becoming harder to wake Neville for his night watches – he really wants a full night’s sleep. It’s rather like having tiny babies all over again – they wake you up every three hours.

				12 December 1993 Atlantic Crossing (Day 6)

				Uneventful night. I had the hard shift and both Glenys and John are having trouble waking me up at the end of their watches! I did a star shot at half past seven which gave me a large cocked hat. The sea was large and the boat was rolling a lot. I don’t seem to be able to focus on the stars properly and there is so little time (10 minutes) to get the shots before the stars go in - it’s difficult balancing the sextant, torch, the watch, pad and pencil on a rolling boat in the dark. To do it properly needs another person to be watch keeper. 

				We are still making good progress, but it looks like light winds ahead - we are still aiming for 18°N, 30°W, but the wind is East and we can only just hold 250° with poled out jibs. During the afternoon the wind veered further to East South East, so we changed sails to main and poled out jib and headed South West to try and dodge the light winds caused by a shallow Low at 30°N 38°W. 

				At dusk we caught an evil-looking, long, black fish very similar to the Espadas in Madeira. It is only 2ft long but it has a couple of one quarter inch long teeth. Needless to say I beat it to death before I brought it on board! John managed to get two small cuts on his finger while examining the dead fish’s mouth! I put the mizzen out at dusk and we sailed on a reach with full sails all night. 

				Glenys’ Diary. What a bloody awful night! The boat was doing some awful lurching from side to side, and there’s a bad squeak in the block that the port jib sheet runs through. I woke up with a really sore/stiff neck and a niggly temper. The boys were awake before me and had already eaten their advent calendar chocolates and been given breakfast by John before I stumbled upstairs.

				I did a lesson with Brett, and then cleared out one of the food cupboards which had got a vinegary liquid spilt on the floor. I suspect the bread starter had overflowed previously without my knowledge and has made the cartons of milk and wine rather soggy. Have put them upside down in the box under the table until needed, and thrown out the odd vegetables which have gone off. I am very disappointed in the lemons which I thought would have lasted the entire journey, but already half have disintegrated into green mould. The bananas have also finished – I’ve had to throw the last two overboard.

				We started a wall collage of the nativity scene – seemed to keep the boys entertained for an hour. Then Craig and I had a shower after dousing his head in olive oil to try to get rid of his cradle cap. The temptation to just let the water run over me was enormous – I felt great afterwards and at peace with the world again. (At lunchtime, I was getting annoyed at the rest of the crew, because Neville and John seemed to be sitting on their backsides waiting for me to conjure up some delicacy in the galley.)

				We had a glass of wine with dinner – now I know we must all be feeling better. We may even be fatter by the end of the trip than we were at the beginning.

				13 December 1993 Atlantic Crossing (Day 7)

				We had a good night sail averaging 5 knots on a reach. Very comfortable motion. I was entertained for 15 minutes by a small group of Dolphin (probably common dolphin) at about three o’clock in the morning. The flash of phosphorescent trails at the bow of the boat was very impressive. It was difficult to identify them because they went away if I shone the torch on them, but they had white undersides and were about 2 to 3 metres long. 

				It was a good decision to head further south because we are still doing 5 to 6 knots and all the others past 30°W have no wind. Our midday run shows that we have averaged 143 miles per day since we left Gomera which is really pleasing. 

				John went to the back of the boat to grab a bit of “personal space” and do bit of fishing with a rod. Brett and Craig heard him on the rear deck, instantly appeared, donned harnesses and joined him! I spent a couple of hours doing my music lessons which I really enjoyed. The wind died down late afternoon and picked back up again at dusk. 

				Glenys produced a wonderful meal of pizza with apple and cabbage coleslaw, tomatoes and garlic bread. This was washed down with a glass of Chateau cardboard rose and then followed by apple sponge. They’ll never wake me up for the eleven o’clock night shift! 

				Glenys’ Diary. A good steady breeze on a beam reach meant a good night’s sleep for me. As usual, I didn’t need to wake John for the 11 pm watch – he’s always up at least 10 minutes before. I had a crash course in using the sextant and apparently got it spot on with no errors – must be beginners luck! I’ll have another go tomorrow and see how I get on then.

				I made an apple cake with four apples that have started to go bad. I’m disappointed how quickly the fruit and vegetables are deteriorating, especially things that I would have expected to last for quite a long time. We had a pizza for dinner which was fairly cosmic even though I say so myself – this will be repeated in approximately one week’s time.

				14 December 1993 Atlantic Crossing (Day 8)

				As predicted Glenys had trouble waking me up even though she gave me an extra hour in bed (I do love her!) Humid night and nearly warm. The wind backed to the East by five o’clock so I gybed the jib and main and mizzen and went on a broad reach on starboard tack. At 8 o’clock, John and I poled out the two jibs and dropped the main. 

				I did a star shot this morning and got the longitude right, but a latitude error of three miles too far North. I can’t pin it down to any consistent error, but I suppose three miles isn’t bad considering the difficulty of making star shot. Sounds like the others are getting some wind, but the forecast is only for 10 to 15 knot winds for the next week. 

				We finally caught a Dorado this morning. What a beautiful fish - all yellows, greens, blues and silver. It took about six whacks to kill it with the “Priest” (the bottom 15 inches of a pool cue.) Glenys has been giving Brett and Craig American cents as pocket money for the past few days and today she opened a tuck-shop with sweets and comics. It was a great success! I really do have busy mornings (eight o’clock off watch, sail change, breakfast, nine o’clock radio schedule, ten o’clock plot positions and astro calculations, eleven o’clock sail change, half past eleven kill and gut Dorado, noon fix, quarter past twelve on watch, half past twelve cup of tea!) Recorder lessons after lunch. 

				We hooked another Dorado, but it escaped just as John was pulling it over the transom. I’ll stop ribbing him about it in a couple of days. Glenys and the boys were busy making a nativity scene mural today. Glenys prepared the Dorado in a white sauce with creamed potatoes and petit pois and it was wonderful. All washed down, of course, with a glass of chilled rose. We passed the 1,000 mile mark today. 

				Glenys’ Diary. We caught a fish at last! Neville proudly pulled in a 3-4 lb Dorado this morning - needless to say I had to take a photo of him with it. We had another bite in the afternoon which John tried to reel in, but just as he got it close to the stern it slipped off the hook – poor old John, his face was a picture of disappointment.

				Anyway, I filleted and skinned the Dorado and cooked it in a mushroom and cream sauce – delicious! I have threatened the men with faggots and mushy peas tomorrow night if they don’t catch something else during the day!

				I gave Brett and Craig a nice surprise after schoolwork today – set up a tuck shop with comics and sweets and let them buy what they could afford with the U.S. cents I’ve been giving them each day. The first thing Brett bought was a kinder egg (surprise, surprise), then a comic and a few sweets. Craig did likewise and I then had a peaceful hour to myself.

				15 December 1993 Atlantic Crossing (Day 9)

				Another humid night. We had 15 to 20 knots of wind all night with quite a big 3-4 metre swell, so we were doing six plus knots and surfing at 8 knots. We’re running under the twin head sails with the wind about 40° on our starboard quarter. Listening to the radio this morning, it sounds like we’ve done the right thing by going so far south. The others at 19°N have got about 10 knots and some are flying spinnakers. We put the clocks back one hour this morning because the sun doesn’t rise until after eight o’clock and it’s depressing for the 5 to 8 watch (sod the time zones!) 

				It’s fascinating to watch the flying fish skimming the surface of the sea to get away from us. Every so often there will be a squadron of 10 or more which will fly for about 100 metres over the swell and down the troughs. One landed on the deck this morning giving John a chance to inspect it. Glenys had a disaster this morning, she was just refreshing her sour dough bread starter when a bigger roll than normal hit us and dumped one litre of the yeasty gunk on the floor and walls of the gallery. Needless to say she resorted to the vernacular. Unfortunately it will take another seven days to restart another one, so that she can bake bread! 

				While swilling the deck, I dumped some water through the hatch on to my bed and Glenys lost a bucket over aboard - I hope that’s our three disasters! Only 10 shopping days to Christmas. We caught a Dorado just before lunch, which saved us from the threatened faggots and peas. 

				Glenys’ Diary. This has not been a good morning for me. Perhaps it had something to do with putting the clocks back one hour – upset my biorhythms or something? Anyway, my first job after breakfast was to feed the bread starter as it had been nearly 10 days since it went in the fridge ready to make bread with. I had just poured it into a bowl and mixed the flour and water, turned to the sink for an instant and a huge roll caused the bowl to catapult off the work surface and splatter all over the engine room doors and then onto the floor – aargh! 

				I was not in a good mood, having thumped my hand against the work surface and hurled obscenities to the four winds and the sea. I rolled up the carpet and took it upstairs where Neville very kindly washed it down, while I mopped up the mess in the galley. Unfortunately, Neville in his enthusiasm to sluice down the decks was unaware that the centre hatch was wide open and a bucket of sea water sloshed down and onto his bunk! To cap it all, as I was finishing the last bit of washing up, the boat rolled heavily, filling my bucket completely and the ocean ripped it out of my hand. As I say, this was not a good morning for me.

				However, we all cheered up when Neville landed another Dorado, thereby staving off the threatened dinner of faggots and mushy peas. It’s amazing how blue the Dorado is while still in the water. The one today was a real fighter, nearly slipping back over the side despite John’s attempts to kill it by bashing it over the head with the broken snooker cue that Brett has acquired along the way.

				Brett and Craig have mostly done their own thing today, apart from ½ a lesson with Brett this morning, and a session of reading to them while Neville was trying to sleep this afternoon. It’s amazing the things they can make with Lego, and Craig can now follow some of the simpler plans in making a model. They both seem to have settled down to the routine onboard very well, although I try to keep one step ahead of them in thinking of the next thing to do to keep them amused.

				Neville continues to practise on the recorder and is coming along quite well. I’ve noticed he turns on the engine for an hour, and does most of his playing during that time to muffle the sound a bit – how considerate. John has started playing a few Christmas Carols in the book with the keyboard, so I think everyone will be able to do a turn at the concert on Christmas Eve – “concert, what concert?” I think Neville enjoys having another man on board to talk to – they seem to share interesting snippets about the night watches, difficulties in doing sun/star shots, and relative prowess in landing fish.

				I am writing this diary by torchlight on my night watch 9-11 pm as it is the only chance I get to do it. It is usually the only time I manage to read a book. If anybody asks what did you do all day for 20-something days, I shall reply that I never stopped, that there was always something else that needed to be done. P.S. During my bad morning, I also had to clean up after Craig who had done a poo in his pants – oi vé!

				16 December 1993 Atlantic Crossing (Day 10)

				We had another fast night going at six plus knots most of the time. It’s still very humid, but it’s getting warmer. I did a 3 star shot at dawn, which was difficult because of the swell and clouds. I’ve started to shoot all the stars as soon as I can and then repeat as the horizon becomes clear - when the stars start to disappear. I can then choose which shots I think are best. Unfortunately “Alkaid” disappeared behind clouds on the second pass and my first shot was so bad that my fix was a hundred and twenty miles away - I ended up using 2 fixes. 

				We had an UNO competition today. Craig was given a 150 extra points and saw his total of 349 just beat Brett’s 318 - the rest of us trailed behind. We gave both Brett and Craig a packet of Smarties as a prize.

				I’ve been running the engine for one hour per day, putting in about 20 amp-hours. The wind generator probably puts in 10 amp-hours per day. I will have to run the engine for two hours tomorrow because I think that we are using slightly more than we are putting in. I’m still practising the recorder and I think I’m doing OK - the others may dispute that but at least I’m not bothering anyone else here in the middle of the Atlantic! 

				We’re on day 10 now and the monotony of the view and the endless routine is starting to get to me. We all get excited when we see a bird - so far we’ve seen Storm Petrels, and a few Lesser Crested Terns have tried to dive for our fishing lure. We decided that the “jelly belly” lure is useless, so we made a new lure from a blue and silver muppet and put “jelly belly” in the box. Within four hours we caught a Dorado on the new lure. Unfortunately, Glenys had already started dinner, so we are having sausage! At dusk we caught another horrible “Espada” on the blue muppet. 

				Glenys’ Diary. Another rolly night and day. Brett nearly bounced over his lee cloth and into my bed at one point. I did ½ lesson with Brett, then we had a serious Uno Competition. 

				I made and iced some little fairy cakes yesterday and this afternoon Brett and Craig had fun decorating them with some little icing pens I bought back in England. After plastering one cake with black, Craig decided he didn’t like the taste of it, so I had to eat it instead.

				I had already got dinner on the go and started painting the Grenada flag (John couldn’t get one in England), when another Dorado fell onto the hook – a big one this time (about 8 lb). I was not very happy having to stop what I was doing, to go and show Neville how I fillet the fish, get sharp knives, and take a photo (how blasé we have become about catching fish, in just three days!) It was too late to cook the Dorado tonight - we dined on sausage with fried potatoes, beans and cheese sauce – good stodge food! I’ll have to dig out a new recipe for the Dorado tomorrow. 

				17 December 1993 Atlantic Crossing (Day 11)

				Another fast rolly night with quite a lot of clouds around. We have a new moon which stays up until about 11 o’clock. We will have a full moon on the 28th just as we are approaching Grenada which will be nice. There is a small deck leak around the port centre cleat (or stanchion or window) which is running down the wall lining and onto the chart table and bookshelf. It’s not getting into the chart table and is only a minor wetness that needs wiping each morning. It’s interesting that everyone now spends more time sitting below chatting and doing things. At first, no one, (except the boys), could spend any more than 10 minutes below before coming up to stare at the horizon. 

				At the midday fix, exactly 10 days sailing, we have done more than 1,445 miles with, 1,388 miles to go. So we are over half way!! We’ve averaged 144 miles per day which is 6.02 knots average. The rolling has been bad for the last few days and we are all getting sick of it. The wind up at 19°N has veered to South South East and they are reaching - lucky bastards! Pretty damned hot at midday, so we put the awning up. 

				We had Bucks Fizz to drink at lunch to celebrate reaching the halfway point. Glenys made “Dorado Masala” for dinner, which was excellent. She is producing wonderful meals under arduous conditions and the efforts are greatly appreciated by John and me (the boys just want mashed potatoes and beans!) 

				John has not been sleeping soundly - he insists on waking himself up before his watch and normally gets up earlier than he needs to. I sleep until I’m called. I’ve decided to give John a rest from the watches and Glenys is taking over his night watch tonight. Unfortunately, he couldn’t be persuaded to sleep in the back cabin and will probably keep being disturbed by Glenys and me when we change watches. At least he doesn’t have to get up. 

				Glenys’ Diary. The boys were awake before me this morning, chattering about their dreams of the night and which door to open next on their Advent calendars. Craig is going to find it difficult after Christmas, adjusting back to not having a piece of chocolate before breakfast. I seemed to have lots of chores to do this morning – two loads of washing up, skinning yesterday’s Dorado, writing up yesterday’s log. Brett even asked me at one point if we were going to do any school work. Well, I couldn’t refuse, so we did a brief review lesson ready for a test in lesson No. 60, and then played a mindless card game of monsters in my pocket – yawn! 

				Neville announced that we are just over halfway to Grenada now, which brought on a cheer and a small bottle of champagne and orange juice immediately went into the fridge for chilling ready for lunch. If we can keep the same speed up, we should arrive in Grenada on 28 December.

				I gave Brett another new book to read which took him about three hours on and off – it’s great to see him totally absorbed in his reading. I finished painting one side of my Grenada flag and it looks pretty good – I’m sure it will look no different from anybody else’s flag once it’s up at the crosstrees.

				Dinner was a nightmare to cook today because of the nasty rolling that seems to have been with us all day. It’s beginning to wear me down, hanging on all the time and tottering around like an 80-year old. Washing up becomes a major struggle, leaving me sweaty and tired as though I had just done a 20-minute work-out at the gym.

				Nevertheless, dinner was still very tasty, a fish masala with rice and nan bread, and the crew are always most appreciative of my efforts, knowing the hell I have to go through in the galley to produce them. There is still half a Dorado in the fridge, so I must look through the cook books for another recipe.

				Tonight, John is excused from night watch so that he can try to catch up on lost sleep. I shall take his slot at 2-5 am. I know Neville can’t wait for his turn in a few days time – he really misses having an unbroken night’s sleep.

				18 December 1993 Atlantic Crossing (Day 12)

				I switched the radar on at midnight and saw a contact 8 miles behind us. We switched on the tri-colour, but an hour later I couldn’t see the contact again. The wind dropped to about 15 knots over night, giving us about 5 knots boat speed. I spent an hour trying to identify the stars to the south of us and identified the Southern Cross constellation, which I thought was pretty exciting. I did a star shot on 4 stars including “Gagrux”, which is part of the Southern Cross. The fix came out really well. John slept soundly on his night off. 

				Some time yesterday afternoon, we lost the blue and silver muppet, so I’ll have to make another. It turned out to be a really hot day, so after the normal busy morning, we relaxed under the awning. I tried to get a photograph of one of the squadrons of flying fish - I took three or four and then gave up not knowing if I’d managed to get a clear shot of one. The wind was fairly light until midnight, so we were only doing four or five knots - I don’t expect a record run today. 

				Glenys produced “Dorado Catalan” for dinner which, typically, was very good. We have run out of Dorado, so we need to catch another fish tomorrow. Glenys is magically producing new books each day for Brett and he sits down and reads them from cover to cover. He loves reading now and it’s hard to distract him from the book! 

				Glenys’ Diary. Brett did a test for lesson 60 and quite enjoyed it – he only got a few things wrong. He and Craig played happily for most of the day, creating new things with Lego. I painted some more of the Grenada flag – I may just have enough yellow to finish both sides.

				I found another recipe suitable for Dorado, and made a kind of fish Catalan with tomatoes, white wine and green peppers, topped with sliced potatoes. I also baked some lovely white crusty bread – instant mix by Homepride which rose without any trouble.

				We had the awning up for most of the day, as it was a real scorcher. The clouds built up later in the afternoon and by dusk we had a ring of clouds all around us on the horizon, but blue sky directly above. When I came on watch at 9 pm there was a sudden shower. Neville immediately jumped downstairs, asked me to pass everything down, put in the washboard and said “goodnight” – charming!

				19 December 1993 Atlantic Crossing (Day 13)

				Warm night, but we had several rain showers. At four o’clock in the morning I spotted a light and checked on the radar to find that it was 8 miles to our port. I tried to call it on VHS 16 with no response. It gradually overtook and passed in front of us, so I don’t know what it was. The wind picked up just after midnight and we averaged over six knots for the rest of the night. It sounds like the boats at 18°N have run out of wind again and are getting South West 10 or less.

				The forecast is for good winds from tomorrow for a few days which is nice to know. I checked the oil and water on the engine and tightened the fan belt. The Adverc has been oscillating a lot over the past few days and I think tightening the fan belt has helped. 

				I did a Sun - Run - Sun fix and then we saw the moon, so I got a good three line fix today. I did three hours of recorder practise today - Glenys had a little go at me today for not helping her with the children and the chores (washing up.) I must admit that I haven’t done much with the boys, I’m busy in the morning and I feel so lethargic and tired in the afternoon. 

				I’m looking forward to my night off tomorrow - 11 hours of (hopefully) uninterrupted sleep. I was in bed at quarter past seven after our dinner of “Pizza Glencora” - with Dorado of course! No fish today, we had a brief bite but it soon disappeared. John caught another “Espada-thing” at dusk. 

				Glenys’ Diary. Another morning full of chores. I didn’t get started on Brett’s school work until 11 am – honestly, I don’t know where the time goes. I found an extra packet of Frosties tucked away at the back of a cupboard, so we may just have enough breakfast cereal to last until we reach Grenada. Disappointingly, one of the long-life packs of German bread has gone mouldy. Neville cheered, as he doesn’t rate the stuff at all. I made some egg and cress sandwiches for lunch, using cress which Brett started only four days ago – the stuff grows remarkably quickly.

				I opened the tuck shop for a second time. Brett and Craig enjoyed spending all their cents on another comic and some sweets. I did some more work on the nativity mural with them, and only stopped when we all ended up in a sticky mess trying to stick sequins onto the turbans of the three wise men. I then had some time to myself to wash up from lunch, make dinner, tidy up a bit...

				Neville belatedly offered to wash up, and got an earful from me about all the chores I have to do. The trouble is, we have been rolling badly the last few days and it is very wearing trying to do anything other than just sitting still reading a book or listening to the radio. However, I can’t ask Neville or John to help me much as their interrupted sleep is gradually wearing them down. If somebody asked me what was the worst thing about the whole voyage, I would have to say it’s the goddam rolling!

				I finished painting the Grenada flag today – it now only needs ironing and hanging up outside to soften it up and tone down the somewhat garish colours.

				20 December 1993 Atlantic Crossing (Day 14)

				A few showers passed through during the night and the wind was 10 to 20 knots depending on the position of the squalls. We’re still running with two goose-winged jibs. The other boats at 18°N are still only getting 5 to 10 knots and we have now got to the same longitude as Chintoo - we don’t have an SSB so we can’t talk to them, which is frustrating. We have less than 1,000 miles to go and, if we can keep up our daily average runs of 144 miles, we should be there on the 27th December. There are only five more sleeps to Christmas and we began to play our Christmas Carol CDs today. John doesn’t seem to be very keen on Doris Day - says he is a “Guns and Roses” man. 

				I spent about three hours making Brett and Craig two small boats, decorated with Christmas paper, so that they could send their letters to Santa. We’ve told the boys that the Elves will see the boats, pick up the letters and deliver them to Santa. 

				I did extensive trials to make sure that they would float upright when launched. I ended up with a design made from a Frosties packet with a keel weighted by two stainless steel bolts covered in shiny, elf-green paper. The launching method involved me hanging over the side holding the boat by the thwart and dropping it about 1 ft as the yacht rolled. Both launchings went according to plan and Brett and Craig were pleased and excited. 

				We’ve spent the last few days building up to writing their letters to Santa. We had to make sure that they asked for the things that we’ve bought them, so there’s been quite a lot of discussion about how great it would be for Brett to get a Game Boy and how fantastic Ice Planet Lego is!!

				A group of striped dolphins visited us briefly during the afternoon. I had a shower tonight - luxury! It’s my night off, so I’ve got 11 hours of uninterrupted sleep - double luxury! I got another “Espada - thing” at dusk - that’s three Dorado and four “Espada-things.” 

				Glenys’ Diary. I decided to have a quiet day today without pushing myself to do loads of jobs. Had a day off from teaching Brett, but practised a few carols with him for the concert, which has now been moved to Christmas Day so that we can record it on Craig’s tape recorder that he’s going to get as one of his presents. I tried to write out a programme with everyone ‘doing a turn’, interspersed with a few carols, and found it very difficult to remember the words after the first verse of each carol.

				Neville spent a lot of time making little boats for Brett and Craig to send their letters to Santa in – after a couple of prototype launchings, he found the right shape and weight and proceeded to make two neat paper boats complete with weighted keels. The boys stuck in their letters to Santa, and the boats were duly launched to hopefully be picked up by Santa or one of his helpers, who are all expert navigators, didn’t you know? 

				21 December 1993 Atlantic Crossing (Day 15)

				I started off sleeping in the back cabin, but I was rolled around all over the place because the two lee-cloths are not close enough to wedge me in. At midnight, a big roll sent me into the outer lee-cloth and the retaining bracket pulled out again. When Glenys went off watch, I swapped beds with her and slept on the saloon starboard berth - I slept like a log. The day’s run to midday wasn’t too bad at 141 miles and we passed the 2,000 mile mark. We have to run the engine for about one hour a day to put in 25 to 30 amp-hours. I think that we’re using the following power: overhead 5 amp-hours, instruments 4 amp-hours, compass light 4 amp-hours, domestic lights 3 amp-hours, GPS 1 amp-hour, fridge 10 amp-hours, total 27 amp-hours.

				 After lunch I was doing the washing up (yes, Glenys finally got me to do it!) and I noticed a shoal of tuna swimming in our bow wave. After watching for a few minutes, I got my spear gun and, to the amazement of the others, I managed to spear one! After a few more misses they seemed to get wise and kept away from the bow of the boat. They seemed to be catching small flying fish the size of dragonflies and entertained us for about half an hour - sometimes they would jump 2 to 3 ft clear of the water. Glenys produced tuna with pasta for dinner. 

				Glenys’ Diary. Neville had the night off last night as I was doing his 2-5 am slot. He tried sleeping in the back cabin but couldn’t wedge himself in firmly enough during the rolls, of which there were quite a few and rather nasty, as there was little wind at one point. He rolled against the lee cloth and pulled the fitting out of the wall! Next thing I know, I’m up on watch and he’s pinched my berth in the saloon. He slept soundly enough after that – I hope it’s helped to restore some of his reserves of energy.

				I felt rather lethargic this morning – only did ½ a lesson with Brett and then left him and Craig to their own devices.

				I would have had a quiet afternoon also, but Neville spotted a school of small tuna at the side of the boat, probably chasing the tiny flying fish which kept leaping out of the water and looking remarkably like dragonflies. Neville got out his spear gun and by a great stroke of luck/skill!? managed to spear a 3-4 lb tuna! Brett and Craig were very interested in its beautiful colours, and could feel its nerves still twitching even after the head and guts had been removed. I must say I found it a bit disconcerting to feel it still twitching while I was skinning and filleting it.

				So, tuna was on the evening menu, with enough left to make another meal tomorrow night. Seems like the men have been spared faggots and mushy peas yet again!

				Only 768 miles to go as of this afternoon – we may get there on the 27th. For the first time, Brett asked when we were going to get there. I think he’s beginning to be weary of travelling, of always being told to hold onto his plate, to be quiet because somebody’s trying to have a sleep and “I’ll play with you when I’ve finished …” Both the boys have been wonderful up to now – I just have to keep them occupied for another few days and then it will be Christmas.

				22 December 1993 Atlantic Crossing (Day 16)

				I had a really nice night, but John had trouble with a load of squalls. At one point he had about 5 knots of wind closely followed by 30 plus knots and heavy rain. We had a fair run until eight o’clock this morning, when the wind dropped to less than 10 knots and then we plodded along at 4 knots. John and I swapped the jibs around before lunch because the wind was coming from the North East. We have found that we get an extra half knot boat speed if we have the roller jib poled to windward. We think that this is caused by air being scooped down the back face of the inner jib, generating more lift. Also if the inner jib is to windward it causes a wind shadow on the luff of the roller jib. 

				Only three sleeps to Christmas. Glenys spent two hours cooking cakes on one of the hottest days that we have had - her temper was not good at the end. I had a quiet day today - reading and recorder practice. We’ve only got another 5 (or 6) days to go and I just want to get there now. I feel like I’m in limbo and I can’t be bothered to do anything. Glenys produced sweet and sour tuna for dinner. 

				Glenys’ Diary. The night seemed fairly quiet with not much wind, apart from John’s watch when the rain suddenly bucketed down, waking me up. I hurriedly closed the hatch and listened to the wind howling – just a squall going through. It’s surprising how changeable the weather is these last few days – lots of clouds, sudden showers, then blistering sun again. You would think that it would get windier, but steadier as we neared the Caribbean, but not so.

				Lots of jobs to do again this morning. I made some little Christmas cakes with the boys so that they can decorate them and give them out as presents, followed by a huge batch of fairy cakes for us all to eat. This overran into lunchtime, so I got in a right mess trying to get lunch and continue to put another load of cakes in the oven. The logistics of it space-wise was a nightmare and I was cursing and sweating profusely by the end of it. The temperature has gone up a lot and it is now quite stuffy downstairs during the day if I am doing any cooking.

				In the afternoon, I put on my swimming cozzie and poured several buckets of seawater over my head – it felt great. I rinsed out some undies in fresh water and hung them up to dry – this will be the only washing of clothes during the trip, and we should arrive with quite a bundle of dirty washing, even though everyone has been good about wearing the same clothes for a few days. 

				I baked some bread using dried yeast that can be added straight to the flour, and it turned out really well. Dinner was sweet and sour tuna with rice and very tasty too.

				Neville and John reckon we have another five nights at sea – we must be getting close as they are both reading the pilot books for Grenada!

				23 December 1993 Atlantic Crossing (Day 17)

				Very quiet tonight. We averaged 5.5 knots boat speed. At seven o’clock this morning, John spotted a ship heading straight for us. He woke me up to tell me, but I’m afraid I just said OK and turned over. Ten minutes later the ship passed about quarter of a mile behind us at which point I got up and talked to him on the radio. The ship was “America” registered in Cyprus, on passage from Brazil to Norfolk, USA with a cargo of containers. They wished us happy Christmas and we did likewise. They were interested that we had children onboard and our destination. 

				Poor old John had a cloudless sky, but still didn’t get a star shot because of the excitement of the ship - I’ve offered to sell him one of mine for £20! It’s funny how paranoid I have to be about power - the VHF radio draws 0.8 amps on monitor, that’s 20 amp-hours per day. The radio operator on the ship was trying to call us for half an hour - we will have to make sure that we turn the radio on as soon as we spot another vessel. 

				It sounds like the boats at 17°N had a bit more wind than us last night - “Chintoo” is about 50 miles behind us (but 240 miles North). If we can maintain daily runs of 140 miles per day then we will arrive on the morning of the 27th. At midday the wind veered to South 8. We put up the main, mizzen and mizzen staysail and bashed and clunked along at 3 to 4 knots. During the afternoon, the wind backed to the East North East 12 and I gybed the main and mizzen, dropped the staysail and put up both jibs. We couldn’t put the awning up and it was blisteringly hot. At seven o’clock, the wind was North East 15, so we went on a broad reach with main, mizzen and jib poled out to port. 

				Glenys’ Diary. No school work today. Neville and Brett made a paper Christmas tree to stick on the door into the front cabin, then we all stuck on bits of shiny paper and ribbons to decorate it. Brett and Craig have also hung up various decorations in the back cabin, with more to follow tomorrow.Neville has been playing Christmas CD’s most of the day at a volume guaranteed to drive one to the foredeck with hands clasped over ears. John mentioned something about “humbug” at one point. One good thing about the day is that Neville has not been practising on the recorder.

				I managed to get the washing dry despite threats of showers – I found it somewhat disconcerting to note that whereas Brett, Craig and I have gone through at least 8 pairs of pants each since 7 December, there were only 3 pairs of Neville’s underpants hanging out to dry.

				I had a final closing down sale of the tuck shop this afternoon – everything cost 1 cent each, so the boys came away well pleased with their comics and pile of sweets. I don’t envisage the need to open shop again before reaching Grenada, since Christmas is only the day after tomorrow.

				We are now bowling along again at 6-7 knots which should help to eat up the miles. The boats that we have been listening to along the way are beginning to arrive at their destinations now – “Vintage Port” should be in tonight. “Timana” and “Amatwana 2” in a couple of days, and “Chintoo” maybe a day behind them. We heard “Honey Hush” who have reached Barbados – Carol sounded so bubbly on the radio, completely different from the deadpan, weary voices of those still at sea.

				24 December 1993 Atlantic Crossing (Day 18)

				What a tiring night! By nine o’clock, the wind was over 20 knots and we reefed the main. An hour later, a massive squall hit us and we dropped the main in 30 knots and lashing rain. I put the main back up, but by three in the morning, it was back down under the onslaught of squall, after squall. It sounds like the others at 17°N 57°W have had the same, but the boats at 53°W and 60°W haven’t had any big squalls. I guess that we’ve got another 24 hours of this. 

				It’s Christmas Eve, the tree is made and the nativity scene is up on the wall - I just hope the squalls blow themselves out today. The squalls continued until about late afternoon then we settled down in East 15 with twin head sails. It was too cloudy and rolly to bother doing a sextant fix today. John and I were tired and slept during the day when we were off watch. The Hydrovane struggled a bit during the last 24 hours because of the high swell and the large variation in wind speed. 

				Glenys’ Diary. God, what a horrible night! It began on my watch about 11 pm, a couple of big black clouds rolled by causing gusty wind and some big swell. Behind them was a squall, a grey misty mass that when it arrived, caused a deluge of warm rain. I shouted for Neville, who came up and quickly lowered the main before the squall actually hit. Further lesser squalls occurred during the night, and some terrible rolling was going on, so nobody but the children slept well.

				Neville spotted another ship and tried to talk to it on the VHF, but the operator wasn’t too communicative – he actually said “what do you want?”! As though it’s a common occurrence to meet lots of yachts on this barren stretch of water!

				Spent the morning doing quiet things with the boys as Neville and John took it in turns to catch up on some sleep. The rolling and rain showers continued for most of the day – I could only manage to provide cuppa soups and bread for lunch. I hope tomorrow the sea is calmer otherwise Christmas lunch is going to be a disaster.

				Neville has spent most of his waking moments keeping up the level of excitement over Christmas in Brett and Craig – Brett particularly is like a cat on hot bricks. Craig seems more blasé about it, but I suspect he’ll get upset about something he’ll be given tomorrow.

				Neville checked the water tanks and reckons we’re pretty low, so showers were cancelled to be replaced by a quick wet flannel which we enjoyed almost as much. The temperature below deck is stifling and not helped by having to close all the hatches when a squall goes through.

				Neville has done no recorder practise for two days now – I hope our snide remarks have not wounded him too deeply.

				25 December 1993 Atlantic Crossing (Day 19)

				Christmas Day. Brett came running in at about half past seven and told me to come quick. They had a good time opening their presents. Amazingly, Santa brought exactly what they had asked for - a Game Boy for Brett and Ice Planet Lego for Craig (plus loads of other stuff too.) John was feeling pretty homesick first thing this morning, especially because he was on watch, in the rain, listening to Brett and Craig squealing with delight as they opened their sacks in the back cabin with Glenys and me. He soon cheered up when we started to dish out the real presents after breakfast. He did quite well with quite a lot of presents from us and Ceris, as well as one from his wife, Diana. 

				Glenys produced a great Christmas dinner - turkey, roast potatoes, mashed potatoes, bread sauce, yam, two veg followed by Christmas pudding. After an hour of lounging around in the heat, Glenys and I had a salt water (bucket) shower. The weather was fairly kind to us during the day; we were able to leave the Hydrovane to its own devices with goose-winged jibs. The clouds started to build up as the sun went down. A good Christmas was had by all! 

				Glenys’ Diary. A fairly uneventful night apart from getting the presents ready – a sack each for the boys to have at the end of their beds, and the main presents ‘under the tree’ at the front of the saloon.Craig was restless, went to the toilet in the night, woke up early asking if it was morning yet. Finally gave in and let then open their sacks about 7.30 am – just as the sun was rising.

				We opened the rest of the presents after breakfast – John seemed a bit overwhelmed at the number he received, he even got two from my Mum whom he’s never met! Everybody seemed happy with what they got; even Craig didn’t whinge that he didn’t receive something he expected. 

				We had a leisurely bucks fizz while the children consolidated their gains, then I got lunch on the go, which was made a success by the tin of turkey breast which John brought out from England.

				Generally slobbed around in the afternoon, reminiscing about watching films on TV, and playing games with Brett and Craig. Neville and I both took a sea-water shower on deck to cool down as the air was stifling despite the 15 knot breeze. The swell predictably built up around tea-time and we did some great surfing. A Dorado jumped onto our line but promptly jumped off again as Neville was pulling it in – darn! We could have done with some nice fresh fish for dinner tomorrow.

				Only two more nights to go before we reach Grenada – I think tomorrow will be a long day for me, must try to keep busy, maybe start putting the boat back in order, especially as our stores have diminished giving back locker space that had been taken up with bottles of water, packets of Frosties, instant mash, etc. We have no fresh fruit or veg. left, no Frosties, no jam, no Mars bars or sweets, no crisps, cheese or mayonnaise – it’s time to get there!

				26 December 1993 Atlantic Crossing (Day 20)

				What a terrible night. Squall after squall with 30 knots of wind and lashing rain. A big squall went through at about ten o’clock this morning - fortunately for me it was John’s watch. He sat at the wheel getting absolutely soaked while the rest of us cowered below. I opened the hatch enough to shove up our waterproof camera to take a “blind” photograph of him and got soaked in the 15 seconds it took! 

				I caught up on the astro navigation plotting this morning. We’ve got 125 miles to go and we are trying to time it so that we make land fall at dawn (1000 GMT). At midday we had clear skies and about 15 knots of wind, the squalls have totally disappeared - it’s hard to believe that it was so awful last night. We have been trying to go at 4 knots all day, so that we don’t arrive too early. We have had a scrap of jib up and we are still doing five knots - it’s driving me mad! 

				We are all a bit grumpy today - we are all sick of the swell and the squalls and just want to get there. Another squall hit us at six o’clock, just as Glenys was going to serve dinner. We closed all the hatches and went below and watched through the back windows. The rain is so heavy that it flattens the swell and makes the air above the sea look grey. 

				Glenys’ Diary. God, what an awful night, the wind howled and the rain lashed down. I thought the Caribbean was supposed to have good steady weather, but it has gradually deteriorated over the last few days. I got up about seven this morning in disgust at the appalling rolling, to a sky that was covered in cloud. It has been squally all day, with about 20 minutes peace before the next deluge hits. We are all sick of it and can’t wait to get into harbour. Neville and I are both snapping at anything that moves. John is as implacable as ever – thank goodness he’s with us or a few murders may have been committed otherwise. I have no motivation to cook dinner so a few tins of chilli with rice will have to do, and so help me if anybody wants anything different.

				27 December 1993 Gomera to Grenada (Day 21)

				It was another windy, squally night. We took the poles down and ran with a scrap of jib to go at an average of 4 knots. I got up at two o’clock in the morning and spent three hours tacking downwind to go about 10 miles towards Grenada. Our timing was perfect and we made our waypoint 2 miles offshore at about eight o’clock. We then put the clocks back two hours and arrived at Prickly Bay at 0815 which is 1215 GMT. Our passage was 2841 miles in exactly 20 days which is an average of 142 miles per day which equals 5.92 knots average.

				 I cleared into Customs and had to pay £5 because it is a holiday. The outboard wouldn’t start even after I stripped the carburettor down. A job for tomorrow! We rowed ashore after lunch, rang home, and went to the beach. We went to the hotel bar and had Pina Coladas and rum cocktails before retiring to the boat for a dinner of Fray Bentos pie, mashed potatoes and peas. Brett and Craig (and the rest of us!) liked seeing coconuts in the trees on the beach. We met Angela and Hugh from “Spring Gold 2” from the UK. 

				Glenys’ Diary. God, what an awful night – am I repeating myself? Well, so is the weather, with squalls coming through every 20 minutes causing gust up to 35 knots. The hatches are closed and opened endlessly – if left closed, everybody suffocates down below. We have had to slow down so that we don’t get too close to land before daylight, yet the wind continues to defy us and bowl us along at 5-6 knots even with a scrap of jib up.

				We have now arrived in Prickly Bay, exactly 20 days after leaving Gomera. It feels great to be still, and not have to hold onto things to stop them sliding around. Neville has checked in with Customs, John’s rung his wife, we’ve all had a swim and eaten some lunch out of the store cupboard. We are now winding down, the kids are playing quietly, yet Neville is having to work on the outboard, as we can’t easily go to the beach until he gets it going – life is hard sometimes!

				28 December 1993 Prickly Bay, Grenada

				Wonderful night‘s sleep. I dived over the side of the boat before breakfast - Great! Glenys went to Grand Anse supermarket with Angela. John went to the airport to book a flight back to the UK with no success. We had lunch and then John and I went into St George’s while Glenys took the boys to the beach. John managed to book a flight back for tomorrow. He couldn’t get one a bit later - only over a week later and he thought Diana would kill him! 

				We got back to the beach to find Glenys and the boys having a shower in Angela’s daughter’s chalet! We went to the marina bar for a meal in the evening - £15 a head, gasp! 

				29 December 1993 Prickly Bay, Grenada

				John and I went for a quick walk in the morning. We then went alongside the marina quay for fuel and water. We had lunch and then John caught a taxi to the airport. We went and re-anchored, then gratefully plunged into the water - it was 98° inside the boat. 

				I rowed ashore (still haven’t got the outboard working) and picked up the laundry. We now have food, fuel, water and clean clothes. We spent the rest of the afternoon, tidying up and generally relaxing. It was good to have John here, but even better to be by ourselves. 

				30 December 1993 Prickly Bay, Grenada

				I went over to “Dollie Madison” (Canada) where Myrtle and Malcolm kindly lent me their SSB radio. I talked to Gareth, who will be arriving in Prickly Bay on the evening of the 1st January. We decided to go round to Hog Island for a couple of days and met Dave and Sandra from a UK boat who are organising a New Year’s Eve party. We met Tony, Dee and Marina from “Marina Em” (Guernsey) on the beach. 

				31 December 1993 Prickly Bay to Hog Island

				Glenys went to a farm for vegetables. Dave and Sandra went into St George’s and brought us some chicken legs for tonight’s barbecue. I went for a dive with Tony while Glenys, Dee and the children went to the beach. Brett picked up a coconut from the beach yesterday, so I opened it with a hammer and screwdriver - it tasted very nice too! The barbecue on the beach was a fun way to see in the New Year - we celebrated German New Year at seven o’clock and the UK New Year at eight o’clock which is midnight GMT. 

				

January 1994

				1 January 1994 Hog Island to Prickly Bay, Grenada

				The start of another year. We motored around to Prickly Bay and anchored in three places before we managed to settle down. There were a lot of boats around. Gareth and Fi arrived late afternoon. Gareth cleared in and then zoomed across with a bottle of champagne before zooming back to deal with his charter guests. We had a quiet night.

				2 January 1994 Prickly Bay

				Gareth’s guests went at midday, so we had school in the morning and then went over for lunch which was really nice – so much to catch up on! We had a two hour siesta and then back to “Dabulamanzi” for dinner and a video.

				3 January 1994 Prickly Bay

				I spent the morning stripping the outboard down with zero success! I put the windsurfer up in the afternoon and we all went for a quick snorkel with Gareth. Gareth and Fi came for dinner.

				4 January 1994 Prickly Bay 

				We went into St Georges, picked up some photos and did some shopping. The boys had lunch at Kentucky Fried Chicken. I rang a “Mariner” agent and ordered an outboard which should arrive tomorrow. Fi received the bad news that her sister Annabel is critically ill with malaria in a hospital in Kenya – sounds pretty serious.

				5 January 1994 Prickly Bay 

				We spent the morning on the boat. I tried to plan our next six months, which is subject to whims and winds of course. The new outboard arrived today and it starts great. Glenys made a goat stew and we took it over to “Dabulamanzi”.

				6 January 1994 Prickly Bay 

				We filled up with water then Glenys went into town. The outboard sounds a bit “lumpy”, so I rang the dealer who said that it is probably because they put more oil in the mixture than normal. Ceris arrived today and we all ate on “Dabulamanzi”.

				7 January 1994 Prickly Bay to Tyrell Bay 

				Gareth and I arrived at customs at eight o’clock (opening time). The guy didn’t turn up until an hour later - island time! Gareth rang Kenya and it sounds like Annabel is recovering slowly. We motor-sailed up the coast of Grenada then tried to sail, but we could only point 40° below the rhumb line and wouldn’t have got to Tyrell Bay until after dark. I’m afraid that I cheated and motored. It would have been better to have followed Street’s Guide. 

				Tyrell Bay is a pleasant anchorage. We met our first “boat boys” trying to sell us oysters, wine, limes, lobster, t-shirts, etc. They were all fairly pleasant. I had a bit of trouble with two of them who kept trying to persuade me to give them my old outboard as a Christmas present.

				8 January 1994 Tyrell Bay to Tobago Cays 

				What an exhausting day! We got up fairly early and went round to Sandy Island. This is a beautiful small island with palm trees and white beaches. Gareth, Glenys and I went snorkelling on the reef, which was the best I’ve seen (so far). Parrot fish, cuttle fish, trumpet fish, damsel fish, etc. 

				We then had a nice beat to Union Island where we cleared into St Vincent. This cost £7 for crew and £5 for overtime. I think that it’s always overtime in the islands! There are two pools at the Yacht Club, one with nurse sharks and one with lobsters. We then motored to the Tobago Cays, which on first impressions is crowded and windy. The 50 metre voyage to “Dabulamanzi” in the dinghy last night was very wet.

				9 January 1994 Tobago Cays 

				Brett’s official birthday. We went to Jamesby Island with Brett and Craig, while Glenys prepared the party, complete with Birthday Cake. Brett struggled to blow the candles out because Craig kept blowing them out first in his excitement! Brett solved the problem by covering Craig’s mouth while blowing out the candles.

				Gareth, Glenys and I went snorkelling on the other side of Horseshoe Reef via the small boat channel – absolutely superb, I’d love to dive here. We went back inside the reef and did some more snorkelling in shallow water. Gareth suggested that I dive down and look at a small bit of reef where an agressive little Damsel fish shot out and bit me on the arm - I’ll get him back! 

				We went to “Dabulamanzi” for dinner and had a second Christmas with presents and party games. Lobster for dinner – very nice. Craig stayed the night with Grandma – some party!

				10 January 1994 Tobago Cays

				Gareth and Fi left to pick up their next guests and Ceris moved on board Glencora. We re-anchored closer to another island. We did a bit of windsurfing, snorkelling, beach, etc. “Whisper” turned up. We had flying fish for dinner.

				We’ve picked up a small plague of cockroaches somewhere. They’re small, fast little buggers. Glenys is on a mission to get rid of them - she doesn’t want her mum to know that we’re infested. It’s worst when you turn on the saloon light at night. They come out in the dark and when the light is switched on, they freeze for about a second and then scurry off - if you’re very fast you might squish one or two!

				We’ve tried various poisons with little success - we’ve now bought some special cockroach traps, which are little cardboard tunnels with something nasty in them.

				11 January 1994 Tobago Cays to Little Bay, Canouan

				We had a nice but windy and wet sail up to Canouan. We went to a small beach and anchored off it in a surprisingly sheltered place. It took three attempts at anchoring until I was happy because the wind swung us all over the place and it was hard to judge our position relative to the three other boats. 

				After a quick swim and lunch we went to the beach (surprise!) and we spent a couple of hours snorkelling (well, I did anyway!) it was excellent. I saw the usual things plus a yellow trumpet fish, an eel that acted like an underwater snake, trigger fish, etc. I’m sure that all this wonder will wear off in a couple of months! Glenys rustled up a goat stew for dinner. Quite a lovely place.

				12 January 1994 Canouan to Bequia

				We had a hard bash to windward getting 30 knots across the deck at times. We motored into Admiralty Bay against 30 knots and anchored off the Frangipani Hotel. The place is incredibly crowded and a French boat zoomed up just as we were manoeuvring into position to anchor and dumped his anchor right next to us. I had to put out a second anchor to keep us away from him. 

				We went for a walk around Bequia – what a strange place. The pilot has a detailed street map and I expected the place to be quite big, but all the shops are very small wooden houses. Lots of locals hassling tourists and high tourist prices.

				13 January 1994 Bequia

				I went into town to get plywood for the dinghy floor. I tried to find out about getting a Dive Master Internship but the owners of both dive schools are in the States at some conference, so I guess I’ll write a letter. 

				I spent the afternoon cutting the dinghy floor. Glenys went into town with Ceris and Brett. We re-anchored first thing this morning and it took three attempts in strong gusts – Glenys was getting rather fraught!

				14 January 1994 Bequia

				I started to varnish the dinghy floor – it’s a bit difficult because the wind keeps blowing them away so I can only varnish ¼ at a time. We filled up with fuel and water from an interesting floating fuelling station – a small catamaran “Daffodils Yacht Services”. 

				We went out for a meal at the Ginger Bread House, which was really good with great calypso music. I loved the song “Jamaica Farewell” - seems to epitomise the Caribbean.

				15 January 1994 Bequia 

				Strong wind and rain squalls in the morning, so we decided to stay in Bequia. We did some jobs in the morning. In the afternoon Ceris, Glenys and Brett went for a walk while Craig and I stayed on the boat – I read my book and had a nap – wonderful.

				16 January 1994 Bequia to Mustique

				We had a windy and wet sail to Mustique. Picked up a mooring and went swimming off the boat. Craig had a break-through with his swimming and spent ½ hour jumping in and swimming about without his armbands! Mustique looks lovely. We had a quick walk around, paid £9 for beers and cokes in the only bar and back to the boat for dinner. I inspected the mooring chain which had links worn down to 1/8”, so I attached a spare line to the base.

				17 January 1994 Mustique

				What a rolly night. Brett woke up in the middle of the night with a nose bleed which took ½ hour to sort out. I took Ceris ashore at half past eight – she couldn’t wait to get off because of the rolling. We did school work and a few jobs and then went to the beach. The snorkelling off the beach wasn’t too good as the water had a lot of silt in it. 

				Glenys and I went for a walk when Ceris came back. Mustique is definitely a place for the wealthy. We walked for a mile through mowed grasslands resembling a golf course, a very pretty little whitewashed school house, etc. Another rolly night ahead.

				18 January 1994 Mustique to Canouan

				I got up early and went for a swim. I had to take off the extra mooring line that I put on base of the mooring. I took the opportunity of snorkelling around the boat which was pretty good. 

				We sailed to north of Canouan and then motored when the wind dropped to 10-15 knots. We had a quick look at South Glossy Bay, Canouan – very nice beach, but it looked very rolly. We went into Salt Whistle Bay which is crowded, but a beautiful anchorage. 

				Ceris, Glenys and the boys went to the beach after lunch and I finished off the dinghy floor boards. The plywood that I bought is only ¼” thick and it should be 3/8” and it’s definitely too thin – it will probably only last a month or two!

				19 January 1994 Canouan

				We all went to the beach in Salt Whistle Bay. Glenys and Ceris went for a walk up to the village leaving the boys and me to play in the surf with their dinghy (well, they did – I read my book.)Glenys came back leaving Ceris to walk over to Saline Bay. 

				We motored around to Saline Bay - it looks rolly to me (again!). Brett and I went for a snorkel off Grand Col Point which was good but only 5 metres visibility and a strong current. We met Ceris on the beach and Glenys and I walked up to the top of the hill. We went to Dennis’ Hideaway for dinner, which was very good, but expensive. Dennis knows Gareth and Fi very well and we met another couple on “Hedonis” who are chartering their boat and also know Gareth and Fi.

				20 January 1994 Canuoan to Tobago Cays

				We motored over to Clifton Harbour. Glenys and I went into town and did some shopping. Glenys went berserk buying frozen meat because we didn’t have any fresh food left. We then motored over to the Tobago Cays because I heard Fi on the SSB saying that they were going there. We found them anchored on the north side of Baradal. We went snorkelling with Gareth and his guests and then we moved to a more sheltered spot near Jamesby. Gareth and Fi went to Mayreau. 

				We are undergoing a crisis with our anchoring. Over the last week we have had a few disasters. We drop the anchor, but keep ending up too close to other boats, by the time we’ve re-anchored a couple of times, Glenys and I are snapping at each other. Glenys is losing confidence in her close quarter boat handling. This evening was the final straw – we had acres and acres of water to anchor in, but ended up about 20m away from another boat. We moved – very uncool!

				21 January 1994 Tobago Cays to Petite St Vincent

				We are getting up later and later each morning. I went to bed at 2045 and got up at 0900! Something is making me tired – sun, air, swimming, zooming about, rum punches? By the time we had finished breakfast it was time to go to Petite St Vincent (known as PSV). We had a nice sail to Mopion and tried to anchor off the tiny island. Unfortunately, the bottom is broken coral and I couldn’t get the anchor to hold. (Gareth says he can’t either, so he just puts out loads of chain and watches the boat). 

				We decided to carry on to PSV which is really nice. We went to the beach for a couple of hours and then went for an evening drink with Gareth and his guests. We met Dave and Judy on “Metani” an Aussie family with three children. They loaned their boat to Gareth and Fi to do a charter while “Dabulamanzi” was having new decks put on.

				22 January 1994 Petite St Vincent

				We were woken up last night by howling wind and two French charter boats motoring around anchoring. God knows what they were doing – it certainly disturbed our sleep. I bought a tin of white paint in Union a couple of days ago. I got it out to paint marks on the anchor chain and it’s light blue! 

				I went windsurfing in a rain squall – outrageous! The others had a beach day and then went to Dave and Judy’s for a beer. We met Chris on “Meniscus” (UK) on the beach.

				23 January 1994 Petite St Vincent to Union Island

				We sailed to Palm Island, another beautiful (yawn!) island. We sat on the beach and played in the sea. After lunch, we sailed over to Clifton, Union to meet Gareth. We went once around “Roundabout Reef” looking for a place to anchor. There was a nice spot on the outside reef, but we decided against it because we thought that Gareth would anchor nearer to town. We anchored off the Yacht Club and then Gareth came in and anchored on the outside reef! Gareth and Fi came to dinner.

				24 January 1994 Union Island 

				Glenys and I went into town (I took the blue paint back!) We all then went to the small island in Clifton Harbour (Green Island) but there was nothing there except a “fisherman” who wanted £1 “because I keep the island clean”. He was living there in a hut. 

				We went to Gareth’s boat for lunch. I went and cleared out and then got the boat ready to leave. We all went out for a meal at the Anchorage Yacht Club with steel band.

				25 January 1994 Union Island to Prickly Bay, Genada

				Nice downwind sail back to Prickly Bay. It was a bit of a shock to our systems, getting up at six in the morning, especially since we went to bed at midnight last night. I cleared in at Prickly Bay and we decided to relax for the rest of the afternoon - then we ran out of water. We had two hours of frantic activity, making sure that we could get water, going bows-to, re-anchoring and tidying up. We had a quiet evening!

				26 January 1994 Prickly Bay, Grenada

				We caught the bus into St Georges and saw the sights. I spent £60 on photos and an album (groan!) – I’m going to stop taking pictures of beautiful beaches and anchorages. Brett, Craig and I went up to St Georges Fort, which is interesting and has a fabulous view. We had lunch at the Nutmeg restaurant which was very good. We had a quiet evening after Glenys, Ceris and Brett went for a “sundowner” at the Calabash Hotel.

				27 January 1994 Prickly Bay

				I rang the two dive schools in Bequia about doing a Divemaster course. “Sunsports” sounds 50:50 based on his assessment of me on a couple of dives. “Dive Bequia” doesn’t need any more help. I don’t think we’ll rush up there, just yet. We all went for a walk round to Secret Harbour and had lunch there. Ceris left at four o’clock in the afternoon and we went back to the boat to collapse. It was nice to have her here, but wearing for the last few days.

				28 January 1994 Prickly Bay to Hog Island

				I waited all morning for a guy from Anro Services Ltd to come and get both outboards. He hadn’t arrived by noon, so I left the old outboard in the Customs Office for them and we went round to Hog Island. The boys and I went for a walk on the island and then we had flying fish, chips and mushy peas for dinner. 

				Glenys met Derek and Jill and brother Doug on “Ginseng” who are some friends of Gareth and Fi and are bringing some cases of beer up from Trinidad for him. We think some are for us! Brett and I saw a stingray near the beach.

				29 January 1994 Hog island

				School work and tidying up. Brett and Craig went to the beach and spent all afternoon there by themselves playing with Kim and Joel. These Dutch children have been on Hog Island for 18 months and go to the local school (parents are Andy and Marilyn on “Ootek”). Grandma would have a heart attack if she saw Brett playing with a camp fire. 

				Glenys and I went for a snorkel on the reef which has lots of fish but the water is murky. We got four cases of beer from “Ginseng” and they came for a drink in the evening.

				30 January 1994 Hog Island 

				Glenys listened to the local radio net on Ch72 at eight o’clock in the morning. She heard a charter boat saying that they wanted to give away all the food that they have left. She shot over and must have got £50 worth of food and drink! We went to the beach for a Sunday afternoon barbeque. I started clarinet lessons in earnest - “A Tune a Day”

				31 January 1994 Hog Island

				Glenys went into St Georges, while Brett and I nearly came to blows over his school work. He keeps saying “I hate writing; I’m not going to do it!” 

				I did some windsurfing – very gusty conditions. I went round to Secret Harbour in the dinghy – it’s great having a reliable outboard. Brett and Craig went to the beach to play with Kim and Joel – they love running wild. I rang Ceris who told me that she had rung John Day and asked him to sort out my computer!

				

February 1994

				1 February 1994 Hog Island, Grenada

				I went into St Georges on the bus from Lower Woburn. They packed 20 people into a Toyota Hiace. I forgot my shoes and I had to buy some cheap flip flops in town. I must be starting to go ‘tropo’. I did a lot of wandering around looking at shops and hardware stores. We need to renew our First Aid, so I went to the hospital and the Red Cross, but couldn’t find anyone who ran first aid courses. 

				I rang a diving centre and then gave up when I found out that they charge $48US per dive! I rang John Day and apologised about the computer! I also talked to Carol who has got loads of mail, but she doesn’t know if any of it is important - I said I’d ring her in a few days.

				2 February 1994 Hog Island

				Another hard day at school. I did some good windsurfing. We went to the beach on the south side of the island and did some snorkelling which is OK on the outer reefs. There was a Mad Hatters Tea Party on the beach in the afternoon – quite a lot of people brought cakes and scones and fattening things. Glenys continues to wage war against the cockroaches with little apparent success.

				3 February 1994 Hog Island

				I went over to Secret Harbour to find out about the Mercury outboard – guess what! Yes, they’re working on it “could I ring back after lunch?” Glenys and the boys went on a one hour trek with Marilyn from “Ootek” and Joy from “Tapawingo” to a pig farm. 

				I did some windsurfing (again) and clarinet lessons and then went back to Secret Harbour. They were still working on the Mercury, but said that they would come and pick up the Mariner. I said I would wait. Two hours later they brought it back – good job that I had the foresight to take a good book. Glenys told me off for going to chat to “Meander” without her!

				4 February 1994 Hog Island

				We all went for a bus ride to Grenville. The boys were shocked into silence by the way we were all jammed into the mini bus on the way to St. Georges! The bus ride from St Georges to Grenville is a real white knuckle ride with wonderful scenery. At Grenville we had a quick stare at the harbour, a quick walk around town and a slower lunch. 

				We had the inevitable, but tasty, roti and chatted to a bloke who is building a house on ½ acre of land next to the beach. He was brought up in Grenada, but spent 25 years with London Transport. He’s selling his house in London (£130K) and retiring on a £100/week pension + UK pension. He’s probably been working as a bus conductor with people thinking that he’s stupid – but who’s stupid now! On the way back we stopped off at Grand Etang which is a national park centre around a lake in an old volcanic core – now covered with rain forest. 

				We arrived back in Hog Island to find “Great Spirit” (USA), Jimmy and Sherri, anchored there. We’d met them briefly in Madeira and Las Palmas and heard them on the net across the Atlantic, but never really talked to them. We had a nice talk and rum punch before the kids forced us to go!

				5 February 1994 Hog Island

				We went on a bus trip to Annandale Falls with Marilyn, Kim and Joel from “Ootek” and another little girl called Fiona. The falls are quite pretty and some of the locals earn an EC or so by jumping 50ft from the top of the falls. I was thinking of doing the jump until I discovered that the pool was only about 3 metres deep. Everyone had a good time even though we got drenched by rain. The children spent ages collecting red and black seeds called jungle beads to make jewellery.

				6 February 1994 Hog Island

				Windsurfing and clarinet lessons – I’m up to practising the upper register now, which is excruciating! The boys were on the beach for eight hours today. They spent the morning making jewellery from their jungle beads which they tried to sell at the barbeque. They sold a couple of things and Brett’s split was $1EC (25p) – his first earnings! The Sunday barbeque was well attended and we spent 5½ hours there. 

				We chatted to Horst and Karen on “Flow” (Austrian). I chatted to a bloke on “Ebb Stream” who caught a virus in Venezuela which has damaged his optic nerves and the centre of his vision is now blurred. He’s trying to find a crew who will help him carry on with his circumnavigation. Roger, one of the locals, showed Brett and the others how to snare a lizard with a piece of grass – brilliant!

				7 February 1994 Hog Island

				The boys went to the beach – what a surprise! Glenys and I went for a walk by ourselves – luxury. I renewed the seals in the fresh water pump – it only took me 10 days to get around to it. Glenys and I went to a music jam session on Horst’s boat. He has a multifunction Yamaha keyboard and we took our clarinet – I was very nervous of playing with someone else and couldn’t keep up with a fixed rhythm. Glenys, of course, was brilliant.

				8 February 1994 Hog Island to Prickly Bay

				We motored around to Secret Harbour to get water and fuel. We put 150 gallons of water in and it took ages because the water pressure was so low. 

				We motored around to Prickly Bay and anchored next to “Amatouana 2” and “Peace and Plenty”. They were just heading off to Trinidad on their way back to Australia. I spent two hours doing clarinet practice which is driving Glenys crazy. I thought that my rendition of “Stranger on the Shore” was pretty good until the boys recorded it and played it back to me.

				9 February 1994 Prickly Bay

				We started motor sailing around to St Georges. Just as we rounded Saline Point, the engine started to sound funny and a quick check of the gauges showed low oil pressure and very high temperature. I knocked the revs off and pulled the stop handle. Was it my imagination or did the engine stall before I turned it off? 

				Don’t panic – I left Glenys sailing the boat and I went down below to check the engine. I opened the engine room door and loads of smoke poured out. I slammed the door shut and looked at the fire extinguisher – a dry powder one, which will make a mess - must buy a CO2 one. I opened the door again and looked for flames, there were none, so I cautiously left the door open while telling the boys to go up into the cockpit. Smoke filled the saloon, I opened all the hatches and Glenys looked very worried. It was like a furnace in the engine compartment, but no apparent further danger – only loads of water and oil in the sump. 

				We had a worried beat back to Prickly Bay. I put up the main with two reefs and we sailed through all the boats. After three attempts and a couple of near misses, we managed to anchor quite nicely. If we have to do this again, we must get rid of the mizzen because it stops the boat bearing away and nearly caused us to hit another boat when we couldn’t tack in the flukey winds. 

				I let the engine cool down to normal operating temperature, checked the oil – OK, checked the water level – none. I refilled the water system, but couldn’t find a leak. I prayed and cranked the engine – it started first time and ran perfectly for an hour with no apparent leaks. Bob from “Meander” came over and we deduced that it must have been the thermostat jamming shut and caused the engine to overheat. Bob noticed rust stains next to a core plug on the engine block, but as it was dry suggested that I keep an eye on it. I changed the thermostat and cleaned the air intake filter. The engine runs fine - Thank God! 

				I got the Mercury outboard back. They’ve changed loads of bits and put new oil in the leg, but they still couldn’t get it started because the compression is only 50-80 psi. I need to take the head off and look at the piston rings.

				10 February 1994 Prickly Bay

				I checked the oil and water this morning to find that all the fresh water had drained out of the dodgy core plug. I roughly measured it and we all went into St Georges. After a bit of hassle I found one at Ace Hardware that may fit. Glenys went and did a major shop at Foodland. I removed the old core plug and found that it had two holes corroded in it – so that was probably the cause of water loss in the first place. The core plug that I bought was 2.218” instead of 2.187” and I couldn’t get it to fit. After an hour of phoning all of the car part stores, I decided that I would have to get “Outfitters Inc” to get me a couple for $40US! I’m going to try to fix the old one with “JB Weld” so that we can go round to Hog Island while we are waiting.

				11 February 1994 Prickly Bay 

				It blew a hooley last night. At midnight, I started to worry about only having one anchor out when we don’t have an engine. I just HAD to get up and sort out another CQR anchor and warp ready to sling it overboard if we started to drag. In the morning, I got out the fisherman which I think would get a better grip than another CQR if we were actually dragging. 

				I carefully cleaned up the core plug and put it in place with green hermatite. It went in really easily and, as expected, four hours later it leaked when I ran the engine. We had lunch and resigned ourselves to a four day stay in Prickly Bay. In the afternoon, I put the core plug back with silicone sealant in the hope that I can run the engine tomorrow for charging the batteries. The battery charging is going to be our biggest problem until I get the engine fixed. 

				Glenys continues her campaign against the cockroaches, she is now verging on being clinically paranoid and she will probably need therapy when we eventually move off the boat!

				12 February 1994 Prickly Bay

				School work and a few odd jobs (and a bit of windsurfing!) in the morning. Glenys went out for a walk by herself in the afternoon. The boys and I played Queen real loud while I made a chilli for dinner. I ran the engine for an hour at which point the core plug started to leak. At least we got one hour charge in the batteries. I feel trapped and it’s driving me mad!

				13 February 1994 Prickly Bay

				We managed to contact Horst on the VHF who came over to Secret Harbour and ferried us to Hog Island (bless his cotton socks). We lit the fire for the Sunday Barbeque and had a good time. A couple of beers, some red wine, a bit of rum punch and lots of conversation and I feel happy! We met Tolst and Vivi from “Drot” (Danish) and managed to bum a ride back to Prickly Bay with Chris from “Meniscus”. 

				14 February 1994 Prickly Bay 

				School work, clarinet and windsurfing. The core plugs are being dispatched from the States today so I will get them tomorrow or the next day. I ran ASAP in the UK and they tell me that the core plug should be 55.9mm which is 0.013” larger than 2.187”, so I hope the new one fits! 

				I told ASAP to order me a set of core plugs and a thermostat just in case! The anchorage is very rolly tonight, so Glenys and I have been considering trying to go around to Hog Island if the weather is OK tomorrow.

				15 February 1994 Prickly Bay

				School work, windsurfing and jobs. The core plugs didn’t arrive today, so I put the old one back in with a layer of aluminium foil and silicone sealant to try to keep it in place. “Wise Cat” arrived today and the boys and Glenys spent the afternoon on the beach with Robin, Coby, Nat and Callum. 

				I checked the domestic batteries. We went to “Wise Cat” for an evening drink. One annoying thing – my middle right hand finger has been sore on the knuckle joint for a few days. It’s finally swollen up and is painful to move – that’s put a stop to windsurfing for a bit (o miser!)

				16 February 1994 Prickly Bay

				I decided to walk to Grand Anse to get something for my finger and try to get some deionised water for the batteries. A guy called Bob stopped and gave me a lift. It turned out that he had set up a diving operation six months ago. I asked about doing a Dive Master Internship with him and he said yes all things are possible, and that I could do the Rescue Diver straight away ($250 US). He would evaluate me for Dive Master during the Rescue Diver course and we could negotiate a price ($400 US std). 

				When I got back, I discussed it with Glenys who said she wouldn’t mind staying at Hog Island for a month. This evening I rang Bob up and said that I wanted to do it and I arranged to go there first thing on the 18th. If the engine hadn’t broken, and my finger wasn’t hurt, and he hadn’t stopped to give me a lift … it must be fate! 

				I tramped all over Grand Anse and St Georges looking for deionised water and was told that I could probably get it from the Coca Cola Factory at $8EC/gallon (bring your own container)! I got back to Spice Island Marina and met Tolst from “Drot” who said I could get some from his water maker – I never thought of that! 

				I ran the engine in the afternoon. The core plug started to weep immediately but was contained by a strategically placed piece of wood. The engine started to overheat after about 20 minutes. Found that I had to add another three litres of water – could this have been an airlock in the system? The engine ran fine for another 40 minutes. Nat came to play with the boys in the afternoon. Tolst and Vivi came for sunset rum punches.

				17 February 1994 Prickly Bay

				I went to St Georges to pick up the core plug from Outfitters. I fixed it onto the engine with some gasket seal. It went in a bit too easy and I hope that it holds. Glenys had a major tidy up while I took the boys to the beach to play with the “Wise Cat” kids. The gang from “Wise Cat” came for a drink, ended up staying for three hours and drank all of our rum.

				18 February 1994 Prickly Bay

				I ran the engine for an hour this morning and it seems to be OK. Glenys went into Grand Anse to do some shopping. On the way back she was offered a lift from an elderly American gentleman. He looked safe enough so she accepted, but she still got her knee patted and had an offer of a drink. It must be her fantastic body! 

				I arranged to start the Rescue Diver course on the 21st. I ended up getting a lift with Bob to the Rex Grenadian Hotel and then getting a ride in their dive boat back to Secret Harbour. 

				Gareth and Fi arrived in the afternoon, but I don’t think that we will have much chance to see them since they are dropping off guests and picking up new ones on the same day. We went to “Drot” for drinks and then got legless by opening another bottle of wine.

				19 February 1994 Prickly Bay

				We are both nursing hangovers – it’s all Glenys’ fault! Lots of wind this morning, so I went windsurfing for an hour. My hand was feeling better, but I’ve probably strained it again. We ran the engine for an hour with no sign of a water leak, so we will go round to Hog Island tomorrow for the Sunday Barbeque.

				20 February 1994 Prickly Bay to Hog Island

				It took us 1½ hours to get the boat ready to move. We motored around to Hog Island without any mishaps. Gareth was anchored there and we had a short chat to him at the barbeque. I ended up lighting the fire again. 

				Gareth’s guests left some Sunday papers, which we acquired. We started reading them which I found disturbing because they remind me of a past life. I have managed to ignore the news and politics for about a year and the paper brought the terror of a normal life flooding back. 

				21 February 1994 Hog Island

				I started my PADI Rescue Diver course today. We did theory in the morning and I tagged along while they did a resort course dive this afternoon. I did a bit of snorkelling while Gary watched the boat and Bob did the instruction. I learned a lot about their problems with the Grenadian Government about work permits and 100% import duty! I reckon that it’s cost Bob £75K for a boat and equipment and £25K for living for six months. £100K is a lot of money if you can’t get firm commitments from the bureaucrats. 

				22 February 1994 Hog Island

				Diving theory in the morning. Went around to Secret Harbour to get fuel and water. We tried to do some revision but got disturbed by Bob and Jean from “Meander”, Marilyn from “Ootek” and the Grenadian coast guard selling t-shirts. Thank goodness we’re in a quiet anchorage!

				23 February 1994 Hog Island

				I had a frustrating day today. I went to Bob’s house expecting to do some diving, but I only did two hours of theory, so I was back on the boat by midday. I was a bit cross about it because I’ve spent three days doing ½ day of theory and it’s dragging on now. I hope that it’s going to be better when I do the Dive Master. 

				Did some windsurfing, revision, snorkelling on the reef and caught a conch. Glenys cooked chicken roti and conch fritters for dinner.

				24 February 1994 Hog Island

				Diving theory in the morning and gasp, shock I did a dive in the afternoon. I rescued Gary panicking and then unconscious.

				25 February 1994 Hog Island

				Diving theory and exam in the morning and practical water work in the afternoon. I completed the Rescue Diver and agreed that I would be charged ½ price ($200US) for a three week Divemaster Internship. 

				Horst and Karen from “Flow” came for sundowners. I’m quite excited about doing the Divemaster Course – I’ve got to learn all the theory and skills to instruction/demonstration level and I should get 30+ dives under my belt. Mike the new boat driver didn’t turn up this morning because he was stuck in a traffic jam caused by the police. The dive boat left without him and he showed great presence of mind by coming out to the boat in a sunfish dinghy.

				26 February 1994 Hog Island

				Glenys went into St Georges shopping with Karen. They called in at Nimrod’s shop at Woburn, who insisted that they sign his visitors book and, as custom dictates, have a large rum with him. This was at quarter past nine and got their day off to a good start! I took the boys to the beach and then had a lazy morning. 

				I went snorkelling with Horst in the afternoon and shot my first lobster – it was just about legal (9” long). Horst got two smaller ones. We had a beach barbeque with Horst and Karen and as night fell, a load more Austrians turned up. One of them played the guitar and we all had a wonderful time. I’m afraid that I drank too much of their wine.

				27 February 1994 Hog Island

				Mega hangover. I went for a swim to the beach at eight o’clock and then had breakfast. By quarter past nine I was back in bed. I got up just after eleven and went to get wood for the barbeque because we had burnt it all last night. “Wise Cat” turned up. There were a lot of people at the barbeque and loads of screaming kids. By four o’clock, I’d had enough and swam back to the boat. We had lobster salad for dinner. 

				28 February 1994 Hog Island

				I went to Bob’s house for diving theory in the morning. 

				We moved around to Mount Hartman Bay opposite Bob’s house. I spent the afternoon revising diving theory.

				

March 1994

				1 March 1994 Hog Island

				I got up at half past five and went round to the dive centre in the dive boat. I watched Bob do a resort course lecture and pool session. There was no boat driver and Gary had the day off, so I ended up doing surface support. Bob and I went into the Hotel’s lake (4ft max depth, 1ft thick mud bottom and 3in visibility) to reattach the high pressure hose for the fountain. It took us 45 minutes and the hose only stayed on for 15 minutes before it came off again. 

				Glenys was a bit grumpy in the evening because I had woken her very early in the morning and she is stuck with the kids all day. (Just like being in the UK during the school holidays while I bugger off to work!)

				2 March 1994 Hog Island

				I got up at half past five again. Bob did another resort course and I was surface support again. Gary and I (and three others) dived the Bianca C, but the anchor dragged in the strong current and we couldn’t find the wreck. I helped to refill the air tanks at Secret Harbour and Glenys met me at the bar for happy hour (again!) 

				I rang Carol who tells me that she sent all our mail to Bequia (oh well!) and that she is moving house in 5 days time (oh no!) Carol has done a brilliant job of looking after our affairs back in the UK and sending us our mail whenever we need it. I don’t know what we’d do without her.

				3 March 1994 Hog Island

				Got up at half past six this morning. I watched Gary do another resort course and helped with the pool work. We then did some pool skills and some more theory. We then did a dive on Quarantine Wreck with a first timer and two others. 

				In the afternoon we went to dive the Bianca C – Gary and I were surface support. They came up about 500 metres away and we had to put a buoy on the anchor and go and get them. Glenys continues to be hacked off and I don’t blame her!

				4 March 1994 Hog Island

				I went around on the dive boat in the morning. I did some exams and some more theory. We dived the Bianca C in the afternoon. One of the group had a problem with his ears and I had to bring him up. Perhaps I’ll get to see the wreck one day! Bob went down to 40 metres by himself to “check the anchor” - a dodgy thing to do considering the strong currents... 

				Glenys and the boys went to Grand Anse to go on the beach and do the shopping. We went to “Wise Cat” for a drink in the evening. 

				5 March 1994 Hog Island

				Went to Secret Harbour and put 120 gallons of water in the tanks. Then we went around to Hog Island. I spent the afternoon revising “The Physiology of Diving” (yawn!)

				6 March 1994 Hog Island

				Dive at Moliniere Point in the morning and diving theory in the afternoon. I got back just in time to catch “last orders” at the Sunday barbeque. At seven o’clock, Phil from “Wise Cat” fell on their foredeck and cut himself above the eye, split his top lip and probably cracked some ribs. I ran them over to Secret Harbour to get a taxi to hospital while Glenys looked after all the kids. Glenys then took Coby, Nat and Callum back to their boat to spend the night. Fortunately Phil was fixed up fairly quick and got back at about eleven.

				7 March 1994 Hog Island

				Gary and I did a “Discover Scuba” dive at Moliniere with four punters. Bob and some others did, I quote, “the best dive that I’ve ever done on the Bianca C”. I, of course, was doing surface support! Never mind, I really enjoyed the dive that I did in the morning. 

				Gary’s visa runs out today and this afternoon he was still trying to get his work permit issued and his visa renewed - what a place. Brett pulled a thorn out of his foot that was 13mm long and has been in there since yesterday – no wonder he wouldn’t let me touch it!

				8 March 1994 Hog Island

				Glenys’ birthday. I hadn’t had a chance to get into town to get her a present, so I got Gary to buy me a bottle of Baileys and a birthday card when he went to sort out his work permit yesterday. The card was amusing and the theme was about not buying a present and saved my life! 

				I did a dive on Quarantine Wreck with Gary and three experienced divers and then exams and theory in the afternoon. We had a birthday barbeque on the beach with “Wise Cat”, “Ootek”, “Meander” and Jay and Linda from “Hells Bells” (USA). A nice time was had by all. 

				There is a woman called Darlene from “Sea Fever” (USA) who is an old bat who is moaning and groaning at and about the kids on the beach. They have been here for over six months and I think that she thinks she owns the beach. If she doesn’t back off there will be a small war started. Robin and Glenys are sick of her!

				9 March 1994 Hog Island

				I ended up in the Hotel’s lake in the morning, helping Gary to sort out the fountain again. Bob once again amazed me by telling Gary off for allowing me to use the centre’s equipment instead of my own. “dive masters should own and use their own equipment”. I could write a book about him – he’s like a John Cleese character in one of the management videos! 

				I finished all my theory exams and then did a dive at Moliniere. Gary and I wanted to go and find a wreck that we knew was in the area, but we knew that Bob wouldn’t let us. So we told him that we were going to do my map making dive. I made a map for 10 minutes while we swam out towards the wreck and then we made search sweeps parallel to the shore until we found it. All that theory and training worked! 

				We went to “Wise Cat” for sundowners and then I drew a fancy underwater map. Glenys spent the day doing schoolwork and cleaning the dinghy. Apparently there were barnacles on the bottom – we’ve definitely been here too long. We’re starting to get itchy feet now – only one week to go.

				10 March 1994 Hog Island

				I did my swimming tests this morning. I did OK on the 400 metres free swim and the 15 minutes tread water, but my 800 metre snorkel swim was really slow. It took me 19 minutes which is poor. I tried a 200 metre swim with a pair of “US divers blades” and I was 15% faster – perhaps I need a new pair of fins! I was a bit depressed this afternoon because I thought the swimming tests would be a doddle! 

				I did a dive on Quarantine Wreck in the afternoon with Bob and two other divers which was nice but boring reef, reef, reef – I think that he went too fast. I’ve done nine dives for $450 = $50 each so far – hopefully I’ll get more in before next Wednesday (which will be my last day).

				11 March 1994 Hog Island

				Gary and I did a “Discover Scuba” this morning in the pool and then did “an exchange of equipment whilst buddy breathing”. Gary wears contact lenses, so I offered to remove my mask and then wait without my mask until he sorted himself out with his mask. The bastard kept me waiting for about a minute without my mask while he laughed at me – I will get him back! 

				We then went and dived the Bianca C. Yes, I did get to see it this time – very impressive. It took us four attempts to get the anchor in the right place, mostly because Bob won’t listen to anyone else! 

				In the afternoon, I did a dive on the Quarantine Wreck with the “Discover Scuba” people. Two dives in one day, WOW! Glenys went to Concord Falls with Marilyn and loads of kids. Robin managed to cut her foot on the beach at Woburn and had to have three stitches. What a pair!

				12 March 1994 Hog Island

				A morning off – I read a novel and lounged about. I went to Bob’s house at midday as arranged but no sign of anyone. Total chaos, but I finally got to the dive centre by quarter past one. I led a small group of divers down to the Bianca C. We all went to “Wise Cat” for a communal meal and a game of “Dungeons and Dragons”.

				13 March 1994 Hog Island

				I did two dives in the morning with Gary and a guy doing Open Water 4 and 5. Bob gave me a lift back to Hog Island in the dive boat. I managed to get back by two o’clock just as Glenys had finished cooking the chicken at the Sunday barbeque. 

				At about four o’clock, I’d had enough of talking and went back to the boat for a quiet time. Glenys went on a wild goose chase with Marilyn of “Ootek” to look at some childrens toys which a lady was selling. She told them that she couldn’t sell anything because her children were there!

				14 March 1994 Hog Island

				I did three dives today – it’s a miracle! Glenys was back to schoolwork and odd jobs. We had sail fish steaks for dinner and then crashed out. For the last few weeks we have been in bed by nine o’clock!

				15 March 1994 Hog Island

				I did two dives today. Gary awarded me with my Dive Master qualification, so I went to have my picture taken at Grand Anse for my PADI application form. 

				The Wise family descended on us at five o’clock and we had a cup of tea and then the obligatory rum punch. Glenys had spent most of today tidying the boat and then went bonkers at the mess the kids left!

				16 March 1994 Hog Island

				Bob changed his mind this morning, cancelled the dive on the Bianca C and worked on his boat. I did a few jobs on our boat, retrieved “Ootek’s” dinghy anchor and then went to do a night dive. I stayed at Gary and Donna’s apartment where the main topic was “Mad Bob”. Glenys and the kids went to “Wise Cat” for dinner.

				17 March 1994 Hog Island to Prickly Bay

				Filled up with fuel and water at Secret Harbour and then went around to Prickly Bay. Gary and Donna came for dinner. Gareth didn’t show up as expected.

				18 March 1994 Prickly Bay

				Slack day. Glenys had her hair trimmed by Donna and then went to Grand Anse to do some shopping. The boys and I went to the beach. I spent a fortune on the phone talking to my mum and dad, Ceris and Carol. Gareth arrived at about seven o’clock and anchored next to us in the dark. They came for dinner.

				19 March 1994 Prickly Bay

				A bit of a hangover this morning! Glenys went to help Gareth and Fi tidy up their boat and I spent the afternoon on letters and tax, in response to the mail that Gareth picked up in Bequia for us. I finally got my replacement Lloyds Gold Card, thank god! We all went out to a Chinese restaurant for dinner which was really nice. The woman running the place was ever so happy to see customers. Fi nearly got into the kitchens to see how they make dishes.

				20 March 1994 Prickly Bay

				Gareth picked up his guests at seven o’clock in the morning and disappeared two hours later. We had a school work and admin day. I went snorkelling and speared three fish. One of them was a Spanish mackerel type and had three trilobite type parasitic creatures in its gills. They were pale, white and about 20mm long – gross! 

				We went to Gary and Donna’s for drinks and took some cassoulet and garlic bread for dinner. Brett has learned to start the outboard and he visibly swelled with pride when I said that he could go over to “Dabulamanzi” by himself to pick up Glenys

				21 March 1994 Prickly Bay to St Georges

				We motored around to St Georges and then spent the rest of the day getting shopping and sorting the boat out. I had to ring Pantaenius to sort out our yacht insurance which expires today. “Wise Cat” were in the anchorage and came for drinks. I had a very exciting moment this afternoon when I discovered that Mars bars are called “Milky Ways” here. I haven’t had one for months – so I bought 6 or so! Here’s an interesting fact – the milk that we have been buying comes from Lancashire Dairies Ltd, Manchester!

				22 March 1994 St Georges to Tyrell Bay, Carriacou

				Motored up the west side of Grenada. We roared past “Wise Cat” who have to sail everywhere because their engine is dodgy - they were only doing 2-3 knots in the light winds. We caught a nice 2ft tuna just off the north coast of Grenada and then we caught a 3ft Spanish mackerel near Ile De Ronde. We stopped at Ile De Ronde for lunch. Brett spotted some sand dollars on the sea bed and I had to spend half an hour diving down 6 metres to get some for him! We went to the east of Kick Em Jenny and sailed to Tyrell Bay. We met “Wise Cat” about a mile out and had a tacking race into the anchorage – they won unfortunately. We went to “Adagio” for a quick beer and then to “Wise Cat” with a fish stew for dinner. 

				Glenys is worried about Brett’s personality and attitude. He is becoming increasing stubborn and simply ignores any reprimands that we give him. He finds it difficult to concentrate on school work (or anything that he is doing) and just wants to have fun. He holds Craig’s hand when he goes to sleep, so I think that he is feeling insecure (or frightened of the dark). I think that it’s because he’s playing with children of varying ages Coby (12), Nat (6), Craig (4) and doesn’t know how he should act. He wants to wrestle with little ones and start the outboard like the big ones. An awkward stage! We bought some French wine for £2.50 from a boat boy – I guess we could have got it cheaper.

				23 March 1994 Tyrell Bay to Tobago Cays

				Glenys went for a half hour walk around town. We were told that this is a really cheap place to buy food, but Glenys returned with nothing except a £3 bottle of wine! Coby came over and asked me if I would come and help him spear a shark under their boat! The boys and I went over and discovered that it was a poor little 2ft nurse shark. Brett and Craig believed me when I said that it wasn’t dangerous, but it was harder to convince Coby! The shark had sea moss growing on its back and was really dopey. I picked it up by its tail several times and it didn’t do much – I thought that it was a very sick nurse shark. 

				We went for a dinghy ride around the mangrove swamp with “Wise Cat”. Pretty trees but boring. We all had a look around a wrecked / abandoned fishing boat which is slowly rotting away. Phil and I went to look at some wooden schooners being built on the shore. They use the natural curves of mahogany branches to make the stringers, all hand built from a model – no drawings. We sailed most of the way to Union which was straight upwind. I rushed off to clear customs and then we motored to the Tobago Cays and anchored next to “Drot”.

				24 March 1994 Tobago Cays to Canuoan

				We had a nice upwind sail to Canouan. There was no one in the anchorage when we arrived which was great. By three o’clock there were six boats including “Drot”. I went for a dive by myself and saw a six foot nurse shark which swam away as I approached it. There were several queen trigger fish and I tried to grab hold of a huge lobster, but he got away! It was a nice dive. We all went snorkelling accompanied by Tolst and Vivi from “Drot”. I saw a scrawled file fish and a cow fish. 

				Tolst and Vivi came for dinner. I’ve come up with a business idea – project “Dive Glencora”. What I do is get my Instructors Rating, install a small compressor, buy two sets of dive gear and do dive instruction from the boat. I reckon that if we can stay in the Tobago Cays for three months then I should be able to turn over quite a bit from the charter boats that turn up and want to do a “Discover Scuba” or a dive. 

				The problems are getting my Instructors Rating (when and where) and getting the equipment (where, how much, etc). I’ll keep looking as we go up-island. I hope to get leaflets printed that I can give out to people as they arrive in the anchorage and maybe go to Yacht Charterers’ week in Antigua to promote my services to the charter operators.

				25 March 1994 Canuoan to Bequia

				Close reach in 25 knot winds up to West Cay Point. A bit bouncy but bracing. When we rounded the corner, we had 30 knots on the nose so we motored in. The cover that goes on the end of the mizzen boom blew off and, after two attempts to net it, I had to jump in and get it. Gareth was just anchoring off Princess Margaret’s beach as we approached. “Metami” is here too. We all had a barbeque on the beach.

				26 March 1994 Bequia

				Glenys went into town in the morning and I did a couple of jobs and a lot of windsurfing in very strong winds (25 knots +). Managed to scare myself a few times and did some good water starts. We went to “Dabulamanzi” for drinks after dinner.

				27 March 1994 Bequia

				Windsurfing, snorkelling and dinner on “Dabulamanzi”. Watched a video.

				28 March 1994 Bequia

				All of us have got colds – I feel very fluey. I spent most of the day writing letters. We all went into town for an hour. Fi and Glenys went for an hour’s fitness session in Lower Bay run by Allessandra (Italian). These are run on Monday, Wednesday and Fridays at five o’clock. She bumped into Drot in town. We had a disaster today, I left the windsurfer in the water tied up to the back of the boat all day and at bedtime found out that the Hydrovane rudder has put a 2ft hole in the sail (o miser!).

				29 March 1994 Bequia

				I took the sail in for repair. I still feel a bit rough with a cold. Glenys spent the afternoon working on sewing and upholstery for “Dabulamanzi”. Gareth and Fi came for a Mexican dinner.

				30 March 1994 Bequia

				Picked the sail up in the morning. It looks like they have done a really nice job. I’ve still got a cold and decided not to try it out. Glenys hitched a lift to Kingstown, St Vincent with Dabulamanzi. She went over with Garnet (a local) and Charlie from “Nagual”. She didn’t have much time to shop because she got there at three o’clock and the shops close at four! She came back on the ferry and arrived back at the boat at half past eight. The boys and I went for a beer on “Metani”.

				31 March 1994 Bequia

				We filled up with fuel and water. The “Daffodil” catamaran has got to be the best way of fuelling ever! It took us 30 minutes total, with zero stress. I went for a dive with Mark and John from “Sancho Panza” at Devils Table which was OK. “Wise Cat” arrived late afternoon. Mark, John and Rowena came for a beer.

				

April 1994

				1 April 1994 Bequia 

				I had an awful night and woke up with flu, 100° temperature, aching hair, the runs – everything! In the middle of the night, while I was half asleep, I was convinced that I had decompression sickness and then I was convinced that I had kidney failure and then food poisoning and then……. 

				Glenys and the boys had a nice time on the beach with “Wise Cat” while I stayed in bed, sweating, running to the toilet and wishing I was in a house!

				2 April 1994 Bequia to Cumberland Bay, St Vincent

				Feeling better today. We had a nice sail across to St Vincent and then had to motor up the west coast. We saw a group of bottle-nosed dolphins which were not very interested in us. Just after, we ran into a school of tuna and we caught three in the space of 10 minutes. The last two took the lure before I had a chance to pay it out fully! 

				We went into Cumberland Bay and I managed to get one boat boy to tie us up to a tree for 5 EC (£1.25). We then got surrounded by boat boys who were persistent but pleasant. I gave a 5lb tuna to one of the boys who promised to come back and give me $10EC for it. He came back an hour later insisting that he only got $10EC for it, but gave me the $10EC – I don’t know how he kept a straight face! 

				Brett and I went for a walk and saw an interesting cross section of the soil where they have created a small cutting by the road. There is a layer of laval pumice about 18” thick in between layers of soil which is like ash – definitely volcanic. 

				We all went to Stephens Beach Bar. He insisted on giving us a guided tour of his garden – aubergines, pineapples, ginger, bananas, callalai, etc. He gave us a big bag of vegetables and his wife gave Glenys cooking tips. We gave him a 5lb tuna which seemed a fair deal. We’ve still got more tuna than we can handle! I have been worrying about the hassle from boat boys and the mooring problem for days, but in the event it has been one of our most pleasant overnight stops.

				3 April 1994 Cumberland Bay to Marigot Bay, St Lucia

				Easter Sunday. Craig came padding in at half past six looking for his chocolate from Easter bunny. Unfortunately, Glenys had not got it out. When he finally “found it” he said – “that’s not very big”. He obviously doesn’t realise how difficult it is to get Easter eggs in the West Indies. 

				It rained as we motored up the coast of St Vincent but stopped as we started sailing across to St Lucia. It was a beat for 25 miles with winds up to 30 knots but at least the sun shone. We could smell St Lucia 10 miles out – a sulphur type smell like the smoke from burning coal. We went into Marigot which I should imagine was very beautiful once, but not with 50 boats crowded into the lagoon and the approaches. That’s not to mention the Marina and hotel and restaurants and...

				 The Customs office was closed, so we had to stay the night. We ended up anchored next to an American yacht who had a rope anchor rode and waltzed all over the place actually hitting a French boat and getting very close to us. It’s the first time that I’ve put fenders out at anchor – I didn’t sleep well!

				4 April 1994 Marigot Bay to Soufriere Bay, St Lucia

				Got up, cleared customs and left. I’m not left with good memories of Marigot. We motored-sailed around to Anse Chastanet and I went to the dive centre there. In the quarterly PADI Bulletins they are listed as holding instructor courses, but the last and only one was two years ago – typical Caribbean! I’ll just have to ring PADI and find out from them. 

				We did a bit of snorkelling on nice rock reef with very good visibility. We then went around to Soufriere Bay and anchored off the Hummingbird Hotel. We met Larry and Shirley on “Dad’s Dream“ (USA) – we’ve been seeing them all the way from Grenada, but never had a chance to say hello. While motoring towards Soufriere Bay I heard a rhythmic noise from the engine. I checked the exhaust and made sure that there was nothing around the propellor, Glenys then pointed out a tourist tripper boat about ½ mile behind us blaring out music with heavy bass! 

				We walked into Soufriere Town, had a quick walk around and watched a cricket match. The town is a bit rough and run down. We watched a guy climbing a 50ft coconut tree and bought one for 25p – very refreshing. We had great excitement in the evening when Craig discovered a tiny crab in the aft heads – how did it get there?

				5 April 1994 Soufriere Bay

				I did a dive this morning which was along a bottomless wall – amazing. We motor-sailed up the coast and anchored off the beach. Mark from “Sancho Panza” came across to say hello and went away with three tuna steaks – we’ve still got loads. Five little fish mysteriously appeared on our foredeck flapping like mad this morning – they are now fried, pickled and in the fridge awaiting consumption. 

				Glenys and I have had upset stomachs for a few days – perhaps all the fish we’ve been eating is working as a laxative. We had a quick look around the lagoon and Marina, then went to “Sancho Panza” for a beer.

				6 April 1994 Soufriere Bay 

				We all took a bus ride into Castries. Glenys went off by herself to buy material for tableware which she hopes to make and sell to charter companies. The boys and I walked around, played in the park and (oh joy!) went to Kentucky Fried Chicken. I’ve still got stomach ache and sloppy poos – god knows what it is! Start of a new tax year in the UK. We’ve been out of the country for a complete tax year so that should help towards our non-resident status – I hope!

				7 April 1994 Soufriere Bay to Anse a L’ane, Martinique

				I cleared out first thing in the morning and to my annoyance I had to pay $30EC (£7.50) to clear out. We had a nice sail to Martinique. We arrived off Anse a L’ane at about four o’clock and decided to head there instead of going to Fort De France to clear in. We’ll go over on the ferry and clear in tomorrow. 

				It’s really shallow in the bay (3-4 metres) and there is a reef in the middle that we couldn’t see. There are regular ferries from a pier in the middle of the bay. We tried to keep clear but they appear to delight in “harassing” yachts at anchor – I’ll have to leave an anchor light on tonight.

				8 April 1994 Anse a L’ane, Martinique 

				We all caught the ferry to Fort De France. Glenys went off with the boys while I went to clear customs and do some running around. I had a disappointing time – I expected to get information and prices on different ranges of diving gear and compressors but only found one dive shop. 

				The boys had a great day, elevenses in MacDonald’s and lunch in Burger King. After lunch we caught the ferry back to Anse a L’ane, exhausted. Glenys took the boys to the beach while I did some jobs.

				9 April 1994 Anse a L’ane, Martinique to St Pierre, Martinique

				Glenys went to the supermarket and bought 8 litres of cheap red wine then we motor-sailed up to St Pierre. As we arrived we spotted “Sancho Panza”, so I ended up doing two dives in the afternoon with them. Mark, John and Rowena came for a beer.

				10 April 1994 St Pierre

				I went raving mad in the morning and carried 60 gallons of water from a tap in the market square. We’ve now got enough water to get us to Antigua (I think!). 

				I did a dive on a wreck. My diving watch is playing up and I nearly had to abort the dive. I scrubbed the rudder while I still had some air left. I did a really good job of the starboard side and a quick scrub on the portside. The bottom of the boat looks awful at the moment - we have a lot of 1” diameter “spots” which are starting to join together. I’m interested to see how long it will take for the “spots” to appear on the rudder again. I must start doing a bit of scrubbing each time I go diving. 

				We all went for a walk around town to look at the devastation caused by the 1902 eruption of the volcano (Mt Pelee). St Pierre was the main port of Martinique at that time with 30,000 inhabitants, only one person survived the hot gases and falling rocks – he was in prison!

				11 April 1994 St Pierre

				Brett, Craig and I went to the beach before breakfast to watch the local fisherman pulling in a siene net. I did school work while Glenys did some shopping. We went to the beach after lunch and did some snorkelling. It was a very nice day and I feel like we’ve settled down to family life again after the disruption in Grenada.

				12 April 1994 St Pierre to Castaways Beach, Dominica

				It absolutely threw it down first thing this morning – we collected about 1 gallon of water in 10 minutes. We just stick buckets under the edge of the awning where the biggest drips are – I must work out a more efficient method.

				 We had a very hard bash with 25-30 knots and 4-5 metre seas. We spent most of the time with the port deck awash and the toy cupboard ended up with 1” of water in it. I ripped out the head linings and found that the wooden surround for the middle window was soaked. I assumed that the window is leaking, so I put silicone sealant around the outside edge of the window until I have time to remove the window and reseal it. 

				The log impellor stopped working half way across and I found that it had jammed sideways. There is a deck/hatch leak in the front cabin and the port cushions are getting wet, god knows what that is! We also noticed a strange smell halfway across and we eventually traced it to a leaking petrol can cap which has dribbled petrol into the “coffin”. The boat is falling apart – I need to get some maintenance work done in Antigua! 

				We decided to stop at Castaways Beach because it is fairly secluded and we aren’t bothering to clear customs in Dominica.

				13 April 1994 Dominica to Ile des Saintes, Guadeloupe

				The boat rolled all night – just what we needed. We motored up the coast of Dominica as far as Prince Rupert Point where an amazing squall hit us – torrential rain and gusts of 35 knots. After that we sailed in winds of 10-20 knots with sloppy seas. 

				 About two miles from The Saints, we gave up and put the engine on. We anchored off Ile a Cabrit and after lunch went for a walk up to the deserted fort on the island. We met Claude and Pat on “Saltire” (GB) who asked if we would like a drink of their wine – is the Pope a Catholic! The Iles Des Saints are beautiful.

				14 April 1994 Iles des Saintes

				We had big squalls coming through last night and this morning with lots of wind and rain. Jobs and schoolwork in the morning and then I did a nice dive. Glenys spotted some “horrible looking fish” which turned out to be flying gurnards. 

				We went over to Bourg Des Saintes because we need some food and beer and the wind veered to SE making Ile A Cabrit uncomfortable. The anchorage at Bourg De Saintes is deep at 13 metres so I ended up putting out 50 metres of chain. We went for a walk around town which is very pleasant and very French - there’s a small boulangerie selling wonderful fresh baguettes.

				15 April 1994 Iles des Saintes

				We went for a walk up to the fort above the town. There are good views from up there and the main building has been turned into an interesting nautical museum. Most of the exhibits cover a naval battle between the French and the British in 1782. The British won, led by Admirals Rodney and Drake. 

				When we got back to the boat we re-anchored because we’re too close to a French yacht on a mooring. I did school work while Glenys did some sewing. Brett, Craig and I went snorkelling on the east coast of Ile a Cabrit. Brett can now dive to about 4 metres and picked up a sand dollar. We all went out for a meal which was “interesting”.

				16 April 1994 Iles des Saintes

				School work and sewing in the morning. I went for a dive and the others went snorkelling. I had a strange taste in my air supply which appears to be oil in the tank. I’ve either got a bad fill in St Pierre or here.

				17 April 1944 Iles des Saintes to Pigeon Island, Guadeloupe

				We had a nice sail across to Basse Terre and anchored off the Marina. I went into the Marina to try to clear customs but they were shut. We managed to get fuel and water at the Marina and pay for it with Visa, which was lucky because we’ve only got £30 worth of francs left. It threw it down while we were going into the Marina. 

				We motor-sailed up to Pigeon Island (Cousteau Underwater Park) which on first sight was a disappointment. It was windy and raining when we anchored in the bay. We caught a big tuna on the way from Basse Terre.

				18 April 1994 Pigeon Island

				It blew a hooley all night. We were both up at four o’clock in the morning because another British boat had picked up a mooring and was dragging it past us. He must have moved about 400 metres during the night, but for some reason, best known to himself, he stuck with it. 

				After breakfast, we motored over to Pigeon Island and picked up a mooring on the south side of the island. It was like Piccadilly Circus with dive boats milling around. I went for a dive and Glenys and the boys went snorkelling. We went to the beach after lunch. We are running out of food essentials (bread, orange juice, beer, cereals) so we will have to move on tomorrow. We had a quiet night and I taught Brett and Craig how to play three card brag.

				19 April 1994 Pigeon Island to Deshaies, Guadeloupe

				I was forced to play three card brag at half past eight this morning with the boys – gambling before breakfast! We went over to Pigeon Island and picked up a mooring on the north side. I did a dive and the others went snorkelling. We then motor-sailed up to Deshaies. I cleared in and out of customs and Glenys went shopping and discovered that the supermarket takes Visa, which is a good job because we’ve got no francs left and we’ve run out of basic provisions.

				20 April 1994 Deshaies

				School work and jobs in the morning. I went for a dive and then used the remaining air to scrub the bottom of the boat – 15 minutes of hell lying on my back sucking water up my nose. We spent the rest of the afternoon hiding from the rain and did a quick dash to the supermarket to buy 15 litres of wine. We are not looking forward to our 42 mile bash to Antigua tomorrow.

				21 April 1994 Deshaies to Falmouth Harbour, Antigua

				The sail across wasn’t too bad, but we were on a close reach so we couldn’t do much except sit and wish we were there. We went into English Harbour but it was very crowded, so we went round to Falmouth Harbour and anchored off the beach. 

				Brett and I walked across to Nelson’s Boat Yard and queued for half an hour for customs. I was fascinated by the customs guy - a huge bloke with a 3 inch long fingernail on his little finger - apparantly it’s a status symbol showing that he doesn’t do any manual labour. I checked with Nicholson’s Charters, but our mail hasn’t arrived yet. Both English Harbour and Falmouth Harbour are packed because it’s Antigua Race Week.

				22 April 1994 Falmouth Harbour

				I went into St Johns on the bus. I went to the US consulate and confirmed that the visas in our old passports are still valid. I walked around town buying a few bits and pieces. A black guy approached me and asked me if I would lend him £4. He told me that he worked at the Slipway Chandlers and he needed the cash to buy a fan belt for the van which had broken down. He looked fairly decent so I thought what the hell and lent him the money. I went to Slipway when I got back and they told me that he’s always doing this. His real name is Elton Jarvis known as “Grammar School” and he uses the money to buy crack. I went to the local police who said “not again” and started to take a statement, but the sergeant stopped them and said I had to go to St Johns to report it. It’s too much hassle, so I’ll forget about it and never trust anyone again! 

				I didn’t have much luck with getting on a PADI Instructor Course because the dive centre that was going to hold it has cancelled. However, it sounds like another centre is doing it, but I can’t get through to PADI to find out. “Metani” came for a beer.

				23 April 1994 Falmouth Harbour

				Glenys went into St Johns with Charlie from “Nagual” and I stayed in to do school work with the boys. By three o’clock, when Glenys came back, I was crawling up the walls – I couldn’t get the boys off the boat because they were intent on a new project of sorting out their Lego men! I went for a walk for a couple of hours. 

				I managed to find out which centre the instructor course is being held at, but I couldn’t get through to the Course Director. The course starts on 6 June and costs $1200US so it sounds ideal. Glenys has agreed that I can do the instructors course even if I can’t get project “Dive Glencora” off the ground. The problems of getting a compressor out here seem practically insurmountable and it’s going to be hard to get dive gear at a reasonable price. “Dabulamanzi” turned up in the afternoon with guests aboard.

				24 April 1994 Falmouth Harbour to Dickenson Bay, Antigua

				We rocked and rolled all night. We motored round to Carlisle Bay and anchored so that we could watch the race boats gybe around the downwind mark. The winds were very light and the organisers put the racing classes at the end so that the first two hours were like watching paint dry because the cruising classes can’t use spinnakers. We had just given up, pulled up the anchor when the racers appeared in the distance so we dropped anchor again and watched the spectacle. 

				We motored round to Dickenson Bay and rafted up with “Dabulamanzi”. We went to the beach to check out the party which was actually about 100 food and beer stalls along the beach with 1000+ sailors wandering about. Good fun. The anchorage is heaving. Boats are closer together than I’ve seen before, but everyone expects to be jammed in so it doesn’t seem so bad. I put fenders down! 

				I talked to Gareth about project “Dive Glencora” and he has talked to Paul on Boreal in the Tobago Cays about my idea. Paul has been selling clothes whilst anchored in the Cays for 10 years. He says that I would get loads of hassle from the locals and I would have to move on within one week. Paul says he has a hard time getting work permits and only succeeds because he knows the Prime Minister and “greases a few palms”. This is a bit of a blow, but not completely unexpected. I’ll revert to a lower profile plan – get my instructors rating, buy two sets of gear with five more tanks and no compressor. The total cost including IDC will be about £3700 (instead of £6700) and I should be able to recoup half of that by selling the gear. I’ll give it a go!

				25 April 1994 Dickenson Bay to Five Island Harbour

				We saw “Lady of Avalon”, who we last met in Ibiza, just as we were leaving Dickenson Bay, they were anchoring so we just shouted hello as we passed by. We motored over to Deep Bay and anchored in 3.5 metres. 

				I went for a dive on the wreck of the Andes while the others snorkelled. The Andes is a three-masted barque which sank in 1905 when its cargo of pitch caught fire. It sank in about 8 metres of water and makes brilliant snorkelling. As a dive it is pretty boring, so I stopped after about 10 minutes which leaves me with 170 bar to do another dive. We motored around to Five Island Harbour and anchored by Maiden Island next to “Dabulamanzi”. We went for a walk with Gareth & Fi to a beach and then we all had dinner on our boat.

				26 April 1994 Five Island Harbour

				Glenys went raving mad and scrubbed the waterline at half past seven this morning. She then tried her hand at fishing and caught her first fish, a Palometa. Gareth and Fi took us exploring in their dinghy. We tried to find a river at the end of the bay, but couldn’t find it even though we spent half an hour paddling and pushing the dinghy through mud. We gave up, went back to the boats and moved to another anchorage off a beach. Gareth and Fi went back to Falmouth Harbour after lunch and we went back to Maiden Island.

				27 April 1994 Five Island Harbour to Falmouth Harbour

				Motored around to Jolly Harbour and filled up with fuel and water. We motored back to Falmouth Harbour and anchored near “Metani” and “Dabulamanzi”. 

				We went and did a bit of shopping and then went to watch the “fun day” water games. We tied up our dinghy next to Gareth and Andy and Maggie from “Cora Cora”. Dave, Judy and Stephanie from “Metani” turned up and we all drank champagne, beer, rum punch, etc while watching the beer race and wet t-shirt competition. We all went to “Metani” and got really drunk.

				28 April 1994 Falmouth Harbour 

				Hangover today. I rang the Course Director for the instructor course in the US Virgin Islands and she is going to fax me some information and forms. It looks like no problem to get on the course with 48 dives and the 1 year since I got my BSAC Certification last year. We did a bit of shopping and school work and nothing else!

				29 April 1994 Falmouth Harbour

				Glenys took Craig into St Johns to see a dentist. The dentist said that the front tooth chip should be OK, but he was worried about a top, right-hand molar which is decayed down to the root. He doesn’t want to take it out because it will alter the spacing of his next teeth, and for some reason he doesn’t want to fill it. Craig now has a decayed tooth that will probably give him toothache and then will have to be extracted – what a dilemma! 

				I received the Instructor Develeopment Course (IDC) application form which I filled in and faxed back. I must admit that I had cold feet for a while because the cost of the course and books comes to £1060! Still, what the hell! It was Gareth’s birthday today, so we went to the Copper and Lumber for “Twofers”. Simon from “Metani” babysat for us so we were able to stay out until 2 o’clock, dancing at Abracadabra’s.

				30 April 1994 Falmouth Harbour

				Huge hangover this morning. I repaired the windlass, replacing the chain stripper again. Glenys went to “Dabulamanzi” and spent all day struggling to make cockpit cushions for them. The main problem is that they want piping on all edges and Glenys’ machine doesn’t have a zipper foot. She was at it all day and only did the largest cushion. 

				The boys and I went and selected three videos which they watched for six hours! I cooked dinner on “Dabulamanzi”, chicken, jacket potatoes and beans and we all had a TV dinner before Gareth and Fi went to the Race Week Ball.

				

May 1994

				1 May 1994 Falmouth Harbour, Antigua

				Glenys spent all day on “Dabulamanzi” making cockpit cushions. I stayed on the boat doing jobs. The boys went over to “Dabulamanzi” to get a three hour video fix. I cooked dinner again!

				2 May 1994 Falmouth Harbour

				Changed the engine oil and fuel filters - I hate that job. Glenys spent another four hours on “Dabulamanzi” and finally finished the cockpit cushions. Glenys rang Ceris who is going to try to book a flight to Grenada in July. She still hasn’t received the computer. We had a quiet night. 

				Gareth and Fi came over to say goodbye and gave the boys an old inflatable raft that they had acquired. We’ve left the raft in the sea as a precaution against cockroaches! I’ve started reading my PADI manuals in preparation to going on the Instructors course. Glenys earned $125 for sewing work done on “Dabulamanzi” – I’m a bit jealous that she’s the first to earn some money, but only a bit!

				3 May 1994 Falmouth Harbour to Green Harbour, Antigua

				Gareth didn’t go to St Marten last night because they had a problem with their alternator. He came over at quarter past seven to ask to borrow my Nigel Calder electrical manual. He swam over because he’d packed away his dinghy, so I ran him back in our dinghy. I went back to bed, but felt guilty so I went over to give him moral support. He found out that his alternator was burnt out, so we dropped him ashore to get a new one. 

				We motored up to Green Island – what a bash! “Lady of Avalon” was there so we went for a chat at five o’clock and stayed until half past nine! What a nice couple Mike and Susan are! Mike has come up with one of the most terrible things developed by man – the pump action rum punch dispenser!

				4 May 1994 Green Harbour

				I had a great day windsurfing, ideal conditions for a 5.5sq m sail. I’m starting to get my feet into the footstraps and I can water start OK now. Glenys did school work and indulged me; she can do what she wants tomorrow! We met Les and Viv on “Manatee” (UK). I’ve decided that I’m going tee-total “except for social drinking”. 

				5 May 1994 Green Harbour to English Harbour, Antigua

				Glenys went for a walk up the hill on Green Island while I did school work with Brett. We motored around to English Harbour and then spent an hour trying to anchor. We got a hold on the fourth time, but it’s not very good. Everyone swings everywhere and the bloke next to us is on a mooring which is good because he doesn’t swing very far, but bad because he doesn’t swing the same as us. We saw “Sancho Panza” just about to start their journey to the Azores. 

				Brett and Craig are driving us mad with their constant bickering. They must be bored with us and themselves. We were anchored close to “Lady of Avalon” who kindly lent us two of their games for the night. They left for the UK in the evening after their delivery crew turned up.

				6 May 1994 English Harbour

				We had a bad night’s sleep, caused by a mosquito and the odd katabatic gust, which swung us all over the anchorage. Glenys did school work while I went for a dive and then we walked up to Daw’s Hill to see an audio visual presentation of Antigua’s history. 

				We’d decided to go around to Falmouth Harbour for the night when I spotted a terrifying sight entering the harbour – “Wise Cat”. We just HAD to go to their boat for a drink or 5! It’s a record – I lasted two nights without alcohol!

				7 May 1994 English Harbour to Five Island Harbour, Antigua

				Our anchor dragged about 25 metres during the night but we weren’t in any trouble. I tried to clear out at nine o’clock in the morning, but it was shut. I tried again at ten o’clock and succeeded. 

				We said goodbye to “Wise Cat” and had a beautiful sail around to Jolly Harbour apart from the last 20 minutes when it rained on us. We filled up with water and I bought a copy of the PADI Diving Knowledge Workbook (which are as rare as rocking horse droppings). 

				We motored around to Five Island Harbour and anchored in Stony Horn Bay for the afternoon. We put 82 galls of water in. We scrubbed the bottom of the dinghy which had barnacles, goose barnacles and 3” of seaweed! On the beach we got attacked by a swarm of vicious no-see-ums, so I beat a hasty retreat back to the boat while the others collected shells. We motored over to Maiden Island and anchored out of the strong wind.

				8 May 1994 Five Island Harbour to Pinney’s Beach, Nevis

				We had a very rolly run to Nevis. I was lazy and didn’t bother to put up the inner forestay and second jib. Consequently, we spent 8 hours having to trim the wheel as the main overpowered the hydrovane – what a berk! We had a very clear sighting of a large turtle just off the south coast of Nevis, but by the time the boys had got on deck it had disappeared. 

				We anchored off Pinney’s Beach which is beautiful. The pilot book says “Behind a strip of pale ochre sand are miles of palm trees whose slender trunks and waving lacy leaves catch the sunlight. Mount Nevis ascends into the clouds behind. Gliding pelicans fold their wings and crash boldly into the sea”. The sea bed is weed on hard packed sand and I had to snorkel down and put the anchor on a sand patch to start it off. 

				The log is driving me crazy - it showed a distance run of 36.6 miles when we did closer to 45 miles, that’s 20% low! I’ve replaced the impellor, cleaned it, adjusted it and it still reads low. We’ve now done over 10,000 miles - indicated! 

				The boys and I went to the beach and, on our return, a guy from a Swiss boat “Ha Vents” waved us over. We went for a drink or two with them - Evan, Christina, Tais (6) and Jeremie (3). They are cruising by working their way (he’s a sail maker) and it’s nice to be asked over. We must start going over to boats and “breaking the ice” ourselves.

				9 May 1994 Pinney’s Beach 

				Another disturbed night. It kept raining, but it was too hot to leave the hatch closed. Brett got up in the middle of the night and had a wee up against the kitchen sink – sleep walking, I suppose. 

				I went into Charlestown to clear in. I found Customs OK, but I had a lot of trouble finding the Police Station. I eventually found out that the Police Station burnt out on Xmas Day and they have temporary accommodation in an old disused hotel just outside town. The old Police Station is right next door to the Fire Station! 

				It rained for most of the day, so we all had a quiet relaxing day on the boat. I’m still working my way through the PADI Open water Diver Manual (yawn!). We went for drinks on “Rubiayat” with Dave, Ami, Jessica (1) and Cody (6) from the USA.

				10 May 1994 Pinney’s Beach 

				Another hot rainy night – I must design a hatch “tent” which will keep rain out but let air in. We did school work in the morning then the boys and I went to the beach while Glenys went into town to do some shopping and to clear out. 

				Dave and Ami and kids joined us on the beach and then came for sundowners. Evan and Christina passed by and came for a beer too. Nevis is famous for producing beautiful stamps and there is a Philatelic Bureau in town which has a display of quite a lot of them. Glenys bought two for the boys to put in their scrap book.

				11 May 1994 Pinney’s Beach to St Barts

				Up and away early this morning. The boys are conditioned to move out of their cabin as soon as I start to hoist up the anchor chain. They instantly jump out of bed, run into our bed and go back to sleep. I want to go back to bed too! I fitted a new log impellor as soon as we got going - it’s a lot better now. We motored up the lee side of St Kitts. St Kitts looks beautiful with its high mountain and lush green fields stretching between the rain forest and the sea. 

				We sailed across to St Barts which was a close reach – fast but bouncy. We anchored in the outer part of the bay next to “Les Saintes”. The bay is very crowded and we are left out in the swell. We went into town to clear in and a quick walk around. We had to pay £3/night to anchor out here in the boonies.

				12 May 1994 St Barts

				Surprisingly we didn’t roll too much last night. I went and did two short dives on one tank of air which was nice. The boys and I went to get my tank filled, but the dive shop owner was still on his dive boat. I sent Brett and Craig out to pick him up in our dinghy. He was obviously impressed with Brett’s boat handling because he gave me the air fill for free – you could have knocked me over with a feather! 

				We all walked over to Anse Du Grand Galet which is called Shell Beach. It is amazing. Piles of shells on a beautiful 300 metre long beach with cliffs at either end. The seabed is also littered with shells and when you snorkel down you can hear the shells tinkling in the surf. There are also hundreds of live conch a little further out so I assume that it is illegal to take them – remember, the French will eat anything that moves!

				13 May 1994 Anse De Columbiere, St Barts

				Glenys went into town to do some shopping then we motored around to Anse De Columbier which is a very beautiful bay. We spent the day snorkelling, sitting on the beach and I did a few hours of revision. There is a farm onshore with geese and some peacocks which spend a lot of time calling.

				14 May 1994 Anse De Columbiere, St Barts

				Nice to spend a night without rolling. School work in the morning. Glenys has sewn two canvas panels, one for a sign advertising her sewing repairs and another for a sign to advertise “Dive Glencora”. I spent a pleasant couple of hours designing my sign and went onto designing a handout leaflet. I spent three hours revising the Open Water Manual – I’ve only gone through half of it and I’m getting bored now! 

				We went snorkelling off the north headland and saw a couple of barracuda. Glenys attracted a couple of garfish that followed her around. Glenys took the boys to the beach for a couple of hours. Ollie and Margaret from “Filia” (GER) came for a drink. We met them in Hog Island and they are going the same way as us.

				15 May 1994 St Barts to Philipsburg Bay, St Martin

				Motored to Ile Fourche which is very desolate. There is hardly any vegetation on the island and the anchorage is rather forbidding. I went and did a dive which was very good. We had a quick snorkel, lunch and then pressed on to St. Martin. 

				We motored all the way and decided to have a look in Philipsburg Bay before going into the lagoon. We saw “Flow” and “Drot”, so we decided to stay in Philipsburg. I spotted “Radnor” and went to have a chat with Brian and Dorothy. They were the boat who asked us to pick up some mail for them in Madeira last October! 

				We put out a stern anchor to keep us square on to the swell so that we wouldn’t roll. We had a meal on “Flow” with another two couples and saw 2 small turtles which seem to live nearby, as they habitually pop up in the same place. We’ve seen quite a few turtles since we left Antigua.

				16 May 1994 Philipsburg Bay 

				I went out first thing in the morning to look around Philipsburg and get prices for a new dinghy and other bits. Glenys went out in the afternoon to do the same while I took the boys into Marigot to look for body boards. We’ve been promising to buy them some when we got to St Martin, but when we got here we found that they were at least $75US! We finally found some in Marigot for $42US, still expensive but I bought two. It was worth it to see their little faces as they carried them back to the bus. 

				We met Fay from “Chintoo” as we were walking around. We went to “Drot” for dinner and got a little bit drunk. Looking at the other boats, I’m glad I put a stern anchor out!

				17 May 1994 Philipsburg Bay

				I’ve felt better. I went to the chandlers and got them to assemble the dinghy that we had chosen while I went to the bank and got out $2000. When I arrived back to look at the dinghy, I panicked – it looked enormous. I had to go back to get Glenys to give a second opinion, then we bought it. 

				Glenys went out to do some serious shopping – clothes, earrings, swimming costume, etc. We did a major food shop which ended up as two trolley loads which easily fitted in the new dinghy. The dinghy is great. It planes with the boys and me, but won’t when Glenys is also in – we obviously need a 10 or a 15 HP motor! 

				We took a rain-check on drinks on “Filia” and went back to Glencora to collapse amongst total chaos.

				18 May 1994 Philipsburg Bay

				It’s still rolly in the bay, so we decided to go round to Simpson Bay to visit “Chintoo” and others. I went to get a few things from town and cleared out. They made me pay $2 departure tax for 4 days and I had to wait while they sorted out a receipt – what a waste of everyone’s time. Glenys went out for a bit of shopping while I attempted to tidy up. 

				When Glenys came back we decided to stay put for the night, so I worked on the dinghy and then took the boys skiing on their body boards. I stopped off on “Saltire” for a quick beer as I went past – they are getting ready to head back to Europe. We went out to a bar for twofers which was very nice with snacks laid on.

				19 May 1994 Philipsburg Bay to Simspon Bay 

				We decided to go round to Simpson Bay. We were anchored bow and stern and the wind had swung around so it was on our starboard aft quarter. This meant that we were hanging mostly off our stern anchor and if we dropped it we would swing on our bow anchor into some other boats. We ended up running the stern anchor to the bow, snorkelling down to put a trip line on the bow anchor, pulling the bow anchor up into the dinghy and then pulling up the ex-stern anchor. It all went surprisingly smoothly. 

				We motored around to Simpson Bay. As we were about to anchor, Glenys put the engine into reverse but we just kept going forwards. The bolts on the coupling had sheared again! We went right up to the transom of “Aerie” barely missing entangling our dangling anchor with his dinghy. I sent Glenys up front to fend off while I confirmed that the engine was indeed useless. In the 10 seconds this took, our bow blew off to port and we gently hit “Vintage Port” amidships. I tried letting out the jib in the hope of getting some way on but we drifted down onto “Only Blue” and ended up T-boned on them with our keel on their anchor chain. The guy from “Aerie” came over in his dinghy and helped to push us backwards off “Only Blue” and we anchored (phew!) 

				I put out another anchor and went to work on the coupling. The bolts had sheared off in the gearbox half coupling, so I split the gearbox and took the reduction box into Island Water World so that they could get the bolts out. We called in on “Wise Cat” and had a drink, but I was not in a sociable mood! We went back to Glencora, rolled our guts out and had a bad attack of the cruising blues – I was so depressed and tired that I was in bed at eight o’clock!

				20 May 1994 Simspon Bay to Simpson Bay Lagoon

				It was so rolly that I ended up sleeping in the saloon with the lee cloth up. We were woken up at six o’clock by Gareth and Fi shouting. They had just sailed from the Virgin Islands and went into the lagoon. I couldn’t get back to sleep so I did some diving theory revision. I went and picked up the gearbox. The bloke had spent 2½ hours getting the three bolts out and had managed to leave four fairly reasonable tapped holes. It cost $100 dollars – that’s $40/hr! 

				I went back to Glencora and spent four hours refitting the coupling. Unfortunately, one of the tapped holes in the gearbox half coupling is about 10° off-square so I had to use a bit of brute force and ignorance. I think that it will get us to St Thomas but I will have to get a new flexible coupling and gearbox half coupling fitted in St Thomas. The biggest problem will be getting the bits for the gearbox because Paragon has gone out of business. The consensus of opinion is that the failure is due to engine alignment, but that can’t be done until I get new bits fitted. I got the coupling fitted by ten past five, so we just made the six o’clock bridge opening and got into the lagoon. 

				We took all the sail covers off and had the dinghy rigged up so we could use it if the engine failed,. I also had the kedge anchor ready to sling overboard. This was all for a 400 metre journey into the lagoon! Once safely anchored, we went for a “quick” dinner to Pizza Hut with Gareth and ended up staying up until midnight!

				21 May 1994 Simpson Bay Lagoon

				A bit dull this morning, so we did a bit of tidying up. We went into Marigot in the dinghies with Gareth and Fi. We bought chicken and chips and took it to a surprisingly nice beach on an island in the middle of the lagoon. Unfortunately, the water is too dirty to swim in, so we picked Nat up from “Wise Cat” and went outside the lagoon to the beach for an hour or so. 

				We went to “Chintoo” for an hour or so at about six o’clock and ended up staying until one in the morning! It was quite crowded with Jeff and Karen from “Timana”, Steve and Marilyn from “Vintage Port”, Dave and Debbie from “Prince”, James and Fay from “Only Blue” and a few others! A good time was had by all. On the way back to our boat, we went under the bridge and didn’t notice some guys fishing from it. We ended up with their fishing line wrapped around our propellor which took about 5 minutes to clear - they were not happy!

				22 May 1994 Simpson Bay Lagoon

				Tidied up the engine compartment and the boat generally. Glenys went to “Only Blue” and bought some awning material and clear plastic from Faye to make new cockpit cushions and a new spray hood. Glenys, Gareth and the boys went to the beach for an hour in the afternoon while I continued getting the boat “shipshape”. Touch wood and whistle, the coupling looks OK. 

				We went to “Dabulamanzi” for dinner with Guy, Marie and Tom (3) from “Sahara Blue”. We ran out of water this morning and I had to go and scrounge 10 gallons from Gareth.

				23 May 1994 Simpson Bay Lagoon to British Virgin Islands (Day 1)

				I sent a fax to ASAP about the coupling and gearbox half coupling. I also confirmed that there will be space in the Marina at St Thomas ($18/night - groan!) We went to a marina to get fuel and water. We filled up with fuel and the bloke wouldn’t let us stay to get water “because a big power boat was standing by waiting”. 

				I was so hacked off that I indulged in a bit of shopping therapy and bought another air tank for $100. We eventually filled up with water and went back to anchor to continue to get ready to leave in the afternoon. 

				Gareth and Fi called over and said that Fi would be going back to the UK soon because Annabelle is having more problems with her breathing after her malaria. They have a charter starting on the 19 June and asked if Glenys could take Fi’s place. We have agreed but need to work out the logistics because it’s only 4 days after the end of my diving course, Gareth needs to get Dabulamanzi to the BVI and we still need to meet Ceris on the 7 July in Granada and... ! 

				We had to wait ages for the bridge to open because a sand barge was blocking the channel. We started our sail as a broad reach, but eventually I had to rig twin head sails which took about an hour! Glenys had an awful first watch because the wind was variable and the mizzen kept causing us to luff up. I dropped the mizzen at midnight and had a nice peaceful watch with a full moon!

				24 May 1994 Simpson Bay Lagoon to Virgin Gorda, BVI (Day 2)

				The landfall was very confusing because of all of the islands in the British Virgins group. It took me about half an hour to identify Round Island and find the safe channel to the south of the BVI. I cleared in at Virgin Gorda Yacht Haven and we then went to pick up a mooring in the Dol Islands, so that I could do a dive. 

				We motored to the north of Virgin Gorda, where we anchored next to “Wise Cat” who arrived yesterday. Gorda Sound is a beautiful natural harbour which is very protected. “Wise Cat” came to our boat for drinks and chicken drumsticks.

				25 May 1994 Virgin Gorda 

				School work and diving theory (still Open Water Manual) in the morning. Glenys, Robyn, her Mum and I went across to Leerick Bay in our dinghy – it’s about 1.7 miles and took us ages! We had all been given vouchers to claim a free bottle of Prusser’s Rum (with no obligation), so we walked out of the shop with 4 bottles. 

				We had to give boat names and addresses, so I’m afraid that I was from “Dabulamanzi” and Robin was from “Amatouana 2” (who will be in the Pacific by now!) We had a rough trip back upwind and got wet even in our new dinghy. We all went snorkelling after lunch and I saw my first stingray. I also caught a young turtle which was lovely to see swimming in the water - let it go, of course. 

				We went to “Wise Cat” for drinks – rum punch, naturally!

				26 May 1994 Virgin Gorda to St Thomas Bay, BVI

				We said goodbye to “Wise Cat” who are heading off to the States tomorrow. We motored round to Mountain Point where I did a dive. We then motored over to Great Don Island where I did another dive. We then motored over to Marina Cay, where I got a tank filled. Glenys and I went snorkelling on Diamond Reef – very nice. 

				We motored across to Trellis Bay in the afternoon, which is unfortunately covered in bloody moorings. The only anchorage is rather exposed, so we got the hump and motored across to St Thomas Bay. It would appear that all of the good anchorages are now covered with moorings at $15US per night – it’s driving me mad! The first attempt at anchoring at St Thomas Bay was no good – I dived down and pushed the anchor into a sandy patch, but it would only go in about 6 inches and then pulled out. I guessed that it was thin sand over rock so we moved about 20 metres further from the shore and the anchor dug straight in. C’est La Vie! 

				We had a nice quiet night for a change! Glenys has bought some margarine in a squeeze bottle – it has to be one of the most disgusting things to put on bread – American idea of course! I put my PADI Certification Card, the Test Certificate for the new tank and $60 into a plastic bag when I went to Marina Cay to fill the tank. I was wearing my swimming shorts at the time and I think that I left the bag in my pocket while we went snorkelling and lost it – I’m sooo mad!

				27 May 1994 St Thomas Bay to The Baths, BVI

				I woke up this morning feeling all dynamic and checked the engine to find 8” of water in the bilge. I pulled up a few floor boards to find that the whole boat has filled with water to within 2” of the floor boards. I spent the next hour pumping and mopping the bilges. I think that it was caused by the stern gland leaking, so I tightened the bolts and we’ll wait and see! 

				We went into the marina to do some shopping and I sent a fax to ASAP to tell them to send the coupling and gearbox half coupling to St Thomas. It’s going to cost about £250 for the bits and freight. 

				We motored over to the Baths and picked up a mooring behind “Wise Cat” – they decided that it was so nice at the Baths that they stayed last night. The Baths are very spectacular. I shall have to take some photos. We went to the beach, snorkelled, climbed the boulders, crawled through caves and generally had a good time. 

				We went to “Wise Cat” for cocktails. Today is Friday. When we were at work, we used to look forwards to Fridays because we could finish work. Now we dread Fridays because it means that tomorrow everyone will be on holiday and we can’t buy things and the customs people start to charge overtime. Our philosophy now is “Thank God it’s Monday!”

				28 May 1994 The Baths to Cooper Island, BVI

				We did school work and diving theory in the morning – I finished going through the Open Water Manual and started on Physics (double yawn!). “Wise Cat” said goodbye again. We went to the beach for a couple of hours. The Baths is the most beautiful place that we’ve come across so far. 

				We motored over to Ginger Island and picked up a dive buoy, but Glenys put her foot down and said she wasn’t going to stay with 2 metre seas and a cliff 30 metres behind our transom. I thought this was very unreasonable because it’s a very good dive site, but I diplomatically gave in! We motored over to Carval Island and picked up a dive mooring, the seas were only 1 metre and the cliffs were 50 metres to the side of us so Glenys reluctantly agreed that I could do a dive. 

				After the dive we motored around to the west side of Coopers Island so that I could do another dive on the wreck of the Marie L. We then went to anchor in Manchineel Bay, Cooper Island. The bay has a narrow shelf covered with weed and the inevitable buoys. It took us half an hour with me snorkelling down to manhandle the anchor into a sandy patch so that we could get it to hold. 

				After that another 10 or so boats appeared and anchored all over the place between the moorings. Most are bare boats who don’t know what they are doing - if a strong wind appears there will be total chaos. We are anchored close to the shore in 3 metres of water, so at least we only have the bareboat bombs on one side. Touch wood, I hope we don’t go aground!

				29 May 1994 Cooper Island to Norman Island

				No-one hit us during the night, but we still didn’t sleep very well. We got away fairly early so that we could beat the rush to the moorings for the RMS Rhone at Salt Island. We got there to find 1 metre seas and loads of empty buoys! I did two dives which got me to the magic 60 required for the instructor course. Glenys wasn’t very happy sitting there, rolling away, waiting for me. 

				We motored around to Sprat Bay where they wouldn’t fill my tanks because the valves didn’t have burst disks (I hadn’t noticed that) and I had no visual inspection sticker. I bought a compass off them anyway. We motored around to Little Harbour, but decided just to stay for lunch because it’s very steep and the wind comes from all directions (it’s also very, very quiet!) 

				We sailed over to Norman Island and anchored in 12 metres near “Wise Cat”. “Wise Cat” came to us for drinks and, after they had gone, Glenys went raving mad at Brett because he had been out of control. She also had the hump with Coby because of his swearing and very bad manners.

				30 May 1994 Norman Island

				“Wise Cat” said goodbye again! We did school work and diving theory all morning and then went to “The Caves” in the afternoon. Quite good snorkelling but nothing to write home about (not that I do that anyway!)

				31 May 1994 Norman Island 

				School work and diving theory. I’ve finished most of the subjects – I “just” need to read the manuals. I gave Brett another body board skiing session and went snorkelling on the NW point which is OK. We regularly see turtles in this anchorage.

				

June 1994

				1 June 1994 Norman Island to Caneel Bay, USVI

				We motored across to the Indians and picked up a mooring. Brett and I went for a snorkel around the Indians. Brett swam through a tunnel and we saw a school of squid. We sailed to Soper’s Hole, picked up a mooring and Glenys went to clear out. 

				We sailed to Cruz Bay, St John and had to anchor outside in between two channels that ferries use. We went to clear in. I’ve been worried for days about our US Visas - both Glenys and I have indefinite, multiple entry visas in our old passports. The boys were on Glenys’ old passport, but we’ve all got new passports now. We’ve been told that the visas will be valid for us all even though they are in our old passports. Fortunately, they accepted the visas and cleared us in without any problems. 

				We bought some food and went to anchor off a beautiful beach in Caneel Bay. We did a bit of snorkelling while the boys headed for the beach on their body boards. A phenomenon of the Virgin Islands is the laughing gull which looks like a black headed gull. Flocks of them appear from nowhere if you throw out any food. They hover at the side of the boat catching bread and will actually take it from your hand.

				2 June 1994 Caneel Bay to Great St James Island, USVI

				The boys went to the beach first thing and I used up the remaining air in a tank practicing some diving skills. We motor-sailed over to Great St James Island and anchored in a very protected bay with good holding. We decided to spend the night here and so we had a lazy day. 

				I, of course, spent most of the day reading diving manuals. We went snorkelling on the south point of the island which was disappointing. The anchorages in the US Virgin Islands appear to be better than in the British Virgin Islands and there are no bloody buoys!

				3 June 1994 Great St James Island to Charlotte Amalie Marina, USVI

				We motor-sailed around to Charlotte Amalie and straight into the marina. It was a little fraught docking bows-to between pilings with a cross-wind, but we did quite well and didn’t bounce off anything. We sorted out the awning, ropes and assembled the gang plank, and went for a quick reconnoitre of the marina, hotel and surrounding district. 

				The hotel and marina looks well set up with a swimming pool, shops and restaurants. The surrounding district looks a bit grim with blocks of flats – the hotel staff say that we shouldn’t walk around at night and should use a taxi! I’m irrationally hacked off about this – we’ve been living in foreign countries for nearly two years and this is the first place where we’ve been apprehensive. Has it something to do with the American way of life and culture? Contempt and fear of people of a different racial background? 

				The best thing we’ve found so far is the supermarket – wow! We’ve not been in a really large supermarket for ages. We wandered around in a daze. We went to the swimming pool for a couple of hours and had a great time. Brett and Craig discovered chlorine and the effect that it has on your eyes! We’ve managed to survive for over 6 months without staying overnight in a marina. We are pretty used to being at anchor but it is nice to be able to just turn on the hose pipe and nip to the supermarket! Your convenience for only $18US per night!

				4 June 1994 Charlotte Amalie Marina

				I got a lift out to Bolongo Bay with Pam Balash, picked up our mail, paid out $1000 for the IDC Course and manuals and got a lift back to the marina, which was very nice of Pam. Glenys and the boys did school work in the morning and then retired to the pool. 

				I spent the afternoon wandering around town. The main town centre is very boring, catering for the cruise ships which come in each day. It was more interesting in the area around the marina, Woolworths, supermarkets, radio shack, etc. I bought a couple of things at Bargain Stores and joined the others at the pool. One of our mail envelopes is missing.

				5 June 1994 Charlotte Amalie Marina 

				My 38th birthday, but no recognition for it because Glenys isn’t prepared and I’m starting my course tomorrow! My official birthday is going to be the 16 June which is the day following the Instructor exam and the day before Glenys goes to work on “Dabulamanzi”. 

				I spent the day repairing dinghies and bikes. I had to throw our big folding bike away because it would cost too much to repair it. Brett’s bike is just working but we will “dispose” of it ASAP because the decks are getting badly rust stained. We ran out of water and filled the tanks with water. “Oh, we’ve run out of water. Brett, could you just go and turn on the hosepipe” – great!

				6 June 1994 Charlotte Amalie Marina 

				First day at Instructor’s Course - a day of lectures and course orientation. We worked from eight o’clock in the morning until six o’clock and then went home to prepare a theory lecture for tomorrow. I was dead tired when I got back to the boat. Glenys gave me a nice dinner after which I ignored everyone and worked until eleven o’clock to sort out this damned lecture – it’s only 10 minutes long. Glenys spent the day doing school work, tidying up and going to the pool (I think!)

				7 June 1994 Charlotte Amalie Marina

				My first lecture went OK. We did more course work and spent a couple of hours in the pool doing skills and skill instruction. Tonight’s homework was another theory lecture plus a pool session preparation. Glenys did school work and wandered around the shops – no pool (gasp!) I bought a new pair of fins today because I’ve discovered that we have to do an 800 yard snorkel swim in 17 minutes or less.

				8 June 1994 Charlotte Amalie Marina

				Lectures on PADI standards. I did a theory lecture (which was good) and a pool class session (which was OK.) Glenys had a school work and pool day. I’m starting to get the hang of what’s required for the exam and I’m not half as tired as day 1!

				9 June 1994 Charlotte Amalie Marina

				Theory, theory, presentation, theory. Eric and I did the 800 yard snorkel swim at lunchtime and managed to do it in 15 minutes – that was hard work but manageable! Glenys and the boys went on the Atlantis submarine today. Pam works there and gave us a ticket to get cheap rates – it was still $45US, but they had a great time.

				10 June 1994 Charlotte Amalie Marina 

				We had a four hour pool session in the morning followed by theory presentations and then class work on the Advanced Open Water Course. I stayed in the evening to do a First Aid Course, which Pam kindly agreed to do for me and Zeno because our CPR was over two years old.

				11 June 1994 Charlotte Amalie Marina 

				These eleven o’clock bedtimes and six o’clock mornings are killing me. All of the others in the class are weary too! We spent four hours in the pool in the morning, followed by a dive on the Cartenser wreck to do a navigation dive. We then did a couple of hours of physics and home by six o’clock – it’s a miracle? I still ended up messing about until eleven o’clock reading and preparing a couple of Open Water Classes.

				12 June 1994 Charlotte Amalie Marina 

				Day 7 of the course - only two sleeps to the exam – am I ready? (Not yet!). In the morning, we had a lecture all about standards for the Open Water Course and I started to realise the tremendous responsibility a diving instructor has for the safety of students. We did two dives - teaching one open water skill each and practised “controlling” a Controlled Emergency Swimming Ascent – total chaos. We did some more theory in the afternoon. The Open Water part of the exam is the most worrying – screw up and that’s a fail – no retake.

				13 June 1994 Charlotte Amalie Marina 

				Final day of the IDC. We did two dives off Coki Beach in the morning. I had to do mask clear and controlled emergency swimming ascent both of which went well. We did rescue practice which seemed fairly straight forward. We did some more theory in the afternoon and went through a standards and procedures test which I didn’t do too well on, but that’s an open book exam. I had a nice dinner, a beer and went to bed at half past nine.

				14 June 1994 Charlotte Amalie Marina 

				I felt good first thing in the morning. We had a welcome session with the examiner, Arch Archibald, first thing in the morning. Our group went straight into the written exams – I got 100% on all of the theory exams and 97% on the standards and procedures open book exam. We then did the 800 yard swim and I did it in 14:32, well within the 17 minutes. I was the quickest out of the whole lot until one guy had to do it again because he had a cramp on the first attempt – he swam it in 14:05, which is to be expected I suppose! 

				We then went on to the confined water presentations, and I scored 4.0 out of 5. We had to do a skill evaluation circuit where we had to demonstrate 3 skills - hover, mask replace and AAS breathing. These had to be done to demonstration quality and I’m afraid I scored 4, 3 and 3 out of 5 simply because I hadn’t thought about it! 

				I got a lift off Rich Courtney and we went to Bridget Gardner’s flat to eat a takeaway and prepare our Academic Teaching Presentations. I had to do “Breathing Air at Depth” lecture which I didn’t do until half past ten, but scored 4.1 out of 5 which I was quite pleased about. Back to the marina to prepare my two open water presentations for the next day and collapsed in bed at half past one! Glenys told me that the alternator doesn’t work, but I can’t do anything about it! 

				15 June 1994 Charlotte Amalie Marina

				Up at six o’clock and off to Coki Beach. We did our unconscious, non-breathing diver rescue – I did a very good one. We then did our Open Water Presentations. I had Regulator Recovery and Stationary Buddy Breathing and scored 4.2 and 4.0 out of 5. We went back to the dive centre and had a debriefing and a little presentation ceremony at about two o’clock. Bill had laid on beer and a barbeque, so we all got a little tipsy. The “Passing Out” party broke up at five o’clock, so I went back home to find that Gareth had arrived. 

				We had a TV dinner on “Dabulamanzi”. I’m absolutely shattered but it’s been a great 10 days. Three people failed out of 20. Rob and Zeno from our group both failed their theory exams. Zeno had the strength of character to complete the IE but Rob freaked out and didn’t show up on Day 2. The total cost of the course was just under £1000, but well worth the money just for the experience.

				16 June 1994 Charlotte Amalie Marina

				Up at half past six – it will take a few days to break the habit! I sorted out a priority “to do list” first thing and then wired up the 110V circuit, so that I could put the battery charger on. By one o’clock, I’d discovered that the alternator was burnt out, our battery charger has stopped working and 3 out of the 4 domestic batteries are dodgy. I’ve found a local guy to look at the alternator and God knows what to do with the rest! 

				I went out to Bolongo Bay, spent $1050 on dive gear and had a 2 hour session with the equipment repair guy. We went for a drink on “Filia” who turned up today. What a day!

				17 June 1994 Charlotte Amalie Marina

				Bit of a hangover today. I went to see about the alternator – he is going to get the stator rewound and I should get it back Monday or Tuesday. I dug out out our petrol generator to try to recover two of the dodgy batteries. Bungy from “Shivara” lent me a small battery charger. I reckon that I will only have to buy one new battery. We went to “Dabulamanzi” for a barbeque with Margaret from “Filia” even though it was raining.

				18 June 1994 Charlotte Amalie Marina

				Glenys left on “Dabulamanzi” for a week as a ship’s cook. I swapped all of the batteries around and managed to recharge all but one. The boys and I went to Wendy’s for lunch and then dinghyed over to the submarine base to have a quick look around. I went to the supermarket, bought some food for dinner and then discovered that Glenys has taken all of her cookbooks with her! I made a chilli which I thought was well improvised.

				19 June 1994 Charlotte Amalie Marina

				Big tidy up today. I “reassembled” the workshop and made a simple frame to attach 4 air tanks to the granny rail. We went to the pool for an hour and the boys helped Margaret to walk her dog. We all went to “Filia” for dinner which was very nice of Margaret. 

				20 June 1994 Charlotte Amalie Marina

				Hangover today – it’s all Margaret’s fault. I went and bought a new battery and found that the alternator will be ready tomorrow. I rang Bill at Bolongo Bay and he said that he would sell me some Open Water Manuals and Discover Scuba cards. We started to go round in the dinghy, but the swell was too bad, so I left the boys with Margaret and caught a taxi. I bought a load of stuff and left $175 of Open Water Manuals behind. Stacy and Steve kindly brought them out to me.

				21 June 1994 Charlotte Amalie Marina

				I got the alternator and fitted it. It seems to work well. I ran around all day sorting out the boat so that we can go tomorrow. Brett and Craig painted the anchor chain for me. Craig painted the gaps between the marks, and I had to finish it off but it kept them busy for an hour. Brett agreed to throw away his bike and he bravely did it himself! We had a Kentucky Fried Chicken dinner. 

				22 June 1994 Charlotte Amalie Marina to Norman Island, BVI

				Ollie helped me get the boat out of the berth and onto the fuel dock to fill up with fuel. We motored around to Soper’s Hole to clear in and then went across to Norman Island. The log packed up as soon as we left Charlotte Amalie. It showed 10 knots and the log reading was clicking really fast, so I disconnected the impellor cable. I left the ignition on while we were at the fuel dock and the temperature gauge is oscillating now. It never rains but what it pours! 

				I was real slick picking up the mooring in Soper’s Hole and the boys helped me anchor by steering the boat. When I snorkelled down to check the anchor, I found a conch shell with two small cardinal fish and a baby octopus – I took it back to the boat but the octopus wouldn’t come out! Brett managed to water ski backwards on his body board today. It’s great to be at anchor again. “Dabulamanzi” turned up at sunset and Gareth let Glenys stay overnight on Glencora – after she had served dinner of course!

				23 June 1994 Norman Island

				We went to “The Caves” to do a bit of snorkelling with Glenys, Gareth and their guests. I made my diving sign in the afternoon which took about 5 hours. We had leftovers from “Dabulamanzi” for dinner.

				24 June 1994 Norman Island

				I did two days’ worth of washing up and then cleared the cockpit drains. In the afternoon, I just went down to look at the log impellor and I was so disgusted with the coral garden on the bottom of the boat that I spent 3 hours cleaning the bottom. I spent 2 hours with a snorkel scraping the top 2 feet and then 1 hour with a tank scraping about 1/3 of the rest – I’ll have to finish it tomorrow!

				25 June 1994 Norman Island to Cane Garden Bay, BVI

				Some people on a charter boat kindly brought over their left over food and drink because they were dropping the boat off today. We had a short but pleasant trip to Cane Garden Bay and anchored in good holding sand. It seems to be a very pleasant anchorage. We had lunch and then I spent 2 hours scraping the bottom of the boat. It is very time consuming doing the area around the propellor, skeg and rudder. I found a small crab living among the growth!

				26 June 1994 Cane Garden Bay

				I spent another 2 hours finishing off the bottom. It took me 6½ hours and 3 air tanks to do it. I must remember never to scrub anyone else’s hull! “Dabulamanzi” arrived at midday and we went there for lunch. It looks like their guests are going to come again for the second week of November and may want to do a diving course. 

				I’ve discovered that the log impellor problem something to do with electrical “noise” from the alternator – I tried connecting a suppressor across it with no success. We all went to “Dabulamanzi” for a barbeque. Glenys got paid $500 for her week on “Dabulamanzi”, but it sounds like she earned it. Craig was playing on “Dabulamanzi” and managed to fall in, fully clothed. He swam to the dinghy at the back, crying as he swam. He was very embarrassed and wouldn’t come out of the dinghy for ages. 

				27 June 1994 Cane Garden Bay to St Martin

				I did a few jobs first thing and then we motored over to the Baths for a last rendezvous with Gareth. Glenys and Gareth went to the Marina to buy a bit of food and clear out while the boys swam to the beach. We dismantled the dinghy and sorted the boat out, then left at half past four. Gareth followed about an hour later. 

				It was very unpleasant. We could only point to 140° instead of 120° and the sea was a bit rough. After about an hour we felt rough too! Glenys managed to put a pizza in the oven but I’m afraid that it didn’t get eaten until about eight o’clock by which time it had gone cold. Gareth passed us at about nine o’clock just as a big squall hit us with 30+ knot winds. I was of course in bed and had to get up to check it out. Gareth passed us about ½ mile downwind which surprised me as I expected him to be pointing higher than us. Perhaps we are pointing too high!

				28 June 1994 Cane Garden Bay to St Martin

				A very unpleasant night. By midnight we were about 17 miles south of our rhumb line and I’d given up on the idea of going to St Martin. Gary’s new watch and my dive computer could wait for next time! During my off watch (2-5), I felt a few drips on me and woke at three o’clock feeling cold. I pulled a blanket over me and woke at five o’clock feeling cold and sweaty. At this point, I realised that the starboard saloon hatch was leaking and I (and my bedding) was wet! 

				At eight o’clock, we decided to make for Statia and tacked to go north a bit. Two hours later, we tacked again going SE as we had decided to carry on for another night to Guadeloupe. That was when we heard something heavy thumping ……. Glenys eventually tracked it down to the rudder moving up and down about ¼ inch – PANIC! Was the shoe at the bottom of the skeg falling off? Would we lose the rudder? 

				We decided to head for St Martin to check it out. We then had 5 uncomfortable hours waiting while we sailed there. As soon as we anchored in Simpson Bay, I dived over the side and had a look. It appears that we have lost a nylon/Teflon spacer from the rudder stock which is allowing the rudder to move up and down. It doesn’t seem to be an immediate problem, so I’ll wait until we get hauled out before doing anything about it. We went into the lagoon in the evening.

				29 June 1994 Simpson Bay Lagoon

				Lots of running about buying things - watch for Gary, dive computer, fins for Glenys and Brett, game gear for Craig’s birthday, food, etc. Glenys sent a fax to Lloyds cancelling her credit card (and mine) because the mail from Carol hadn’t arrived in St Thomas. Guy and Marie and Tom from “Sahara Blue” came for a beer.

				30 June 1994 Simpson Bay Lagoon to St Barts

				I tried to get a weather forecast first thing in the morning with no success. It was windy all night and is gusting ESE 25 knots. We ‘ummed and ahhed’ for ages and then decided to “just” go to St Barts. What a good decision! It was three hours of hell motoring straight up wind into 3 metre seas, but it was great when we arrived in Anse De Columbier and jumped into the clear, calm water. Brett and Glenys tried out their new fins and I played with my new dive computer. The instructions for the dive computer are only in French, so Glenys and I spent an hour trying to translate the manual – life’s never easy! 

				I finally got a weather forecast at 1800hrs from Radio Antilles on 930 kHz. The guy talks so fast that I was glad I recorded it. Anyway, the weather is very unsettled and we expect ESE 20-25 knots tomorrow and for the next few days. It looks like we will be doing day-sailing from island to island until the weather gets better. 

				Glenys’ mum, Ceris, arrives in 7 days and we’ve still got about 350 miles to go! Glenys discovered that the steering wheel is giving out electric shocks when the engine is running. I suspect that the alternator has some kind of fault on it and is causing the engine and steering to be live. It doesn’t appear to be a problem (except for us getting mild shocks!) so I suppose I’ll wait until we get to Grenada.

				

July 1994

				1 July 1994 St Barts to Castaways Beach, Dominica (Day 1)

				We got up early and had a very pleasant sail across to St Kitts. St Kitts is still my favourite island to look at – nice and green, a total contrast to the Virgin Islands. We motored round the sheltered side of the island and then sailed towards Nevis. At this point we got very strong gusts (30 knots) off the island, but this soon stopped and we decided to carry on overnight to Guadeloupe or even Dominica. We had a few squalls during the night, and at times we were doing over 7 knots which was exciting. Glenys didn’t like going so fast especially in the pitch black night, so she had a bit of a traumatic first watch.

				2nd July 1994 St Barts to Castaways Beach, Dominica (Day 2) 

				We raced on until about half past four, when we entered the wind shadow at the south end of Guadeloupe - we then had to motor for about an hour before we cleared the island heading for Dominica. We had to motor again when we got in the shadow of Dominica. We had a good run of 191.8 miles in 29 hours (6.6 knots average). 

				We had a swim, lunch and then a lazy, dozy afternoon. We’ve only got 250 miles to go now, so we plan to go shopping for wine in Martinique on Monday morning.

				3 July 1994 Castaways Beach to Anse A L’Ane, Martinique

				We’ve discovered why Dominica bottles and exports water – it threw it down just as we were leaving. We left the awning up and just motored along the coast. We saw a group of dolphins who came to say hello. 

				We had a boisterous sail across to Martinique and then motor-sailed down the coast. The trip down the coast was wet and wild with gusts of 30+ knots in rain laden squalls. We tried to find a place in Anse Mitan, but the place is full of liveaboards mostly on moorings. We gave up and motored round to Anse A L’ane which is just as nice as I remember it – only 3 others boats, sheltered from the wind, nice beach with palms - I don’t know why people go to Anse Mitan. 

				We continue to get electric shocks off the steering wheel, rigging and guard rails when the engine is running – I even got shocks as I was pulling in the fishing line this afternoon! I must say that Glenys looks very cool in her skiing gloves, which she puts on when she has to steer! The stern gland was leaking quite badly, so I’ve tightened it again – it needs to be repacked properly when we get hauled out.

				4 July 1994 Anse A L’Ane to Prickly Bay, Grenada (Day 1)

				I actually managed to get a weather forecast this morning on 930 kHz and it is E2O with showers. At the end, the presenter said that tropical storm Alberto had moved north and dissipated in Texas. It worried us a bit that we didn’t know anything about the first potential hurricane of the season, even though it was up in the Gulf of Mexico. We motored round to Anse Mitan and went to the supermarket to buy 30 bottles of wine at 12FF per bottle. 

				We then set sail for Carriacou. The sail to St Lucia was brilliant – a screaming reach, blue skies and fairly pleasant motion. We were slowed down a bit by St Lucia’s wind shadow even though we were 5 miles out. Anyway, it enabled us to have a peaceful dinner. Once past St Lucia, as darkness fell, the wind picked up to 20-25 knots and we had a wet and wild reach.

				5 July 1994 Anse A L’Ane to Prickly Bay, Grenada (Day 2)

				Just after midnight, we were becalmed by St Vincent and I had to run the engine for a couple of hours. The wind just started to come back at three o’clock at the end of my watch, so I gave Glenys an extra hour in bed, so that I could get the boat set up and sailing nicely for her. 

				At six o’clock, we were off Canouan so we decided to head straight for Prickly Bay. We arrived in Prickly Bay in time to have a bacon and egg lunch. We then collapsed.

				6 July 1994 Prickly Bay

				Glenys went into major tidy up mode and I kept out of the way during the morning. In the afternoon, Glenys walked into Grand Anse and I tidied up the front heads and the workshop. In the evening, I went to see Gary to give him his dive watch and have a natter.

				7 July 1994 Prickly Bay

				Brett spent the morning counting the hours until Grandma’s arrival. Glenys continued cleaning and I worked out our financial position. We have spent £10,000 over the last 4 months and if we continue to spend money at the rate of £1,500 per month we will have to go back to Europe next year. We talked about it and decided that we will plan for crossing back to Portugal in August 1995. This is a depressing concept! 

				Ceris arrived at two o’clock and we spent the afternoon looking at the mail and other stuff that she brought across. She actually brought a new computer over with her. Only 9 months since I sent the old one back! She also brought some mail that Carol had sent to Antigua instead of St Thomas. Gareth took it back to the UK and gave it to Ceris! It contained Glenys’ credit card which we’ve cancelled.

				8 July 1994 Prickly Bay to Hog Island

				We went around to Secret Harbour and filled up with water and fuel. We then went around to Hog Island and dumped the kids on the beach! We chatted to Anne on “Sandpiper” who is over here in Hog Island by herself again.

				I went into St Georges to pick up the 3rd Grade Course for Brett and the Kindergarten Course for Craig. It’s nice to be back in Grenada again – green vegetation, friendly people, familiar! 

				9 July 1994 Hog Island

				Ceris and Glenys went into St Georges in the morning, while I did school work and loaded software onto the computer. In the afternoon, I dinghied all the way around Hog Island looking for a decent dive site to train Glenys (and others) but it’s not very good visibility anywhere. 

				I went over to Secret Harbour to get some tanks filled and picked up Gary who came to dinner. I met Bob and Pam there but didn’t talk to Bob much. Gary says that Bob is probably going to set up a new dive centre at another hotel that is kicking out the dive operator who’s been there for 6 years. Sounds like there may be a bit of hassle, but I might be able to pick up a bit of work in September.

				10 July 1994 Hog Island

				Glenys went round to talk to Roger on “Sea Hawk” who have several children and let Glenys look at an old Calvert Grade 1 course. We think that the Kindergarten Course is a bit simple for Craig so we’ll probably go through it in five months and start Craig on Grade 1 in January. 

				I spent the morning putting software onto the computer and then discovered a load of allocation errors on the hard disk. I ended up having to reformat the hard disk, which is a pain in the neck since I’ve spent about 12 hours on it so far! It’s Sunday today, so we went to the obligatory barbeque. Horst and Karen from “Flow” turned up today – it’s starting to feel like home!

				11 July 1994 Hog Island 

				I went into Secret Harbour in the morning to book a hire car for tomorrow and send a fax to the bank to sort out Glenys’ missing Gold Card. Glenys and Ceris did school work. After lunch Ceris and Glenys went up to the pig farm. I spend the afternoon putting software on the computer and (touch wood) it seems to be OK apart from about 15 disks that I can’t read. We all went to “Flow” for banana pudding and drinks. Brett and Craig had their first go on a “Nintendo Entertainment System” and played “Super Mario Land” – they loved it, of course!

				12 July 1994 Hog Island 

				I went round to “Flow” first thing and found out that their computer won’t read my dodgy floppy disks either. I can’t reload some software, but at least it appears that my computer is OK. Glenys went riding with “Only Blue” and spent the rest of the day walking “funny”. 

				We picked up the hire car just before midday and went for a lightning tour of the north part of the island – Gouyave, Sauters, Grenville, and St Georges. I was very surprised how undeveloped the towns are once we were outside St Georges. We arrived at Gouyave at lunch time and there was nowhere to eat so we just drove through. 

				We went to Sauters and found a baker’s shop where Glenys managed to get a bit of pizza and a few rolls. We looked for Carib’s Leap (where the last Carib Indians threw themselves off a cliff rather than being caught by the colonising French). We think that we found it in a graveyard and, naturally, had lunch amongst the tomb stones! We then had fun trying to find our way back to Grenville and St Georges with the dearth of road signs.

				13 July 1994 Hog Island 

				We went to Annandale Falls and then to Grand Etang National Park. We went for a walk around the lake. Craig had had enough after 15 minutes so Glenys took him back to the car. Ceris, Brett and I carried on for another 15 minutes and then came back. It’s a very interesting walk, but it would take 1½ hours to completely circumnavigate the lake. We went to Grenville for lunch and then travelled back via the SE coast which was interesting.

				14 July 1994 Hog Island to Mount Harman Bay

				We had to drop the car off at midday, so we went to the shops in the morning. I went to Grand Anse beach and talked to the lady proprietor at Grand Anse Aquatics, but they have just recruited an instructor. She said that the cost of a work permit is $1500EC (£375) for one year and it isn’t possible to get a shorter one. That puts paid to my idea of working for a couple of months. 

				We took the boat around to Secret Harbour and filled up with water. We then anchored in Mount Hartman Bay which is surprisingly nice. We went to happy hour and I asked Bob about a job, after I pulled his chain about him moving into the Ramada Renaissance Hotel. He acted surprised that I knew, but I told him that the woman from Grenada Aquatics had said that Dive Grenada is just moving further up the beach. He said that he will think about ways to get me work and that I may have a chance at “La Source” – I won’t hold my breath! 

				15 July 1994 Hog Island to Tyrell Bay, Carriacou

				Up early and motored along the coast to Ile De Ronde. I was dying to go and do a dive on the Sisters but Glenys vetoed it! We all went to the beach and snorkelled and played about. Ceris found some brown coral on the beach. We’ve now got loads of it on the boat! I collected another load of sand dollars. 

				After lunch, we motor-sailed to Tyrell Bay. After a bit of minor hassling, I’ve finally got Glenys to start reading the Open Water Manual – I’m dying to train her so that we can do some dives together.

				16 July 1994 Tyrell Bay

				We motored around to Hillsborough and anchored north of the pier. The sea bed is sand and broken coral and it took us four attempts to get the anchor to hold. Hillsborough is a real one horse town (although the locals call it “The City”.) We had lunch at the Silver Beach Hotel but the diving centre there was closed for the day. 

				We then went over to Sandy Island for a couple of hours, played on the beach and did some snorkelling – I nearly stood on a scorpion fish which had amazing camouflage. “Filia” arrived and we had a quick chat to Ollie (Margaret had gone snorkelling!) We then motored back to Tyrell Bay.

				17 July 1994 Tyrell Bay

				I had to strip down and service the aft heads pump in the morning while Glenys did school work and Ceris went for a walk. At lunch time I managed to get hold of Max at Silver Beach Diving and I caught a bus to Hillsborough to see him about a job. Max is just in the middle of final negotiations to buy the dive centre from the present owner. He is the only instructor there at the moment and there is a good chance that he will offer me a temporary job when he has finally completed the deal with the present owner. I said that I would give him a ring in a few days and arrange to call in again on our way back south. 

				When I got back to Tyrell Bay we all went for a dinghy trip around the mangroves and then went out for dinner at a restaurant. Major success of the day is that Glenys has finished reading Module 1 of the Open Water Course and is ready to do her first confined water session.

				18 July 1994 Tyrell Bay to Chatham Bay, Union Island

				We sailed across to Chatham Bay which was slow but pleasant. Chatham Bay is very nice but subject to catabatic gusts. After lunch Ceris and the boys went on the beach while Glenys and I did her first confined water session. She did fine and actually enjoyed it. I kept forgetting to explain things to her – I’m glad that I’m doing my first instruction with her and not a stranger! Brett and Craig had fun canoeing on the windsurf board.

				19 July 1994 Chatham Bay to Canuoan

				What a night. We had 30 knot gusts coming down from the hills making a lot of noise. I had to get up in the middle of the night to check that nothing was in danger of being blown away. We motored over to Canouan which was dead upwind in 20-25 knots of wind – not very pleasant. We anchored in Charlestown Bay which is also subject to “30 knot gusts coming down from the hills” – very unsettling. While we were going astern to dig the anchor in, the dinghy painter wrapped around the propellor. It would have dragged the dinghy under but the engine stalled – oh God! 

				We had a couple of boat boys asking us if we wanted fish and then if we wanted a diver. I’m afraid my reply was a little terse! I snorkelled down and freed the painter without any problems, and the engine and coupling seem OK. After lunch Glenys, Ceris and Brett went for a quick walk around town. We then went to Little Bay where it was nice and peaceful. The only problem was swell hooking around the corner, so I put out a stern anchor. We were on our own in the anchorage apart from about 20 fisherman camped out on the beach.

				20 July 1994 Canouan to Tobago Cays

				We had a nice night, but we were woken at six o’clock in the morning by the fishermen going out fishing. We had a very pleasant sail to the Tobago Cays and anchored between Jamesby and Baradal. There were about 30 boats there when we arrived – so much for quiet anchorages in the summer months! Before lunch I went for a zoom around to look for a place to do Glenys’ confined water session. I had the pleasure of seeing a turtle and swimming next to a spotted eagle ray in the shallows off Baradel. I eventually decided that Petit Bateau’s SE beach was ideal. 

				After lunch we went to Petit Bateau and Glenys did confined water Session 2. She is really starting to enjoy herself and had a great boost when she did mask replacement with no problem. Ceris and the boys played on the beach and Ceris decided that she likes snorkelling. The quiet beach turned into Blackpool while we were diving, when a catamaran dropped off a load of day trippers.

				21 July 1994 Tobago Cays

				A windy night and a forecast for ENE 25-20 knot winds today. I spent the morning teaching Brett and Craig while Glenys read the OW Manual. I then spent an hour going through Module 3 with Glenys. 

				After lunch, we all went over to Petit Bateau and did confined water Session 3. She panicked a bit on no mask swimming and we had to redo no mask breathing stationary before she managed to swim. We had a laugh with Fin Pivot and completed OK. We didn’t have enough time to do OW Dives 1 and 2 – we’ll have to do that some other time. By the time we got back to the boat it was half past five – I spent all day teaching and I’m exhausted!

				22 July 1994 Tobago Cays to Petite St Vincent

				We sailed to Petit Martinique and anchored off the town in 9 metres depth among local cargo boats. Glenys, Ceris and Brett went for a walk around and had lunch at a small bar. Craig and I stayed on board and messed about. The place is a hive of activity and new houses appear to be springing up everywhere. There is a yacht dock where you can get fuel and water. 

				We decided to go over to PSV to anchor for the night. The others went ashore and I stayed on board and played with the computer. Glenys got the hump with me because I hadn’t tidied up the boat by the time she got back – once she gets annoyed that’s it for the rest of the day and she picks on me!

				23 July 1994 Petite St Vincent to Tyrell Bay, Carriacou

				What a night. Rain squall after rain squall with loads of wind. We motor-sailed around to Hillsborough and (eventually) anchored off Silver Beach Hotel. It rained as we sailed around and rained while we had lunch. I talked to Max at the diving centre, but he still hasn’t finalised his deal with the present owner. It looks like I could work there September and October for £500/month but I’ll give him a ring next week. 

				My present thoughts are to spend August working on the boat in Grenada and Trinidad and then spend September and October in Carriacou. My mum and dad are expected mid November which will give us a couple of weeks to sort the boat out before they arrive. We went to Tyrell Bay after lunch and it rained. Today has been the most overcast and rainy weather that we have seen here.

				24 July 1994 Tyrell Bay to St Georges, Grenada 

				We left in a lull between showers and had a nice sail to Grenada via Ile De Ronde. We anchored in Dragon Bay in 5 metres sand. It is a very pretty anchorage just around the corner from Moliniere Point. Unfortunately, the swell comes rolling in and rolling in. Glenys didn’t want to do a dive because she didn’t want to leave her mum on a rolling boat, so we had lunch and left. 

				We went to Morne Rouge Bay, but it was very shallow a long way out and the swell was getting to the exposed anchorage. We just had a quick look and left to go to St Georges Lagoon. We anchored and then went for a walk around the botanical gardens. We stopped off at a restaurant for a beer and then had a Chinese takeaway for dinner.

				25 July 1994 St Georges to Mount Harman Bay, Grenada

				We dinghied over to the Carranage to do some shopping. Ceris took the boys to the museum. We then went and anchored next to the Moliniere Wreck, so that Glenys and I could do her first open water dive. All went well and I think that she enjoyed it. We then motored around to Mount Hartman Bay, but we were too late to take on water. An hour later we ran out of water! At bedtime, I discovered that I had a serious case of the runs.

				26 July 1994 Mount Harman Bay to Hog Island, Grenada

				We went alongside at Secret Harbour to take on water. The water was only trickling out and I’m afraid that I became irrationally annoyed about it. I ranted and raved and stomped about, but I couldn’t do anything about it. Eventually I found out that there are two separate water supplies and I put another hose pipe on the job – it still took over two hours. 

				We went and anchored in Hog Island. “Filia”, “Flow” and “Rubiayat” are here so we should have a pleasant time here. Glenys, Ceris and the boys dinghied round to Secret Harbour to have lunch and a swim in their pool. I stayed on the boat because I’d still got the runs and was still in a bad mood from the water episode! I had a nice quiet afternoon.

				27 July 1994 Hog Island to True Blue Bay, Grenada

				Glenys and I did her OW Dive No. 2 just off the reef while Ceris did school work with the children. Then we sailed around to Secret Harbour and anchored for 15 minutes while I rang Carol to ask her to send out mail. Glenys tried to pick up the laundry that she had dropped off yesterday - naturally, it will be ready tomorrow! 

				We then motored around to True Blue Bay. The anchorage is OK but rolly. Ceris, Glenys and the boys went off for a walk and saw locals barbequing sea urchins on the beach. Apparently they sell the cooked “sea eggs” to hotels. We all went out to True Blue Inn for Ceris’ last supper before flying out. The food was excellent. I had sea eggs and Glenys had lambi cocktail for starters.

				28 July 1994 True Blue Bay to Hog Island, Grenada 

				Ceris left at midday and we sailed back to Hog Island. The boys rushed to the beach and I went windsurfing out on the reef. We invited “Rubiayat” around for drinks.

				29 July 1994 Hog Island

				It was very windy in the morning, so I declared it a holiday and went windsurfing. Glenys did school work and finished off her cockpit cushions. She then went to “Tekaroa” for a chat with Peter and Kirsty (GB) - they have a Wharram Catamaran. “Filia” came around for drinks.

				30 July 1994 Hog Island

				Glenys walked up to the pig farm with Ami from “Rubiayat” in the morning and I did school work. We then went to the reef and did Glenys’ confined water 4 and 5. I went over to Secret Harbour to fill some tanks and rang Max at Silver Beach Diving at Carriacou. He says that he doesn’t want anybody until October but that I should give him a ring if I am in his area. I put my diving sign up.

				31 July 1994 Hog Island

				We went and did Glenys’ OW dive No. 4. We then went to the Sunday barbeque. Brett and Craig had a wonderful time and so did Glenys – she got falling over drunk! Margaret said that she would do an OW Course.

				

August 1994

				1 August 1994 Hog Island, Grenada

				Glenys nursing her hangover. We have been living on the boat for two years today. We’ve done 10,897 miles. I went into Secret Harbour to try to ring my dad who retired yesterday. I didn’t have any luck. I did however talk to Chris and Sue from “Samarcanda” (Swiss). Chris said he had seen my sign and wants to do an OW Course. I did Margaret’s first theory and confined water. 

				Glenys bought some t-shirts from Marilyn on “Temptress” (USA). The outboard stopped working on the way to get some tanks filled. I managed to get my 12V soldering iron working and got my printer PSU working.

				2 August 1994 Hog Island 

				I stripped the outboard carburettor and got it working again. Then I went and did Module 1 theory with Chris. When we went to start the dinghy it wouldn’t start! I got it over to “Mama Bear” (USA) and Dave stripped the carb and checked it for me for $20. He said that there’s nothing wrong with it apart from bits in the fuel system. I went to start it about half an hour later and it wouldn’t start! I stripped the carb and it’s OK now (touch wood!) 

				I did Chris’ first Confined Water exercise on the reef which is nicer than Calvigny Island. Gerry from “Rajah Laut” came over and asked if I could take his nephew and niece on a Discover Scuba. I went over to Secret Harbour to fill 4 tanks in the evening.

				3 August 1994 Hog Island 

				I did confined water 2 with Chris and Margaret in the morning. In the afternoon, I did two Discover Scuba with Bill and Wendy from “Rajah Laut”. Both they and I enjoyed it. Bill wants to do an OW Course now, so I spent an hour in the evening trying to reschedule diving over the next 7 days! Margaret is a bit of a problem because I can’t tie her down to a fixed timetable. 

				I went to get 3 tanks filled. I reckon I’ll have to get over 40 tank fills over the next 7 days! Gerry on “Rajah Laut” has a Bauer compressor for sale and I’m seriously considering it. To cap it all Bob from Scuba World actually asked me if I wanted to dive the Bianco C on Friday – I had to say no!

				4 August 1994 Hog Island 

				I managed to get my 3 students to agree to a timetable for the next 7 days. I did CW3 with Chris in the morning and then did OW1 and OW2 with him in the afternoon. He had a problem with clearing his ears on the second dive because I tried to get him to do two descents and a Controlled Emergency Swimming Ascent (CESA). I’ll have to do his CESA on OW Dive 5. 

				Glenys has had a slight problem with cystitis over the past couple of days and took a Septrin tablet which Terri from “Manx Cat” gave her to try. Unfortunately Septrin contains Trimethoprim which is an antibiotic to which Glenys has an allergic reaction. She threw up at bedtime and got the shakes. I gave her an antihistamine tablet. Filled 2 tanks.

				5 August 1994 Hog Island 

				Glenys was feeling rough this morning, so she took another antihistamine and stayed in bed all day. John (11) came from “Rajah Laut” and played with the boys in the morning, while I did CW1 and CW2 with Bill from “Rajah Laut”. 

				In the afternoon, the boys went to the beach and I did CW3 with Bill and Margaret. I started at half past seven and finished at six o’clock and then went to get 2 tanks filled. It was Bill’s birthday party on the beach in the evening. We managed to persuade Craig into bed at about nine o’clock, but Brett and I stayed out until eleven o’clock. 

				6 August 1994 Hog Island 

				Glenys feels better this morning. She still feels a bit weak but managed to zip across to Secret Harbour while I did some theory. I did CW4 with Chris and Bill and OW1 with Margaret and Bill. I went to get 6 tanks filled – Gary’s starting to complain about me arriving after six o’clock with loads of tanks!

				7 August 1994 Hog Island 

				Barbeque Day. Glenys feeling good today – she actually lit the barbeque fire. I did CW5 with Chris and Bill and CW4 with Margaret. I took 2 tanks to get filled and still made it back to the barbeque for a beer. I talked to André and Jasint on “Petty Bonhaur” (CAN) about André starting an OW Course next Friday.

				8 August 1994 Hog Island 

				I did OW2 with Margaret and OW4 with Chris. Then in the afternoon I did OW2 with Bill and OW5 with Chris. My first certification! I talked to “Rajah Laut” about a compressor (Bauer) but it has a 220V electric motor, so I would have to buy a petrol engine in addition to the $1800 he wants. What a shame. 4 tanks filled.

				9 August 1994 Hog Island 

				I declared today a holiday because of carnival. Glenys ran around in the morning doing shopping, getting some water and generally enjoying the freedom of having the dinghy again. We all then went to St Georges to watch the carnival parade. Most of the other boats went as well so it was very pleasant. The parade was quaintly disorganised but good fun. It was very hot so the boys and I went for a swim when we got back. I must have been drunk because I ended up diving off the mizzen spreaders – what a long way down!

				10 August 1994 Hog Island 

				Glenys went into town with Gerry from “Rajah Laut”. I did OW4 and OW5 with Bill and OW3 with Margaret. The dives with Bill were nice but the OW with Margaret was a bit rough even in the lee of the reef. 4 tanks filled.

				11 August 1994 Hog Island 

				Margaret’s final exam. She was panicking and stayed up late last night revising. It’s very hard to learn something technical in a foreign language and she struggled with interpreting the exam questions, which I must admit are very verbose and designed to catch you out. It took her 2½ hours, but she scored 98%! I did OW4 with Margaret and we saw lobsters again. There is one nice large lobster that I’ve got my eye on – the hunting season starts in 20 days! 

				I did OW5 with Glenys and Margaret. Margaret took her mask off and inhaled some water. She started to panic and I had to take her to the surface. She then came back down and removed the mask and replaced it perfectly. Glenys did all her stuff with no problems. Filled 3 tanks. We went for a drink on “Filia” to celebrate and drank too much red wine.

				12 August 1994 Hog Island to Mount Harman Bay 

				Bit of a hangover this morning. I did CW1 and CW2 with André Bluteau from “Petit Bonheur”. As soon as I had finished we motored around to Secret Harbour and filled the water and fuel tanks. I got 2 tanks filled. We then anchored in Mount Hartman Bay. 

				Gary came for dinner and we stayed up until midnight, getting drunk and putting the world to rights. Gary is still only earning £500/month and works 7 days per week, 12 hours/day. Bob is taking over the dive operation at the Ramada Hotel in 18 days and still hasn’t employed any staff! It will be interesting to see what happens. 

				I managed to get a rough estimate of the cost of a new petrol engine for Gerry’s Bauer compressor. It’s about $700 by the time I get it delivered which would put the total cost too high. Glenys has agreed that it would be a good idea for us to have one, so I’m going to look into buying a new one which will cost $2500 to $3000.

				13 August 1994 Mount Harman to Hog Island

				A bit dull this morning. We upped anchor and went around to Hog Island. I did CW3 in the morning with André and then OW dives 1 and 2 with him. Bill from “Rajah Laut” had his windsurfer assembled and I went straight from diving to windsurfing. 

				What a mistake! I had a great reach out of the anchorage, but when I gybed, about ½ mile out, I stalled the board and went in. I then spent 20 minutes trying to water start (not enough wind) and to haul up (waves too big)! Eventually I made it back after hitting the fin on the reef several times. I was in bed, exhausted, by eight o’clock! I filled 5 tanks. I told Gerry that I didn’t want his compressor.

				14 August 1994 Hog Island

				I did Modules 4 and 5 theory with André. The weather was so awful that we decided not to do CW4 and CW5. I went over to “Rajah Laut” to swap some games with John. Gerry had tried to fill some tanks with his compressor, but couldn’t get it to pressure up. He said that he was sick of it and did I want it for $200! Is the Pope a Catholic! I’m now the proud owner of a Bauer Varius with a 220V motor which I can’t run, I don’t know if it works and God knows where we are going to store it! 

				The boys went playing, so Glenys and I had a nice quiet Sunday lunch with a bottle of wine. We went to the barbeque late afternoon.

				15 August 1994 Hog Island

				I did CW4 and CW5 with André and then we all went into town. I trudged around trying to find a 5hp petrol engine. I eventually found a Briggs and Stratton in a hardware store but they want £625 for it! Hopefully I can get one via Outfitters or in Trinidad. 

				We had lunch in the Nutmeg and met Dee and Marina from “Marina Em”, who we first met in January at Hog Island. We went to the beach for a few beers with “Rajah Laut”. 

				16 August 1994 Hog Island 

				I did OW4 and OW5 with André and certified him. That’s 5 certifications in 16 days which isn’t a bad start to Dive Glencora! I took John from “Quest” and Annie from “Saga Boy” on an escorted dive. Annie hasn’t done much diving and wanted me to refresh her memory. I made her do partial mask clear, reg recovery and hovering. We went for a nice swim. She was good and we had a nice dive. I got paid $35 for just going diving which is amazing! John is an old school, he-man type diver and took off his BCD at 12 metres (without telling anyone beforehand) to adjust his tank position. 

				Filled 5 tanks. My diving order book is now empty, so I asked Bob if he needs any help and he said probably in a couple of days. There is a tropical storm (Chris) at 40°W, 11°N which is moving this way. We’ll have to keep an eye on it.

				17 August 1994 Hog Island

				At 0500, tropical storm Chris was at 12.1N 42.9W moving 285° at 10 kts. It is 115 miles radius with winds 40+ knots. We are at 12°N 61°W so it should pass well to the north of us. 

				I switched on the computer to plot the hurricane’s path and to my horror I found that the bottom half of the display is faulty again. This is a new computer so I am either blowing up something because of my power supply arrangement or there is a design fault with the display. I spent the morning writing a snotty fax to Watford Electronics demanding my money back. 

				In the afternoon Glenys, Tony from “Marina Em” and I went for a dive. The visibility was awful and we didn’t see much. To my horror, my tank floated loose as I was navigating us back to the dinghy.

				18 August 1994 Hog Island 

				I went for a day’s diving with Scuba World. I persuaded Peter from “Tekaroa” and John from “Naia” to go on the Bianca C with us. We had a strenuous dive on the Bianca C – the anchor wasn’t on the wreck and there was a stiff current. Pete and John were allocated to me but during the dive John latched himself onto Bob when he got low on air. The dive was a bit chaotic! 

				I did a really nice Discover Scuba dive on the quarter wreck in the afternoon. There was a guy called John on the dive. He’s an instructor who has run various dive operations in Grenada, Canouan and St Vincent. At the moment he’s running a yacht called “Jenny P” for someone. I asked him about a 5hp engine and he said that he’d got a spare one – you could have knocked me down with a feather! Glenys came over to pick me up and we had a few beers at happy hour.

				19 August 1994 Hog Island 

				I spent the day trying to see if I could get the 5hp engine going and looking for somewhere to stow the compressor. I had a bad day and achieved nothing. The engine is in poor shape so I won’t buy it and I’m going to have to make a new watertight coffin to store the compressor on deck. I’ve got no information back from Outfitters or Airtech in St Thomas about prices for new engines. 

				Glenys and the boys went into town to look at the “The Simon Bolivar” which is a 250ft, 3-masted tall ship from Venezuela.

				20 August 1994 Hog Island 

				I took the compressor over to “Marina Em” because Tony has got a 240V generator which can run the electric motor. The compressor didn’t pressure up but after 4 hours of dismantling, cleaning and putting back together we got it working. A couple of reed valves had stuck. I messed about in the afternoon and we then went to the beach for a barbeque to celebrate “Tekaroa’s” first anniversary cruising.

				21 August 1994 Hog Island 

				I took the starter motor off and discovered that there is 800ohms between the negative post and the case. It should be open circuit. Glenys and I went snorkelling and found a load of lobsters. I didn’t bother to go to the Sunday barbeque and I’ve stopped drinking. We have decided to go to Trinidad in a week’s time.

				22 August 1994 Hog Island 

				I went over to Secret Harbour in the morning and did some phoning around. Glenys and I went for a dive with Tony from “Marina Em”. We tried to go out to The Porpoises but it was rough and we nearly got turned over by a big breaking wave – we went somewhere else.

				23 August 1994 Hog Island 

				Glenys went into St Georges with Kirsty from “Tekaroa”. I fitted a sea water pump and tap in the galley. We are going to start to use sea water to wash up the dishes. This should help preserve our fresh water supplies. I spent an hour scrubbing the hull and got covered with hundreds of horrid tiny shrimp-things.

				24 August 1994 Hog Island 

				I went up the mast and removed the wind indicator. The vane has corroded away, so I epoxied on a piece of Formica. I went over to “Marina Em” in the afternoon to help him with a minor computer problem. I was offered a gin and tonic with real ICE, so I broke my alcohol fast.

				25 August 1994 Hog Island 

				I put the wind indicator back up the mast. We then spent the rest of the day tidying the boat because we decided to go around to Prickly Bay tomorrow to see the Steel Band. We had Tony, Dee and Marina from “Marina Em” round for dinner.

				26 August 1994 Hog Island to Prickly Bay

				Brett finished his last lesson of second grade – he’s now got a few weeks holiday. I made him a certificate and we had a little presentation ceremony. I scrubbed the propellor and the anchor chain and we motored around to Prickly Bay. We went to the Steel Band night which was very good. Gary met us there and brought a box of diving spares from Outfitters. I’m still missing a lift bag.

				27 August 1994 Prickly Bay to Hog Island

				I started to fit new bits onto my dive gear. Glenys took the boys to visit “Destiny”. We motored back to Hog Island. I went snorkelling with Tony and took my newly made lobster snare. I caught a 1¾lb lobster and had to smuggle it onto the boat wrapped in a towel – the season doesn’t start for a few days. 

				In the evening, Ian from “Manx Cat” had organised a soiree called the “Hog Island Culture Club”. Glenys took her clarinet, dressed in a black cocktail dress – she looked really good. Yachties are normally really scruffy!

				28 August 1994 Hog Island

				Glenys, Tony and I went for a dive. We went with the deliberate intention of poaching and caught 4 lobsters. We went to the barbeque. I wrote some long letters on the computer. We went to “Marina Em” for a huge lobster dinner.

				29 August 1994 Hog Island to Chaguaramus Bay, Trinidad (Day 1)

				We motored around to Secret Harbour and filled up with water. We then motored around to Prickly Bay. I went to clear out at two o’clock. As I filled in the forms, the Customs guy asked me what time I was leaving. “Six o’clock”, I replied. “You’re clearing out a bit early, aren’t you?” I said I had to take my dinghy on deck, etc. He then demanded £5 for overtime because I was going to leave after normal working hours. I told him that if I was going to have to pay overtime, I would set sail at four o’clock. He begrudgingly let me off without overtime. We left at six o’clock anyway. 

				We had a nice sail about 60° on the wind. Very dark night. Craig has had prickly heat for the last couple of weeks. He has a lot of spots on his face which he has scratched – he looks a mess, poor soul!

				30 August 1994 Hog Island to Chaguaramus Bay, Trinidad (Day 2)

				We arrived a little bit too far upwind and had to slop downwind for the last hour. We motored around to Chaguaramus and anchored next to “Tekaroa”. “Ootek” are here, and “Rubiyat” is on the hard. I cleared customs and had to fill in 4 forms with a total of 14 copies! We wandered around the boatyards, had a few beers at lunchtime and arranged to be hauled out on 2nd September. We went to the bar in the evening with “Tekaroa” and Alison and kids from “Lily Maid”.

				31 August 1994 Chaguaramus Bay

				Trinidad’s Independence Day Holiday. The boys and I dinghied over to Gaspar Grande Island and went to Gasparee Caves. This is a limestone cave with 2 big holes in the roof, a small lake at the bottom and fruit bats living in there. They have a guide to take you down the 100 ft deep cave which is very nice. 

				We did a few jobs in the afternoon. I had to break part of a clamp for the roller reefing in order to slacken it enough to take it off.

				

September 1994

				1 September 1994 Chaguramus, Trinidad 

				We got hauled out at about eleven o’clock and had someone scraping the bottom by two o’clock. It’s amazing how efficient they are here. We’ve had a quote of $900US to tart up the topsides, but that’s too much money. I spent the day trying to sort out where everything is. We ate out at the bar.

				2 September 1994 Chaguaramus

				I went into the Highland Plaza shopping mall to look around in the morning and then spent the afternoon ripping the workshop to bits to get the battery charger out. It took 4 hours to get it out and then 5 minutes to discover that a circuit breaker inside the case had tripped! Glenys went to Westhall in the afternoon. It rained very hard today and there were lots of power cuts. We had a Chinese takeaway and then had a beer in the bar in the dark. I tried to run the my air compressor, but for some reason the electric motor keeps tripping out (maybe it’s the wrong frequency?)

				3 September 1994 Chaguaramus

				I spent an hour on the phone trying to find a 5HP engine for the compressor. I didn’t have much luck because it’s Saturday. I took a bus into Port of Spain and had a look around. Very busy up to midday and then everything shut. I spent 4 hours putting the battery charger back and reassembling the workshop. Glenys cleaned the dinghy. We went to the bar for dinner - Brett has invented a concoction of ketchup, mayonnaise and mustard to dip his chips into - yummy!

				4 September 1994 Chaguaramus

				I checked the specific gravity of the batteries and found that one cell in one of the batteries is dead. I took out the back half of the gearbox, so that I can get the half coupling off. I replaced the packing in the stern gland. Glenys removed and replaced the front hatch. The hull is being scraped back fairly quickly. They should be putting on paint on Tuesday. We still can’t decide which antifoul paint to put on. Hard or Ablative? 

				I tried to design a new wooden box to house the compressor. The trouble is, that I don’t know exactly how big the compressor will be when it has a petrol engine fixed to it. It was very, very hot today - even the locals were commenting on it. 

				Craig’s spots are finally getting better after a concerted effort of washing his face and putting on calamine lotion and Savlon. We’ve even had him going to bed with socks on his hands to stop him scratching during the night. We went to “Rubiyat” for a beer and ended up having a communal dinner. I loaded lots of games on their PC.

				5 September 1994 Chaguaramus

				The mosquitoes and no-see-ums are murder. We have up mosquito netting and our 12V mosquito killers running all the time. The little monsters seem to love my ankles. Glenys went into town with Kirsty from “Tekaroa” to buy material for upholstery, bedding, etc. 

				I had a Tufnol spacer made for the rudder shaft. The guy started at $100US for 2 and came down to $20US for 1. I eventually got 2 for S20US + S20TT for the spare because he mistakenly made two. I got a quote of $500US to make the compressor box – he’s going to look at the price again! I greased the max prop. 

				I had a workshop remove the half coupling from the gearbox. I got it back to the boat and discovered that there was loads of play in the shaft. I suspect that they have damaged the bearings when they took off the old coupling. 

				The labourers put on the first coat of Antifoul. I decided to use Pettit Trinidad which is a copper based semi hard antifoul. We used 3 gallons for 3 coats.

				6 September 1994 Chaguaramus

				I took the gearbox back and they fixed it. The shaft runs on tapered bearings and they just needed to press the shaft into the body a bit more. Thank God for that, I thought that it was going to take days to get new bearings and seals. I removed some decking planks from the cockpit and bought some new pieces of teak.

				Glenys went and bought some material for a new spray hood. She’s decided to do it herself. I went into town to get the cost & size of a new Briggs and Stratton engine and picked up some odds and ends. The gang has finished putting on the antifoul and started polishing the topsides. There is a bad oil/deisel stain at the waterline which is taking them ages to remove.

				7 September 1994 Chaguaramus

				I dropped the skeg shoe on the rudder and fitted the new spacer. The spacer is made from 4mm thick Tufnol and it’s a tight fit. I hope that Tufnol doesn’t swell when it’s underwater. I refitted the gearbox and coupling. 

				Glenys bought a new battery which I fitted. Glenys painted the anchor chain and repainted the name on the dinghy. We ate out at the bar again – I’m sick of chips now!

				8 September 1994 Chaguaramus

				I bought a zinc anode and fitted it onto the propeller shaft, I don’t know why I haven’t put one on before. Glenys went into town and got loads of cash to pay our bills. I went into town in the afternoon and bought a new 5HP Briggs & Stratton for the compressor. 

				Everything is finished and we’re ready to go into the water. I took some photos of a Corbeau which are local vultures. They are quite brave and apparently if you go to sleep on the beach they will come to check you out. I managed to persuade Glenys to cook an evening meal.

				9 September 1994 Chaguaramus

				We were launched in the morning. We checked out the stern gland which seems OK now. I had to spend an hour getting the fridge working – just dirty and loose connections. It rained hard for a couple of hours which stopped us doing a lot. 

				We had a nice quiet evening, had Cassoulet for dinner accompanied by a nice bottle of Cote De Beaune Villages which we have kept since Gibraltar. Our last bottle of wine!

				10 September 1994 Chaguaramus

				I had a bit of a frustrating day – I bought brackets for the spray hood frame, but they were 1” instead of 7/8”. I took them back but they don’t have any 7/8” ones and I’ll have to wait 2 days. I pottered around doing nothing in particular. Glenys worked on the spray hood. Pete and Kirsty from “Tekaroa” came for dinner. The fridge has stopped working again – it just blows fuses.

				11 September 1994 Chaguaramus

				I had another lethargic day. I stayed in bed until half past eleven finishing off a good book. I took Craig out exploring some caves around the corner. We went for a snorkel – visibility 10 ft, Yuk! Glenys worked like a Trojan on the new spray hood, while I messed about.

				12 September 1994 Chaguaramus

				I spent the day running around buying a pulley and key steel and other hardware. Glenys spent the day working on the spray hood. We went to the bar for dinner and ended up discussing the meaning of life. We are considering selling the house and going through Panama. I reckon that we can live for another 3 or 4 years on the money we’ve got – very tempting! 

				13 September 1994 Chaguaramus

				I put the spray hood frame together and got the engine bracket made for the compressor. The compressor runs and I filled a 10 litre tank in 20 minutes which I am pleased about. Glenys took the boys to a toy shop – they spent their savings on a vast array of plastic swords, knives, bows, guns and ninja weapons! 

				I talked to Geoff on “Friendship II” which is a yellow catamaran which he uses for day charters from PSV. He reckons that the diving scene in the Tobago Cays is all tied up and they would strongly defend their territory!

				14 September 1994 Chaguaramus

				I repaired the clamp on the forestay roller reefing with JB Weld – it hasn’t worked very well. I think the epoxy has gone off as it’s a bit soft. I’ll probably have to do it again the future. I spent loads of time trying to get the fridge working, but it keep blowing fuses. All my tests point to a fault in the controller. 

				“Marina Em” arrived – it sounds like Tony has decimated the lobster population in Grenada! Glenys has nearly finished the spray hood and we gave it the first fitting – I’m going to have to adjust the frame because the new fittings have made it a bit bigger. The boys continue to run wild.

				15 September 1994 Chaguaramus

				I finished off the forestay and then spent 2 hours trying to figure out the cause of the fault on the fridge. The compressor coil resistance was fine but when the controller was connected to the compressor it blew the fuse. I eventually decided that the output power MOSFET for one of the compressor coils had gone. I went over to see Tony on “Marina Em” on the off chance that he had a spare “IRF540” - to my amazement he did! I replaced the component and the fridge works. I’m rather pleased with myself. 

				Glenys pottered around making blank flags and making some letters to put the name “Glencora” on the mizzen cover. Glenys has had some interest in her paint-your-own-flag idea and has ordered 20 sets of fabric paint from a place in Port of Spain. I measured the running speeds of the compressor – engine 3400 rpm and compressor 2130 rpm which is just about right. We had dinner and lots of beer at the bar.

				16 September 1994 Chaguaramus

				A bit of a hangover and a very bad swell made me evacuate the boat in the morning. I finished the bracket for the compressor and painted it. I fitted two new decking planks to the cockpit hatch and then started to scrape out the old caulking to leave grooves for recaulking the whole panel. What a time consuming job. Glenys did a mega shop and I bought teak corner pieces for the new box on the aft deck which will hold the compressor.

				17 September 1994 Chaguaramus

				Craig’s 5th birthday party. We had a really nice day with about 14 children and a gaggle of parents. The kids entertained themselves and the parents drank beer. Dave from “Rubiyat” did a few magic tricks with silks, a thumb and a changing bag. After the party Brett, Craig, Ian and Jason caught some fantailed guppies from the stream running through the boatyard. We now have an improvised fish tank full of guppies, which is hanging from the boom in the cockpit. It’s a huge mayonnaise jar - I’ve banged my head on it twice already - it doesn’t half hurt.

				18 September 1994 Chaguaramus

				The fridge stopped working again. The same output mosfet again. I had to go over to “Marina Em” and borrow another component – I’d only just given him one back and hadn’t had a chance to buy a spare! I cleaned the contacts on the compressor socket and recleaned all the others – I hope that that is it now! I finished scraping out the caulking on the hatch cover in the cockpit. I started to pull the box on the aft deck to bits – fortunately, I think that I’ll be able to rebuild it without removing the base. Glenys finished the spray hood which looks good.

				19 September 1994 Chaguaramus

				Glenys went to the zoo with Dee and Marina. I caulked the cockpit panel and bought wood for the box on the aft deck. I discovered that the fridge had stopped working again so I sent a fax to Penguin Engineering in England. We went to the bar and I drowned my sorrows!

				20 September 1994 Chaguaramus

				Hangover again. I spent the day building the box. Glenys worked on the new upholstery for the front cabin.

				21 September 1994 Chaguaramus

				Glenys started the Calvert third grade course with Brett. I spent most of the day building the box. We went out with a group to a restaurant which does “as much shrimp as you can eat” for 40TT (£4.40). It was very well presented and tasted wonderful. We had a very nice night out for £20 including drinks and taxi.

				22 September 1994 Chaguaramus

				I went into town to get some electronic bits for the fridge. I finally managed to get a 12V adapter for Craig’s game gear which has been eating batteries. I got a good deal on a new Microsoft mouse for £25. When I got back to the boat, I was frustrated that the display on the computer wouldn’t work, so I took it to pieces. I found that there is a very delicate IDC ribbon cable which has a couple of dodgy connections. I ended up drilling two holes in the top of the case so that I can push a screwdriver in and wiggle the cable. What an animal, but it works! Glenys did school work and finished the upholstery for the front cabin.

				23 September 1994 Chaguaramus

				Rained most of the day. I rewired the circuit for the fridge controller and it appears to work OK. Glenys did schoolwork and we stayed in all day. We ran out of water and decided to fill up with jerry cans because we don’t want to go to the trouble of finding a place to re-anchor! The boats in the anchorage swirl around a lot and we’ve got a place where we are established.

				24 September 1994 Chaguaramus

				Raining again. I did a cash flow and a bit of admin in the morning and played with the computer in the afternoon. Glenys visited Linda and kids on “Destiny” at TTYA. We all went to a jazz jam session in the evening at Powerboats Bar. The fridge controller blew up AGAIN!

				25 September 1994 Chaguaramus

				Raining all day, rolling and hangover. I spent the morning looking at the plan and timing for going through Panama. I lounged about feeling sorry for myself in the afternoon. Glenys and the boys went to Jessica’s birthday party on “Rubiayat”.

				26 September 1994 Chaguaramus

				The same MOSFET has blown up on the fridge. I sent another fax to Penguin Engineering. I worked on the box all day while Glenys dug out the rusty ballast out of the bottom of the aft wardrobe - it’s expanding and splitting the woodwork. I rang my mum and dad – they still haven’t booked anything to come out and see us. 

				The boys spent most of the afternoon ashore with Ian from “Lilymaid”. When they were at Peake’s dinghy dock they saw a man struggling in the water. Moments later the man disappeared under! They called for help. I arrived about two hours later just as police frogmen went in the water to search. A couple of minutes later, they dragged out the body. The boys were fascinated and I had to drag them away. We told Brett and Craig that they were heroes for calling for help. They don’t seem to be too concerned about the event.

				27 September 1994 Chaguaramus

				I finished the box and fitted the compressor. Glenys went to West Mall shopping. We put 40 litres of fuel in the tank from two old containers.

				28 September 1994 Chaguaramus

				We’ve decided to clear out and go to Tobago on Friday (30th). We spent the day tidying up and doing last minute jobs. We went to “Tekaroa” for a “Wok and Roll”, then onto another children’s birthday party in the afternoon. I filled 1 scuba tank which took 20 minutes.

				29 September 1994 Chaguaramus

				Hangover. I checked the sails and made the spray hood frame a bit shorter because the main boom hits it when it’s fully sheeted in. Glenys went into town to buy materials to re-upholster the back cabin. There’s a cholera alert in Trinidad – I hope that the water we are drinking is OK.

				30 September 1994 Chaguaramus to Scotland Bay

				I went to Port of Spain to clear out. I then called in at TTYC and bought 8 metres of blue sunbrella canvas to extend the awning. We said goodbye to “Tekaroa” and waited to get fuel. It was total chaos as boats queued. We ended up rafted next to “Seahorse” and finally got away at about 3 o’clock. 

				We motored out of the harbour and anchored in Scotland Bay which is very nice. We opened a small bottle of champagne to celebrate our escape from Chaguaramus. I put some water purification powder in the water tanks to get rid of the bad taste and protect us against cholera.

				

October 1994

				1 October 1994 Scotland Bay, Trinidad to La Vache Bay

				We pottered around in the morning. Scotland Bay is very peaceful. I saw an osprey and we heard loud raucous calls which we think were howler monkeys. We motored up the north coast and anchored close to shore in La Vache Bay. This is another beautiful spot with the rainforest coming down the steep slopes to the sea. The anchorage is a bit rolly but sheltered. 

				We did some swimming, snorkelling and body board skiing. It’s great not to have to think about doing jobs. Brett, Craig and I went for an explore up a path and met an old guy in a rough shack. He comes here to sit in seclusion and read the bible at weekends. He very kindly gave us a couple of avocados. 

				A local fisherman rowed over with his two sons, gave us a couple of breadfruit and some tips on line fishing. Apparently tuna is good bait. We gave him some books for his children to read. We all then did some fishing and caught a few small fish.

				2 October 1994 La Vache Bay to Maracas Bay

				We motored around to Maracas Bay. The anchorage is very nice. The boys went to the beach and played with some local kids. We watched the locals fishing with a seine net. It got stuck on the bottom causing 30 minutes of mayhem and some very colourful language. 

				Glenys and I had a go at cleaning the waterline – we still have tar marks. We got ready to sail, had dinner and went to bed with the alarm set for midnight.

				3 October 1994 Maracas Bay to Store Bay, Tobago

				We motored out of Maracas Bay at midnight and motored up the coast. Glenys was on watch when we passed an unlit fishing boat. She didn’t see it until it was about 40ft off our port side. I had a similar experience with a fishing boat with a single white light. It is very difficult to judge distance with a single white light and we were on it before I knew it. 

				By seven o’clock, we had reached the north east tip of Trinidad and struck out for Tobago. The wind was dead on the nose, so we motored the whole way. We went into Scarborough, anchored, cleared customs, did some shopping, bought some rotis for lunch and set sail for the south coast of the island. We spend the night in Store Bay which was a bit rolly.

				4 October 1994 Store Bay to Bucoo Bay

				Glenys did school work in the morning and I went to the local dive shop for some advice on local dive sites. We then went round to Bucoo Bay and anchored next to “Mini Titanic”. We had met Hans and Siegred in Almeria, Spain in September 1993. We went snorkelling and went to the beach before going to “Mini Titanic” for lots of punch and red wine. The boys had a good time messing about with Hans who kept trying to lock them in his engine compartment.

				5 October 1994 Bucoo Bay

				I did school work with Brett while Glenys made a new wind-scoop for the back hatch. It kept raining last night and we were hot. We also rocked and rolled last night, so we put out a stern anchor to keep us stern to the swell. It rained most of the day and Craig wasn’t feeling well, so we had a quiet day in.

				6 October 1994 Bucoo Bay to Man of War Bay

				We motored round to Mount Irvine Bay which is very nice but rolly. Glenys and I did a dive off the headland. We then motored to Great Courland Bay, had lunch and decided to press on up the coast because the anchorage was very rolly. We stopped for a quick look at Parlatuvier Bay but decided to carry on as the bay is small, crowded with fishing boats and (you’ve guessed) very rolly. We went to Man of War Bay and had to anchor in 20 metres of water. What a busy day.

				7 October 1994 Man of War Bay

				Glenys did school work in the morning and I wrote letters. In the afternoon, we went for a quick look at the town, Charlotteville, and then walked to Pirate Bay. Charlotteville is a small village and Pirate Bay has a lovely beach. It would be a great anchorage, but we can’t anchor there because the locals fish with seine nets every day. Brett caught 5 big eyes which tasted wonderful.

				8 October 1994 Man of War Bay

				School work in the morning. We mooched about in the afternoon getting grumpy with each other. It kept raining and we were rolling a lot. Eventually we went to the beach. I went off by myself and had an hour’s snorkelling. I snared a fair sized lobster, but it had eggs so I had to let it go.

				9 October 1994 Man of War Bay to Anse Bateau

				We motored around to Anse Bateau which is lovely. Nice little bay with good beach, fresh wind and good snorkelling. We went for a dive and then to the hotel for lunch and a couple of beers. We had lunch with Steve, Linda and Dave (7) from “Maccabee”. They are the only other boat in the anchorage. We all walked down to Speyside past an old water wheel amongst the ruins of a sugar mill. The sun shone and life was wonderful.

				10 October 1994 Anse Bateau

				This anchorage is so nice that we decided to stay a few days. After school work and lunch Glenys and I went for another dive, this time with Steve and Linda. Brett and Craig played with Dave. “Maccabee” came to our boat for a communal dinner. Filled 2 scuba tanks.

				11 October 1994 Anse Bateau

				I had a lazy morning finishing a good novel. Glenys did school work and then we went out to a restaurant called “Jemmas” for lunch. I did an hour’s snorkelling in the afternoon. We were invited to “Maccabee” for dinner.

				12 October 1994 Anse Bateau to Hog Island, Grenada (Day 1)

				Up early and motored around to Scarborough. Cleared out, did some shopping and went round to Store Bay. We caught a tuna on the way round. I filled 3 scuba tanks. We sorted ourselves out and left at six o’clock in the evening with not much wind. The wind died after a short sail and we had to motor a fair bit.

				13 October 1994 Anse Bateau to Hog Island, Grenada (Day 2)

				The wind picked up enough to sail at five in the morning and very pleasant it was. We cleared in at Prickly Bay and motored to Secret Harbour, where we filled up with water and fuel. We then motored round to Hog Island for lunch. The boys went to the beach and I went snorkelling for lobster. I saw quite a few of the little devils, but they eluded me. 

				We picked up some mail. The estate agent reckons that our house is only worth £70K which is a bit depressing since it cost us £95K and we have an £80K mortgage! I suppose that we will have to hang on another year and see what happens. I’ve not received my new manuals from PADI which I ordered in August – I’ll have to send them another fax.

				14 October 1994 Hog Island

				I spent all day running around. I went into town and picked up the mail. I called at Federal Express to pick up the fridge controller, but I was told that I needed a form from customs in Prickly Bay. Back to the boat for lunch and then walked over to Prickly Bay and eventually got the required form from them. I went into town and picked up the fridge controller. Glenys meanwhile did school work. When I got back Glenys and I went snorkelling and I caught 2 lobsters. The new fridge controller seems to work OK.

				15 October 1994 Hog Island to Prickly Bay

				I went diving with John from “Naia”. I emptied two tanks but didn’t catch any lobster. I filled 2 tanks. I did Lesson 1 of Craig’s Grade 1 – he’s so excited. We sailed to Prickly Bay in the afternoon and went to Gary and Donna’s for dinner. We had a very nice evening and Gary brought me up to date on the continuing saga of Bob.

				16 October 1994 Prickly Bay to Hog Island

				We all had a lazy Sunday morning reading our books. I picked Donna up at midday and we sailed round to Hog Island for the Sunday barbeque. Glenys, Donna and I went for a quick snorkel and I spotted some lobster but they were at 15 metres and too deep to try to catch. I dropped Glenys and Donna off at the beach and went back for the lobster with a tank. I caught 3 x 1lb lobsters and gave one to Donna (after we cooked it!). A nice day.

				17 October 1994 Hog Island

				After schoolwork, I repaired the windlass which had chewed up the main shaft key. Then I spent the afternoon lounging about reading a book. Glenys earned £2.50 repairing a sheet for a Belgian lady.

				18 October 1994 Hog Island

				School work in the morning. I decided to work out our tax and financial position and worked until bed time only pausing for meal breaks – boring! It rained most of the day and Glenys occupied herself sewing. The boys went to the beach.

				19 October 1994 Hog Island

				School work in the morning. I spent a few hours on our finances and then did a dive with Glenys. We caught 2 lobsters. I filled 1 scuba tank. I was filling the second tank when a gust of wind slammed the box lid and knocked the air pipe overboard. I didn’t notice at the time and the second tank is now full of exhaust fumes. I’ll have to empty it. I tried to find the air pipe but the visibility is only about two feet.

				20 October 1994 Hog Island

				School work in the morning. I then went into St Georges to get some money and a new pipe for the compressor. My gold credit card is being declined. I must fax the bank. I spent the afternoon on our finances. Glenys sewed “Glencora” on the mizzen cover.

				21 October 1994 Hog Island

				School work and finances. I filled 6 tanks. I did a dive with John from “Naia” and we caught 4 medium lobster. Glenys didn’t come with us because she was asked to paint a courtesy flag for a South African guy. We went for drinks on “Naia”.

				22 October 1994 Hog Island

				I spent all day on our finances and income tax again. We’ve spent about £14K in the last 6 months which is twice as much as we should be spending. What is even worse is that I calculate that we owe £2K income tax for 93/94 tax year. We have got £45K free cash at the moment so if we decide to go through Panama we can only spend £15K per year for 3 years. Our care free holiday is over - we must tighten up on our expenditure.

				23 October 1994 Hog Island

				Glenys and I did a dive. She had her first real go at navigating, got lost and then found her way. Good confidence boosting stuff! We went to the Sunday barbeque. I filled 2 tanks. Caught 2 lobsters.

				24 October 1994 Hog Island

				School work in the morning. It was a miserable day – overcast and raining. I couldn’t motivate myself so I read a book. I sent a fax to PADI to get some stuff sent to Bequia and another fax to the bank to get my credit card cleared. 

				Craig is doing really well in his schoolwork. I’m teaching him while Glenys teaches Brett and I really enjoy it. It’s a very well structured course and Craig is ready to start reading. Brett is keen on Famous Five Books and can read one a day – insatiable!

				25 October 1994 Hog Island

				Schoolwork in the morning and then we tidied up the boat after two weeks of chaos. John and I went for a dive and caught lobster. John and Chris from “Naia” came for dinner. I’m afraid we got a bit drunk.

				26 October 1994 Hog Island to St Georges Lagoon

				Major hangover. We sailed/motored round to the lagoon and went straight out to the Nutmeg for lunch. Three beers later I was feeling better. I tried to get some cash out with my gold card but no joy! We did some shopping and I bought some oil to do an engine oil change. Quiet dinner of lobster (again!)

				27 October 1994 St Georges Lagoon to Prickly Bay

				We motored to Dragon Bay where Glenys and I did a dive. Motored to Prickly Bay. I filled 3 tanks. Gary and Donna came around for dinner. Gary has quit his job with Scuba World. 

				It came to a head on a dive on the Bianca C about a week ago. Bob did the dive with an advance OW student and 4 others. Bob, the student and another came up the anchor line and the others missed the line. There was a strong current and the group doing the free ascent drifted downstream. Bob surfaced with his student without doing a safety stop and went into a blind panic. He tried to get out of the water in full gear, dragged his student out of the water and screamed and shouted. They buoyed the anchor and went screaming off to get the “missing group”. Bob got on the radio and said they had missing divers. They picked up the other group (after Bob tried to run them down with the boat) and went back for the anchor. 

				The anchor was on the stern of the Bianca C in 50 metres and Gary went down to try to free it. In the meantime Bob had got a rope around the propellor and couldn’t go forward to help Gary. They had to drop the anchor. Gary and Bob had an argument and Gary quit. It turns out that a rival dive shop went and got the anchor and the 300ft warp. Bob and Pam are accusing Gary of stealing it! I think Gary is relieved to be free of Bob. Gary looks like he’s got a job at another dive centre which pays him more, so it’s probably worked out OK. 

				I rang my mum and dad. They are coming out to Antigua on 14 January and return on 14 February. My brother, Andrew was at Poiares – he’s been made redundant and his wife, Gillian is pregnant with their second child. He sounds fairly relaxed about it, but he’s always chilled...

				28 October 1994 Prickly Bay to Hog island

				We motored around to Secret Harbour. Filled up with water and diesel. We got a fax from the bank. Our card is being refused because we have gone overdrawn at the bank. I rang Carol to get her to transfer £13K from Glenys’ building society to Jersey. I also got a fax from PADI – they’ve dispatched some bits to Bequia. 

				We went around to Hog Island and did school work. I dinghied back round to Secret Harbour in the evening to ask Bob for a job for a couple of weeks, but he’s already got two new instructors from England. I don’t know whether to be sad that he doesn’t want me or happy that I don’t have to work for him!

				29 October 1994 Hog Island

				School work in the morning. I changed the engine oil - it took 3 hours to do it and clean up – what an awful job! I played the clarinet and read in the afternoon.

				30 October 1994 Hog Island

				Glenys and I went for a dive and I caught a 2½ lb lobster. I filled 2 tanks. We went to the beach barbeque. Gareth and Fi arrived at about five in the afternoon. They gave us the good news that Fi is pregnant and we retired to “Dabulamanzi” for champagne and lobster. The boys watched TV (of course!)

				31 October 1994 Hog Island to Prickly Bay

				Glenys went out and sold £50 worth of table linen and flags while I stayed in doing schoolwork. We then motored round to Prickly Bay to clear out. The customs guy asked what time I was leaving. “As soon as I’m ready”. He wouldn’t accept this and wanted a specific time – “half past three” (of course). I felt guilty all afternoon. At five o’clock, Glenys remembered that we had left some gas bottles at Secret Harbour, so we’ll have to go around there first thing in the morning. 

				

November 1994

				1 November 1994 Prickly Bay, Grenada to Tyrell Bay, Carriacou

				We motored around to Secret Harbour, picked up the gas bottles and then set off to chase “Dabulamanzi”. When we both motor-sail, we catch them up, but when we both sail they streak ahead. We eventually caught them up near the top of Grenada. 

				We drew alongside and were just pulling ahead, when a big gust of wind blew one of our cockpit cushions overboard. We had to go back and get it, so they got ahead again. We tried to get the cushion by Glenys climbing in the dinghy which we were towing. I luffed up, but we kept getting blown off so I just dived in to get it. 

				We stopped off at Ile De Ronde for lunch. We all went for a snorkel and Gareth impressed us all by catching a 4½ lb lobster with his bare hands. We had a very nice sail up to Carriacou and had dinner on “Glencora”.

				2 November 1994 Tyrell Bay to Tobago Cays

				Glenys, Gareth and I went for a dive at the Sisters. We then sailed to Union, cleared in and motored to the Tobago Cays. We had dinner on “Dabulamanzi”.

				3 November 1994 Tobago Cays

				Bit of a hangover today. We did school work and then went for a snorkel with Gareth. Gareth and Fi left after lunch and we had a quiet afternoon.

				4 November 1994 Tobago Cays

				School work in the morning. Glenys and I went for a short dive, but the visibility was terrible. We stopped off at “Manx Cat” to have a cup of tea with Ian and Terri. Filled 2 tanks.

				5 November 1994 Tobago Cays

				School work in the morning. It threw it down most of the afternoon. We had a big squall go through with 40 knot winds. We decided to go to the beach at about four o’clock and got covered in thick oil hidden in the sand. It took us ages to get it off the boys using white spirit. 

				I’ve been spending a fair bit of time practicing the clarinet. It’s very hard work and I don’t seem to be getting any better. I think I’ve reached a wall and need to keep pushing to break through.

				6 November 1994 Tobago Cays 

				School work in the morning. Another horrible, rainy, windy day so we decided to stay put. I spent an hour and a half windsurfing. It took a while to get used to it after a three month layoff. I was shattered.

				7 November 1994 Tobago Cays to Saline Bay, Mayreau

				We took the opportunity of a break in the rain to dash to Union Island so that Glenys could buy some essentials. We then motored to Saline Bay. 

				After lunch, Glenys and I went to do a dive on a wreck just off the headland. Unfortunately, we couldn’t find it. We decided to do a short dive anyway. The current was very strong and the visibility was poor, so we only did 5 minutes! We went back to the boat and I rechecked the transits. Armed with a hand bearing compass I went back with snorkelling gear, but still couldn’t find it - very frustrating!

				8 November 1994 Saline Bay

				We woke up this morning to find a cruise ship anchored off the bay and the usually quiet beach was buzzing with activity. White beach chairs had been set up along the beach with the locals waiting, hungry for Yankee dollars. We did school work and then went to the beach with the intention of buying a roti for lunch. 

				The beach was heaving with about 500 people. We waded through the locals selling t-shirts and tourist stuff to find that the cruise ship had set up its own bar and buffet lunch. There was no local food or bars, so we couldn’t get anything to eat! It was an amazing operation with steel band, towels, beach mats and waiters all laid on by the cruise ship. The passengers were queuing for food. The thought of all that queuing has put me off cruise ships for life! 

				By five o’clock, everything had been returned to normal, the only sign of the bustling day being the neatly stacked beach chairs and the footprints in the sand!

				9 November 1994 Saline Bay to Saltwhistle Bay

				I went mad and decided to go snorkelling at quarter past seven in the morning - I finally discovered the location of the wreck, but Glenys didn’t want to go for a dive, so we did school work in the morning. 

				We motored around to Salt Whistle Bay (past two boats anchored next to the wreck.) Salt Whistle Bay really is lovely. We went for a snorkel around the headland which was nice. We ended up on “L’Escargot” (UK) having a beer with Peter and Stella. When we got back to our boat another bloke came over for a chat. He’s a doctor from Lichfield who owns an oyster 406 called “Sakida” which is based in Plymouth.

				10 November 1994 Saltwhistle Bay to Little Bay, Canouan

				School work in the morning. We sailed to Little Bay, Canouan where we’ve been before – it’s a great, quiet anchorage. After lunch, Glenys and I went for a dive but (alas) saw no sign of lobster. Glenys raided the cupboards for dinner. Craig and Glenys caught a few small fish in the evening.

				11 November 1994 Little Bay

				Schoolwork in the morning. We bought some grouper from a fisherman (£1/pound). I filled two tanks. Craig did his first test today and passed with 100% - I was really proud of him. I did a Discover Scuba dive with Kiri Harris (daughter of the doctor from Lichfield). I went ashore for a chat with the fishermen on the beach and they agreed to take me diving for lobster with them tomorrow.

				12 November 1994 Little Bay 

				Up at six o’clock in the morning and off in the fishermans’ speed boat. We travelled 10 miles out to Sail Rock and dived to the east of it. They operate with 3 people in the boat – a diver (Gary), a surface snorkeler (Rolf) and a boat handler (Lawrence). 

				Gary did 3 dives to 40, 40 and 30 metres. I did a 40 and a 30 metre dive with a 40 minute surface interval. I had to do a decompression stop on the first dive and Gary was down there 5 minutes longer than me! Gary takes 12 snares and a spear gun with him. They snare the lobster around the antenna and just tow them around. I only took a couple of snares on the first dive and 4 on the second. Gary caught 10 lobsters and speared 2 grouper - I only managed to catch 3 lobsters for them. 

				It was spectacular diving in very clear water. They gave me one lobster and said that I can go with them again tomorrow. The building on the beach is a “Bunkhouse” built by the St Vincent Government for the use of any fishermen who want to camp there. I had a lazy afternoon because I was shattered! I filled 3 tanks.

				13 November 1994 Little Bay to Bequia 

				I went out with the lobster fishermen again – I didn’t catch any lobster, but they gave me a snare and a plate of cooked lobster. We sailed to Bequia and anchored off Princess Margaret Beach. We filled up with water from the Daffodil tender. We haven’t got enough petrol in the outboard to go swanning about Bequia, so we had a quiet afternoon and evening.

				14 November 1994 Bequia

				We did a to do list, picked up mail, went shopping and had an admin day. I filled 4 tanks. “Dabulamanzi” turned up in the evening and Gareth came over for a chat.

				15 November 1994 Bequia 

				School work in the morning. We had lunch, went for a dive and suddenly the day was gone! I filled 2 tanks. I find it really hard to start working on the boat after I’ve done school work. I’m going to have to pull my socks up!

				16 November 1994 Bequia

				School work in the morning. We took down the No. 3 genoa and put up the No. 1 genoa. I took the No.3 genoa into town to be patched on the luff at the point where it enters the roller furling extrusion. We did a bit of shopping and another day was gone.

				17 November 1994 Bequia 

				School work in the morning. I picked up the sail and we had a bit of a tidy up.

				18 November 1994 Bequia to Mustique

				We motored to Petit Nevis which is a small island with a whaling station. The Bequians still have a small whaling fleet - they hunt humpback whales in small wooden boats in a traditional manner. They haven’t caught a whale for several years. We walked around the island, had a quick snorkel and had lunch, before sailing to Mustique. 

				We anchored to the south of the moorings and then I went to explore Montezuma Shoal which is a reef about ½ mile west of the anchorage. I found a buoy marking a wreck on the east side of the reef and had a quick snorkel. On the way back the outboard kept cutting out, which was very worrying as this dinghy is very hard to paddle. Anyway, I made it back to the anchorage and spent an hour cleaning the carburettor which was full of bits again.

				19 November 1994 Mustique 

				School work in the morning. Glenys and I went to do a dive on the wreck. We had a quick walk ashore. There seem to be a lot of lobster fishermen operating from here.

				20 November 1994 Mustique

				Pottered around in the morning and then walked around to the beach on the south west of the island. We had a picnic on the beach and spent the afternoon playing and reading.

				21 November 1994 Mustique to Bequia

				We started to sail to Baliceaux, but it was a bit rough bashing to windward, so we headed more downwind to Friendship Bay, Bequia. We roared in on a reach down 6 ft waves, dropped the sails, had a look and decided not to stay because it looked very rolly and not too interesting. We sailed across to Admiralty Bay and anchored off Princess Margaret Beach. There were lots of gusts coming through, so I went windsurfing. “Dabulamanzi” arrived and came for dinner.

				22 November 1994 Bequia 

				Play day today. I did a lot of windsurfing - Gareth did some too. We played boules on the beach and I showed the boys how to play “getting the stick” on a rope swing. Glenys dropped by at “Manx Cat” and Ian loaned us some sheet music to photocopy. We went to “Dabulamanzi” for dinner.

				23 November 1994 Bequia

				Pottering about day. I did some jobs and went snorkelling.

				24 November 1994 Bequia 

				I went over to Kingstown, St Vincent on the ferry and exhausted myself walking around. I didn’t get any good ideas for Christmas presents for Glenys. Glenys did school work.

				25 November 1994 Bequia

				Miserable rainy day. We did school work and then I practised the clarinet. The boys have got the habit of pushing past me to get into the back cabin. I’ve been telling them off if they push past. Craig did it again so I shouted at him. This seemed to be the final straw to Glenys, who went crackers, told me that “you’re always playing that thing!” and stomped off to the shops. It would appear that my inexpert playing is getting on her nerves, combined with the fact that she thinks that I’ve got better things to do!

				26 November 1994 Bequia

				Blew a hooley today, so it was school work in the morning and windsurfing the rest of the day – much to Glenys’ disgust! (I didn’t play the clarinet, though!)

				27 November 1994 Bequia 

				Very, very rolly night. Waves were crashing onto the beach so we decided to move over to the other side of the bay. We went for a Sunday lunch at “The Old Fig Tree” and spent the rest of the day lounging about – just like you should on a Sunday. We had crackers and cheese and fruit sponge pudding for dinner.

				28 November 1994 Bequia to Petit Byahaut, St Vincent

				We filled up with water and fuel then motor-sailed across to St. Vincent. It was very bouncy for the first half hour because of a squall. We anchored in Petit Byahaut which is a lovely little bay with a secluded hotel – the only access is by the sea! Glenys and I did a dive off the headland which was very good. 

				I took the boys around to the next headland in the dinghy to a bat cave. The entrance is through a big cave which rapidly narrows and you can swim through a small entrance into a very narrow cave. It is about 3ft to 6ft wide, about 30 ft high, 100ft long and has water to a depth of 20ft. The sea surges through from the other entrance. I went through by myself – Craig and Brett very sensibly declining the opportunity! There are thousands of bats in the cave and the surge was not too bad at the exit. I swam around the headland, then brought the boys back. 

				We all went in for a look and they were suitably impressed. I then foolishly asked if anyone wanted to go completely through – they both said yes. I suggested that Craig hang onto my back which he did, Brett hung onto him. All went well until a big surge came in. I steadied us on the rocks but unfortunately the surge swept Brett and Craig over my head and proceeded to bounce them off the sides of the passage. They panicked and we made our escape to their anguished screams. 

				Fortunately we escaped with just a few scratches and bruises – a very silly thing for me to have done! The anchorage was getting a bit more rolly as the day drew on so we re-anchored and put out a stern anchor – I think that it’s a bit better.

				29 November 1994 Petit Byahaut to Cumberland Bay

				What a night! By about eight o’clock, the swell was still rolling us about and we could hear the waves crashing against the rocks at both sides of the small bay. Eventually, I decided to rig up a long line from our bow to a mooring buoy in the middle of the bay because if our stern anchor dragged we could be swung uncomfortably near to the north side of the bay. Once I’d done that I slept a bit better (but not much!) 

				I got up at half past six, removed the mooring line and went to take a picture of the bat cave. We motored around to Cumberland Bay and anchored stern-to the beach with a line to a coconut tree. Glenys bought some fruit and some fish from the boat boys (yellow tail snappers, I think). The boys and I went for a quick play in the river, but didn’t mange to catch anymore fresh water fish for our mayonnaise jar aquarium. 

				We went for a dive and caught a lobster. Filled 4 tanks . We went to Steven’s Beach Bar for a few beers and decided that it would be very nice to run a bar/restaurant by the side of a tropical beach!

				30 November 1994 Cumberland Bay to Wallilabou Bay

				We had a rude awakening at seven in the morning by fishermen who wanted us to move so they could seine net. In a half daze we motored around to Wallilabou. We had the expected hassle from the boat boys and were helped to tie up for 5EC (eventually!) We ended up at an angle to the beach so the swell was making us roll. We removed the shoreline, re-anchored and re-tied the shore line. 

				What was amazing is that we did it without incurring any further “help”. The boat boys are extremely persistent and some are very rude if you don’t buy anything. Glenys went mad when she heard one of them calling her a “cheap woman”, and shouted at them all to “Go Away!” I did a quick reccy for a dive site, but there wasn’t anything spectacular, so we didn’t bother. 

				I went to clear out at two o’clock so that I wouldn’t incur any overtime charges. I was told that the customs don’t turn up until half past four, which, of course, is in overtime! I was fuming and sulked until quarter past four. I spotted the customs guy arriving, rushed over and gave him a sob story about having waited all day for him. He was, surprisingly, very nice and I didn’t get charged overtime. 

				By nightfall there were about 15 yachts lined up along the beach, with hordes of boat boys in craft, ranging from brightly coloured row boats to a raft made from a pallet. Our last caller was at nine o’clock and was a pathetic sounding bloke with some mangy looking fruit in a bag, begging for some pasta or other food “to go with his fish” – it must have taken 10 minutes to get rid of him. A beautiful place filled with awful people who are too used to handouts.

				

December 1994

				1 December 1994 Wallilabou, St Vincent to Marigot, St Lucia

				We motored up the coast and then bashed and crashed for half an hour after we cleared the north coast of St Vincent. The rest of the sail was OK in 25 knot winds. We motored up the coast of St Lucia into Marigot Bay. It took us four attempts to anchor, much to the interest of the boat boys and other boats at anchor! We just kept dragging when we went astern. 

				Eventually it “kind of held”, so we left it at that – I hope the wind doesn’t blow hard! We met Suzie and Stan on “Corby” (UK/Aus) who know Gareth and Fi well. They embroider t-shirts for a living. Stan says the best technique for anchoring here is to drop the anchor and just let it sink into the mud!

				2 December 1994 Marigot to Soufriere

				The boys played on a rope swing while Glenys and I cleared in and did a bit of shopping. It threw it down so we were late leaving Marigot. We motored around to the Hummingbird at Soufriere and anchored with a NNE wind blowing us ashore. We had a persistent boat boy who wanted to tie us up to a tree ashore. We’re the only boat here - God knows how they make a living tying people up for £1. 

				After lunch, we walked through town and to the Diamond Baths. This is a botanical garden, attached to a large plantation, complete with its own hot mineral springs and a waterfall. We went equipped with bathing shorts, but didn’t bother because it would have cost us an extra £6 and the pools were tiny. The gardens were pleasant and we were lucky enough to see a huge 2 inch black wasp dragging a 4 inch diameter, dead spider through the undergrowth – shudder!

				3 December 1994 Soufriere 

				School work in the morning. Craig decided that he didn’t want to read his book to me – I think that I’m pushing him too hard and he’s frightened of being seen not knowing some words. I must try not to be so domineering! Glenys and I went for a dive after lunch and then I went for a walk along the road to Anse Chastanet. We had dinner to the sound of a very loud disco at the new hotel on the beach.

				4 December 1994 Soufriere to Marigot

				We motored around to Anse Chastanet, where Glenys and I went for a dive. After that we motored around to Marigot and had a lazy afternoon. I read a book, the boys played on a rope swing and Glenys went for a walk around the hotels.

				5 December 1994 Marigot to Rodney Bay

				We motored around to Castries and anchored in the town port. Glenys and I went and got some cash and did a big shop. We then motored around to Rodney Bay and pottered around for the rest of the day.

				6 December 1994 Rodney Bay 

				Glenys did school work while I altered the spray hood frame. After lunch, I went to check out the chandlers – very expensive.

				7 December 1994 Rodney Bay 

				Glenys did school work while I checked out the stern gland, steering and emergency tiller. The boys are driving Glenys crazy – they won’t get off the boat and they’re under her feet all the time. I had a long session on the clarinet. I’m getting a lot better now – I can sight read about 20 songs and make a fair attempt at them.

				8 December 1994 Rodney Bay 

				Glenys did school work with Craig while I went into town with Brett. I stopped by a music shop, bought a book on playing jazz music, and some reeds. I also arranged to take my clarinet on Monday to have it serviced and to have a half hour lesson. The guy doesn’t sell 1½ strength reeds, he starts people off on 2’s. I have to start using 2’s. 

				Brett bought Christmas presents for Craig, Glenys and Grandma – I couldn’t find anything for Glenys. When we got back to the boat, I cleaned the clarinet and skimmed through the jazz book. I’ve decided that I’ve got a lot to learn and I should be practicing scales.

				9 December 1994 Rodney Bay 

				I was up at half past six writing out the 12 major scales, I then did school work with Brett while Glenys took Craig into town. I had a practice on the clarinet – I’ve decided that my embouchure is too weak, my breathing is wrong, my fingering is incorrect and my posture is wrong. All in all I’m useless and I sound awful. I think I need to start again from basics.

				10 December 1994 Rodney Bay

				I was up at half past six and started to repair the computer. I decided to graft a piece of ribbon cable onto the damaged display lead. This involved carefully scraping away the insulation and soldering 40 connections with the aid of a magnifying glass. It took me 5 hours but the computer works!! 

				We had a ”caveman” lunch of chicken legs, mashed potatoes and beans. This took place on the front deck with everyone using their fingers to eat with. We had no manners and snatched food from each other, wiped our very mucky hands on ourselves and threw food about. The boys loved it! Glenys spent the afternoon making flags for “Hedonis”. My clarinet playing is demoralising.

				11 December 1994 Rodney Bay 

				We had a quiet morning and then went out for lunch. We stumbled right into the thick of the “ARC Rally” party, full of loud people who have just crossed the Atlantic. We managed to get something to eat and chatted to Suzie and Stan from “Corby”.

				12 December 1994 Rodney Bay 

				I went into town and had my clarinet looked at. The guy said that my mouthpiece has too small a gap between it and the reed. I tried a new mouthpiece with a 2½ strength reed and sounded very much better. I therefore had to buy a new mouthpiece and some 2½ and 3 reeds. He said that my embouchure and stance were OK, but my timing and breathing were poor. He suggests that I concentrate on scales and sustained notes, but all in all I’m fairly pleased and I have a new surge of confidence. 

				Glenys did school work and remodelled part of the spray hood which looks a lot better. We had some “Dive Glencora” hats made by Suzie on “Corby”, which are fun. 

				13 December 1994 Rodney Bay 

				School work in the morning. It was blowing 20 knots, so I put up the windsurfer and guess what - the wind dropped to 10 knots. Oh well! Glenys had some Dutch courage at lunchtime and then went around the boats at anchor, selling her wares. She went to one boat, got £45 of business and came back! Some people from “Morning Flight” called and bought a flag kit. We went to the beach to watch the “ARC” people party again.

				14 December 1994 Rodney Bay 

				We filled up with water. I then filled 6 tanks which was a bit of a struggle because the engine kept cutting out on me after it had been running for 20 minutes. I changed the oil on the petrol engine and cleaned the air filter. It then ran OK for 45 minutes, so I assume that it was the oil level? We met Dennis and Shirley from “Spoiler II” (NZ) and Jim from “Reiger” (UK). 

				15 December 1994 Rodney Bay 

				We spent all day tidying up. “Spoiler II” and “Reiger” came for a beer.

				16 December 1994 Rodney Bay to Marigot

				We went around to Castries and Glenys went shopping. We saw Jimmy and Marion from “Moby Dick” who we last saw in El Castillo, Fuerteventura last November. They shouted hello as they motored past us on their way to Rodney Bay, so we’ll catch up with them in a couple of days. We motored round to Marigot and picked up Ceris. We got loads of mail but thankfully no tax demands.

				17 December 1994 Marigot to Rodney Bay 

				We motored around to Castries. Glenys, Ceris and Brett went into town while I played the clarinet. We then motored around to Rodney Bay, where Ceris and the boys went to the beach while Glenys and I went to the marina. Glenys sold some flags for £45 and we stopped off at “Moby Dick” for a quick chat. 

				We all then went to the St Lucia Yacht Club to see Santa. We didn’t know, but parents had to bring a present for their own kids. Glenys rushed back to the boat and wrapped two presents, arriving back just as Santa arrived on a dinghy – phew! Santa zoomed past and then disappeared off towards Pigeon Island to the total bewilderment of the children. Apparently, it wasn’t the yacht club’s Santa! The “proper” Santa arrived in the back of a pickup truck and a good time was had by all. It was wonderful to watch the anticipation on the childrens’ faces as Santa handed out the presents.

				18 December 1994 Rodney Bay 

				We pottered around in the morning and went out to a bar for lunch. We stayed around the pool in the afternoon. Jimmy and Marion from “Moby Dick” came for a drink. 

				19 December 1994 Rodney Bay 

				Glenys went to help Jimmy make a canvas cover for his dinghy - the strong sunshine tends to make the rubber perish quickly. Ceris went into town and I played on the computer all day. The boys entertained themselves. In the evening we made a paper Christmas tree.

				20 December 1994 Rodney Bay to Pigeon Island

				Filled up with fuel. Motored over to Pigeon Island and spent a very pleasant afternoon wandering around the National Park, looking at the old British Fort. We saw “Metani” but only had a quick chat because they had charter guests.

				21 December 1994 Pigeon Island to Fort de France, Martinique

				We had a very nice sail to Martinique and anchored in Fort De France. We then spent an hour having a quick look around – the boys had a McDonald’s meal, of course. Talked to Mike of “Teliba”, a Greek who emigrated to the States and then left. Fort De France anchorage is very busy and very rolly because of the wash caused by the ferries. Fortunately, it calmed down at night.

				22 December 1994 Fort de France to Anse a L’Ane

				“Dabulamanzi” arrived during the night. Glenys and I went for a frenzied shop to buy Christmas presents for each other and the boys. Glenys and Ceris then went to a Hypermarche with Gareth, Fiona and Fiona’s brother, James. Glenys and Ceris came back alone and we motored over to Anse A L’ane for a bit of peace and quiet. “Dabulamanzi” followed later and they came over for a bottle of wine or two.

				23 December 1994 Anse a L’Ane to Petite Anse D’Arlet

				Ceris went to Fort De France on “Dabulamanzi”. James came with us to Petit Anse D’Arlet and joined us for a dive. Not a very interesting dive, but James seemed to enjoy it. I filled 3 tanks - the compressor only runs for about 20 minutes and then cuts out. I don’t know what is wrong with it – perhaps the compressor is getting too hot and causing the engine to stall. “Dabulamanzi” came around in the late afternoon and rafted up with us.

				24 December 1994 Petite Anse D’Arlet

				Christmas Eve - a leisure day. The boys were very excited and had to be entertained. Fortunately Uncle Gareth was there to take them water-skiing and snorkelling. We had a late, boozy dinner on our boat with fireworks.

				25 December 1994 Petite Anse D’Arlet

				Christmas Day. Breakfast and then present opening on our boat. Everyone did well. We had lunch at about three o’clock and then untangled the anchor chains by turning the boats with Gareth’s dinghy. We had a jointly prepared Christmas Dinner on Dabulamanzi at eight o’clock in the evening.

				26 December 1994 Petite Anse D’Arlet 

				Another leisure day. Snorkelling, Lego Technic, skiing on a windsurf board. Very nice dinner of prawn consommé followed by smoked salmon and caviar pancakes. James, the boys and I ate ours while watching a video – very decadent!

				27 December 1994 Petite Anse D’Arlet to St Pierre

				We said farewell to Gareth, Fiona and James. It may be the last time that we see them for several years if we go through Panama. We motored around to Fort De France to clear out, but the customs guy had gone by the time we got there. I cleared out with the police and went food shopping. Filled up with water. We then motored around to St Pierre.

				28 December 1994 St Pierre

				Ceris took the boys out on the “Noddy Train” while Glenys and I did a dive on one of the wrecks. Filled 2 tanks. It got very rolly in the afternoon so I suggested that we ate out – everyone took one look at the boat rolling and shouted “Yes”! We had a very nice French meal in a very (typically!) scruffy restaurant. John and Chris arrived on “Naia” with some mail for us. They have their owners on board, so we haven’t had much of a chat. 

				There is a submarine operating from here, which takes tourists out to see the wrecks. They have a floating dock for the submarine which they raise each night. The boys and I went to watch it being lowered this morning. They have a small pilot boat that goes out on every trip, which displays “restricted in ability to manoeuvre” to signify the underwater operation. The pilot boat puts itself between the submarine and any other vessel when the submarine is surfacing. Very interesting to watch. They also have a night trip - it’s very eerie when the submarine is surfacing with all its deck lights on and a strobe.

				29 December 1994 St Pierre to Prince Rupert Bay, Dominica

				What a horrible night! We rolled our guts out. We got up at seven o’clock, exhausted. There was only 10-15 knots of wind and our batteries have been very low, so we motor-sailed all the way to Dominica. I think that I’ve got a dodgy battery or two because it doesn’t take long for the batteries to be fully charged and then they discharge quickly. We anchored to the north of Portsmouth, next to “Naia” who had left St Pierre before us. We had a fast trip averaging 6.25 knots. We were engulfed by boat boys who are persistent but OK.

				30 December 1994 Prince Rupert Bay

				We went for an organised trip up the Indian river, which was pleasant. They rowed us about ½ mile up river and back for £5/head. Ceris and the boys went to visit the Cabrit National Park while I indulged myself with two hours of playing the clarinet. John and Chris came over from “Naia” to have a drink and gave us a graphic description of life on the boat with their owners - not happy...

				31 December 1994 Prince Rupert Bay to Bourg Des Saintes

				Ceris and Glenys went to the Saturday vegetable market first thing in the morning. We then tidied up and left for the Saintes. We had an awkward sail between squalls with the wind veering about. Fortunately, we didn’t get rained on. I was confused by the approach to the islands and we ended up about 2 miles east of our planned landfall – I tested myself by only looking at the GPS when I’d figured out where we were! We definitely had a more interesting entrance to go through! 

				We anchored off the fishing village where there is more room, but it is a little bit rolly. We went for a quick stroll, had dinner and went to bed – a very exciting New Year’s Eve! Glenys and I were woken up by loud bangs at midnight, so we got up to watch the fireworks display.

				

January 1995

				1 January 1995 Bourg des Saintes to Iles a Cabrit

				Ceris went into town for a stroll around while we did school work. We motored over to Iles a Cabrit and anchored in 20 metres depth. Glenys and I went for a dive while Ceris and the boys stayed on board making a cardboard “Thomas the Tank” engine set.

				2 January 1995 Iles a Cabrit

				I’d planned on this being a windsurfing day, but it wasn’t very windy in the morning, so I did some accounting while Ceris and Glenys did school work. A Swedish couple called by and wanted to do a dive – as soon as I agreed, the wind picked up! 

				Ceris, Glenys and the boys walked up to the top of the island while I did the dive. It was very hard work because it was his first Open Water dive and she hadn’t dived for 2 years. 

				3 January 1995 Iles a Cabrit to Bourg des Saintes

				We went over to the town anchorage. We all walked up to Fort Napoleon to look at the very interesting Nautical museum. There are some good model displays of the Battle of the Saintes, which took place nearby in 1782 . 

				On 12th April, the two fleets engaged at close broadside range on parallel opposite courses near Les Iles des Saintes. As the lead French ships approached the British rearmost ships, the French Commander “De Grasse” signaled his fleet to reverse course so that the action could continue on parallel courses, but the command was not carried out by all of his ships’ captains. 

				The disobeyed order to reverse course together with a sudden change in the wind caused gaps in the French battle line. Seizing this opportunity, the British Commander, Admiral Rodney then executed a maneuver never before seen in a major naval battle. He turned his ships ninety degrees and sailed through the broken French line of battle, splitting the French line into four segments. In doing this, the guns on each side of the British ships were brought to bear on the French with little risk of return fire. 

				De Grasse could not reform his battle line and as the day went on, six heavily damaged French ships hauled down their flags. Finally, De Grasse’s 130-gun flagship, struck her colors and De Grasse surrendered his ship and his sword to the British. Overall, the French were soundly beaten. The invasion fleet was decimated. The French ships were either sunk or captured and more than 6,000 men perished. 

				The Battle of the Saintes, firmly established Britain as the dominant sea force entering the Nineteenth Century and the coming Napoleonic Wars. The successful tactic employed by Rodney became known as “Crossing the Tee”. The Battle of Surigao Strait, history’s last and final Battleship-to-Battleship engagement, in October 1944, was won by the U.S. Navy employing this very same tactic.

				We then had lunch in a restaurant which was filling but pretty ordinary. Glenys and Ceris walked around town while I took the boys snorkelling – another guy came over and asked about doing a dive but I said ‘No’ because we’re leaving tomorrow.

				4 January 1995 Bourg des Saintes to Pigeon Island, Guadeloupe

				We sailed 20 miles over to Guadeloupe and anchored outside the marina. I went to clear in and out of customs and buy some petrol. We then motored up to Pigeon Island where Glenys and I did a dive while Ceris went to the beach with the boys. 

				We’ve been having second thoughts about going through Panama. The biggest worry is money – will we have enough to last three years? Especially because we will have to buy some more gear for the boat and I’m worried about the house. Our thoughts at the moment are back to going to the States and then Belize and cross to Portugal in May ’96. 

				We will have been out of the UK for three complete tax years by April ’96, so I should be able to shut down my Jersey Trust, which will be a plus. I filled 4 tanks.

				5 January 1995 Pigeon Island, Guadeloupe

				Glenys and I got up early, went for a walk at half past seven and hired a car. We all went on a tour of some of the island – we went for a walk in the rain forest in the National Park and visited a small waterfall. We then walked up to the Chutes Des Carbet which are a series of large waterfalls. It is a 30 minute walk through the rain forest to the second waterfall, which is very spectacular at 110 metres high. The other two waterfalls were two hours walk away so we didn’t bother! There was a natural hot spring by the waterfall, so we spent a pleasant 30 minutes recovering. 

				We took advantage of the convenience of a car and went shopping. It was half past seven in the evening before we got back onto the boat – shattered!

				6 January 1995 Pigeon Island to Deshaies, Guadeloupe

				I did a Discover Scuba Dive with Caroline from a Belgian boat “Bellatrice”. Ceris and Glenys did school work with the boys. We then motored around to Deshaies. The others went into town while I played the clarinet for an hour. Sarah and Dave from “Morning Flight” came over for a beer or two.

				7 January 1995 Deshaies to Falmouth Harbour, Antigua

				We got up early to strong winds (gusting 30-35 knots). After a bit of indecision, we set off for Antigua and had a very unpleasant bash upwind for 4 hours - we could only just lay the course for English Harbour. Thankfully, the wind eased off and veered, so the last 3 hours were OK. We anchored in Falmouth among the mega yachts – a stark reminder of what a scruffy little boat we have! Glenys took Ceris and the boys out while I slept.

				8 January 1995 Falmouth Harbour

				Brett had the runs, so I stayed with him, while Glenys, Ceris and Craig went around English Harbour and up to Shirley Heights. Brett and I rigged up a swing, which he is delighted with – I should have done it two years ago!

				9 January 1995 Falmouth Harbour

				Ceris went into St Johns while we motored over to the Catamaran Club (a marina) to get water and fuel. Glenys and Brett went into St Johns to meet Ceris while Craig and I lounged about on the boat. Glenys and I went out for a meal in the evening. We had a great time and decided that we definitely won’t go through Panama.

				10 January 1995 Falmouth Harbour

				I did some administration in the morning, while Glenys and Ceris went for a stroll. I sent a fax to Gareth offering our services while Fiona has the baby – we’ll see what they want to do. It will only be worth our while if we can earn some money, because we will end up stuck in the West Indies. We went to the beach in the afternoon. We all went out for a meal in the evening. I’m afraid that Glenys and I got a little drunk.

				11 January 1995 Falmouth Harbour 

				Ceris left in the morning – we nursed our hangovers in the afternoon and lounged about. Glenys took the boys to the beach in the afternoon.

				12 January 1995 Falmouth Harbour

				We all went into St Johns to visit the dentist. Brett and I had our teeth polished and the dentist decided that Glenys should have a small wisdom tooth removed. He promptly did it there and then. 

				The dentist looked at Craig’s teeth and told us that he would recommend that Craig have four teeth extracted – 3 molars and the front incisor which has been dead for 2 years. We expected to only have one of his molars extracted, so it was a bit of a shock. We made an appointment for the next day. 

				When we got back to Glencora, we had a another look at Craig’s teeth and thought that two of the molars could be filled. I walked to the telephone box, cancelled the appointment and made an appointment with another dentist. We all went to “Ocean Ridge” in the evening and had a drink with Sally, Nigel, Jessica (2) and Harriet (4).

				13 January 1995 Falmouth Harbour 

				Friday the 13th. I didn’t sleep well at all last night because I was worrying about Craig’s teeth. 

				I took Craig into town to see the new dentist , Dr S.V. Raj. The bus ride into St Johns seemed endless with a growing feeling of doom - was my son going to be hurt?

				The dentist suggested that he should put a temporary filling in the really bad molar to see if Craig has any discomfort over the next month. The other 2 molars needed fillings and he recommended small preventative fillings on 3 molars. The front tooth could be left. I could have kissed him! 

				Craig was on the chair for about an hour and the dentist was brilliant. He used white fillings and seemed to do a good job. I was so impressed (and relieved) that, when I got back, I wrote a “thank you” letter to him and pinned recommendation notes on the various notice boards in English Harbour.

				14 January 1995 Falmouth Harbour 

				My mum and dad arrive tomorrow – we think! I’ve not actually managed to talk to them on the phone. I tried at seven o’clock this morning and got no answer. I tried again at ten o’clock without any joy, so I rang Eddie and Kath. Kath told me that Eddie was on his way to the airport with them and gave me their flight details. They arrive at half past three tomorrow afternoon, but they don’t know that we know, which will keep them guessing until we get to the airport! 

				I found out from Carol that our damn tenants are in arrears again so I’ve got that to sort out now. We spent the rest of the day on administration, school work and tidying up. 

				It’s Brett’s birthday today, but we’ve quietly postponed it until Grandma and Grandad arrive. Brett’s excited because he thinks that it’s his birthday in two sleeps time!

				15 January 1995 Falmouth Harbour 

				School work in the morning. Craig, Brett and I went to the airport and met Grandma and Grandad. We went back to the boat, had a bottle of champagne, dinner and bed.

				16 January 1995 Falmouth Harbour

				Brett’s official birthday. We opened presents in the morning and went to the shops. At lunchtime we went to the beach for a party. The only other children were Harriett and Jessica from “Ocean Ridge”, but we all had a nice time. I took Dad snorkelling and he was suitably impressed even though it was a poor site.

				17 January 1995 Falmouth Harbour

				Mum, Dad and I went for a walk around Nelson’s Dockyard and out to the fort. We went back to the boat for lunch and then had an afternoon in - going up to Shirley Heights for dinner was declared to be too expensive (and too much trouble). 

				I started training Dad to dive and did Theory Sessions 1 and 2 with him.

				18 January 1995 Falmouth Harbour to Five Island Bay 

				We went shopping first thing. My dad brought out a pilot book for Polynesia which I managed to swap for a pilot book for Cuba. I’m determined to go there! 

				We motored around to Cades Reef and anchored off the inner reef. Dad, Mum, Brett and I went snorkelling on the outer reef which was nice with lots of black Durgeon. We had lunch and went around to Five Island Bay and anchored in a nice bay off Stoney Horn. 

				The others went to the beach while Dad and I did his Confined Water 1 and 2 sessions. He did well but struggled with the steel tank I gave him. We moved over to Maiden Island in the evening.

				19 January 1995 Five Island Bay 

				We spent the morning on schoolwork - Maths, English and Science for the boys and PADI Open Water Theory 3 for my dad. 

				After lunch, the others went for a walk and I filled 6 tanks. I think that I’ve found out the problem with the compressor engine. It was set up too lean and I think that exhaust fumes are being sucked into the air intake – I used a body board as a wind deflector and it ran for 1½ hours. I’ll fit the exhaust deflector back on.

				20 January 1995 Five Island Bay to Deep Bay

				We went around to Jolly Harbour, filled up with water, cleared out of Customs and went around to Deep Bay. I did a Confined Water 3 session with Dad while the others went for a walk. The visibility was very bad - only about 6 ft! After lunch, we went for a snorkel on the wreck – disappointingly poor visibility compared with last May. 

				Then Craig couldn’t find Pilot Bear - his favourite teddy. We searched the boat from top to bottom, but couldn’t find it. He was distraught and crying, while we all tried to find the errant cuddly toy. After much questioning, he finally revealed that the last time that he saw Pilot Bear was when he put him (and two other teddies) into Grandma and Grandad’s suitcase. This was an old suitcase, which had been used to bring books and spares out to us. My dad had told me that he no longer needed it, so I had taken it ashore in Falmouth Harbour to throw it in the skip and ended up giving it to a local guy who was hanging around on the quay-side. 

				Oh God! I confessed to Craig that I had given the suitcase away. Through tears and pouting lips, he shouted “It’s your fault, Dad!” 

				When he went to bed, he seemed to have adopted “Parsley” the lion.

				21 January 1995 Deep Bay to Charlestown, Nevis 

				We got up early and started motoring towards Nevis because there was no wind. We passed close to Sandy Island and the wreck of a ship on the reef next to it. There is a navigation light on Sandy Island but it is marked on the chart as being “unreliable!” 

				We motored for a couple of hours and then I decided to put the spinnaker up. Glenys was suitably surprised since we have never put up the spinnaker because it is quite frankly MASSIVE.

				I rigged up a spinnaker pole to port and got everyone ready – Dad on the guy, Glenys on the sheet and me on the halyard. We’ve had problems with the halyard winch on the mast; it is very easy to get riding turns and jam the rope because the winch is slightly at the wrong angle. So I decided to start to pull the spinnaker up with only one turn of the halyard on the winch, expecting to throw a couple of wraps around when I’d got the spinnaker most of the way up. 

				Unfortunately, we had too much tension on the guy and sheet so before I’d got it half way up, the spinnaker inflated. The force was too strong to hold and I couldn’t get another turn around the winch. I didn’t want to let go in case the spinnaker went into the water and under the boat, so I had to let the halyard slip through my hands. Fortunately, the single turn that I had on the winch gave me enough friction that I managed to stop the spinnaker before it hit the water. My burnt hands were killing me, but I managed to winch the spinnaker into position. The spinnaker was flying for the first time in 2½ years! 

				I had to cool down my hands in a bucket of water for ½ hour and then coat them with Flamazine. Taking down the spinnaker went well and the rest of the sail was very nice. 

				We anchored off the idyllic Pinney’s Beach, had a couple of beers and then moved onto rum punches.

				22 January 1995 Charlestown, Nevis

				Got up late this morning. Glenys, Dad and I went to the supermarket first thing – fortunately they accepted US$ because we’ve only got $80EC between us. We took a taxi up to the Golden Rock Estate and went for a walk into the forest. We had lunch and watched the green back monkeys which come down to the hotel. 

				Mum, Dad, Brett and I walked back through town to Pinney’s Beach where Glenys picked us up. 

				On the way back, Brett picked up a coconut and insisted on carrying it back to open it for Grandma. I took over the idea and decided to make a Pina Colada from scratch. It was a bit of a mission to open the husk, get the nut out, shred the coconut flesh and make some rich coconut milk, but I managed to make enough for Grandma and a taste for the rest of us. 

				23 January 1995 Charlestown to Anse Columbier, St Barts

				Another early start. We sailed most of the way; just having to motor during the lulls in the lee of St Kitts. 

				At one point, the hydrovane started to play up – I checked it and found that the rudder had fallen off! Fortunately, I’d put a retaining line on it so it was still hanging around. We hove to and I managed to put on a new pin with retaining rings on both sides – I’d been meaning to do it for ages. 

				We had a great sail between St Kitts and St Barts after a bouncy first hour. We had a nice view of “Endeavour” (a J-class yacht) which was sailing around outside Gustavia. We anchored in Anse Columbier just as it started to rain.

				24 January 1995 Anse Columbier, St Barts

				School work in the morning. Dad and I did Theory 4 and Confined Water 4. After lunch, Mum and the boys went to the beach while Dad, Glenys and I did his OW Dive No. 1. Nice relaxed dive, surprisingly pleasant with lots of fish. I then filled 4 tanks. I’ve put the exhaust deflector on the compressor engine and it runs fine!

				Craig has been driving us mad for the last few days because he keeps getting out of bed to go to the toilet before he goes to sleep – about 4 times on average! This evening he started crying and I managed to get him to tell me that he didn’t want to turn the light off. After further probing he revealed that he misses Pilot Bear and burst into tears. I tried to tell him that Pilot Bear has gone to another nice boy or girl but he is still desperately unhappy about it. He’ll get over it but I wish that I had looked inside the suitcase! 

				25 January 1995 Anse Columbier, St Barts 

				We motored over to Gustavia and cleared in customs. Glenys went and did some shopping, made some sandwiches and dinghied around to Shell Beach to meet the rest of us. We had a picnic, did some snorkelling and then it rained for ¾ hour. We gave up, went back to Glencora and motored back around to Anse Columbier. 

				Glenys, Mum and the boys went for a walk. Dad and I read books.

				26 January 1995 Anse Columbier to Simpson Bay Lagoon, St Martin

				We motored over to Ile Fourche and saw a turtle as we anchored. Glenys, Dad and I did a nice dive at the north point of the bay – Dad’s OW Dive No. 2. 

				We then motored over to Philipsburg where Glenys and I went ashore to do a big shop. We then went around to Simpson Bay and caught the six o’clock bridge. 

				Glenys and I went out for a beer or ten with “Chintoo” at a party to celebrate Australia Day. Mike and Marina from “Columbine” were there – nice to see them again. Mike is running “Outfitters” in St Martin. We met Alan and Sharon on “Gringo 2” (UK).

				27 January 1995 Simpson Bay Lagoon

				Major hangover this morning. We all went into Philipsburg and mooched about. Dad bought a diving watch but Glenys didn’t like the look of any. We ate out at Burger King which the kids loved, but Grandad hated. 

				We stopped off at the bar at Lagoon Marina because “Mood Indigo” was practicing there. We stopped by at “Sahara Blue” and picked up a fax from Gareth.

				28 January 1995 Simpson Bay Lagoon 

				Glenys talked to Gareth on the phone first thing in the morning. He wants Glenys to help him out, but is only going to pay $350 US/ week. Glenys said that it wouldn’t be worth our stopping around. Fi stops on the 10 April and flies back to England to have her baby. “Dabulamanzi” will be based around Antigua and Gareth will have to stay behind and miss the birth. He will be able to pick up a cook for the charters quite easily. 

				Mum, Dad and I went into Marigot by dinghy and I bought a new pressure gauge for my regulator. In the evening, Mum and Dad went out by themselves for a meal at La Palappa. We went to watch “Mood Indigo” perform and saw a lot of friends. I’m fascinated by watching jazz musicians now that I know a little bit about music. 

				29 January 1995 Simpson Bay Lagoon to Grand Case, St Martin 

				Up at seven o’clock and round to the fuel dock to fill up with fuel and water. We motored through the dredged channel to the French bridge. There are red buoys at the start of the channel which you have to leave to starboard. There is a wiggly bend at the start which I read wrong and we nearly went aground. We arrived at the bridge at half past eight, but still had to wait 45 minutes before it opened. I think they had a problem with the bridge controls. 

				We motored around to Grande Case Beach. The boys, Mum and Glenys went to the beach while Dad and I did OW Theory 5. 

				Grande Case is quite famous for its restaurants and bars. They specialise in barbequed ribs, but you can get fish , conch, chicken as well. There’s a wide range of restaurants, from expensive to small local bars. We opted for a small bar and had wonderful barbequed ribs and chicken. The others stayed on the beach while I came back to the boat to fill 4 tanks. I’ve gone t-total for a while because I’m tired of feeling dull all the time.

				30 January 1995 Grand Case to Crocus Bay, Anguilla

				We had a very nice three hour sail to Anguilla and anchored in Road Bay. We had lunch and then I went to clear in. It didn’t cost anything for Police and Customs, but it costs $15 US per day to visit the off-lying islands. They have designated the areas as National Park so we can’t anchor and have to pick up their moorings. I’m not used to paying to anchor, so I decided that I would only pay for one day! I also asked about diving and was told that I would have to pay $4 US/tank to dive – I told them that I wouldn’t bother. 

				We had a quick walk around Road Bay, but there’s nothing apart from restaurants, hotels and one supermarket. We motored around to Crocus Bay and went snorkelling.

				31 January 1995 Crocus Bay to Road Bay, Anguilla

				We left Crocus Bay at half past eight, motored over to Prickly Pear Cays and picked up our allocated mooring (No. P2). The anchorage and island was completely deserted - it is a very pretty island with lovely white sand and turquoise water. 

				Unfortunately, by eleven o’clock about 10 boats had arrived, most being day charter boats discharging their punters. We went back to Glencora and had lunch. Glenys and I went for a snorkel to the east of the anchorage which has interesting rock gullies. 

				In the afternoon, we motored around to Sandy Island hoping to find for the perfect desert island. Well, it would be if the hoards of Day Trippers weren’t there. We went to ashore and had a walk around. It is a beautiful little island with a small bar which does food. We left late afternoon and motored across to Road Bay for the night.

				

February 1995

				1 February 1995 Road Bay to Spanish Town, Virgin Gorda (Day 1)

				We have an overnight sail to the British Virgin Islands, so we spent the day tidying up and doing a few maintenance jobs. I checked the batteries and found that 2 batteries are completely flat. I tried to charge them with no luck, so I disconnected them. Dad checked the bottle screws and scrubbed the bottom of the dinghy, I checked the rigging. 

				Before we left, Mum, Dad, Craig and Brett were returning to the beach in the dinghy to pick up a small bucket that Brett had left behind. About 15 metres from the beach, Brett jumped out in front of the dinghy and the dinghy motored over him. My dad managed to pull up the outboard and Brett popped up at the side. Brett escaped with a few cuts and a bad scare. It really scared Mum and Dad.

				We decided to tow the dinghy as it should be mild weather. I rigged up the poles for twin, downwind sails before we weighed anchor. We left at six o’clock in the evening and motored for an hour before we had enough wind to sail. As night fell, we were sailing downwind at about 4 knots with a very pleasant motion. We did two hour watches.

				2 February 1995 Road Bay to Spanish Town, Virgin Gorda (Day 2)

				I started the engine at midnight and dropped one of the sails because the batteries were down to 21.4v even though I had turned the fridge off. We motor-sailed all the way to the Baths arriving at half past nine in the morning. The batteries are still only showing 24.4V so I expect that I’ll have to buy 4 new batteries in the very near future. 

				We had a great time on the beach at the Baths. Dad, Brett and I went snorkelling and went through a cave. The cave is about 5 metres down and about 20 metres long. Brett went through with me following him. Dad came through and ended up scraping his back because he didn’t go deep enough. He had to turn on his back and push off the cave roof with his hands! As Brett and I came out of the cave, we spotted a turtle which went to the sea bed to hide. It stayed still while we all dived down to get a closer look. 

				After lunch, Dad and I left the others on the beach and did Confined Water 5. We then motored around to the anchorage in front of Spanish Town. I cleared in and we had a few beers at a bar. We were all tired and grumpy, so we had frozen pizzas and fell exhausted into bed at eight o’clock.

				3 February 1995 Spanish Town to Gorda Sound, Virgin Gorda

				Up early and motored around to the Dog Islands. Glenys, Dad and I did Open Water Dives 4 and 5 and I awarded Dad with his Open Water Diver certification. We had two good dives, but I had an anxious moment when he did his mask removal and swallowed some water - we were at 18 metres and I didn’t want him bolting for the surface. Fortunately, he sorted himself out.

				We then motored around to Gorda Sound, visited the Pusser’s shop and anchored by Saba Rock for the night. The others went to look at the shark pool and visit a bar while I ran the compressor. I filled 7 tanks. What a nice steady anchorage this is!

				4 February 1995 Gorda Sound

				A lazy day. I went through navigation and multi level theory with Dad and Glenys for their Advanced Open Water Course. Mum and Dad took the boys to the beach in the afternoon while Glenys and I mooched about. I read my book and played the clarinet.

				5 February 1995 Gorda Sound to Marina Cay, Virgin Gorda.

				The two domestic batteries that I left in circuit are discharging very quickly, so I swapped them with the engine batteries which I hope will be OK for a couple of weeks while I get some new batteries. 

				We motored over to Marina Cay, where Dad, Glenys and I did their Advanced OW Navigation dive. Dad had problems with the natural navigation and I was much too strict about their performance. Consequently, we had to do the natural navigation exercise 3 times and then ran out of air. I’m so annoyed that my expectations were greater than the PADI standards. We filled up with water and I filled 3 tanks. We went back to Marina Cay so that Mum and Dad could go out for a meal. 

				6 February 1995 Marina Cay to Road Town, Tortola

				We motored around to Road Town, Tortola and anchored just outside the Moorings marina. Glenys did some food shopping and I ran about looking for batteries, fan belts etc. Mum and Dad took the boys into town and we met them for lunch. 

				We met James and Fay from “Only Blue”, Steve and Marylyn from “Vintage Port” and Dave from “Adagio” who are all skippering Moorings crewed charter boats. It sounds like a good job. They get £15,000 + £10,000 tips for the two of them with no food bills to pay! 

				I bought 4 dive torches so that we can do a night dive tomorrow - £80 on torches has put my diving budget back a bit! We dropped our gas bottles off and Dad and I went for a walk to a dive shop. He ended up paying out £300 on a BCD and a gauge console! Glenys and I went for a meal by ourselves and had a great time.

				7 February 1995 Road Town to Manchineel Bay, Cooper Island

				A hangover this morning. We motored over to Cooper Island and picked up a dive mooring over the wreck of the Marie L. Glenys didn’t feel up to diving, so Dad and I went and did his deep dive. 

				After the dive we went and anchored in Manchineel Bay. We then waited, prepared, waited and prepared to do the night dive. Eventually we kitted up at quarter to seven. This was the first time that I’ve led a night dive so I was a bit nervous, but we had no problems. I had an interesting encounter with a small squid - it was attracted by my light and actually grabbed hold of it! I was able to touch it with my finger a couple of times before it jetted off. 

				8 February 1995 Manchineel Bay to The Bight, Norman Island

				We motored around to Salt Island and anchored in Lee Bay. I filled 6 tanks. 

				Dad, Glenys and I went for a dive on the RMS Rhone. I swam through the hatch used in the film “The Deep” and went through the wreck while Glenys and Dad swam around. There was a very strong current and they struggled against it until I re-appeared and got them to swim close to the sea bed where the current is not as strong - lesson learned I think.

				We went to Great Harbour and anchored for lunch. We then went to Key Cay but it was too rough. We eventually ended up in the Bight, Norman Island.

				9 February 1995 The Bight, Norman Island

				Dad, Glenys and I did the second half of their navigation exercise. After lunch we went to the caves to do a bit of snorkelling. A lazy sort of day. I filled 3 tanks - I’m a slave to this compressor.

				10 February 1995 The Bight, Norman Island

				We went round to Benures Bay so that we could go diving. Glenys and Dad did a multilevel dive and achieved their Advanced Open Water Diver certification. After lunch we went to the Indians and guess what? – we did another dive! I went snorkelling with Mum and the boys. We then went back to the Bight. I filled 3 tanks.

				11 February 1995 The Bight to Marina Cay, Virgin Gorda 

				We had a nice sail to Road Town. The wind was very light to start with and I went in the dinghy to take photos of the boat under sail. Glenys and I ran around Road Town like maniacs getting gas and shopping. We then motored around to Marina Cay. We visited the bar for happy hour – Pussers pain killers. Absolutely deadly things especially since it was twofers... 

				12 February 1995 Marina Cay to Gorda Sound, Virgin Gorda 

				I filled 2 dive tanks and filled up with water and fuel. We motored over to the Dog Islands and we did a dive. I spotted a couple of lobster so I filled a tank and went down by myself to try to get one. I snared one but it was so deeply embedded in its little cave that I only succeeded in snapping the wire loop off my snare. We sailed to Gorda Sound, picked up another free bottle of Pussers and relaxed with rum punches in a nice calm anchorage.

				13 February 1995 Gorda Sound to Trellis Bay, Virgin Gorda 

				We had a nice sail down to the Baths. I did a Discover Scuba Dive with Mum. I’m not sure whether she enjoyed it or not! We spent the afternoon lounging on the beach, climbing rocks and snorkelling. I filled 3 tanks.

				 We then motored across to Trellis Bay and went out to “The Last Resort” for dinner – excellent! A good buffet meal and one man entertainment by the owner with jokes, songs and electronic sound effects. They have a donkey which pushes its head through a split door to check out what is going on (and to be fed carrots by the kids...) A great last day for Mum and Dad. 

				14 February 1995 Trellis Bay, Virgin Gorda 

				Mum and Dad spent the morning packing, Glenys nursed her hangover and I mooched about. We went out for lunch at a beach bar which was very nice apart from the sand flies. We then picked up Mum and Dad’s luggage and walked them to the airport. It was sad to see them go but a relief from the pressure of two months of visitors. 

				I felt in limbo because we’ve come to the end of a stage of our journey – I just HAD to get the chart out and plan our next year’s travelling. We decided not to go up to the States, but instead we will go back down the islands, through Venezuela and Bonaire, and then across to Honduras, Belize, before going to the States via Cuba. We expect to be in Florida for a month in April/May before crossing back to Europe.

				15 February 1995 Trellis Bay to Spanish Town, Virgin Gorda 

				It threw it down this morning. I awoke at five in the morning because I was cold! I couldn’t be bothered to search for a blanket so I stayed cold until I got up. We waited for a gap in the rain and motored over to Spanish Town. Glenys went into the Marina to go to a launderette and do some shopping. I filled 5 tanks. We then motored around to Gorda Sound, where we expect to remain for a few days.

				16 February 1995 Spanish Town, Virgin Gorda 

				School work in the morning. I then spent most of the afternoon windsurfing – I’m starting to gybe quite smoothly now except for the last bit where the board seems to sink and hook around. I don’t know if it’s me or the board. 

				A guy came over and wants to do a dive with me, so I’ve arranged to meet him at The Dogs tomorrow. I picked up 3 conch in the shallows by the beach and then proceeded to make a mess trying to get the lambi out of the shells. I ended up having to smash the shells to pieces and got slime all over the place. I’ll have to find out how the locals do it! One of the towing points ripped off the dinghy today – another job! I’ve started to write my C.V. – its only 18 months before I have to get a job.

				17 February 1995 Spanish Town to Trellis Bay, Virgin Gorda 

				We motored around to the Dogs and met Chris Nute. I took him for a dive while Glenys did a bit of school work. We had a nice dive and I spotted a very large lobster. 

				After lunch Glenys and I went back to The Visibles to try to get the lobster. We found it and I managed to poke it out of its hole and then it gave me a good chase before disappearing into another cave. I tried to poke it out but only succeeded in rooting out a smaller one, which I managed to catch (2.75 lb). I reckon the big one pushed the smaller one out! 

				We then motored over to Trellis Bay, where it continued to blow a hooley. Filled 4 tanks.

				18 February 1995 Trellis Bay, Virgin Gorda 

				Blew a hooley all night and all day. School work in the morning. I repaired one of the towing points on the dinghy and then spent the rest of the day and evening doing our accounts up to the end of December - we’ve blown £16K in 9 months. £4K on the boat, £4K on diving, £4K on food and £4K on living. We’ve only got £37K left in the bank. If only we hadn’t hauled out and I hadn’t done the Instructors Course...

				19 February 1995 Trellis Bay to Cane Garden Bay, Tortola 

				It was still blowing this morning, so we decided to go to Cane Garden Bay. Before we left, Glenys and I went ashore to get some food. I went to the windsurfing centre and looked at second-hand boards – they’ve got an Astro Rock ‘91 which I could probably get for $200 U.S. I’ll wait and see what they’ve got in St Thomas. We were caught by a heavy rain squall on the way to Cane Garden Bay and got soaked. The anchorage in Cane Garden Bay is wonderfully peaceful.

				20 February 1995 Cane Garden Bay, Tortola 

				School work in the morning. I did Brett’s school work with him. What a pain in the neck he is about working. It took 4½ hours to do the lesson with constant attention, persuasion and reprimands. He spends too much time feeling sorry for himself instead of just getting on with it. I suppose we will just have to keep plugging away until he gets back into the routine again. 

				I played the clarinet and built Lego castles in the afternoon. Glenys painted a custom flag for an American and earned $20. Gary and Jackie from “Celebration” (USA) came for drinks.

				21 February 1995 Cane Garden Bay, Tortola 

				School work in the morning. I did school work with Brett again – it’s like teaching a sloth to run! After a slow start ,we managed to get through the schoolwork in 3 hours today. In the afternoon, Glenys and I went and did a dive off the north headland.

				22 February 1995 Cane Garden Bay to Green Cay, Jost Van Dyke

				We motored around to Sopers Hole and cleared out of customs. We filled up with water and then motored over to Cruz Bay, St. Johns in the US Virgin Islands. 

				I went in to clear in and was told that I had to “present” everyone. I went and got Glenys and the boys. The old bag of an immigration officer then rudely told us that Glenys’ visa wasn’t valid for the children - they couldn’t enter the US Virgin Islands. We pointed out that it was accepted last year, but she said that it would not be accepted now. We could pay for a waiver at $95 US each to get them temporary visas. 

				While we were considering this, the big, fat “trunchball” then decided that she would be cancelling both Glenys’ and my visa because the U.S.A. has introduced new visas with photographs and the old type of visas were only valid for one entry to the U.S.A. At this I said that if she gives us our passports back we would just leave the country. She said that was impossible because we had to enter and then clear out. If we didn’t do that then she would fine me $3,000 for not reporting to the correct authorities. 

				In the end, I had to clear in, she then gave us a deportation order for the boys, cancelled our visas and cleared us out. What a load of crap! I was incensed because of her rudeness and frustrated about the ridiculous bureaucracy that stopped us entering the US Virgin Islands. 

				We retreated to Jost Van Dyke and found out that we have to go back to the BVI Customs tomorrow to clear immigration as their immigration officer was ill. What a day! We went around to Green Cay and got on with some serious drinking.

				23 February 1995 Green Cay to Road Town, Tortola

				We went around to Great Harbour and cleared in through immigration. We then motored to Road Town and anchored in Bauger Bay which is the most protected bit of the bay. Unfortunately, it’s about a mile from the shops. We dinghied over to the marina and saw “Meander”. We went on board to catch up with what Bob and Jean had been doing. 

				We then did a bit of shopping. We called in on “Naia” and had a beer with John and Chris. Chris has had a big argument with their owners and has quit. John is going to deliver “Naia” to Florida and meet Chris in St Martin. We agreed to take some luggage and 6 bottles of gin up to St Martin to save Chris having to lug them all on the plane. She’ll be staying on a boat called “Willow”. 

				We re-anchored Glencora outside the marina and went out with “Meander” and “Naia” for happy hour. Suitably happy, John and Chris, came with us for a meal which was very good and great fun. We’ve decided that we don’t need to go to US Virgin Islands because we can get most things from St Martin. We will probably spend a week in the BVI and then go back to St Martin where we’ll spend 2 or 3 weeks working on the boat.

				24 February 1995 Road Town to The Bight, Norman Island

				Nursing a hangover today. I went and bought a load of charts of Venezuela and Belize from “Meander” for $30. Some are photocopies and interestingly, the ones from Belize came from “Adagio” originally. We did a big shop and then motored over to The Bight where we collapsed.

				25 February 1995 The Bight, Norman Island

				School work in the morning. In the afternoon, I looked at our charts, sorted out the new ones and decided which ones we will need to get. Glenys made some pennants which she is going to paint with pictures to sell – if she can.

				26 February 1995 The Bight, Norman Island 

				School work in the morning. I spent the rest of the day figuring out all of the major 7, minor 7 and dominant 7th chords for the clarinet. Glenys spent the afternoon painting her flags and then got really cross at me – it must have been building up for days. I’m a lazy sod who never does the washing up or any domestic chores... Guilty, I’m afraid!

				27 February 1995 The Bight, Norman Island 

				School work in the morning. It threw it down until about three o’clock. Glenys and I went for a dive and caught 2 x 2lb lobsters – lobster curry tonight! We chatted to Alan and Caroline on “Satori” (GB) who charter in the BVI and know “Dabulamanzi”. I filled 4 tanks.

				28 February 1995 The Bight to Trellis Bay, Virgin Gorda

				Motored over to Peter Island, picked up a dive mooring off Great Bay and then did a dive to find the anchor of the Rhone. We then went across to Road Town. I went to get some cash, did a bit of shopping and rang the UK. 

				The damn tenant in our house still hasn’t paid his rent, but our managing agent reckons he will get the arrears within a few days. I hope so – it’s about £2000! We went to Trellis Bay for the night.

				

March 1995

				1 March 1995 Trellis Bay to Simpson Bay, St Martin (Day 1)

				Typical of me, I woke up this morning and decided that if the weather forecast was right, we should go to St Martin tonight! The weather forecast seemed to be good, so we set off to Spanish Town to see if the mail had arrived from England. We got to the marina, filled up with water & diesel, then found out that there was no mail. I’d asked Carol to send it to us on the 15 February, so, after 2 weeks, it should be here. 

				I spent £10 ringing Carol to find out that she hasn’t got around to sending it – aaarrgggh! There can be nothing on the planet more frustrating than expecting mail and it not being there. We plan our forward movements as best we can, and it would be nice if Carol could send the mail within a few days of us asking her. She normally does a great job of handling our affairs back in the UK, but unfortunately, she doesn’t seem to understand the total trauma of missing mail! 

				We motored to Gorda Sound and tidied the boat up. We set sail for St Martin at half past four and managed to start off fairly well. The wind was ENE15 which allowed us to sail on a rhumb line at first. 

				The GPS wouldn’t work, so we had to work on dead reckoning. I reckon that the NiCad battery is completely flat. When we changed watches at eleven pm, I noticed that the log was showing speeds between 2 and 4 knots and then it stopped! I got out the trailing log and made a rough guess of our position.

				2 March 1995 Trellis Bay to Simpson Bay, St Martin (Day 2)

				We had a fairly pleasant sail up to about eight in the morning when we tacked at a position about 15 miles south west of St Martin. A line of squalls was approaching and the wind picked up to about 25 knots with a very confused sea. To add to the general discomfort, the stern gland was leaking and so the bilge was full of water. When we went onto starboard tack, we had water sloshing about under the chart table – Yuk! 

				A couple of hours later, we turned on the engine and made a dash for the eleven o’clock bridge. We just made it! Marina from “Columbine” called by for a cup of tea, just as we were putting on the sail covers. I then tightened the stern gland, cleaned out the dinghy, repaired a chafed patch on the dinghy floor, assembled and inflated the dinghy and collapsed. 

				I went for a cruise around in the dinghy and called in on a few people. I delivered the gin and luggage to Chris on “Willow”, then called in on “Moby Dick”, “Cooee” and “Tekaroa” (who weren’t in). In the evening we went to Lagoonies Bar, watched “Mood Indigo” practice and had burger and chips which was great. I chatted to Mood Indigo’s keyboard player Flora from “Second Flora” about types of keyboards to buy for Glenys’ birthday.

				3 March 1995 Simpson Bay Lagoon

				I went into Philipsburg to clear in. I went around the chandlers to check out batteries and other bits. I looked at keyboards for Glenys and picked up 144 photographs! 

				I went to the bank to get some money out and, Oh My God, no credit card! I had a horrible feeling in the pit of my stomach as I continued to walk around town – the last time I used it was in a phone box in Virgin Gorda – had I left it there? I got back to the boat and after a bit of searching I found it in Glenys’ shorts pocket – I must have given it to her in Virgin Gorda - phew! 

				Kirsty and Pete from “Tekaroa” came for a beer.

				4 March 1995 Simpson Bay Lagoon 

				We all went into town to buy a keyboard for Glenys. Typically, we eventually bought the best Yamaha “Home” model that was on offer. We then spent the afternoon fighting over who was going to play with it next. What an amazing machine. We had to read the manual twice to get a grip on all of the features.

				5 March 1995 Simpson Bay Lagoon 

				School work in the morning. I went to chat to Guy and Marie on “Sahara Blue”. The aft heads pump sprang a leak so I had to service it. Jimmy and Marion from “Moby Dick” came for a cup of tea. 

				I spent a short time trying to play the clarinet with Glenys accompanying but my timing is bloody awful. I play the correct notes but I can’t fit them into the correct rhythm. I can’t even play with the metronome. So, its back to Lesson 1 of a “tune a day” using the metronome for every lesson – God help me, but it’s got to be done or I’ll never be able to play with anyone else!

				6 March 1995 Simpson Bay Lagoon 

				Glenys did school work in the morning while I ran around trying to buy things. I messed about in the afternoon and did jobs while Glenys took the boys to see if they could join a Karate class. Unfortunately, the guy in charge wouldn’t take them just for a couple of weeks. Brett was very disappointed – we were hoping that we could get the boys involved in activities with other children, but it doesn’t look very hopeful at the moment.

				7 March 1995 Simpson Bay Lagoon 

				Glenys did school work in the morning while I ran around getting photos for the boys for a US visa. We have decided to apply for a visa while we are here in St Martin. We need to send our passports off to Barbados. The surest way of doing this is to send the passports by Federal Express – unfortunately it costs a total of $70 to get them there and back. We have put out an announcement on the net to see if there is anyone else who could share the cost with us. 

				Glenys did the laundry in the afternoon while I pottered about. We went for a beer on “Blown Away” (US) with Scott, Sheree and Logan (4). Pizza Hut for dinner.

				8 March 1995 Simpson Bay Lagoon 

				Glenys’ birthday. We finally got through to Gareth on the SSB – I’ve been trying for 3 days using “Sahara Blue’s” radio. Glenys went to Island Water World to chat to Gareth by telephone. No one bothered to call us about US visas so I sent them off today by ourselves - $70, boo hoo! 

				We went out to Eve’s for a beer and a meal with “Tekaroa”, “Columbine”, “Moby Dick” and “Sahara Blue”. I’m afraid that Glenys got very, very drunk and nearly fell into the water getting off the dinghy when we got back to “Glencora” – a good evening.

				9 March 1995 Simpson Bay Lagoon 

				Glenys had a major hangover, threw up and sat around all day feeling sorry for herself! I did school work in the morning and looked after everyone during the afternoon. We had a Taco Bell takeaway for dinner! We had 3 separate lots of people come over to the boat and ask about US visas – they’ve now got a group of about 8 people – so they’re down to $10 each, damn my impatience!

				10 March 1995 Simpson Bay Lagoon 

				Glenys did school work in the morning, while I went over to Marigot to buy some bits and pieces. Glenys and I walked up to Foodland and Napa in the afternoon and that was the end of that day! Jimmy and Marion from “Moby Dick” invited us over to watch a video – “Indiana Jones and the Last Crusade”, great!

				11 March 1995 Simpson Bay Lagoon 

				There was a boat jumble today, so we set up a stall with loads of junk. It was absolutely boiling in the beating sun, so we spent about $10 on drinks, even though we’d brought our own. We sold about $80 worth of stuff. Quite a bit was children’s books and toys, so we gave them some of the cash. 

				I met Mark of “Alchemy” (UK) who had a short windsurf board for sale. We went around to see him and I bought a 270 wave board with extra fin for $80 US. I don’t know if I’ll be able to handle such a small board but at $80 it’s worth an attempt!

				12 March 1995 Simpson Bay Lagoon 

				It was blowing a hooley this morning, so I went around to “Tekaroa” with both of my boards and went windsurfing. The 270 board is hard work – I need at least 20-25 knots in order to water start with my 5.5m² sail. Pete and Kirsty had to come and rescue me because I couldn’t gybe and couldn’t get back to windward. Pete’s pretty good on it though! 

				I had another go in the afternoon but the wind kept dying and I would just sink down. I must have spent 1½ hrs trying to water start and sail in marginal conditions. I’m exhausted, but I think that the board is worth persevering with! Glenys did school work and played her piano.

				13 March 1995 Simpson Bay Lagoon 

				I can hardly move this morning – I ache all over and my face and neck are sunburnt! Glenys did school work and I bought and fitted 4 new domestic batteries. Glenys went over to “Moby Dick” in the afternoon and re-upholstered their cockpit cushions.

				14 March 1995 Simpson Bay Lagoon 

				Glenys did schoolwork in the morning and I removed the reduction box on the gearbox so that I could get the oil seal on the coupling replaced. We filled up with water. I filled 1 tank. I serviced the air compressor – oil change and filter. Glenys went out for a walk in the afternoon with Brett. “Moby Dick” babysat for us and we went out for a great Mexican meal. 

				Our passports arrived back from the US Embassy in Barbados – no bloody visas. They put a pre-form letter in with them telling us that we need to send them our old passports with our old visas in them – bloody beaureacrats! It’s cost us $70 US to not get a visa and I’m a little bit cross! We’re going to leave it until we get to Trinidad and get a US visa there, it will be a lot less stressful.

				15 March 1995 Simpson Bay Lagoon

				We had a lie in this morning and went into Philipsburg. We did a fair bit of shopping, then went back to the boat and collapsed! I picked up the gearbox but couldn’t motivate myself!

				16 March 1995 Simpson Bay Lagoon 

				School work in the morning for the others, while I refitted the gearbox. In the afternoon, Glenys started on a cover for the dinghy. After nine months in the sun it’s starting to show signs of wear so we’ve decided to cover it. I borrowed some plans for a nesting plywood dinghy from “Tekaroa” – it looks very nice and can be set up as a sailing dinghy – the boys would love it!

				17 March 1995 Simpson Bay Lagoon 

				Glenys did schoolwork and I had an admin day – tax, letters and filing! Glenys worked on the dinghy cover in the afternoon. In the evening, we picked up Chris and went to Lagoonies to watch the Brazilian group and dancers. After a while, we went around to Eve’s place for St Patrick’s Night. The food was a rip off - $5 for a plate of runny Irish stew – we’ll not go back there again!

				18 March 1995 Simpson Bay Lagoon 

				Glenys did school work and I serviced the engine. I changed the water pump impellor. Glenys is getting really good at doing school work with both of them at once – perhaps she should have been a teacher! I did more damn paperwork in the afternoon while Glenys worked on the dinghy cover.

				19 March 1995 Simpson Bay Lagoon 

				Glenys did schoolwork while I serviced the outboard. I then went and scraped the hull of “Moby Dick” – it took me 1½ hrs to scrape their 37ft Endurance which wasn’t too bad. I charged them $25 which works out at $15/hr. Glenys worked on the dinghy cover – she’s sick of it now!

				20 March 1995 Simpson Bay Lagoon 

				We had a trip into Marigot. Glenys bought herself a new mask and a watch for diving which I had promised her at Christmas! I bought some spare pump diaphragms for the outboard – 4 x 1” bits of rubber which cost me $27! What a rip off, but if one of them fails we won’t be able to use the outboard so I had to buy them. We went to “Tekaroa” for dinner along with Chris from “ex-Naia”.

				21 March 1995 Simpson Bay Lagoon 

				Glenys did school work while I cleaned the engine room – God, I hate that job! We went for a swim by “Tekaroa” to try to catch some lobster that Kirsty had seen. They turned out to be tiddlers – I caught one but it slipped out of Kirsty’s net bag. Obviously too small! 

				I stuck towing points on the dinghy with some 2-part adhesive that I bought in Marigot. I had to measure 7% activator to adhesive as best as I could with a spoon – it seemed to go off too quickly, but we’ll see. We went for drinks with Derek and Alison on “Kaliba” (UK) – nice couple.

				22 March 1995 Simpson Bay Lagoon

				What a night – no wind, boiling hot, mosquitoes everywhere and to top it off Brett wandered in at four o’clock in the morning all worried because he’d had a nightmare about Minotaurs – too many Greek mythology books! The towing rings peeled off the dinghy with very little effort, so I’ll have to rethink the adhesive! I went into town and cleared out. I bought some new 2-part adhesive for Hyperlon – the glue I bought the other day was for PVC. 

				I bought a pilot for Honduras and Belize which looks very good. It sounds like a beautiful area to cruise and I’m looking forward to it. Glenys did school work in the morning and ran around like a headless chicken in the afternoon, buying food and doing the laundry. I cleaned and painted 3 of our camping gaz bottles – with the enthusiastic help of the boys. Glenys was painting two flags in the evening, so I cooked dinner – much to the amusement of the boys.

				23 March 1995 Simpson Bay Lagoon 

				Glenys did school work this morning – she’s catching up. They are on Lesson 68 and they should be on about 80. We’ll have to have a party when they get up to 80 because it’s halfway! 

				I ran around finishing a few jobs and tidying up ready to go outside the Lagoon tomorrow! It’s about time because we’ve been here over 3 weeks We received a fax from the Estate Agents saying that the tenants have finally paid their rent up to date and are willing to pay 3 months up front which is great news after 6 months of trauma! 

				We filled up with water and I filled 2 dive tanks. I stuck 3 towing rings on the dinghy with the 2-part Hyperlon adhesive – it was very sticky and went off in about 5 minutes instead of the 20-30 minutes as described in the instructions. It seemed to all go OK, so fingers crossed. “Kaliba” came for drinks in the evening.

				24 March 1995 Simpson Bay Lagoon to Simpson Bay 

				Craig threw up in bed at about two o’clock this morning – don’t know why because he was fine when he got up. We filled up with fuel and water, went out on the eleven am bridge, anchored and jumped overboard – luxury! 

				I scraped the propeller and then started reading a book – I’ve deliberately not been reading books while we’ve been in the lagoon. I’m terribly single minded when I’m reading a book – I’ve just got to finish it! “Tekaroa” and “Columbine” came for farewell drinks. Pete and Kirsty stayed for dinner – Mike from “Columbine” is too tired after a hard days work at “Outfitters”.

				25 March 1995 Simpson Bay to Anse Columbier, St Barts 

				We’re free! We actually left Simpson Bay! We chatted to “Morning Flight” on the radio, they will be in Antigua for the Classic Week so we might see them there. We stopped at Ile Fourche and Glenys and I went to do a dive which was nice after a lay-off of over three weeks! Glenys took the boys ashore for a scramble, while I had a nap after all that exercise. 

				We motored over to Anse Columbier. The boys went to the beach on the windsurf board while Glenys and I got on with our own things (clarinet for me!). It’s wonderful to be back cruising. 

				26 March 1995 Anse Columbier, St Barts 

				School work in the morning. I did a bit of epoxying. We went for a dive in the afternoon. A boat called “Pamina” wanted Glenys to modify a couple of tablecloths for her – it was a bit complicated but she earned $20. I decided to paint a watercolour map which was OK. 

				27 March 1995 Anse Columbier, St Barts 

				School work in the morning. I spent the afternoon painting another map which came out a lot better. It was a bit of a miserable day, so we played Monopoly for 4 hours in the evening.

				28 March 1995 Anse Columbier, St Barts 

				School work in the morning. I filled 4 tanks. We motored around to Gustavia to clear in and out and do a bit of food shopping. We then went back to Anse Columbier. We went to “Cotton Club” (Can) for a drink with Phil, Sharon, Savannah (8) and Julian (4). We ended up staying for dinner and polishing off 4 bottles of wine!

				29 March 1995 Anse Columbier, St Barts 

				Feeling a bit dull this morning, so no school work! We listened to Gareth and Fi chatting on the SSB – it’s very frustrating to hear them but not be able to talk! We think they are in Antigua until Fi goes back to the UK on the 14 April so we’ll see them in a few days. 

				Glenys and I went for a dive with Sharon. I filled 3 tanks. We played around in the afternoon, snorkelling etc. “Cotton Club” came for dinner and we polished off another 4 bottles of wine!

				30 March 1995 Anse Columbier to Ballast Bay, St Kitts

				Got up at quarter past six and managed to tidy up in 45 minutes. We had to motor all the way to St Kitts apart from about 15 minutes when we had big gusts down from St Kitts. We anchored in Ballast Bay which is very secluded. We were the only boat there for a while until 3 others showed up – I don’t think that we’ll ever have an anchorage to ourselves! 

				Glenys had a bit of a hangover and ended up being sick in a bucket on the passage – God knows what she would have been like if it hadn’t been flat calm! Craig caught too much sun and felt ill too! We caught a small 2ft barracuda which we had for dinner – I hope it hasn’t got Ciguatera. I think that it is only the large ones that build up the toxin.

				31 March 1995 Ballast Bay to Pinneys Beach, Nevis

				We motored round to Bugg’s Hole, a wonderful anchorage despite the name. Glenys and I went for a dive around the headland which was a bit disappointing. We had lunch and motored over to anchor off Pinney’s Beach. We ran out of water which was very surprising because it’s only been 9 days – perhaps we have a leak somewhere in the system – I’ll check when we get to Antigua!

				

April 1995

				1 April 1995 Pinneys Beach to Falmouth Harbour, Antigua 

				Up early and motored through the Narrows. We ended up bucking a strong current so it took us 2 hours to travel 8 miles to clear the channel. We found that the wind was east instead of ENE which we had yesterday. We would have ended up in Montserrat if we had sailed so we motor-sailed all the way to Antigua! 

				It was extremely unpleasant bashing to windward for 10 hours with 20 knot winds on the nose. The motion and spray was so bad that it was very hard to find a place to read, so I just sat around, watching the horizon and wishing we were there. The boys are great; they just get on with it. 

				We were on port tack all the way and found that we’ve got a leak or leaks in the deck/deck fittings. The front cabin cushions were wet through. We had about 4” of water in the starboard locker behind the saloon seat – fortunately we only keep tins or drink in there. We also had a number of drips coming from the head linings. I suspect the stanchions are loose and need resealing but I’ll have to take the head linings down to find out – sometimes I hate boats! 

				We arrived in Antigua, tired, salt encrusted and sunburnt with a damp boat and no fresh water. We had a quick rub with a damp flannel and went out to see if “Dabulamanzi” was around – they’re not! We only had $100 EC so we had a few beers and bought some rotis to take back to the boat. It’s hell not having any fresh water. I would have paid $10 US for a nice hot shower before I collapsed, exhausted, into bed. Sometimes I hate living on a boat!

				2 April 1995 Falmouth Harbour, Antigua 

				We put out the cushions to dry in the sun and tidied up after the mayhem of yesterday! We motored around to the Catamaran Club for fuel and water. We went to clear customs and bought some food. After lunch we relaxed and lounged about. 

				“Dabulamanzi” arrived in the evening and we had Gareth, Fiona and Jill (Fiona’s mum) over for a beer or two. Fiona is going back to the UK in a couple of weeks, so that she can have her baby , which is due on 5 June (coincidently my birthday.) Gareth is staying on “Dabulamanzi” to complete charters which are booked in June and July. He’ll then fly to the UK to see Fiona and the baby – it’s a shame that he’ll miss the birth but “C’est la Vie”. 

				They’ve put “Dabulamanzi” up for sale and hope to sell it as a charter business for about $200K US. Then, who knows? Gareth is looking for something to do – ideas range from catering for yachts using a freeze dry method, to buying a small ship and doing luxury charters! Whatever they do I think it will involve boats and the Caribbean. 

				Antigua is in a bit of political turmoil – they have just slapped a 25% tax on all imported goods – this has had the effect of increasing the cost of at least 75% of the goods in the shops. The whole of Antigua went on strike for 2 days a week ago. Gareth is talking about taking “Dabulamanzi” over to St Martin to buy provisions for 3 weeks chartering. Since Fiona is indisposed at the moment, Glenys or I may go with him back to St Martin!

				3 April 1995 Falmouth Harbour, Antigua 

				Glenys did school work in the morning while I ran around getting cash and checking out a few things locally. We lounged about in the afternoon and had a quiet night by ourselves. I chatted to Peter and Karen from “Tanee” who we first met in Trinidad.

				4 April 1995 Falmouth Harbour, Antigua 

				I went into St John’s with Craig to see the dentist. Dr Raj remembered us and thanked me for the nice letter I sent him. He put another temporary filling in Craig’s top back molar. We will go back in a couple of weeks and maybe have a permanent one put in. He wouldn’t take any money off me which was very, very nice - imagine a dentist doing that in England!

				Glenys did school work with Brett. When we got back to the boat, I put a new connector on my printer power supply and printed some stuff off. I’ve been sorting out an outline for a kind of autobiography – it’s interesting how much time it takes to write and structure my thoughts. I’m looking for a humorous style (like James Herriot) but it’s not easy! 

				Glenys did a few jobs in the afternoon and then we went to “Dabulamanzi” for a TV dinner and watched The Lion King - luxury!

				5 April 1995 Falmouth Harbour, Antigua 

				Feeling a bit dull today. I helped Glenys with the school work in the morning. In the afternoon, I wandered about buying a few bits and then had a tootle on the clarinet. Gareth, Fi and Jill came for dinner on “Glencora”.

				6 April 1995 Falmouth Harbour, Antigua 

				Glenys did school work. I started to do a job needing a drill. My rechargeable drill was flat so I decided to get the 240V generator going. I started to pull it to bits and decided that it was in an awful state. I ended up dismantling the case, wire brushing it and getting it ready to paint. 

				Gareth came over and invited me to go for a race on an Oyster 55 called “Flying Scotsman” which was fun - I never cease to be amazed how these crews can throw a big yacht around the buoys. The start line was mayhem with lots of huge yachts milling about, mostly just missing each other by a couple of feet as they fought for position before the gun. 

				I met Peter and Shirley from “Flying Scotsman” and Darah and Brian from “Blue Monsoon”. Darah is a dentist and has set up a floating dental practice on their catamaran – she seems to be doing very well. It’s the start of a new UK tax year – we’ve been out for two full tax years now. 

				7 April 1995 Falmouth Harbour, Antigua 

				Glenys went to “Blue Monsoon” to get a filling done which had chipped. She said it was very good if somewhat surreal sitting in a dentist’s chair in the cockpit of a boat - only cost £5 as well! She then went into town with Jill. 

				I stayed on the boat and painted the generator. We went snorkelling in the afternoon and teased a small lobster. Glenys brought back some Grade 1 piano music for me and a children’s beginner book for the boys. That should keep us occupied for a while.

				8 April 1995 Falmouth Harbour, Antigua 

				Glenys did school work in the morning. I looked at the outboard which seems to be overheating. The “telltail” stream of water is intermittent so I suspect we have a faulty impellor. Unfortunately, it’s Saturday so I’ve got no chance of getting it done until Monday. I reassembled the generator, but will have to wait until tomorrow to try it. 

				I walked around to English Harbour and talked to Peter, Katie, Emma and James on “Bullwinkle” who want to do an Open Water Course. I agreed to do it for $320 each, so they start on Wednesday. I went over to “Blue Monsoon” and Brian agreed to lend me two sets of gear for $50 US for 5 days, so I’m all set!

				9 April 1995 Falmouth Harbour to English Harbour 

				We motored around to English Harbour and anchored in the outer part called Freeman Bay. We were escorted into the anchorage by 3 dolphins! I had a chat to Mal and Meryl from “Dolly Madison” who we met in Grenada when we first arrived in the Caribbean. 

				Peter from “Bullwinkle” told me that yesterday he had 70% agreed to do an Open Water Course with the local “Dockland Divers” but has now cancelled it. I’m a bit worried about “Dockland Divers” attitude when they find out that I’ve taken their business. I might go and see the boss about a job and mention that I’m doing a course for some friends. I’ll also mention that I’ll be leaving Antigua at the end of the month. Hopefully, I can pre-empt any trouble. 

				We walked up to Shirley Heights along a path that runs on the ridge from English Harbour. It was quite an interesting walk but very hot even at half past four. We had a few beers and listened to the steel band. There is a spectacular view from up there and we were lucky enough to see the plumes from a pod of whales (probably humpback whales). We took a taxi back down to the boat. 

				10 April 1995 English Harbour 

				I got up early and organised myself for the Open Water Course. 

				I went into see Tony Wickham of “Dockland Divers”. I started off by asking him for a job and then mentioned that I’d be busy for the next week because I’ve been roped into doing a course. His instant reaction was I can’t do that because it’s illegal. I said I was doing it as a favour for some friends, he said that the authorities took a dim view of people working without a permit. I said I wasn’t being paid. He said that they had spent thousands of dollars setting up a business and didn’t like people coming here and stealing business. I said that they were friends that we’d met in St Lucia and I was doing it as a favour and after all it was only a one-off event. He eventually, begrudgingly accepted it and still seemed fairly keen to give me some work! Time will tell! 

				I ran around doing a few chores and then went into town to get a new impellor for the outboard. We then went to “Moby Dick” for a beer with Jimmy, Marion, Stuart and Alison (their Daughter). Stuart and Allison were living in Belize for a couple of years, so we had an interesting chat about diving and tourist sights.

				11 April 1995 English Harbour 

				We filled up with water and then had an amazing amount of trouble anchoring. The holding is really crap in some places and the boats are all swirling around, so you don’t know where you are! We ended up on a mooring that a guy on another yacht said was available – the owner of this mooring has his boat tied up in the mangroves, so we’ll stay here! 

				I painted a watercolour map for Gareth’s birthday, which came out OK. Glenys and I went for a dive to check out a training site – pretty boring. “Blue Monsoon” arrived back from Guadeloupe in the afternoon, so I went over and borrowed his two sets of gear. I then spent an hour switching regulators and testing kit. I’m still very nervous about the reaction of “Dockland Divers” when he puts two and two together and realises that I’ve pinched $1600 worth of business off him!

				12 April 1995 English Harbour 

				Up early and teaching “Bullwinkle” at eight o’clock. I did Theory 1 and Theory 2 in the morning and Confined Water 1 and 2 in the afternoon. All four of them are very good. Peter is the more nervous, being a poor swimmer – I made him swim 200 metres to check him out after lunch. I filled 6 tanks. No hassle from “Dockland Divers” yet – hopefully I won’t get any! 

				The gear that I borrowed from “Blue Monsoon” is a mixed bag. I’ve been using a BCD with an Air II and a Poseidon regulator. The regulator has a very high intermediate pressure and scares me to death every time I purge it! The Air II is a bit of a pain in that I don’t have an Octopus regulator. I have to swap to the Air II on critical skills. Also, the Air II has a habit of filling the BCD if you press the deflate button when the Air II is lower than your shoulder. I think that it’s because the regulator part starts free flowing. Having said that it was a good day! 

				Brett and Craig played with Dorian (7) from “Namati” (USA), his Mum and Dad are Diane and Bob.

				13 April 1995 English Harbour 

				Got up at six o’clock and tried to fix the outboard which is getting worse. Stripped it down to find out that the impellor is OK but the pump housing looks odd – I can’t put my finger on what is wrong. Put it back together and it’s even worse – so bad that I’m scared to use it. Fortunately Gareth has an old 5hp which he lent us and I got going at lunch time. 

				I did Theory 3 & 4 in the morning and only managed to squeeze in Confined Water 3 in the afternoon. The visibility off the beach was appalling – so bad that I had to leave two of them on the surface by the dinghy while I did CESA and no mask swimming with the other two. The Confined Water today was a bit of a rush because we had a two hour lunch, so that they could go to the bank and do some shopping. 

				I filled 4 tanks. I stopped the compressor to refill with petrol and when I went to start it the start cord broke – I don’t believe it! Another early start to repair something – I hope I have more luck with the compressor than I did with the outboard! A couple dropped by to ask about doing an Open Water Course – Gordon and Tessa from “Makarma”! I said come back in a few days when my sanity has returned!

				14 April 1995 English Harbour 

				Glenys did school work in the morning and then went onto “Dabulamanzi” to prepare for the start of the charter tomorrow. I had a bit of a revision session to go over the skills learned so far. I then did their Open Water Dives No 1 & No 2 in pairs – 4 dives for me and 2 dives for each of them. In between dives I ran the compressor to fill the odd tank to stay ahead. 

				On the first dive, I left the compressor running (by mistake). I remembered halfway through the dive, but all I could do was hope that the safety pressure valve worked! All went well and I finished the dives early and had time to do Theory 5. I filled 13 tanks, which means that my compressor has been running for 3.5 hours today. I’m not the most popular person in the anchorage... 

				Glenys pumped up the old Avon dinghy yesterday. Now Brett has commandeered it to transport him and Dorian to the beach!

				15 April 1995 English Harbour 

				Final exam and Confined Water 4 in the morning. Glenys went onto “Dabulamanzi” at seven o’clock in the morning and we said goodbye for two weeks. I filled 10 part tanks. 

				In the afternoon, I did Confined Water 5 and the boys went to an Easter Fete at a local school with “Namaste”. It sounds like they all had a ball. Donkey cart rides, throwing darts at balloons, throwing wet sponges at a grown up with his head through a hole, etc. They didn’t get back until about five o’clock, so Bob and Diane stayed for a beer. Bob plays keyboard and sings in hotels and bars to earn some money and also played the clarinet for seven years, so I’m going to get him over to check me out!

				16 April 1995 English Harbour 

				Easter Sunday. Easter eggs are really expensive out here, so Brett and Craig just got a bag of chocolates. Craig has just had his first thoughts that Easter Bunny isn’t real – Dorian off “Namaste” told Craig that “its just parents that leave things for you”. They mentioned it to me but I was non committal! They then saw a Roses box in the bin, which I suppose means the end of Easter Bunny! 

				I did Open Water Dive 4 with both pairs in the morning. I went to start the compressor and the recoil spring on the pull start up has broken. Unfortunately, it’s really difficult to take the unit to bits, but at least it easily starts using the emergency system – (wrap string around pulley on end of shaft). I spent another three hours filling 12 tanks. 

				I did Dive No. 5 with the Whiteleys and certified them all as OW Divers. They want to borrow gear tomorrow, so I couldn’t relax and had to fill all the tanks! 

				The boys had a great time on the beach at an Easter barbeque. “Namaste” and “Blue Monsoon” organised egg hunts, egg races and egg catching competitions for the kids and adults! I’m exhausted, but pleased to earn $1455 US for 5 days work.

				17 April 1995 English Harbour 

				I got up this morning and decided to have a rest day – sod the school work! I tidied up the boat and then painted a map watercolour for “Bullwinkle”. I was quite pleased that I managed to draw a reasonable representation of a Sigma 38 under sail, from scratch. My colours are still a bit intense, but I’m getting better. 

				I tidied up a bit more and then played the clarinet. I finished the day with a dinner of Fray Bentos chicken and mushroom pie – luxury! I’ve lost a lot of my spare tyre over the last week – I must be careful not to put it back on! The boys spent the day on the beach and on “Glencora” with Dorian. Easter Monday is obviously a local holiday because the beaches were packed with locals having a good time.

				18 April 1995 English Harbour 

				School work in the morning. I took “Blue Monson’s” dive gear back to them and found out that Darah was going for a dive – so I went too. He found Stingray Alley which was OK. I went running about doing errands in the afternoon and dropped our outboard at Seagull Marine to get the water pump sorted out. “Blue Monsoon” came for a beer. The boys and I then had spaghetti bolognese for dinner. We had an in-depth discussion about “Easter Bunny” – they know that he doesn’t exist! I filled 2 tanks.

				19 April 1995 English Harbour 

				Lesson 80 this morning – half way through the course. We are still 6 weeks behind our target – that’s about 20 lessons. We need to try harder! In the afternoon I played the clarinet. I had a great time messing about with accompaniments on the keyboard. The boys went out playing with Dorian as usual. I converted the left over bolognese into chilli with rice!

				20 April 1995 English Harbour 

				School work in the morning. I took Craig to “Blue Monsoon” to get his filling seen to. Darah ended up removing another filling which wasn’t too solid. She did about 45 minutes work for only 25EC (£6). In the afternoon I went to see if the outboard was ready – it wasn’t! 

				Then I went to “Namaste” to get a clarinet check up – I don’t seem to be doing much wrong and I learned a bit more about reeds. I think that my embouchure is incorrect – I reckon that I’m pressing down on my bottom lip to get high notes rather than stretching my bottom lip – I’ll have to work on that! I had a look at Bob’s midi set-up which was interesting. 

				A South African boat “Coquette” arrived with three children - Dinah, Robin and Matthew. Brett and Craig have met them before at Hog Island so they are in ecstasy! I went over in the evening to have a quick beer with them. Roast chicken, mash, peas and Bisto gravy for dinner.

				21 April 1995 English Harbour 

				School work in the morning. I picked up the outboard - $80 US for labour. He put the old impellor back in and shimmed up a metal sleeve in the pump body. I’ll have to buy spares just in case! Filled 4 tanks. I seemed to spend all day running about or cleaning up the boat. 

				“Dabulamanzi” arrived back today, but I could only wave to Glenys as she sailed past. They are staying in Falmouth tonight, but the guests leave tomorrow so I guess they’ll come back to English Harbour. The boys had another fun packed afternoon with their friends. We had chicken curry with pineapple for dinner – I overcooked the chicken and it went to mush, but the boys loved it! A boat called “Hulie” has dragged a bit (with no-one on board), so I had to get up a few times during the night to check on them.

				22 April 1995 English Harbour 

				School work in the morning. We walked around to Falmouth to meet Glenys and Gareth. We had a few beers at G & T’s and went to “Dabulamanzi” for lunch. Glenys came back to “Glencora” and we had a quiet evening.

				23 April 1995 English Harbour 

				Brett and Craig went up to the Interpretation Centre with “Coquette”. Glenys and I went out to do a dive with Darah and Brian from “Blue Monsoon”. Unfortunately, Glenys’ pressure gauge started to leak so she had to abort her dive. I carried on with Darah and Brian and then went and did another dive with Glenys with a different regulator. I filled 3 tanks. We just mooched about in the afternoon and then Gareth came for dinner.

				24 April 1995 English Harbour 

				I’m paranoid that someone will nick “my” mooring if we move, so we dropped the mooring at quarter past seven, filled up with water, and we were back on the mooring at quarter past eight - before most of our neighbours had woken up! 

				We went over to “Hulie” to talk to Keith and Tina to tell them that they dragged a couple of days ago. School work in the morning – Glenys went over to “Dabulamanzi” to start preparing for tomorrow’s charter. We went to “Blue Monsoon” for a beer, stayed until ten o’clock at night and ended up having beans on toast for dinner! 

				25 April 1995 English Harbour 

				Glenys was up and rushing about at seven o’clock in the morning. The boys stayed in bed until half past eight, so we had a late start to their school work. I had to have a break at about half past ten so that I could go over to immigration to check our papers. We originally said that we would be here until 1st May, so that’s when our visas expire. I told them that we would probably be here until the 10th May and they said no problem. 

				Glenys came over with some vegetables and asked me to make the vinegar mixture for ceviche fish because it would make “Dabulamanzi” smell – bloody cheek! 

				I finally finished school work at two o’clock. The boys went to the beach while I ran about doing errands and tidying up. We went to see Richard and Sue to have chilli and watch a couple of Race Week videos. I filled 2 tanks.

				26 April 1995 English Harbour 

				The boys went off at half past nine with “Coquette” to a beach by Falmouth Harbour to watch a classic yacht race. I was a lazy sod and sat in the cockpit and read a book. In the afternoon I tidied up and made dinner. 

				I had a beer and a glass of Chardonnay - I ended up polishing off a whole bottle... I’m getting worried about the amount of alcohol that Glenys and I drink. We always have the equivalent of a beer and half a bottle of wine each. Some nights we have more. I wake up every morning feeling dull or with a hangover – it’s ridiculous but very hard to stop. The first beer in the evening is divine and starts the slow slide into alcoholic oblivion. One of the main problems is that I can’t find a non-alcoholic drink that I like – coke is too sickly and water is boring. I don’t seem capable of restraint after I’ve had a beer – so I’ll just have to use all my willpower and give up completely.

				27 April 1995 English Harbour 

				What a terrible night. A 50ft French boat hit us twice during the night. He didn’t do any damage apart from a few scratches, but it ruined my night’s sleep! Every slight noise or gust of wind would wake me up and I just had to look out of the windows. It’s a pretty anchorage, but hell on my karma! The French boat went at eight o’clock this morning, but left a nice tempting gap for another charter boat to fill. 

				We did school work in the morning and then I ran a few errands. By the time I’d tidied up it was four o’clock, so I sat down and had my piano practice – I’ve bitten my bottom lip and can’t play the clarinet. I managed to get hold of five Mountgay Hat tickets for the party tomorrow night – they won’t give the hats out to children, so I’m going to have difficulty getting them all. I just HAD to have a couple of beers in the evening with my bangers and mash.

				28 April 1995 English Harbour 

				I was dragged out of bed at half past eight in the morning by Richard Matthews (MD of Oyster Yachts.) He knocked on the hull and I appeared in my underpants. He invited me to the Oyster Owners Party on Wednesday evening. I looked confused about who he was, so he took a second look at “Glencora” and said “This is an Oyster isn’t it?” - obviously used to Oyster owners doting on him. I thanked him and accepted the tickets - anything for a free beer! I’m sure that we are the scruffiest Oyster that he’s seen for a while – we’re in full anchorage mode with lumps of wood, windsurfers, towels, etc scattered everywhere and food stains down the side of the hull! 

				We did school work which took until one o’clock. In the afternoon, I went to the shops, played the clarinet and then went to the Mountgay Party. About 5 minutes after the official start of the party, there were about 200 people queuing for the famous Mountgay hats! The lady handing out the hats was very nice and gave one to Brett and Craig. After making two more trips around the queue, I had 5 hats so I can give one to Gareth. The party was good fun with free rum drinks until half past six. After that drinks were $5 for a beer, etc. The boys and I retired at half past seven, leaving the rest to party into the small hours.

				29 April 1995 English Harbour 

				School work in the morning. It took us until two o’clock to finish Brett off. I’m afraid that I lost my temper and shouted at him. I try very hard to ask him nicely to do things but after 3 or 4 attempts I suddenly go ballistic. I’ve shouted at him quite a few times over the last 2 weeks and it always comes as a bit of a shock to him. He doesn’t realise that each time I ask him I get a bit madder. Perhaps I should start to show my annoyance earlier and give him a lead up to the detonation! 

				By the time I’d got to the shops and tidied up it was four o’clock – nearly time for a beer! We had pizza for dinner.

				30 April 1995 English Harbour 

				Today was the first race of Antigua Week, so we went for a walk with “Namaste” to the top of a hill to get a good view of the start line. We had a fantastic spot about 800 metres upwind of the start line. Most of the yachts started on starboard tack which took them towards the rocks directly below us, so we had a great view of tacking battles. It was a long way there and back but well worth the walk. The boys had fun collecting berries from the Turk’s Head cactus which are a bit tart, but OK to eat. 

				After lunch a guy I’d never met, Keith of “Tsimbe” brought us a nice small 3lb tuna which he had “spare”. It was very nice of him and so it’s spaghetti with tuna sauce tonight! The boys went out to the beach and I lounged about with a book. I don’t seem to be able to motivate myself to do any jobs other than the domestic chores – it’s hard being a father and a housewife! We managed 18 lessons in April – we’re now only 12 behind target.

				

May 1995

				1 May 1995 English Harbour, Antigua

				Tempus Fugit, start of another month of my life. I feel like I’m in limbo – I have a monotonous routine of school work, washing up, tidy up, 1 hour to do something and then into making dinner and there was the day …. gone! We’ve been here a month now and I’m tired of the view. I’m also frustrated because there are jobs on the boat to do, but I can’t bring myself to put the boat in a mess. The boys are pretty good, but wearing – I can’t wait until Glenys gets back so that she can take some of the pressure off me. It’s not that the boys are a problem – they are just so demanding on attention and time. “Dad, can I have a drink”; “Dad, look at this”; “Dad, I’m hungry”; “Dad, can you help me to find a bit of Lego”; “Dad, can I bring my (four, noisy) friends aboard to play”; “Dad, can I have a drink?”... 

				We had a record school today – it took Brett until half past two! After lunch, we all went for a walk round to the Pillars of Hercules which was interesting. Tuna lasagne for dinner.

				2 May 1995 English Harbour, Antigua 

				We had a slack school day and did a review lesson. I did a bit of running about and then we did a major tidy up and clean up of the boat. All the boats arrived back from Dickenson Bay, so it was mayhem in the afternoon with boats trying to anchor all over the place. 

				I went and did a dive with Keith of “Tsimbe”. I filled 2 tanks. We went to “Severance” for a drink.They have a 1982 Oyster 39 which they have lovingly restored. The topsides and deck have been painted, they’ve just spent £10,000 having a new deck laid and the varnish is immaculate. I’ll get Glencora like that just before we sell her!

				3 May 1995 English Harbour, Antigua 

				I switched on the VHF this morning and was surprised to hear “Dabulamanzi” calling us. They arrived at midnight last night. We picked Glenys up at half past ten and wasn’t I glad to see her! After lunch, Gareth picked us up in his dinghy and we went to watch the Funday Games. 

				In the evening, we went to the Oyster owners drinks evening. Richard Matthews is a typical company chairman – his eyes glaze over when he talks to “little people” like me. We had a few drinks and went for dinner at one of the chicken huts.

				4 May 1995 English Harbour, Antigua 

				We had a quiet day, pottering about. I spent 2 hours scrubbing the bottom of the boat. I noticed that we have got a few small blisters under the epoxy coating. Our 3 year guarantee against osmosis runs out in July so I guess I’ll have to try to get it sorted out in the next few weeks. I don’t particularly relish the idea of a month on the hard, but the osmosis might get worse. We went over to “Dabulamanzi” for dinner and videos.

				5 May 1995 English Harbour, Antigua 

				We filled up with water and diesel. I did school work in the morning while Glenys helped Gareth on “Dabulamanzi”. I went over and scrubbed “Dabulamanzi’s” hull. In the evening, we went out with Gareth to a chicken hut and then strolled about for a while. At half past eight, we took the boys back to “Glencora” and left Brett looking after Craig while we went out to the party. We had a fun time drinking rum punches and watching people at the Copper and Lumber.

				6 May 1995 English Harbour, Antigua 

				A bit of a hangover this morning. At midday we decided to go for a dive. After about 20 minutes Glenys felt sick so we came up early. We went to the final race week event which finished with the Police Band, marching and gun salutes. Interesting day, quiet evening - in bed by nine o’clock. 

				7 May 1995 English Harbour, Antigua 

				School work in the morning. We went to the beach to a barbeque – I’m afraid that I find these very boring now. There are lots of mongooses in the woods behind the beach and they came fairly close to pick up the odd chicken bone. I think I got a photo of one, they move so quickly! 

				Most people are leaving this week and it’s about time that we moved on. I’ve still got to find the leak in the deck, so we’ll probably be here until mid-week. Brett’s feet are covered in verucae and warts – I’ve been trying to treat them with salicylic acid but his plasters keep coming off when he’s playing in the sea and I keep forgetting about it. If it gets any worse we’ll have to take him to the doctors.

				8 May 1996 English Harbour, Antigua 

				Glenys did school work this morning while I took down the head linings to find the deck leak. I didn’t find the leak, but I did find out that the starboard chain plates are pulling off the hull! I got three opinions on it and all seem to think that it isn’t a complete disaster, but it needs to be done fairly soon. I decided that I will sort it out in St Lucia. We’ll set sail tomorrow to get out of Antigua before something else stops us. Fortunately, we will be on port tack all the way to St Lucia which will take the load off the starboard shrouds – I hope!

				9 May 1995 English Harbour to Deshaies, Guadeloupe

				We finally did it, we left Antigua! We had calm seas and a 10-15 knot wind from ESE. We basically motor-sailed the whole way there. I put the main topping lift on a stanchion deck fitting on the starboard side to give the chain plates some relief, and to act as an emergency shroud in case of disaster. I looked at the chain plates every so often, and found that the (now) free end is moving about 3 mm as the rig and hull flexes. It doesn’t seem to be getting any worse though. We anchored in the relatively empty bay at Deshaies, but the wind is coming from the west, which is weird! I cleared in and then we lounged about.

				10 May 1995 Deshaies, Guadeloupe 

				We rocked and rolled during the night because the wind is coming from such a strange direction. Glenys did school work while I put back the head linings (apart from the box around the starboard chain plates, so that I can see what is going on!) 

				I filled 6 tanks. I had a chat to Adrian from “Kelly’s Eye” (GB) about the chain plates and he gave me some advice on how to do it. 

				After lunch, Glenys and I went on a dive. Another quiet, wine besotted night. It’s great being back in France!

				11 May 1995 Deshaies to Pigeon Island, Guadeloupe 

				Another rolly night. We did school work in the morning and then motored around to Pigeon Island. 

				Conditions at the anchorage were terrible with an onshore wind and swell on the beam. We put a stern anchor out by letting out twice as much chain at the front, reversing into position and then dropping the stern anchor over the back of the boat. We then pulled up the excess chain at the bow. It worked OK, but we still had slack in the two anchor chains. Next time I’ll let out three times as much chain at the front. We ended up sitting bow into the swell, but the wind was on our beam, so we still pitched and rolled. 

				The boys disappeared to the beach to play in the surf and Glenys went to the supermarket, leaving me to protect the ship! Glenys wasn’t feeling too well today, she’s getting mild “panic” attacks. She feels hot, nervous, jittery and her heart speeds up. It’s like she’s just had a fright and has an adrenaline rush. It happened to her in the middle of the second charter on “Dabulamanzi” as well. We’ll just have to keep an eye on her!

				12 May 1995 Pigeon Island to Ile de Cabrit, Iles de Saintes 

				An uncomfortable night with continuous pitching and rolling. Every so often we would get a gust of wind which would make the anchors snatch. One was so loud that I had to get up to check. In the morning, we decided to go to the Saints, but motored over to Pigeon Island to do a dive first. I’m glad we did because the reef is brilliant. 

				We called in at the marina at Basse Terre and filled up with water and fuel. We then motored across to the Saintes and anchored in the calm anchorage at Ile de Cabrit. The boys immediately went to the beach while Glenys and I sorted out the chaos of the boat. A quick snorkel, a tootle for an hour and it was dinner time.

				13 May 1995 Ile de Cabrit, Iles de Saintes

				School work in the morning. Glenys and I went for a dive around the north side of the island which was OK. Glenys spotted a lobster, but I failed to catch it. I filled 4 tanks. 

				I spent a couple of hours writing my “memoirs” – I’ve managed to find a style which suits me. It takes ages to type in the main parts and then just as long to correct the grammar and style. I reckon it takes me about an hour per A5 page, which equates to 400 hours or 50 x 8 hr days for a 400 page novel! Perhaps I won’t write a best selling novel!

				14 May 1995 Ile de Cabrit, Iles de Saintes

				Glenys did school work while I cleaned the engine bilge, checked under the floorboards, checked the stern gland and epoxied a hole in the exhaust water trap. Glenys then spent the afternoon cleaning the carpets, while I messed about snorkelling and writing my memoirs. 

				15 May 1995 Ile de Cabrit to Bourg de Saintes

				School work in the morning, then we went and anchored by Bourg Des Saintes. After lunch we went for a walk, past the airfield, to Plage De Grand Anse. This is a mile long sandy beach which faces east – the waves crash onto the beach. The boys had brought their body boards, so ignoring the no swimming signs, we had a great time body boarding. It was a bit too rough for Craig – after a few wipe outs he went and played in the sand. Brett and I spent a happy hour crashing and tumbling about. The only sour note was that I lost my watch which had a Velcro wrist strap that obviously came off.

				16 May 1995 Bourg de Saintes

				School work in the morning. Glenys and I went and did a dive which was very good. Glenys and the boys went for a walk in town while I had a tootle on the clarinet. I went over to say hello to Mike of “Colleen” (GB) who we last saw in Porto Santo. Sounds like they’ve had a hard year going up to Boston and back – I‘m glad that we didn’t bother!

				17 May 1995 Bourg de Saintes to Layou, Dominica

				Glenys and I went to do a serious lobster hunt first thing in the morning. Unfortunately, the only ones we saw were either too small or too deep in caves – ah well! 

				We motored clear of the Saintes and then had a nice reach for 3 hours until we got in the lee of Dominica when the wind dropped from 20 knots to 5 knots in the space of about 5 minutes! We motored the rest of the way to the anchorage off Castaways Hotel. Typical of Dominica, it threw it down just before dinner. 

				I got Brett and Craig interested in making some puppets. We started to make the heads from papier maché – the bodies will come later after the heads are finished and painted.

				18 May 1995 Layou to Saint Pierre, Martinique

				We were woken up at midnight by the boat doing enormous rolls. The wind had died and the boat was side on to the swell causing us to roll very badly. Glenys went and slept in the saloon with the lee cloth up! Horrible night. 

				We motored along the coast of Dominica and had a fast, wet reach to Martinique. We anchored off the town at St Pierre. I chatted to a South African boat “Crest” who wanted me to fill a couple of tanks. We went out for dinner. 

				We wandered all around the town, passing shuttered up cafes and restaurants until we had just about given up. Then we spotted a small restaurant where we had a pleasant meal. The bill came to 387 francs which left us with about 70 centimes to our name – phew!

				19 May 1995 Saint Pierre, Martinique

				We all slept like logs last night. I got up at half past seven, which seems to be a habit with me now. The others woke up at half past eight when I put the kettle on and by quarter to nine it was chaos. I like my quiet hour in the morning. 

				I did school work while Glenys went into town to get some francs and do some shopping. After lunch Glenys and I went to do a dive while the boys went off to play with Dusty from “Ghost Dancing” (South African). I filled 4 tanks. 

				Henry, Sue and Dusty (7) from “Ghost Dancing” came for a drink and ended up staying for dinner. They ran a company that specialised in process control in South Africa and it was interesting to hear about their business and exchange stories of sales and debtors! Another couple that we have common interests with, that we will (probably) never see again – C’est la vie!

				20 May 1995 Saint Pierre to Anse a l’Ane, Martinique

				A bit of a hangover today. School work in the morning then Glenys and I went to do some shopping. 

				We then motored around to Anse A L’ane. The boys shot off to the beach while Glenys and I mooched about.

				21 May 1995 Anse a l’Ane, Martinique

				Bloody awful night. One of the bars was playing very loud South American Samba type music until half past two in the morning. It was so loud that it was hard to sleep. Normally I don’t mind too much, but the music was live, had an irregular rhythm and discordant trumpets – a nightmare! 

				We did school work in the morning and then had a quiet day, writing, reading and clarinet practice. “Mistral” with Hubert, Ben (8) and Petra (11) turned up and stayed the night before pressing on with a guest. We met them in Hog Island in July. We finished off the puppets for the boys which was good fun.

				22 May 1995 Anse a l’Ane, Martinique

				School work in the morning. Then another quiet day doing our own things. The outboard was very stiff to pull this morning – I’ve noticed it getting a bit stiffer. I put extra oil in the petrol and adjusted the carb to run a bit richer. God knows what is causing it, but the engine starts OK.

				23 May 1995 Anse a l’Ane to Fort de France, Martinique

				Motored over to Fort De France and anchored behind “Moby Dick”. I rushed off into town armed with a long list. I needed to get some chandlery and some diving spares, but ended up with nothing. I met the others in McDonald’s for lunch and then retired back to the boat to recover. Jimmy and Marion came to dinner and we polished off 3 bottles of wine before they left at midnight.

				24 May 1995 Fort de France, Martinique

				We both felt rough this morning, so we cancelled school work and moped about. I went and bought a new pressure gauge, but couldn’t find any filters for the compressor. I tried to buy an ink cartridge for my printer, but they wanted £40 for one! The prices are incredible, everything is twice as much as it should be – I guess that I’m used to St Martin prices. Glenys’ keyboard cost $390 US in St Martin and it’s $940 here! We filled up with water. We all went to “Moby Dick” to watch a video after dinner.

				25 May 1995 Fort de France, Martinique 

				School work in the morning. I was a lazy bugger all day and read a novel. Glenys did the same interspersed with lunch and dinner. It’s Ascension Day so everything is shut up. We’re sort of hanging about to see if Gareth stops by. He’s coming up from St Vincent on his way to Antigua and said that he might stop on the way. This anchorage is OK apart from the rolling from the ferries and the fact that we can’t swim because it’s too dirty.

				26 May 1995 Fort de France to Grand Anse D’Arlet, Martinique

				Glenys and I went shopping in the morning. I cleared in and out of customs and we motored around to Grand Anse D’Arlet which is quite a nice anchorage. 

				After lunch I was overcome with lethargy, but Glenys told me that we were going diving - what a brilliant dive it was, really pretty. I’m becoming very lazy – I keep thinking about what we’re going to do when we get back to England in two years time. 

				It’s crazy but the thought of the UK depresses me and I look forward to six o’clock when I can have a beer and slide into the quiet, surreal world of alcohol. I keep trying to stop but I always find excuses – tonight Glenys is cooking prawns in garlic mayonnaise. We obviously have to have a nice bottle of wine to accompany it, so it doesn’t matter if I have a beer first. We’re becoming very decadent – putting on weight, eating and drinking whatever takes our fancy. They call it middle age spread and I’ve got to stop it!

				27 May 1995 Grand Anse D’Arlet to Rodney Bay, St Lucia

				We left at about ten o’clock and motor sailed to St Lucia. We didn’t have enough wind to sail until the last half hour. 

				We anchored off the beach at three o’clock. It took us 3 attempts before we found some decent sand. I went straight into the marina but the mail hasn’t arrived from Carol. The Post Office has sent us a slip telling us that “Band-in-a-Box” has arrived and needs picking up. Unfortunately, it arrived on the 23 April and they say they only keep them for 28 days. I’ll be really cross if they’ve sent it back to the States.

				28 May 1995 Rodney Bay, St Lucia 

				We did school work in the morning. In the afternoon we mooched about and Glenys cut my hair. I had a tootle and worried about “Band-in-a-Box”.

				29 May 1995 Rodney Bay, St Lucia 

				Glenys did school work in the morning while I rushed off to Castries. I went to the Post Office and thankfully they still had my parcel containing “Band-in-a-Box”. I went to the music shop and had the middle joint of my clarinet repaired. While I was there I bought a Benny Goodman Course and a book on Benny Goodman solos. 

				When I got back, I asked Dave from “Trixolar” to come and look at my chain plates. He gave me a few pointers and I then discovered that he is learning to play the clarinet. We ended up on his boat having a beer with his wife, Julie.

				30 May 1995 Rodney Bay Marina, St Lucia

				We went into the marina in the morning. I then went into town to check out the hardware stores and pick up some bits for fibre glassing. I took the tension off the shrouds and prepared the area around the chain plates. I got “Band-in-a-Box” working – fantastic! Dave and Julie from “Trixolar” came for dinner.

				31 May 1995 Rodney Bay Marina, St Lucia 

				Glenys did school work in the morning. I chiselled away the old fibreglass from the chain plates. I’m not surprised that they pulled away – the matting wasn’t wetted properly and just peeled away. As I started to chisel it away I noticed that the fibreglass on the strengthening rib for the hull is dry as well. It could be a mammoth task to put it all right, so I’m just going to redo the area that pulled away. I wonder if the same person did the port chain plates? 

				I was finished at two o’clock, so I had a shower and tried to get the fibreglass out of my skin – no chance, I’ll be itching for days! After lunch Glenys and I got the anchor chain out and laid it on the quay to paint marks every ten metres. Brett and Craig helped Glenys for about 10 minutes, before they got bored and went to the swimming pool. 

				Fifteen minutes later, Brett came back wailing – he’s very noisy when hurt! He’d dived in the pool, hit the bottom with his face and chipped one of his front teeth! Split it in half, in fact – panic! We rang a dentist, Glenys went into Castries with him and two hours later he was back as good as new. Fortunately, I had the foresight to take a picture of him before he went to the dentist! 

				I played with “Band-in-a-Box” while they were at the dentist – I put a song into the computer and it plays it back to me on our electronic keyboard. I’m going to have a lot of fun with this programme and I think that it will teach me a lot about group music.

				

June 1995

				1 June 1995 Rodney Bay Marina, St Lucia

				The batteries were way down this morning (again!) After a little investigation I found out that the battery charger is drawing 1.5A out of the batteries! I knew it didn’t work, but it must have a short of some kind. I plugged in on Tuesday morning, so it’s drawn out 72Ah which accounts for us having to run the engine a lot – Glenys was blaming it on the computer and I was blaming the fridge! 

				I went to the chandlers to buy some fibreglass and resin. They were expensive and didn’t have any matting, so I went to the boat yard. They didn’t have a lot, so I ended up going into town to a place called Sunbild Ltd, which was great. I got everything I needed for £25. Glenys went into town, (to buy me some wonderful birthday presents, I hope!) She went to Ogapadu Music Shop and bought a piano jazz book. I experimented with the amount of hardener to put in the polyester resin.

				2 June 1995 Rodney Bay Marina, St Lucia

				Very windy night with lots of squalls. Funnily, I would rather have been at anchor because I was worried that the fenders might pop out. None of my resin had gone off, so I had to experiment with more hardener. I managed to find the correct amount of hardener and started to fibreglass when Dave arrived to say farewell. He had a look and thought that maybe I was using a little too much hardener, but otherwise I had the right idea. I spent the rest of the day fibreglassing. Glenys did school work, but got herself into “I hate Brett” mode and went off into town to do some shopping.

				3 June 1995 Rodney Bay Marina, St Lucia 

				I decided to wait a couple of days before cleaning up the fibreglass to give it a chance to really go off. I put some new lifting/strong points on the dinghy floor. I made a cricket bat for the boys – it’s great to have mains electricity. Glenys painted the anchor chain with some etching primer paint on the bits that have gone rusty. 

				I played cricket with the boys for a while and then did a few more odd jobs. Glenys did roast beef for dinner – what a treat! (Unfortunately, no horseradish sauce in the shops!)

				4 June 1995 Rodney Bay Marina, St Lucia

				My official birthday - 39 today – only one year to the big 40! We opened my presents, a new diving watch (to replace the one I lost in the Saintes!), a new torch (all our other torches don’t work properly), some water bomb balloons (for the boys) and a teach yourself harmonica book with a diatonic ‘C’ harmonica (for those long passages). 

				After breakfast we played cricket, and then went to the bar for a wet lunch. After lunch, I played with “Band-in-a-Box” for the rest of the day. I’m aiming to get all my favourite tunes on there so that I can play along. I read “A Clarinettist’s Bedtime Book”, which I copied from Dave. It explains a great deal about technique in a very down to earth way. It depressed me a bit because I’ve got the following things wrong with my technique:

				
						I don’t put enough mouthpiece in my mouth

						My breathing isn’t from the diaphragm

						My tonguing is incorrect because I push air as I tongue

						My embouchure and tonal quality is poor

						I lift my fingers too high

						My fingering technique is incorrect on A and Bb

						I use the wrong middle B and C# fingering on scales with C#

				

				Oh miser! I’m going to start a regime of one hour’s practice on technique. I really enjoyed my birthday!

				5 June 1995 Rodney Bay Marina, St Lucia 

				I’ve decided to stop drinking alcohol (again!) My delusion of grandeur this time is not to drink until my 40th birthday. I’m also going to start doing exercises in the morning and go for a swim. The concept of being 40 obviously bothers me! 

				I called into the Marina Office on my way to town and found out that today is another bloody holiday. With corrupt politicians and officials and holidays every other week, it’s no wonder that these Caribbean countries are in such a state. 

				Glenys cleaned the bilges and washed out the water tanks (which were disgusting!) I got our 240V generator going by fitting the choke cable and cleaning out the carburettor. I then sanded the cockpit locker seat – I re-caulked it in Trinidad last September! The fibreglass has finally decided to go off – one part of it has taken 3 days to go hard. I obviously didn’t put enough hardener in that cup of resin. I still need to do some more fibreglassing around the bottom of the area.

				6 June 1995 Rodney Bay Marina, St Lucia

				I left Glenys cleaning out the bilge sump and then went into town to buy more fibreglass and miscellaneous bits. In the afternoon I re-tapped the roller reefing screws to ¼” and hopefully that will be the end of that little problem. Glenys tried to paint the chain with some primer, but it kept raining. It’s incredibly depressing when it keeps raining. It gets very muggy down below and tempers get a little bit frayed. 

				“Moby Dick” turned up today. Marion was really pleased to see us. She’s sort of adopted us as a surrogate family and wants to cruise down the rest of the Windwards with us. It’s nice to meet up with them every so often, but I’m not too keen on cruising in company. 

				I had a practice on the clarinet and discovered that I’m off key on many notes – it’s suddenly dawned on me that my embouchure affects the pitch of the note I’m playing – back to square one again. I really wish that I could have lessons instead of all this trial and error.

				7 June 1995 Rodney Bay Marina, St Lucia 

				We were going to go out and anchor this morning, but the sun was shining so we decided to have another attempt at painting the anchor chain. Surprisingly, it didn’t rain all day. In the afternoon, Glenys went to the shopping mall and did a big shop. 

				I went to a doctor about my elbow. About 2 months ago, I fell backwards in the dinghy and banged my elbow – it hurt like mad for a few days and then was OK. About 2 weeks ago, I noticed a swelling on my elbow – like fluid around the joint. The doctor said that it is a “bursa” and is just fluid under the skin. She wants me to go to a surgeon in Castries who will draw the fluid out and then inject hydrocortisone in. Yuk! She said that my red eyes are because they are dry – I’m not producing enough tears to combat the sun, wind and salt water. She sold me some £10 eye drops! 

				I fixed the GPS by fitting a new battery, which I bought from Cay Electronics for £10! What a rip off. We went to “Moby Dick” to watch a video.

				8 June 1996 Rodney Bay Lagoon, St Lucia 

				We filled up with water, put the chain back into the chain locker and went out to anchor. It was a bit of a miserable day. 

				I started to prepare the area around the chain plates and found that the area that had taken 3 days to go off actually hadn’t gone off properly. So I spent the afternoon chiselling the stuff off. It was the last bit I did and I reckon that I carried on working with resin that had started to gel. Apparently this is the wrong thing to do, since it affects the hardening process. 

				Derek and Alison from “Kaliba” came for a beer; we met them in St Martin in February.

				9 June 1995 Rodney Bay Lagoon, St Lucia 

				Miserable rainy day. Glenys did school work while I did some fibreglassing. I redid the bad section. I’m going to leave the rest until tomorrow to check that it goes off properly. 

				The outboard hasn’t been pumping water out of the telltale (again) so I stripped the water pump down and went to find some spares. Nada! The mariner “agent” doesn’t even have an impellor, never mind a pump body. I put it all back together as best I could, I made a new key for the impellor from a nail – (must get a proper one before it rusts away). The thing still didn’t put any water out of the telltale. As an afterthought I flushed out the water system and guess what – it worked! The water flow through the block was OK, but the telltale tube must have been blocked – you live and learn. 

				Brett was happy this afternoon because “Mistral” turned up and he’s now got Ben to play with – poor old Craig gets left out of things!

				10 June 1995 Rodney Bay Lagoon, St Lucia 

				The fibreglass went hard within a few hours, so I spent the morning finishing off the rest. After lunch I mooched about reading and playing the clarinet. Glenys did school work and made a new wind scoop for the front hatch. 

				Our mail still hasn’t arrived from Carol. She sent it about 6 weeks ago, but the postal workers and customs keep going on strike so I imagine that our mail is amongst a huge pile of parcels at the airport. We’re not having much luck with mail at the moment – I still haven’t received the filters for the compressor that I ordered at the beginning of March!

				11 June 1995 Rodney Bay Lagoon, St Lucia 

				School work in the morning. The boys played with Ben. Glenys pottered about repairing the aft wind scoop and I played the clarinet. “Mistral” came for a beer.

				12 June 1995 Rodney Bay Lagoon, St Lucia 

				School work in the morning. Glenys went to the shopping mall with Marion, I wrote some faxes to Paul Preston (our accountant) about our tax position and to Airtech about the missing filters. We put 25 litres of fuel in the tank from a container, so that we can run the engine for a couple of days more. I’ve lasted 7 days without drinking and it was no problem.

				13 June 1995 Rodney Bay Lagoon, St Lucia 

				Glenys and I dropped the boys off at “Moby Dick” at quarter past eight, so that we could go on a First Aid Course. We arrived at the Red Cross Building to be told that they had rearranged the course to the afternoon. We went back and asked Marion if she would babysit in the afternoon for us! 

				I cleaned up the fibreglass around the chain plates which looks very strong! We went for the afternoon course, both got 100% on the exam and paid out $50 EC each. They gave us our certification cards so I don’t think that we’ll bother to go to the bandaging session tomorrow! We ended up having a glass or three of wine on “Moby Dick”. We met John from “Culnor” (UK).

				14 June 1995 Rodney Bay Lagoon, St Lucia 

				School work in the morning. I went back to the doctor about my bursa. She said that the surgeon didn’t want to drain it just yet and had suggested a course of an anti-inflammatory drug. She gave me some tablets called “Cataflam”. I tidied up the starboard pilot berth and put the wall linings and boxes back. We then had a major tidy up.

				15 June 1995 Rodney Bay Lagoon, St Lucia

				Glenys did school work and I re-tensioned the rigging. I didn’t know if I was doing it right, so I went and got John from “Culnor” to have a look. He told me that I had the forestay tight enough but that I should start again with the shrouds. I slackened off the shrouds and checked that the mast was central to the boat. I then tensioned the upper shrouds and then the lowers. I’ve since found out that the sequence should be back and forestay, lowers and baby stay and then uppers. Anyway, it looks OK to me. We’ll check it on the sail down to Marigot. I suspect that I’ve always had the upper shrouds too tight which could account for the chain plates pulling away. 

				I went up the mast and checked the rest of the rigging. We went to “Culnor” for dinner. “Moby Dick” and Barbara from “Kelly’s Eye” were there too.

				16 June 1995 Rodney Bay Lagoon, St Lucia 

				Hangovers this morning. Glenys hung around all day feeling sorry for herself. I went into town and got some new reeds for the clarinet. We had a quiet night.

				17 June 1995 Rodney Bay, St Lucia

				We put the genoa onto the forestay and went to the fuel dock. We filled up with fuel and water. We then went out of the Lagoon to anchor off the beach again. I filled 3 tanks. We received a fax from Ceris, telling us that Fiona has had a baby girl. 

				The bloody customs are still on strike, so we’ve asked Barbara to pick up the mail for us. She’s going to be here until end of July and should meet us in Trinidad. We can call them on 4407 KHz at half past seven or leave a message at 777A if our plans change. It’s great to be back out in the open sea. I started to feel ill and had the runs, so we had a quiet afternoon, punctuated by my frequent, desperate runs to the heads.

				18 June 1995 Rodney Bay to Marigot Bay, St Lucia

				I felt a lot better this morning. I’ve still got a dodgy feeling in my stomach, but I think that the runs have gone. We did school work in the morning and then sailed to Anse Cochon. 

				It was a broad reach all the way which was wonderful. Just outside Marigot we sailed close hauled so that I could check the tension in the rigging – the leeward shrouds were both very loose so I tightened them when we got to Marigot. As we were approaching Anse Cochon, the bolt which holds the kicking strap bracket on the boom sheared. It went with a bang which didn’t do my nerves any good at all. I bodged it when I got to Marigot and I’ll re-tap it in Bequia. Glenys and I did a dive which was OK. We returned to Marigot for the night – “Moby Dick” came for a sundowner, while I was doing my repairs.

				19 June 1995 Marigot Bay, St Lucia

				It was raining when we woke up, raining at lunch time, raining at dinner and raining when we went to bed – horrible day. We did schoolwork in the morning and sulked for the rest of the day. Craig’s front, top, right tooth is coming through. Unfortunately, it’s pushing behind his dead first tooth and pushing it forwards. We had a discussion about it but have decided to leave it for a few days to see what happens. The boys went out to play on a tree swing with Ben from “Mistral”. Brett pushed Ben when he didn’t want to and Ben hit Brett. Some of the other kids had to stop the ensuing fight. Brett came back, burst into tears and said that he’s “going to F***ing kill Ben tomorrow”! We told him that Ben is just a bully and the best thing to do is to not play with him – a difficult situation!

				20 June 1995 Marigot Bay to Soufriere, St Lucia 

				We did school work in the morning. I cleared out of customs and we motored around to the Hummingbird Beach. We were going to stop at Anse Chastenet for a dive, but they’ve put out “No Anchoring/Marine Park” buoys. I think that there are some yacht moorings near to the shore, but we didn’t investigate. 

				We had the chance to do a couple of tacks as we approached Soufriere and I reckon the shrouds are still too loose – I put another turn on each shroud and the baby stay. We anchored off the Hummingbird Hotel. Glenys and I went for a dive which was good, but I’m getting bored because it’s all the same. We decided that we’ve had enough of St Lucia, so we plan to go to St Vincent tomorrow. 

				“Moby Dick” have anchored at the other side of the bay and we thought we ought to tell them about our change in plans. Fortunately, Jimmy dinghied over to check out our anchorage – theirs is a bit rolly! Glenys and I have had enough of cruising in company – it’s too restricting! We’ve told them that we’ll keep with them until we get to Bequia.

				21 June 1995 Soufriere to Cumberland Bay, St Vincent

				Up early. One of the boat boys wanted to untie my line for me, but I said don’t bother because I could do it myself. He finally offered to do it for free because he was worried that the other boats there might see me and he would lose business. It really pisses me off that they expect to be paid $10EC (£2.50) for tying the rope and $10EC for untying the rope. This probably all started with some yacht giving a local a bit of change for helping him. 

				We had a boisterous sail which was a bit uncomfortable, but at least the wind was slightly behind us. We tied up in Cumberland Bay and were besieged by boat boys. I jumped in the water, dived down to check the anchor and when I surfaced there was a woman on the boat having her picture taken! 

				I filled 2 tanks and we went for a dive. “Moby Dick” arrived and anchored next to us. We ended up on “Moby Dick” for a beer and I’m afraid that I got drunk.

				22 June 1995 Cumberland Bay, St Vincent

				We decided to go for a hike up to the top of the volcano, Mount Soufriere. “Moby Dick” kindly said they would babysit while Glenys and I went by ourselves. Our guide was called Abbey who said he would take us for $40EC (£10). He arranged a taxi for $90EC to drop us off and pick us up again. I thought this was a bit steep but what the hell. 

				We got to the taxi to find out that it was a pick-up truck, and we were expected to ride in the back. The driver (a huge tough looking guy) asked Abbey how much he had agreed, Abbey said “90 dollars”. The guy nodded and said “90US”. I said no chance and we agreed 90EC for us to ride in the back of the truck. It rained on the way, in fact it threw it down. 

				We arrived at the end of the road and started our 4 mile trek. Our first obstacle was 200 metres from our drop off point and we had to wade through a waist deep river. We walked along the beach for about ½ mile and then cut off up a dry river bed. One of the straps pulled out of my sandals and I had to tie it up with a bit of string. 

				We slowly, remorselessly climbed up through rain forest, hilly farmland and then near the top, low, scrubby vegetation. It was extremely hard work and halfway up another strap pulled out of my other sandal – I nearly gave up. Meanwhile, Glenys was struggling having to stop and rest every few hundred metres. She battled on though. Having said this, two of the guys with us were walking up in bare feet...

				Near the top, we ran into clouds and gale force winds, which were so strong that we kept having to crouch down in the gusts. We eventually made it and sat on the rim on the volcano. Visibility was about 25metres, so we didn’t see a lot. The walk back down was just as bad because of the slippery, steep path, but we managed to survive. We filled up one of our rucksacks with green and ripe mangos from a wild tree. 

				We arrived back at the pick up point to wait the 10 minutes until three o’clock when our “taxi” would appear. By half past, he hadn’t appeared, so we started to walk towards Chateau Blaire to have something to do. We arrived in Chateau Blaire at quarter past four – still no sign of the “taxi”. 

				We decided to catch a bus back to Cumberland Bay - Abbey was not very happy about this. We were travelling on the bus when the pick-up truck went past us. Abbey screamed for the bus to stop and we all piled off. The pick-up driver grinned inanely, but didn’t really apologise for being 1½ hours late so I went ballistic. I told him that I was only going to pay him half of the money and did a lot of shouting. The bus load of people and Abbey (and his 2 friends!) thought this was highly amusing. I eventually told the guy that I would only pay him $50EC; he nodded and told me to just get in the pickup. 

				When we arrived back at Cumberland Bay, I went to give the driver $50EC, but he said the deal was $90EC. I started to argue that he couldn’t expect money when he turns up 1½ hrs late. He eventually just said “have a nice day” and drove off without any money. I then gave Abbey $50EC (intending $10EC tip) but he said he wanted $40EC per person – Oh, give me a break! 

				We eventually agreed to give him $75EC but then he still wanted $50EC to give to the truck driver. I said I wasn’t going to and he looked very worried and said that he was going to have to pay the truck driver from his own money. He was obviously very scared of upsetting the truck driver so I gave him $100EC and $10US and said it was up to him what he paid the truck driver. I told him that I thought that the truck driver doesn’t deserve anything – he was charging rip off tourist prices and then not supplying the service! We arrived back to pick the boys up at five o’clock - a long day out!

				23 June 1995 Cumberland Bay to Admiralty Bay, Bequia

				We motored round to Petit Bayhaut where Glenys and I did a dive – wonderful. We then had a nice sail to Bequia, which was slightly marred by bilge water slopping about wetting the saloon carpet. The electric bilge pump had packed up and we hadn’t noticed. I used the manual bilge pump for the first time in nearly 3 years sailing. We anchored off the beach. I went and cleared in and picked up a parcel containing the compressor spares from Air Tech – it’s a miracle. 

				Glenys went snorkelling and found what resembled a three metre diameter fried egg stuck to the sea bed just next to our boat. I put a scuba unit on and went to investigate. It turned out to be Inshore Arrow Squid, breeding and laying packets of eggs in a huge cluster. The centre of the cluster must have been several days old and the packet casings have gone yellow. 

				It’s an amazing spectacle with large 12” squid (males, we think) pairing up with smaller 8” long females (we think). They approach the egg cluster together and then the female deposits a packet of eggs about 3” long by 1/4” diameter. The whole thing looks like a giant anemone with loads of squid flashing about. This natural phenomenon has attracted a shoal of small tuna which keep flashing about. I spent over an hour watching them – fantastic!

				24 June 1995 Admiralty Bay, Bequia 

				Back into the routine. We did school work in the morning. Glenys made some mango chutney and went mad cleaning her cupboards in an anti-weevil campaign. I read a book and started to repair the bilge pump – I couldn’t get it working and managed to shear off a bolt.

				25 June 1995 Admiralty Bay, Bequia 

				School work in the morning and then pottering about doing a few jobs and playing the clarinet. I haven’t been off the boat for two days (except for a swim).

				26 June 1995 Admiralty Bay, Bequia 

				School work (Test Lesson 120) in the morning. Glenys went into town to do a bit of shopping while I filled 4 tanks. Glenys and I went to do a dive after lunch. 

				While we were away the boys were playing on the beach. Brett threw a big rock up in the air and it landed on his own head. He ending up being helped by a local who took him back to his hut on the beach, trimmed his hair and put a plaster on. Brett was OK. We’re feeling guilty - we’re bad parents leaving our two small children alone on the beach while we go diving...

				27 June 1995 Admiralty Bay, Bequia 

				Glenys did school work with both of them while I did a few jobs. In the afternoon, I played the clarinet and Glenys went into town. “Moby Dick” came for dinner and told us they were moving on tomorrow. Brett and Craig had a great time riding in a local’s ski boat with a 75hp outboard – wow!

				28 June 1995 Admiralty Bay, Bequia 

				We had a day off school today. I spent most of the day messing about with my “memoirs”. I’m working on the three months from leaving Feedback to moving onto the boat. I took most of the day to go through the old invoices for re-fitting the boat and figure out what and when we did things. 

				Glenys started doing the upholstery in the back cabin – she bought the material in Trinidad last September and HAS to do it before we go back there! Brett and Craig went to the beach with Ben from “Mistral”. Ben was being a bully again and wouldn’t let Brett or Craig play with Brett’s ball. Brett got upset and swam back to the boat. Ben jumped into Mario’s dinghy (a German boy) and chased Brett calling him a sissy for running away. 

				Brett doesn’t know what to do, he wants to play with Ben, but Ben is such a bully. All we can say to Brett is “don’t play with him”. We eventually persuaded Brett and Craig to go over to “Rose of Wight” and play with Harry (7) and Laurel (4). Craig had a great time and went on board, but Harry told Brett that he couldn’t go on board. Brett came back to Glencora and had an identity crisis. We went to “Rose of Wight” and had a beer or three with Nigel and Jan.

				29 June 1995 Admiralty Bay, Bequia 

				School work in the morning. Glenys and I went to the shops and then I spent most of the afternoon making a new cam plate for the bilge pump. I’ve changed everything else – impellor, end seal and put JB weld in the grooves of the shaft – I’ll try it tomorrow. 

				Brett and Craig played by themselves until about three o’clock, then they played with Harry from “Rose of Wight”. Ben and his mate started to tease Brett, Craig and Harry, Glenys saw him and went ballistic – she gave Ben a good telling off, telling him he was too aggressive and a bully and that she’s told Brett not to play with him, so there! We had a quiet night in.

				30 June 1995 Admiralty Bay, Bequia 

				School work in the morning. We called the Daffodil catamaran and filled up with water and fuel. I tried the bilge pump after dinner and (guess what?) – it didn’t work. I reckon that there is too much clearance on the ends of the impellor – try again! 

				We had “Rose of Wight” and “Colleen” (Mike and Jane) around for drinks. 

				

July 1995

				1 July 1995 Admiralty Bay to Mustique 

				Another month gone. We did school work in the morning and then sailed and motored across to Mustique. I’ve just rigged up a lure on the fishing rod because I’ve lost a few lures on my fixed line/bungy rig. We’ve not caught a fish for months. I lost another lure today because I think that I had the clutch too tight – I’m really hacked off! 

				Glenys and I went for a snorkel while the boys went over to “Rose of Wight” to pick up Harry. We ended up on “Colleen” having a beer or four because it’s Mike’s birthday. We met Joe and Margaret of “Night Music” (GB). They were in Porto Santo for the storm of ’93, so there was a lot of reminiscing.

				2 July 1995 Mustique 

				School work in the morning. “Night Music” asked Glenys if she could make some new covers for their horseshoe buoys, so she spent most of the afternoon sewing. I had another go at the bloody bilge pump, but I couldn’t get it working properly – I’ve given up and I’m going to spend £110 on a new one when we get back to Bequia. 

				I’m still persevering with learning scales on the clarinet – a new one each day. Brett and Craig spent the day playing with Harry. I filled 3 tanks. We had a quiet and rolly evening, as usual in Mustique. 

				3 July 1995 Mustique to Little Bay, Canouan 

				We rolled all night and I’m sick of it. We decided to skip school work and go to Canouan. Glenys used “Night Music’s” SSB radio and managed to talk to Gareth. He’s in St Vincent and will meet us in the Tobago Cays on the 5th or 6th. 

				We started off with a horrid, floppy, downwind sail, so we motored most of the way. We hooked a fish, but he got off as I was reeling him in. I think I need to service the reel and sharpen the hook – at least I didn’t lose my last lure! 

				We anchored in Little Bay and went for a dive. I started Glenys’ Rescue Diver theory. Just as we finished, it blew a hooley. Our anchor was well dug in, but we were being blown with our transom towards the beach – a lee shore (Oh my God). There was no-one else in the anchorage so there would be no lights for reference at night - so we moved to the main bay and picked up an empty mooring buoy in front of the hotel, which is now finished and very nice it looks too!

				4 July 1995 Little Bay to Tobago Cays

				We had very strong winds last night. I got up at midnight and put an extra rope through the mooring pennant. I couldn’t get to sleep because of worrying about the rope parting. I would have felt more secure being at anchor. At least if an anchor drags it is fairly slow; if the rope on a mooring breaks, we would go downwind at 5 knots and probably wouldn’t know about it until we hit something. I managed to nod off but was woken up again at half past two by 40 knot gusts and torrential rain. Glenys and I got up and took down the awning, which was flogging itself to bits. We survived the night. 

				School work in the morning. We had lunch and then motored round to South Glossy Bay, where Glenys and I did a dive. We then motored to the Tobago Cays which was surprisingly crowded. Roger and Pat from “Rawa” came for a beer and ended up staying to dinner. It’s Independence Day and some bloody Americans in a catamaran upwind from us kept letting off distress flares which were landing all around us. It wasn’t worth the hassle of complaining, so I got a bucket of water ready to put out the fire. Fortunately, the idiots soon ran out of flares.

				5 July 1995 Tobago Cays 

				I slept like a log - this is such a fantastic anchorage. We did school work in the morning. I’m getting Craig to gradually write a book called “Fred the Frog” – he writes a few sentences on a new page each day and then draws a picture. He enjoys it and it’s teaching him to be neat. I’m afraid that I’ve got another personality conflict with Brett – I can’t stop myself criticising him. I’m going to have to get Glenys to tell him off for me. 

				It was fairly windy in the morning, so I got the windsurfer out. Of course the wind dropped to 10-15 knots as soon as I stood on the board. I had a pleasant, if frustrating afternoon reaching back and forth. I filled 4 tanks. “Dabulamanzi” arrived and typically, Gareth came over with a bottle of champagne to say hello. He told us all about Fi’s marathon, 14 hour delivery of their daughter. Gareth said that she’s called Molly, but then said that’s what he calls her – so her name might be something else! 

				He’ll be dropping his guests off in Mustique on the 16th and will meet us in Bequia before sailing off to Antigua, where he’ll leave the boat for a few months. He still expects to be chartering next year with a hired cook – Fi and Molly will live in Bequia, but (obviously) that could change.

				6 July 1995 Tobago Cays 

				School work in the morning. After lunch, Glenys and I went for a dive with Joe from “Night Music”. I filled 3 tanks. I made a conch shell horn by cutting off the end off with a hacksaw. I’ve been wanting to make one for ages, but the ones that the fishermen leave in piles have all got holes in them. The fishermen make this hole with the back of a machette to break the vacuum allowing them to pull out the “lambi” with a wire hook. I finally found a complete empty shell on a dive a few days ago.

				I managed to grab 20 minutes clarinet practice before Gareth came over for a beer. After that it was over to “Rose of Wight” for drinks.

				7 July 1995 Tobago Cays 

				I did a Discover Scuba and an escorted dive with two Brits, John and William, from a Moorings boat. There was a wicked current outside the boat channel and John (the Discover Scuba guy) used his air up within 20 minutes. I filled 4 tanks. 

				We all went to Jamesby Island to have a look around. We climbed up to the top where there is a fabulous view of the Tobago Cays and surrounding reefs – I love the colour of the water. We went to “Mistral” for a drink – Brett and Ben seemed to get on together. 

				There is a tropical wave at 27°W which is being described as “strong”. These waves move at 5° of longitude per day so it should be here by the 13th. I hope that it doesn’t develop into anything. We will wait until the 10th before taking any action. The old mariner’s poem seems to be bang on:

				June, Too soon. 

				July, Stand by! 

				August, Look out you must. 

				September, Remember. 

				October, All over.

				Craig’s teeth continue to worry me. His front top tooth is still coming through behind his dead one and the dead one shows no sign of coming out yet. His back RH top molar is again a huge cavity because the filling put in in Antigua has fallen out. Teeth are definitely our biggest medical problem!

				8 July 1995 Tobago Cays to Saline Bay, Mayreau

				Wonderfully breezy night – I felt cool even with a sheet over me (bliss!) At bedtime, Brett complained that he was cold so he put some pyjamas on. He still complained that he was cold and wanted a blanket. I thought he was just messing us about so I called him a wimp. Glenys gave him a blanket and he spent all night wrapped up in it – what a rotten Dad! 

				The strong tropical wave is now at 32°W, no change. We motored over to Union Island and Glenys did some shopping. The boys and I went to look at the shark pool, which is interesting. I did a navigation lesson with Brett and he got us to Mayreau OK - I’ll have to do more with him. 

				We then anchored in Saline Bay next to “Rose of Wight”. I had to laugh at Harry and Laurel running up and down their deck shouting “Glencora’s here! Glencora’s here!” I finally found the location of the wreck of the Purina, a World War 1 Gunboat that hit the reef one night going to intercept a ship. Glenys and I went for a dive on it with Joe from “Night Music” – nice dive! We had a quiet night in for a change!

				9 July 1995 Saline Bay, Mayreau

				The strong tropical wave is now reported at 41°W with a low at 11°N 41°W (we are at 13°N 60°W). We have decided not to go back up to Bequia, but will go and clear out of Union tomorrow, so that we can go to Tyrell Bay to meet Gareth there (and sit out any crappy weather). If the low develops any further we will sail down to Grenada. We did school work in the morning. Glenys did some more upholstery in the afternoon while I played the clarinet and snorkelled.

				10 July 1995 Saline Bay to Tyrell Bay, Carriacou

				The strong wave is now at 47°W and the low is at 13°N 47°W which is good news because if it develops into anything it will probably track north (we are at 12°30’N). We sailed to Union Island, cleared out, then went into the Anchorage Yacht Club and filled up with water. We then sailed to Sandy Island where Glenys and I did a dive, before motoring around to Tyrell Bay. 

				I love Tyrell Bay. In my humble opinion, it is probably one of the most secure anchorages in the West Indies. We can also buy reasonably priced alcohol from the enterprising locals. I bought some beer at normal prices ($43EC/case compared to $55EC/case in Bequia). Dan from “White Bean” came for a beer.

				11 July 1995 Tyrell Bay to Sandy Island 

				The strong wave is now at about 52°W, but I couldn’t pick up David on “Mistine” so I don’t know where the low is. “Rose of Wight” received a satellite shot which shows the low as a separate entity moving NW, so it shouldn’t bother us. 

				School work in the morning. Glenys rang Carol to get her to send mail to Trinidad. In the afternoon, Glenys spotted “Dabulamanzi” sailing past the bay, so she sent me out in the dinghy to see where they were going. I caught up with them just off the Sisters. Gareth and his guests were suitably amazed to be boarded while sailing along. I found out that they were going to stay at Sandy Island, so we went round to visit them. 

				The weather was very settled, so we stayed the night. It was a full moon so after dinner we went to the island for a moonlight play. We then went for a night snorkel and saw a stingray, a lobster, a spotted sea hare and loads of red night shrimp. I really enjoyed seeing the different creatures. 

				Gareth and his cook, Charlie, came over to the beach with a bottle of wine and some ice cream for the boys. We retired to Glencora for more wine and rum. Probably the last time we’ll see Gareth for a couple of years! 

				12 July 1995 Sandy Island to Tyrell Bay, Carriacou 

				The wave is at 57°W and will be here tonight. The low is now at 16°N 57°W, so is well out of our way. We’ll probably have unsettled weather for the next couple of days. I went to clear in at Hillsborough because we’ll probably stay here for a few days. 

				School work in the morning. Brett continues to be a pain about writing anything, so I wrote the start of a short story called “The Adventures of Ballistic Brett”, which we will get him to copy write to make a nice book like Craig’s “Fred the Frog”. Craig shows his book to everyone who comes on board and they are suitably impressed, so we hope this will be an incentive for Brett. 

				“Rose of Wight” came around for a day out, so we stayed at Sandy Island until late afternoon so that the boys could play with Harry and Laurel. We all went back to Tyrell Bay. “Rose of Wight” and “Colleen” came for a pot luck dinner, which was nice.

				13 July 1995 Tyrell Bay, Carriacou 

				I was wrong about the weather. It appears that the low has sucked up all the unsettled weather - today was lovely. School work in the morning. Brett loves his story, but whinged and whined about writing in science– we can’t win! 

				After lunch, Glenys and I did the first four practical sessions of her Rescue Diver. I filled 4 tanks, had a quick chat with a few boats, an hour of clarinet practice and the day was gone.

				14 July 1995 Tyrell Bay, Carriacou 

				School work in the morning. Clarinet practice, a visit to the Mangroves – another quiet day.

				15 July 1995 Tyrell Bay, Carriacou 

				Lots of squalls around during the night and today – apparently the Intertropical Convergence Zone (ICTZ) is up to 13°N. I spent three hours trying to make a rotating earth/moon model from Lego Technic, but failed abysmally. School work, clarinet, time to move on!

				16 July 1995 Tyrell Bay to St Georges Lagoon, Grenada 

				Up early, there’s a strong tropical wave at 47°W which will be here on Tuesday pm. The low that I was concerned about a couple of days ago is now tropical storm Chantelle and is at 25°N 68°W which is east of the Bahamas. 

				We had a pleasant sail to Ile De Ronde, where, as normal, it was too rolly to stay for the night. Glenys and I went for a dive and I made a judgement error deciding to circumnavigate the Sisters. We eventually surfaced on the opposite side of the rocks and I had to “frog march” Glenys back – I only had 20 bar left. (I think I’m getting too blasé and taking risks). 

				After the dive, we went back to the boat and were surprised to see a dive boat anchored next to us with Bob from Scuba World on board. We had a quick chat and said we would see each other in Grenada. We then motored to St Georges and anchored in the lagoon (even though “Moby Dick” got burgled about a week ago). We anchored behind Dave and Joyce of “Mood Indigo”. There are about 25 boats in the lagoon, which is a lot more than we expected.

				17 July 1995 St Georges Lagoon to Prickly Bay, Grenada

				An airless, humid night. Glenys and I rushed around in the morning getting cash, food and petrol. We then motored around to Prickly Bay which is very empty with only about 15 boats. I cleared in and then went to see Gary and Donna, but their flat was all locked up. I rang the La Source hotel and found out that he still works for them, so I’ll ring tomorrow. 

				Glenys went out at half past five to post a letter with the boys and came back very merry about two hours later – she’d bumped into “Night Music” in the bar… 

				The saga of Hog Island is still continuing. I asked the Customs and Immigration if we could go to Port Egmont, Mount Hartman and Hog Island and they said “Yes”. However, the coast guard keep moving people out of there and no-one knows why. Ian of “Manx Cat”, who has been spending hurricane season in Hog Island for 8 years, had some reporters around from the local newspaper, but even they couldn’t find out why yachts can’t stay in Hog Island overnight. It’s very frustrating because Hog Island is such a beautiful, protected anchorage, which is more than you can say for Prickly Bay and Mount Hartman which are both rolly.

				18 July 1995 Prickly Bay to Mount Harman Bay, Grenada 

				School work in the morning. We motored around to Mount Hartman Bay, and anchored close to our old friends “Marina Em”. “Moby Dick” is here, so are “Manx Cat”. I managed to get through to Gary and he’s coming around tomorrow afternoon. The kids and Glenys went to the pool, but some guests complained because the hotel is supposed to be childless and they were asked to leave. We went to “Marina Em” for a beer or two to catch up on the last year. There are about 50 boats in Mount Hartman Bay.

				19 July 1995 Mount Harman Bay, Grenada 

				Miserable weather last night and all day today – thunder storms and rain, rain, rain. I went into Woburn to catch a bus into St Georges to pick up the Grade 2 and Grade 4 school work. It was all there waiting for me which was good. Glenys did school work with both of the boys.

				Gary came around in the afternoon and we caught up on gossip. He’s working full time at “La Source” doing 15 dives a week and enjoying it. He’s just moved into a new flat with a new girlfriend, Ros (Rosalind) who is Aussie and also works at “La Source”. Sounds like he’s doing better now that he’s escaped from Mad Bob. Our evening meal was spoiled by the squalls and heavy rain – I hate this weather. Gary was suitable impressed by “Fred the Frog.”

				20 July 1995 Mount Harman Bay, Grenada

				Another miserable night. We’re starting to get cranky with each other because the heat and the humidity are oppressive. I now know what they mean when they talk about the suicidal moods in India when the monsoon season is approaching! 

				Schoolwork in the morning, then Glenys and I went for a dive with Tony from “Marina Em”. What an animal he is, ripping lobsters out of their holes by hand. I tried and partly dismembered mine before I got it out. I filled 2 tanks. 

				“Marina Em” has a cute little cat which is a bit of a wild one. It scratched Marina on the nose yesterday and they are thinking of getting rid of it – do we want it? We thought about it for 24 hours and decided that it was too much hassle – litter tray, cat food, quarantine back in the UK – I don’t think so, we’ll get one back in the UK!

				We were meant to meet Gary for a beer, but he didn’t show up. I walked up to his flat and found out that he was in bed with flu. Glenys and I had a few beers at the bar and went back to the boat. We didn’t get the boys into bed until quarter past ten. One of the consequences of this is that they stay awake for ½ hour, which has a detrimental effect on our sex life because they are only 8 metres away from our bed...

				21 July 1995 Mount Harman Bay, Grenada 

				Still squally weather - now being caused by the ITCZ. We filled up with fuel and water. I tightened up the stern gland and pumped out the engine bilge. No school work today. 

				After lunch, we went round to Hog Island on “Marina Em” and did some water skiing. Tony used to be in the British Water Skiing Team when he was younger, but he hasn’t skied much for 10 years. After a couple of false starts (my fault because I was scared of his 25hp outboard), he got onto one ski and looked really good. I skied on two skis for my first go and then on my second go I dropped one ski and skied mono – fantastic! “Marina Em” came for dinner and we had ”Lobster Aromatique” which was very nice. I’m afraid that we drank 4 bottles of wine between us.

				22 July 1995 Mount Harman Bay, Grenada 

				No school work. We went for a walk up to the Pig Farm, saw the pigs, but unfortunately the factory shop was shut – we had to walk to the village and get some chicken (again!) We had lunch and then went for a dive with Tony and Dee. After the dive I felt really tired – I finished a book and tried to play the clarinet, but gave up as I was terrible. I was asleep by nine o’clock!

				23 July 1995 Mount Harman Bay to Hog Island 

				Squally weather again caused by the ITCZ. We have been invaded by houseflies which have the annoying habit of chasing each other. They buzz around and land on our uncovered bodies, which at six o’clock in the morning is very annoying. The only way that I can sleep is to hide under the sheet but then I get so hot that I have to get up. Very frustrating. 

				We decided to go around to Hog Island for the barbeque. It was beautiful and peaceful with only one other boat in the anchorage – a bit of a difference from last year! By two o’clock, there were two other boats here “Marina Em” and “Nina“ (NZ) with Dave, Mandy and Sam (9). The barbeque didn’t get going until about four o’clock. We just went over for a few beers then ate on the boat. Lovely peaceful night.

				24 July 1995 Hog Island to Mount Harman Bay 

				Beautiful quiet morning in Hog Island – feels like home. We did schoolwork in the morning and sat on the boat. It’s amazing here, we are in paradise and we just do things on the boat – the boys played with Lego, Glenys is upholstering and I’m writing a letter to the Estate Agent! At two o’clock, we went back around to Mount Hartman before the coast guard turned up to throw us out. We spent the afternoon doing our own things.

				25 July 1995 Mount Harman Bay

				Short school work in the morning because it was a test – Lesson 140. Only 20 to go to the end of this year. The end is in sight! 

				I walked to Grand Anse to look for some Teva sandals, but no joy – I’ll have to wait until Trinidad. I spent the afternoon looking through the pilot for Venezuela – I’m starting to get itchy feet and I need a plan. “Marina Em” came over for a beer and Tony went through the places that they have visited in Venezuela.

				The house flies continue to be really annoying. We have been told that the locals fill clear plastic bags with water and hang them up in their rooms - allegedly this drives the flies away. We’re getting desperate, so we now have two bags hanging from the ceiling in the saloon and in our back cabin.

				26 July 1995 Mount Harman Bay 

				School work in the morning. After lunch we went for a dive with Tony and Dee. We then went waterskiing and I managed to do a mono start – wow! Brett kept asking if he could have a go and we eventually let him have a go. To our amazement, he managed to get up on Tony’s adult sized skis! He went about 200 metres before pulling his arms in and falling. Brilliant! 

				Gary and Ros came for dinner which was very pleasant. I made the mistake of trying to play the clarinet after I’d had a few beers – I could hardly talk, never mind coordinate my embouchure and fingers!

				27 July 1995 Mount Harman Bay 

				No school work this morning – I was feeling a bit delicate! Glenys remembered that yesterday was our 15th wedding anniversary, so I gave her a kiss. We had a lovely wedding anniversary anyway! I slobbed about in the morning finishing a book and we then went for a dive with “Marina Em”. I filled 4 tanks. We went for a beer on “Marina Em” and gave them a preview of Tobago.

				28 July 1995 Mount Harman Bay to Hog Island 

				School work in the morning, then around to Hog Island. The boys and I went for a walk across to the Coconut Beach. The locals have hacked down a lot of trees and are making charcoal. We had a good look at their charcoal pit. 

				The Coconut Beach has been taken over by hundreds of wasps/hornets which are buzzing around about 6” off the ground. They have dug themselves individual burrows in the sand. Interesting, but a bit worrying when walking amongst them. We had a quiet night after beating back the swarm of mosquitoes that arrived at six o’clock.

				29 July 1995 Hog Island to Calvigny Harbour

				We motored around to Calvigny Harbour in company with “Marina Em”. Interesting pilotage to get there and what a beautiful anchorage – calm and peaceful with only 3 other boats in here. We did two good dives; on the second one I caught a 6lb and a 2lb lobster. Both sides of the channel into Calvigny Harbour are good lobster dive sites. We took our 6lb lobster tail and legs over to “Marina Em” and had dinner there.

				30 July 1995 Calvigny Harbour

				Tony and I went for a dive in the morning, but the seas were too high to get out past the entrance, so we dived inside in very murky water. Tony took his spear gun and did a passable imitation of Clint Eastwood, shooting everything that he saw, (which wasn’t much!) 

				We had a quiet, lazy afternoon before going to “Marina Em” to have a fish fondue, which was great fun – dipping the bits of filleted fish in egg, breadcrumbs and the hot fat. We called it a day at nine o’clock as everyone (especially Tony) is starting to feel the strain of being together for so long – we’ve had constant daily contact for 10 days and it’s enough! I filled 3 tanks.

				31 July 1995 Calvigny Harbour to Mount Harman Bay

				Went for a dive with Tony and Dee. I took a spear gun with me for the first time ever and shot about 8 assorted fish. Good fun and it gets dinner. We motored around to Mount Hartman and anchored behind “Manx Cat”. I rang Gary and they’ve arranged for us to go to “La Source” for the day – Brett and Craig are so excited. 

				Ian and Terri from “Manx Cat” came for a musical soirée. They were very impressed with Band-in-a-Box and I had a wonderful 2 hours playing tunes on my clarinet with Ian.

				

August 1995

				1 August 1995 Mount Harman Bay, Grenada 

				The boys were running around at eight o’clock this morning waiting to go to “La Source”. Ros picked us up in her car at half past nine and we had a wonderful day. 

				Everything in the resort is free to guests including food and drinks. We started the day with a bacon and egg breakfast, then Glenys and I went for a dive while the boys went to archery – poor old Craig couldn’t bend the bow, but Brett did OK. We had a swim in the pool and lounged in the Jacuzzi until one o’clock when we went in for lunch. 

				One hour, four courses and four glasses of wine later, we staggered out of the dining room to the water sports. I took the boys out on a Sunfish dinghy and we then tackled the water skiing. 

				Craig went first on a knee board and did very well until he let go of the tow rope about 30 metres from the beach. The board tipped over and Craig couldn’t get his legs out of the strap. He was trapped underwater only just managing to get his head above water to scream. I started to swim out to him, but the ski boat turned around quickly and one of the guys jumped in and got to him just before me. 

				It scared him immensely, but he was very brave and had another go when I asked him to. I was worried that it might put him off having another try sometime in the future. He went out for a short run and was very cool when he let go – he ripped open the knee strap and slipped out before he had stopped moving! 

				Brett had a go with the knee board and as usual was very good. I couldn’t get started on a mono ski, (I suspect it was the 4 glasses of wine!), but started OK on 2 and transferred to a mono OK. Glenys and Brett went for another sail in a Sunfish, and then it was back to the pool for a quick dip before a round of golf! The mosquitoes were out on the greens, so we played 4 holes and retired for a game of table tennis. 

				After another quick dip in the pool, it was back into the restaurant for tea and sandwiches and then to the bar for sundowners. One of the best days we’ve had for ages, very decadent! We are very grateful to Gary and Ros especially because we found out that they have paid £40 to get us in for the day! 

				We got attacked by mosquitoes and sand flies when we got out of the taxi at Secret Harbour. I’ve been collecting itchy bumps all over my body since we got to Grenada – and I’m getting sick of it now! I’ve just remembered that we’ve been living on the boat for exactly 3 years today – we had a good celebration day!

				2 August 1995 Mount Harman Bay 

				Glenys did school work while I went into town to have a mooch around. I put a new spark plug in the outboard and I think it’s a bit better. I put a new Triplex filter in the dive compressor and then filled 5 tanks. Glenys went over to a French boat “Anejo” and did a bit of sewing on their awning – she earned $30EC, a good start to the month! I made a prototype collapsible lobster snare from 1/4“ copper tubing, bolts and some extension nuts – we’ll see how it works tomorrow!

				3 August 1995 Mount Harman Bay 

				We went around to Hog Island and did school work there. After lunch, we went for a dive with Tony and Dee. I tried my collapsible snare and caught a 3-4lb lobster – it worked well and impressed Tony! As soon as we got back, we went to “Marina Em” for a cup of tea – it threw it down for about an hour. We had to have dinner down below when we managed to get back home.

				4 August 1995 Mount Harman Bay 

				Glenys went into town with Dee in the morning. Just before she left, she announced that she couldn’t find her keys and also couldn’t find her credit card – panic! I spent most of the morning tidying up and looking for the keys and credit card. I found the keys under the chart table seat, but no credit card. When Glenys came back she told me that she’d found it in her handbag – phew! After lunch Glenys cut my hair and that was the end of another day! 

				5 August 1995 Mount Harman Bay 

				School work in the morning. I scrubbed the bottom of the boat. We went for a dive with Dee and Andrew from “Running Free”. I spotted a nurse shark in a small cave. While the others were having a look at it, I sneaked around the back of the cave and gave its tail a good tweak - it shot out of the cave straight at Glenys. She had to lift her legs to let it go underneath her - very funny! I filled 6 tanks. We went for a night dive with Tony which was a bit boring.

				6 August 1995 Mount Harman Bay 

				We motored around to Hog Island in the morning. I filled 3 tanks. I serviced the tank valves. One of the valves doesn’t have the proper seals, so I’ve asked Gary to get me some spares. Unfortunately, it means that I’ve got one more tank out of action (2 out of 6). We did two dives with Tony and Dee to the east of Calivigny Island. I caught 4 lobsters. 

				We went back around to Mount Hartman in the evening and took 3 lobsters up to Gary and Ros’s house for dinner – had a good time but unfortunately, Ros got out a bottle of Port. Half a bottle later we staggered down the hill, I wouldn’t say that Glenys was drunk but she stood at someone’s garden gate shouting at and teasing three big dogs for a couple of minutes!

				7 August 1995 Mount Harman Bay to Hog Island

				We were feeling a bit dull this morning. We motored around to Hog Island and did schoolwork. In the afternoon, we sent the boys to the beach and had a nap! I spent an hour finishing off scrubbing the bottom of the boat. We had a quiet evening and went to bed early.

				8 August 1995 Hog Island

				School work in the morning. I filled 3 tanks. We then went for a dive with Tony and Dee. They came for dinner which was pleasant. There was a heavy rain shower and we all got a bit wet. Marina stayed for the night which the children found exciting!

				9 August 1995 Hog Island

				We motored around to Mount Hartman and filled up with water and diesel. Brett opened the back of our yellow camera and we lost our photos of La Source and Grenada – not a great loss, but I went crackers because it was so unnecessary. In retrospect, I’m surprised that it’s not happened before now! 

				Gary and Ros came down to say goodbye. Gary went over to see “Manx Cat” and bought a flute from Ian for £250. They were both happy with the deal. (We decided to go back around to Hog Island.) We expected to go to Trinidad tonight, but it’s raining and the wind is south of east so we’ll probably go tomorrow. We spent the afternoon quietly – the boys on the beach, I played the clarinet and Glenys painted some flags for Venezuela and Belize. 

				My clarinet playing is getting better – I can nearly run through all the major scales, and I can just get through 15 jazz tunes like Robbin’s Nest and Harlem Nocturne. I still don’t breathe properly and lift my top lip to snatch a breath - “like an enraged camel”, but my tone and fingering is getting better.

				10 August 1995 Hog Island to Chagaramus, Trinindad (Day 1)

				We did school work in the morning and then motored around to Mount Hartman Bay. We were invited to “Marina Em” for a farewell lunch, sad to say goodbye because we’ve had a good three weeks together. We went round to Prickly Bay and cleared out. 

				We then spent two hours getting ready to sail overnight – tidy up, deflate dinghy, check engine, etc. We left at five o’clock and had a pleasant sail until eleven o’clock when the wind died on us. We motor-sailed the rest of the way. It was a beautiful night with calm seas and a full moon – great night passage.

				11 August 1995 Hog Island to Chagaramus, Trinindad (Day 1)

				We had to roll away the genoa at midnight because we were going too fast. We arrived at the Boca Del Dragon at seven o’clock in the morning and into the anchorage at Chagaramus at eight o’clock. It took us 4 attempts to anchor because the anchorage is very crowded. 

				I ran around clearing in, getting mail and arranging for Craig to go to the dentist. We had lunch with Ann and John from “Sandpiper”. “Drot”, “Moby Dick” and “Night Music” are here. Glenys took the boys to the toy shop in the afternoon while I looked through the mail and wandered aimlessly about. We went to the “Lifeline” bar for happy hour – they’re still serving greasy chips, burgers, chicken and fish. 

				We met Coby from “Cecelia” (Aus) who we met in St Lucia just before Christmas. He was telling us about being bitten by a vampire bat while he was in a boat yard near Cumana in Venezuela. He didn’t feel anything but woke up with his arm covered in blood. He went to the doctor who confirmed a vampire bat bite (2 small grooves) and prescribed a course of 5 anti rabies injections. He said it was one-a-day in the stomach and “made his toes curl”. We will have to be careful. We were joined by “Rose of Wight” and “Colleen” who didn’t seem particularly keen to see us – we don’t know what we’ve done!

				12 August 1995 Chagaramus, Trinindad 

				School work in the morning. We’ve only got 10 lessons left for this year, so I’m starting to do 1½ lessons per day to get it over with – it’s hard on Craig but I’m sick of this Grade 1 now! Glenys tried to do some washing, but Power Boats didn’t have any water! I ran the engine which started to overheat – I didn’t have time to check it out, but I suspect that we’ve sucked up one of the cannonball jelly fishes which proliferate here. I went to a Mood Indigo Jazz night with Joe from “Night Music” which was good fun – I’m starting to think that I’ll have to play next Saturday.

				13 August 1995 Chagaramus, Trinindad

				I found out that our fresh water pump is leaking and removed it from the engine. There’s nothing that I can do until tomorrow, so we’re restricting electricity – no fridge and minimal lights. Glenys did school work and then took the boys to a children’s play day event at Peakes. I spent the afternoon sorting out our tax affairs. We went to Lifeline bar for dinner.

				14 August 1995 Chagaramus, Trinindad 

				Glenys did school work in the morning, while I ran around arranging for a company to pick up our water pump. I borrowed an outboard off “Night Music” and put ours in for a check up, since it seems to have lost power over the last month. I met Stewart and Wendy on “Jane Anne”, an Oyster 435 that was for sale next to “Glencora” in Fox’s Boat Yard three years ago. Glenys tried to go to the shops but the road was blocked by a landslide. We had a beer or two in the Lifeline bar and back to hurricane lamp lighting on “Glencora”.

				15 August 1995 Chagaramus, Trinindad

				I took our life raft into Power Boats and it was picked up by Marine Consultants. The water pump wasn’t picked up yesterday because of the landslide, so in a mad impetuous moment I hired a car for $30US to drive down to San Fernando, which is 30 miles away. It threw it down and we had a miserable 2 hour trip down. We got to Burmac Ltd who told us within 5 minutes that they didn’t carry the model of pump. Great! They pointed us down the road to another place where we could get a pump repair kit. We drove down and bought a Vauxhall kit for our Ford pump. 

				On the way back to Burmac, we found out that we had a puncture! I drove to Burmac on the flat and gave the pump and repair kit to Burmac’s engineering shop. Fortunately, Burmac also had a tyre repair shop and repaired the puncture for me. The engineering shop put the pump together but it still leaked. They said that the seal was different so at my suggestion they took it to bits and reassembled it with the old seal. They assured me that it was OK. I was amazed that they didn’t charge me anything for the puncture repair or the pump repair! We had a pleasant drive back, did some shopping and went to Pizza Boy for dinner.

				16 August 1995 Chagaramus, Trinindad 

				Glenys did school work while I refitted the water pump. It leaked! I went back to Power Boats with the leaking pump and saw one of the owners, Fran. He took the pump and said that he would try to get a new one for me. I went back to the boat, had lunch and then went to Port of Spain to a Mood Indigo rehearsal. Glenys and the boys spent the afternoon at the movies. 

				I’ve been talked into playing “East of the Sun” and “Stranger on the Shore” in the bar in three days time. Don’t Panic ! I got back to Power Boats and saw Frank who had a new water pump for me - I took it back to the boat and tried to fit it, but no joy because the hose outlet is in a different angle and interferes with the fan belt – back to square one! I gave the new pump back to Frank and he said he would try to get another. I turned to drink. 

				17 August 1995 Chagaramus, Trinindad 

				I took the water pump to an engineering shed in Power Boats who said they could repair it. I went back to the boat and found out that one of the 4 batteries that I bought in St Martin in March had failed. It was dragging the other 3 down. I went out and spent £100 on a new one. 

				Glenys took the boys to see Linda, Steve and Dale (8) from “Maccabee” who we saw a year ago in Tobago. The pump was ready at four o’clock, I took it back to Glencora and fitted it. No leaks. I ran the engine – no leaks. I was euphoric. I went up to check the engine gauges – oh my god, the alternator isn’t charging. Life is a bitch sometimes! I went and got drunk.

				18 August 1995 Chagaramus, Trinindad 

				Richard from “Kaelia”, who runs Dockyard Electrics in Antigua, came over and checked my alternator. He eventually determined that it was the Adverc regulator at fault. Yesterday, I had forgotten to switch off the wind generator when I disconnected the batteries to fit the new one. With no load, the voltage output from the wind generator went up to about 70 volts and killed the regulator. 

				Once we found out that it was just the regulator, we went into town to watch the life raft being inflated prior to having a service. The life raft is in good condition and I persuaded him to put the old flares back in, which expire Dec ’95. That saved us a lot of money. We then walked up to the dentist where Craig had two fillings and his front tooth extracted. His mouth was badly swollen but we walked to the zoo. It threw it down, but we all had a pleasant time (apart from Craig whose mouth hurt!)

				19 August 1995 Chagaramus, Trinindad 

				Craig’s mouth was still swollen, so Glenys took him back to the dentist, who said that Craig had been chewing the inside and corner of his mouth while it was numb from the injection. The dentist gave Craig a course of antibiotics to help reduce the swelling. 

				Today is the Mood Indigo Concert, so I spent the day practising my tunes in between running about. I ran the engine and bypassed the regulator to put some charge into the batteries. I did this by connecting the field terminal on the alternator to ground – this causes the alternator to run at full output which is only 25 amps. I must get a 75 amp alternator. 

				Brett has been asking us to buy him a bike for the last 3 days because all his friends ashore have bikes. I managed to borrow one from “Night Music” – Brett was so excited! Brett’s personality is changing – he’s acquired my teasing sense of humour – “Oh look, Dad, the propeller’s fallen off the outboard”. It’s a bit wearing. He’s also getting a lot more stubborn and doesn’t listen when we tell him off. I suppose we’ll all have to adjust. 

				I became more and more nervous as the evening approached, and my practising became worse so at three o’clock I gave up. The jazz session started at five o’clock and I didn’t play until about half past six – I wasn’t very communicative before I played. I wasn’t very good. I squeaked a bit and missed a few notes, but worst of all I couldn’t get a consistent sound from the microphone. The sound from a clarinet apparently doesn’t come out of the bell but comes out of the highest hole! The music stand was in a very awkward place to my left so I was forced to strain to look out of the corner of my eyes. I wasn’t very comfortable and combined with my terror caused me to play worse than I should have. I’ve decided that I’m not good enough yet for public performance! 

				There’s a 17 year old Trinidadian called Alwyn who plays the clarinet – he’s brilliant. I’m going to try to get a lesson with him as soon as I can. 

				20 August 1995 Chagaramus, Trinindad

				Couldn’t bring ourselves to do school work. I took Brett and Craig ashore, and then went to see Al and Joy on “Nightingale”. Al is a music teacher (retired) who plays a mean cornet, and also plays flute, sax and clarinet. We chatted for an hour then after lunch I took my clarinet back to him with a list of a hundred questions. I spent another couple of hours with him; he gave me a lot of pointers on playing the clarinet but said I was doing OK and had good tone, which pleased me. We chatted for a while about playing jazz, which he has played for 50 years! It was so rolly at lunchtime that we went and sat under the trees at Peake’s and had a picnic! 

				21 August 1995 Chagaramus, Trinindad 

				A bit depressed today – I found out that I owe the Inland Revenue £1,320 from the 91/92 tax year. When will it ever end! Glenys did school work while I put the old regulator on the alternator – seems to work fine. I sent a fax to Adverc asking them about the cost of a new PCB for the Adverc controller. Glenys went out to the shops in the afternoon.

				22 August 1995 Chagaramus, Trinindad 

				Glenys did school work while I went into town. I went and picked up forms for a US Visa and found out that we have to pay $20US each. I then went to the Venezuelan Embassy and found out that we have to pay $30US each! I went to three banks – one for US visa payment, one for Venezuelan visa payment and one to get some US dollars and travellers cheques. I then wandered aimlessly about town. Miserable rainy day, so by the time I got back to Glencora, Glenys was crawling the walls because she had been trapped on the boat all day!

				23 August 1995 Chagaramus, Trinindad 

				Glenys did school work while I went back into town to get the visas. I first went to the US Embassy and they kept our passports until tomorrow, which was a bit of a blow because I couldn’t then get the Venezuelan visa as I had hoped. 

				I went to a photocopy shop and photocopied a Jazz Fake Book – all 430 pages. It took me 2½ hours, but only cost £14! I bought some sandals and tapes and went back. 

				While I was out, the outboard had packed up and Richard of “Kaelia” helped Glenys start it, but it packed up on me as well. I stripped the carburettor but I think that it’s still sick! We went out for steak and kidney pie at the bar which was nice. When we got back to the boat, I managed to have an argument with everyone else – tired, drunk and sick of Trinidad!

				24 August 1995 Chagaramus, Trinindad 

				We decided to miss out Lesson 159 and went straight onto the final test. We had a little ceremony and presented the boys with certificates and a new book each! 

				I’m glad we’re down here in Trinidad because there are 2 hurricanes east of Dominica. Humberto is at 15°N 42°W and Iris is at 15°N 54°W. Everyone is hoping that they track NW and miss the islands, but Iris is stationary at the moment and could go anywhere. 

				Glenys went to pick up the US visas – we actually got 5-year multiple entry this time! I borrowed a ghetto blaster from “Kaelia” and started to record the 13 tapes of “Lord of the Rings”. In the evening, we went to play jazz with Al of “Nightingale” and Rolf . We took Glenys’ keyboard, so we had a cornet, a guitar, a piano and a clarinet. It was great fun and we learned a lot! Al got us to play Bb blues where each person ad libs. He kept telling Glenys and me to play what we feel, which is OK for Al who has been playing his cornet for 50 years! My first introduction to jamming!

				25 August 1995 Chagaramus, Trinindad 

				The repacked life raft was delivered to us. Glenys went into town to drop off our passports at the Venezuela Embassy. I finished recording “Lord of the Rings” and then started to enter new tunes into “Band-in-a-Box” ready for our next jazz session. We had a quiet evening on board “Glencora”. Hurricane Iris is still moving west but very slowly. Hurricane Humberto has started to move north and doesn’t concern us any more.

				26 August 1995 Chagaramus to Maracas Bay, Trinindad 

				I was woken up at three o’clock in the morning by the violent motion of the boat. I staggered upstairs and found that there was a 20 knot wind from the SW causing 4 foot waves to come straight into the anchorage. The motion was extremely disturbed, pitching and rolling. I knew we weren’t in any danger but I couldn’t sleep. I stayed up until five o’clock, doing a few jobs on the deck, re-lashing the life raft and tidying up in case we needed to move. 

				By seven o’clock the waves were 6 foot and breaking and the anchorage looked terrible with all the yachts pitching and rolling amongst the whitecaps. The wind hadn’t increased above 20 knots but, because of the 100 mile fetch, the waves have built up. We listened to the weather and discovered that Hurricane Iris has been down-graded to a tropical storm and is practically stationary over St Lucia with 40-50 knot winds. The unusual SW winds that we are getting are caused by Iris, 200 miles away. 

				We decided to get out of the anchorage because the winds aren’t expected to back from SW to SE for the next 24-48 hours. We had trouble motoring out of Chaguaramus because of a strong tide against us, and as I discovered later, we had ¼” of barnacles on the propeller! We had a quick look at Scotland Bay and, as expected, it was packed with yachts that had escaped from Chaguaramus. We carried on round to Maracas Bay on the north coast. We had a brilliant broad reach most of the way there and the anchorage is off a beach and beautifully calm compared to Chaguaramus!

				27 August 1995 Maracas Bay, Trinidad

				No peace for the wicked, at about nine o’clock last night we started to get 20-30 knot gusts of wind, accompanied by heavy rain. We had about 3 of these squalls during the night and then the wind died about six o’clock. We then started to roll as a swell came from the west. Tropical storm Iris is at 15.2°N 61.8°W and is moving very slowly in a WNW direction The SW winds are expected to stay for another 12-48 hours. There’s also tropical depression 12 at 15.7°N 37.6°W, which is the next one! 

				We moved over to the west corner of the bay and had a pleasant day pottering about on the boat. We took the boys to the beach and I made a judgement error and approached the beach at a point where there was surf. We surfed in OK, but had a hell of a job getting back out - at one point we nearly flipped the dinghy. We met Tim from “Frehel” - he’s the photographer who produces a lot of the brilliant photos at Antigua Race Week. He’s based in Bequia and knows Gareth and Fi well.

				28 August 1995 Maracas Bay to Chagaramus, Trinindad

				Fairly peaceful night. Iris is now at 19.0°N 62.0°W and is back to being a hurricane. It has passed to the east of St Martin and we’ve now got SSE winds so we decided to head back to Chaguaramus. Tropical depression 12 is now at 16.6°N 42.1°W and is predicted to be at 19°N 53°W on 31st. 

				We motored around to Chaguaramus and filled up with fuel. Chagaramus was flat calm, but we could see the damage done to the dinghy dock by the swell. Apparently, the swell dropped off on Saturday afternoon, but then they had 30-40 knot squalls and there were people dragging and staying up on anchor watches. I think we did the right thing going to Maracas Bay. I’m feeling smug!

				29 August 1995 Chagaramus, Trinindad 

				Glenys went into town to pick up the Venezuelan visas, travellers cheques and a few bits. I stripped down the aft toilet to de-furr the pipes. I found that the outlet pipe had split so I had to replace it. I then stripped down the pump, foolishly threw away the valves and then discovered that I haven’t got a spares kit! Peake’s don’t have a spares kit, but fortunately I have a spare pump which I installed. 

				I talked to the outboard engineer about the reduced power on the outboard. He can’t do a rebuild because the agents here don’t hold spares for small outboards. He reckons that the rings and valves are gummed up with lacquer and carbon and he sold me a can of engine conditioner which is sprayed in the carburettor. It appears to be a little bit better.

				30 August 1995 Chagaramus, Trinindad 

				I went into town to get travellers cheques and pick up a few things. I got back to the boat, tired, hot, dehydrated and still hung over. I’m going to have to stop getting drunk at the bar every night! I hate Chaguaramus – it’s rolly, hot, humid, dirty water, poor holding, crowded and I keep getting a hangover. But it’s convenient for getting things done! 

				Glenys spent the day cleaning out the engine bilge and going to the launderette. We lead such an exciting life! We’re planning to sail away from here on Sunday to Tobago.

				31 August 1995 Chagaramus, Trinindad 

				There’s now another hurricane (Luis) at 14.4°N 39.1°W, expected 16°N 51°W on 3rd September with winds of 95 to 115 knots. The other 3 hurricanes (Huberto, Iris and Karen) have now moved north. 

				It was Trinidad’s Independence Holiday today, so we had a day off work. I spent the morning printing off more sheet music from “Band-in-a-Box” ready for an afternoon jazz session with Al, Rolf and Glenys. They played a lot of tunes that I didn’t know, so I had a confidence problem and didn’t play as well as I should. Al also pointed out that I curl my thumb and little fingers when I’m playing so I need to work on that – more slow scales! We ate at the Lifeline Bar – beer, chicken pie and chips – boring! Time to get out!

				

September 1995

				1 September 1995 Chaguaramas, Trinidad

				Hurricane Luis is now at 16.3°N 43.1°W and it is expected to pass to the NE of Antigua on Monday 4th. It is now a Grade 3 hurricane with 105-130 knot winds and an eye 30 miles wide! 

				Glenys went to West Mall with the boys while I changed the engine oil. I then cleared out so that we can go to Tobago when we want to. Glenys did a big food shop and we got soaked loading it all onto the boat. 

				We went to the Lifeline Bar in the evening and Brett was caught with a big box of matches. He was reported to us by “Daniel K” who had found him striking matches in between the power boats, with all those outboards and those petrol tanks. He had apparently bought the box of matches (a cooking box size!) in West Mall, while Glenys’ back was turned. Craig was sworn (bullied) into secrecy. Glenys was really hacked off about it and gave Brett a real hard time!

				2 September 1995 Chaguaramas to La Vache Bay, Trinidad

				Hurricane Luis is now at 17.1°N 47.4°W and is heading straight for Antigua. It’s expected there on the 5th with winds 115-140 knots! I hope “Dabulamanzi” is secure. 

				We decided to get the hell out of Chaguaramus, so Glenys sorted the boat out while I ran a few errands. I talked to “Kelly’s Eye” and found out that they hadn’t managed to find our mail in St Lucia. They are going back there in October, so they’ll try again. 

				We motored around to La Vache Bay which is surrounded by steep slopes covered with rain forest – spectacularly beautiful. We swam, snorkelled and had a quiet afternoon. I filled 3 tanks. Some teenagers came over to say hello and towed Brett around on the windsurf board. They left us with a gift of a bag of mangos and an avocado – this is one of the few places in the West Indies where we have been given things! Last year, we gave the same family some children’s books.

				3 September 1995 La Vache Bay, Trinidad

				Hurricane Luis is now at 17.3°N 52.5°W and is still expected to hit Antigua at 0200 local on the 5th September. It is now a category 4 hurricane with 120-145 knot winds. The eye is 30 miles wide, winds of 65+ knots expected within 40 miles of centre, 50+ knot winds with 75 miles of centre, 35+ knot winds with 150 miles of centre, and 25+ winds within 300 miles of centre. Cloud cover extends 250 miles from centre. It’s big and nasty! We shouldn’t be affected too badly down here, thank God! 

				We had a pleasant day - swimming, went for a walk up into the rain forest and visited a local fisherman’s house. His house is about 200 metres from a waterfall, so he has lots of running water piped down to his house. The children have a turtle, 3 squirrels, (2 in cages, 1 free) and about 6 dogs. It rained in the afternoon which didn’t bode well for our night passage to Tobago.

				4 September 1995 La Vache Bay to Anse Bateau, Tobago 

				We left La Vache Bay just after midnight and motored out into flat calm seas with little or no wind. We motored all night and didn’t even have any wind for the crossing over to Tobago. Glenys woke me up 20 minutes early because we had hooked a fish. It turned out to be a large barracuda which I shook off and lost the hook. We’ve not caught a decent fish for months. 

				Hurricane Luis is at 17.0°N 47.4°W with winds of 120-145 knots. It’s expected to pass straight over English Harbour at 1400 hrs tomorrow. Winds of 65+ knots within 110 miles in north quadrants and within 60 miles in the south quadrants. The eye will pass over Antigua, Statia and St Thomas with hurricane force winds expected in all islands from Guadeloupe to the USVI. Terrifying to listen to the radio report, never mind being up there! 

				We anchored in Scarborough while I cleared in and then we motored around to Anse Bateau. We put a stern anchor out because a bit of swell is getting in the anchorage and there are two other boats in here. The boys went to the beach and we slobbed about.

				5 September 1995 Anse Bateau, Tobago 

				Hurricane Luis is now at 17.4°N 61.4°W directly over Antigua heading for St Thomas. The wind here picked up to about 15-20 knots from the SSE which caused a 3ft swell to come into the anchorage. By eleven o’clock it was very unpleasant, so we went for a walk and then had lunch at the hotel. 

				We thought about going around to Man-O-War Bay, but decided to stay. The conditions didn’t get any worse and by dinner time the motion was fairly comfortable. I’ve had a headache all day which made me pretty miserable.

				6 September 1995 Anse Bateau, Tobago 

				Hurricane Luis is now at 19.2°N 64.4°W which is just north of Anegada. Luis is now moving NW and should be out of the way in the next couple of days. We will probably get a 2-3 metre northerly ground swell down here over the next couple of days, so we’ll probably stay put. It sounds like a lot of boats were swept away in St Martin (25 boats on the beach and 10 sunk) and Antigua has declared a state of emergency having sustained $350 million worth of damage! 

				I spent most of the day sorting out our finances – we managed to spend nearly £7,000 last month, leaving us with £15K in the bank and $5,000US cash on board. Definitely need to be back in Europe next year. Glenys pottered about doing a bit of sewing. The wind has started to back to the SE and the conditions in here are getting better.

				7 September 1995 Anse Bateau, Tobago 

				Hurricane Luis is now at 21.6°N 66.2°W, which is north of Puerto Rico and going away. It sounds like St Martin has been devastated with reports of up to 1000 boats on the shore! The boats in English Harbour survived without any major damage, so hopefully “Dabulamanzi” is OK. 

				Glenys and Brett walked into town, while I continued looking at our finances. I reckon that since April ’92 we have blown £92K! About £40K has gone on the boat, which means we have spent £52K on enjoying ourselves for 3½ years, which is about £1300/month. In the afternoon, Glenys took the boys on a glass bottomed boat across to Petit Tobago. I went snorkelling to try to spear some fish, but couldn’t get near any large ones. I saw a nice turtle.

				8 September 1995 Anse Bateau, Tobago 

				Hurricane Luis is now at 25.3°N 68.8°W which 500 miles SSW Bermuda. There was a lot of chat on the radio about damage in St Martin. “Sahara Blue” is badly damaged but afloat, Guy and family are OK. “Blue Monsoon” is afloat and OK. “Namaste” is sunk but Bob, Diane and Dorian are OK. 

				Glenys and I did 2 dives and caught a 1½ lb lobster and some fish. Nice day. Filled 3 tanks.

				9 September 1995 Anse Bateau, Tobago 

				The weather seems to have settled down, back to tropical waves and ITCZ. Glenys walked into town to get some bread and then we went for a dive. A massive squall came over at lunch time and we had to retire below for a while. We opened the water tanks and filled them a third full. Glenys rang her Mum and found out that “Dabulamanzi” is safe and secure in Jolly Harbour. We had a quiet afternoon and I did a lot of clarinet practice. 

				10 September 1995 Anse Bateau to Man of War Bay, Tobago

				The ITCZ is going to give us squally weather today and there is a strong wave with a low at 20°N 48°W which should pass north of the islands. We motored around to Man-of-War Bay in a horrible, confused lumpy sea. We were tossed around for about 30 mins until we got to the outside of the Melville Islands and started down current. 

				When we got to Man-O-War Bay, we met Pete and Dina from “Coquette” and Craig and Jenny on “Asylum”. Brett and Craig immediately went to the beach with Robin and Matthew from “Coquette”. I filled 4 tanks. 

				Glenys and I went for a dive. I caught a 3lb lobster and, in the frenzy, I got an attack of nitrogen narcosis – tunnel vision and confusion. Craig from “Asylum” speared a 5ft fish that was hanging about under his boat – it was a Cobia. We had a nice quiet night.

				11 September 1995 Man of War Bay, Tobago

				The wave at 53°W will pass well north, but there is another strong wave at about 41°W which shows potential for development. We met Helmut and Pauline from “Tiama”, Helmut is a keen diver. Glenys and I went into town and bought some beer and diesel. We went for a dive in the afternoon and I caught a 3½lb lobster. Another quiet night.

				12 September 1995 Man of War Bay, Tobago 

				There’s a strong wave at 48°W with a low at 12°N which will bring unsettled weather here on the 13th or14th. I filled 4 tanks. We went for a dive in the afternoon and then went for a night dive. Helmut and Pauline from “Tiama” came for a beer after the dive. 

				13 September 1995 Man of War Bay, Tobago 

				The low has now turned into tropical storm Marilyn and is expected to pass just 120 miles north of us. We can expect 35+ winds tonight coming first from the north east and then from the north west. We thought about moving over to the west side of Man-of-War Bay but it looked very rolly over there. 

				We decided to re-anchor because we couldn’t let out any more chain where we were - we went into Pirate’s Bay. We had a worrying afternoon and to cap it all, we got moved by the fishermen who wanted to do some seine net fishing. At five o’clock, we started to re-anchor and a bloody French yacht zoomed in and anchored right next to us as we anchored – we couldn’t believe it! 

				We listened to the weather at six o’clock on 4003 kHz. (David sounded drunk – he’s in Grenada!) Tropical storm Marilyn now has winds of 65-75 knots and is located at 12.8°N 57.2°W. It will hit Barbados at 0200 local and then intensify to a hurricane with 75-90 knot winds before it hits St Vincent at 1400 tomorrow. We are not happy. The brochure said that we were outside the hurricane belt and we want our money back! At seven o’clock we had zero winds and a nice starry night, it’s hard to believe anything is out there...

				14 September 1995 Man of War Bay, Tobago 

				We had an unsettled night. I set the alarm clock to go off every two hours so that I could check on what was happening. At midnight we had a squall which gave winds from the SE which put us close to the rocks – I had to pull 10 metres of chain in so that I could sleep properly. I’m sure that we would have been OK but I had a “feeling” and I had to obey it. The worst thing about “feelings” is that I ALWAYS act on them and whatever I thought was going to happen, doesn’t. But, was it ever going to happen or has my prompt action saved the day? Anyway, the night passed with little wind, but a large swell made us roll. 

				At 0500 local time, hurricane Marilyn was at 13.3°N 59.4°W with winds of 65-80 knots. It is just east of Barbados and is heading 285° at 11 knots. It has slowed down, is moving more northerly and is due to pass through St Lucia at 1400 today. We should be OK now, but the people in the Windwards and Leewards are diving for cover. 

				We re-anchored out of the way of the fishermen and settled down. I dropped Glenys and the boys off in town and they spent two glorious hours in the air conditioned library, poring over books. I went back to the boat and put out a stern anchor because the swell was so bad. At lunch time “Marina Em” turned up. After lunch, the boys and Marina went to the beach while Glenys and I went over for a chat with Tony and Dee. I ended up working on his PC trying to test his RS232 ports – it’s been a long time since I dabbled in that “black art”. We made a loop back plug and I wrote a simple Basic program which I think proved that his ports work. I filled 4 tanks.

				15 September 1995 Man of War Bay, Tobago 

				The wind decided to blow from the south at six o’clock, so I had to get up and drop the stern anchor, which we were hanging on. I couldn’t sleep after that, so I finished a novel and then at seven am went and recovered my anchor and warp. 

				Hurricane Marilyn is now at 16.9°N 63.2°W and is expected to hit St Croix and St Thomas this afternoon with winds of 80-95 knots. Poor old St Martin is getting winds of 50 knots and heavy rain to add to their problems. Down here we will be getting convection activity from a feeder band of cloud from the hurricane. 

				It was a very windy day and we spent the morning messing about on the boat. “Marina Em” went over to the other side of the bay so Brett and Craig didn’t know what to do with themselves. Glenys and I went for a dive (my 200th) and we speared 7lbs of snapper. Keith and Charlotte from “Vaquero” (Aus) came for a beer and ended up staying to have dinner with us. The snapper was excellent.

				16 September 1995 Man of War Bay, Tobago 

				Hurricane Marilyn passed over the US Virgin Islands last night and is now at 18.8°N 65.5°W with winds of 95-115 knots. We should start getting normal trade wind weather again. There are two waves at 52°W and 42°W which don’t appear to have any circulatory motion – fingers crossed! 

				Brett and Craig are excited about Craig’s birthday tomorrow and were up early running about and making plans about presents and cakes! I did a few jobs in the morning and then scrounged some water from “Marina Em” - they’ve got a water maker. I put 22 litres of fuel in the main tank from a jerry can. We went for a dive with Tony and Dee. I started to sort out a modem for the weather fax program with Tony’s assistance.

				17 September 1995 Man of War Bay, Tobago 

				Craig’s birthday. The boys were very patient and waited until Marina came over at nine o’clock before Craig had his presents. GI Joe Jeep and Lego Flying Circus were the favourite presents. I went for a dive with Tony and Dee, while Glenys made food for the party. 

				The party started on the beach at half past twelve. Everyone brought some food and beer and a good time was had by all. There were only 7 children but they had a good time. “Vaquero”, “Marina Em”, “Tiama”, “Asylum” and “Morgangry” came to the party. 

				I filled 2 tanks. I fiddled around with modems, but I still can’t get a fax picture – I reckon its electrical noise from the PC.

				18 September 1995 Man of War Bay, Tobago 

				Looks like we are back to normal trade wind weather. Glenys and the boys went to the library with Dee and Marina, while Tony and I messed about with my weather fax problem. We used his modem and radio to set up my computer, then I rebuilt the modem and tested it on his computer and radio, unfortunately the thing doesn’t work with my radio – I’m picking up noise from the computer so I need to play with radio and antenna position. We went for a dive with Tony and Dee in the afternoon - I speared 4 big eyes and caught a 3lb lobster.

				19 September 1995 Man of War Bay, Tobago 

				A black day today – we started school work again! Craig’s starting Grade 2 and Brett’s starting Grade 4. Both of them are a year more advanced than they need to be, so we are going to take it easy and spread the work out so that they finish in 18 months time, just before we go back to the UK. I filled 4 tanks. We went for a dive again and Tony and Dee came for a beer.

				20 September 1995 Man of War Bay, Tobago 

				School work in the morning. I rigged up a bipole antenna and finally got a good satellite picture. I now need to sort out a permanent antenna, but I was very pleased with my first picture. 

				The coast guard came around with some health department people on board and asked if we had a holding tank. We just said “yes” even though we don’t have one. Apparantly, if you don’t have a holding tank you have to anchor 1 kilometre from any beach. Many places are getting more sensitive about holding tanks, I know that they are pretty strict in the States, but I hope that we don’t have problems elsewhere. We did a couple of runs to the town to buy diesel in jerry cans. 

				We went for a dive with “Marina Em” and speared about 6lb. of big eyes and snappers. It was rainy, ITCZ weather today with a big swell from the east. We went out for a meal with “Marina Em” which was very nice.

				21 September 1995 Man of War Bay, Tobago 

				Miserable weather with squalls and rain caused by the ITCZ and a tropical wave. We did school work in the morning. Put some more fuel in the tank from a jerry can - it is full now.

				We dropped the kids off at the beach in the afternoon, while Glenys and I tidied up the boat ready to leave tomorrow. I’ve finally got my sailing memoirs up to the point where we left Ipswich! At this rate we will be back in Portugal before I start writing about spending the winter of 1992 there! 

				In Craig’s school work there was a story about a boy who had to get his eyes tested and then had to wear glasses – it was titled “Super Kid”. Craig was interested in what an eye test was, so I made an eye chart and we pretended to check his eyes. To my horror he couldn’t read the bottom three lines – we’ll have to get his eyes tested properly in Trinidad.

				22 September 1995 Man of War Bay to Englishman’s Bay, Tobago 

				No school work this morning. It looked like a nice day, so we tidied up the boat and Glenys nipped into the village to get some food. I filled 4 tanks. We said goodbye to everyone and motored around to Englishman’s Bay. 

				Glenys and I went for a dive which was nice and deep (well I thought so, Glenys wasn’t impressed!) I’ve become very trigger happy and shot 3 grouper, 1 hog fish and a big eye – too much! The boys had fun playing in the river. I went over to “Liamuga” for a quick chat. They are a Wharram Cat who know “Tekaroa” well. They don’t know where Pete and Kirsty are but they do know that they left St Martin before Hurricane Luis hit. We had a nice peaceful night.

				23 September 1995 Englishman’s Bay to Bucoo Bay, Tobago

				We were woken by fishermen seine netting. They actually laid their nets about 10-15 metres in front of our boat before they woke us. It was almost as if they wanted us to catch our anchor on their net so that they could get us to pay for repairs! We managed to extract ourselves without any problems and motored down the coast. 

				The weather is pleasant, but there is a low at 13°N 45°W which we need to keep an eye on! We went around to Mount Irvine Bay and were surprised to find 15 yachts anchored there – last year we were the only boat anchored there. We did a dive and then left for Buccoo Bay. I cocked up the approach and went straight over the top of a 4 metre reef before entering Buccoo Bay, where we anchored in splendid isolation. 

				We went for a quick walk around the village, but most places were shut. Buccoo village holds a goat race at Easter and there are many splendid looking goats tethered about the place. I stayed up until eleven o’clock writing my CV – I must be mad!

				24 September 1995 Bucoo Bay to Store Bay, Tobago

				Miserable weather, there’s a lot of convection activity over Tobago. The low at 45°W appears to have dissipated, but there is a new low at 16°N 38°W. We did school work in the morning and after lunch decided to go over to Store Bay, ready to clear out tomorrow and go back to Trinidad. We dropped anchor next to “Vaquero” who told us that tomorrow is another bloody holiday. We’ll have to wait until Tuesday to clear out.

				25 September 1995 Store Bay, Tobago 

				There is a low at about 13°N 46°W which is moving slowly and a strong tropical wave at 38°W which has lots of activity and needs watching. We did school work and then went to the beach for lunch, rotis, shark and bake, etc. We messed about on the public beach for a while and then retired to a quiet beach so that we could get a haircut. It was a fantastic place with palm trees bent out over the sea. We used one as a seat while Glenys cut our hair. We had our next to last bottle of wine for dinner.

				26 September 1995 Store Bay, Tobago 

				The strong tropical wave is at about 40°W and has a lot of activity. We had Huevos Rancheros for breakfast because we have no breakfast cereal and no bread left. (It’s only been 3 weeks and we’re out of drinks and essentials). We then went into town on the bus to clear out. 10 minutes to clear out and 3 hrs 20 mins waiting for buses and messing about in town. We had rotis for lunch at one of the beach bars. Quiet afternoon – I must remember not to drink beer at lunchtime.

				27 September 1995 Store Bay to Chaguaramas, Trinidad 

				Up at quarter to six, tidied up and left. Discovered that our batteries were down to 22.3V – I must have another one down. I’ve had nothing but trouble with the crap batteries that I bought in St Martin. We had very little wind, so we motored all the way to Chaguaramus Bay. We were initially heading for La Vache Bay, but were doing 7-8 knots over the ground so we just carried on. 

				Miracle of miracles, we caught a Dorado – I put a smaller hook on and it seems to have worked. 

				It took us 5 attempts to anchor because we couldn’t dig the anchor in without dragging. Eventually we pulled back a bit and left it to sink in. I hate Chaguaramus. We dropped the boys ashore and tidied up the boat before retiring to the Lifeline Bar. Typically we stayed in the bar too long, had chicken sandwich and chips and got drunk – welcome back to Trinidad!

				28 September 1995 Chaguaramas, Trinidad 

				Bit of a hangover this morning. Glenys took the boys to the doctor to get something for the warts on Brett’s feet and also to get their eyes checked. The doctor said that we should get both of their eyes tested properly. I went and picked up a new bike wheel, dropped off the broken printer and came back for lunch. 

				Glenys went into town and it poured down. I re-anchored (twice) with Brett and dropped off my steel dive tank to get the inside tumbled. I also ordered a car for tomorrow. We had another evening in the bar, but forced ourselves to leave at eight o’clock to go back to the boat for dinner. Unfortunately, we were all bad tempered because we were so tired.

				29 September 1995 Chaguaramas, Trinidad

				Up early. I went to customs at eight o’clock and picked up the new Adverc regulator. I rang the car company to remind them to drop off a car at nine o’clock. I went to pick up Glenys and the boys but we ended up re-anchoring again. 

				After a few bad tempered exchanges, we arrived ashore at ten past nine. No car! I rang them up and they said they were waiting for a car to come in. I rang at half past nine and again at ten o’clock when I was told that they wouldn’t have one until lunchtime! We ended up getting a maxi taxi into Port of Spain and picking up a car from another company. 

				We then drove to a couple of carpet warehouses and bought a 4x4 metre piece of carpet for the saloon and cabins. We visited a few shopping malls and went back to Power Boats to drop Batman and a Pirate off at Organ’s birthday party. Glenys and I took the carpet back to the boat and found out that we were still close to another boat, so we re-anchored off IMS. 9th time lucky...

				Glenys and I then went and did a big shop, came back to pick the boys up and went out for a pizza. The locals have a curious habit of smothering their pizzas with ketchup and mustard. I would estimate about 6oz of each on a medium pizza for two people. It looks gross and must ruin an otherwise delicious pizza!

				30 September 1995 Chaguaramas, Trinidad

				We dropped the car off and went into Port of Spain. Brett and Craig had their eyes tested. Brett came out at -0.75 and -1.00, short-sighted but not bad enough to warrant glasses yet. Craig came out as being short-sighted as well, but he also has an astigmatism which the optician said was more of a problem, so we bought him some £80 glasses. The opticians is very high tech and said they could make the glasses within an hour! We said that we would pick them up on Monday. 

				We then went to the movies and saw “First Knight” and “Top Dog”. It only cost us £3 for 4 hours entertainment for us all! We went back to the bar and got drunk again. 

				

October 1995

				1 October 1995 Chaguaramas, Trinidad

				I got up early and took the new carpet ashore to cut it up. I made the pieces about 1” larger than the original bits, which I used as a pattern. I just finished before it threw it down. Trinidad is a miserable place to do work – it’s rained every day since we’ve been here. We had to shelter for an hour until it stopped raining enough for us to get the carpet back to the boat. I spent the rest of the day fitting the carpet. It’s very harsh carpet and the backing is very stiff hessian. We hope that it will last longer than the previous one, but the edges are so stiff that it has scratched all the varnish – we can’t win!

				2 October 1995 Chaguaramas 

				I went into town in the morning, picked up the repaired printer, Craig’s glasses and other bits. I got back and found Glenys and the boys in the Lifeline Bar. It was raining and miserable again with a big swell making life on Glencora horrible. We had lunch and a couple of beers. Glenys settled down in the bar with a good book and I braved the swell to go back to Glencora to play my clarinet. We had dinner at the bar again.

				3 October 1995 Chaguaramas 

				I checked the domestic batteries and the three that I bought in St Martin are crap so I’m going to bite the bullet and buy three new ones. I ordered the three batteries from Peakes and finished off laying the carpet. Glenys did the washing at the launderette again! It’s so humid here that we are going through two sets of clothes per day. We went to “Marina Em” for a gin and tonic and to watch a video of news extracts of the effects of hurricane Luis on St Martin. Lots of boats piled on top of each other!

				4 October 1995 Chaguaramas 

				I picked up and installed three new batteries (£280!) I installed the new Adverc regulator, which has a modification which apparently gets rid of the very annoying flickering ammeter syndrome. Adverc says it’s not their fault and not a problem, but I reckon that they have a feedback problem. Anyway, it’s sorted out now. I fitted a new DC-DC converter for the VHF radio, so we can now listen for more than 10 minutes without the power cutting out! 

				I ran the engine for an hour and the batteries are nicely topped up – I hope that is all our charging problems behind us. We’ve been turning the fridge off at night and still having to run the engine for an hour a day. We went out to the bar to see some home video from St Martin but it was crap. I put 50 litres of fuel in the tank from jerry cans. 

				5 October 1995 Chaguaramas 

				We got up this morning with big plans to clear out tomorrow and go to Venezuela. I got a satellite weather map and listened to “Mistine” – there’s a tropical depression (No. 18) at 9.3°N 35.6°W which is expected to turn into a tropical storm today and will pass over the Leeward Islands on Monday. There’s also a tropical wave at 42°W which will give us 2 days of nice weather and then crap for 3 days! 

				We discussed staying in Trinidad until Monday (9th) but that’s too depressing for words. We decided that we’ll go up to Grenada, anchor in Hog Island and do school work in the rain! Venezuela is exposed to northerly seas and we don’t want to go somewhere strange with bad weather approaching. We’ve turned into cowards about visiting strange places – it’s a year since we went anywhere new! 

				I spent the day tidying up while Glenys took the boys to the Medical Centre at Carenage to get their yellow fever jabs (mine still has 2 years to run). I picked up my steel tank which has been tumbled and partly filled it. The outboard failed as Glenys was coming back in the evening. There’s no cooling water. We went for dinner on “Rawa” with Roger and Pat – they had to come and pick us up because I didn’t have time to look at the outboard. 

				6 October 1995 Chaguaramas to Mount Harman Bay, Grenada (Day 1)

				Tropical storm Pablo is now at 11.8°N 42.9°W. It is moving 285° with winds of 50-60 knots. There is also a strong wave at 55°W. We decided to go to Grenada anyway. 

				I went over to “Night Music” to borrow Joe’s 3hp outboard, but instead he very kindly lent me his dinghy with a 15hp Yamaha on it. Glenys nipped to the Health Centre to pick up the yellow fever certificates while I cleared out. I then found out that the outboard impellor had zero vanes left on it! I’ve been trying to get a spare one since we had problems in Antigua in May – no-one stocks parts for such small engines. I left the outboard in pieces and we sailed around to Scotland Bay. 

				Once we had anchored, I cleaned the hull, took down the dinghy and got ready for sea. It was a bit worrying waiting to go because we knew that there was a tropical wave nearby but all we could see from Scotland Bay was the grey clouds scudding overhead. After a quick dinner of pasta, we lifted the anchor and apprehensively motored into the channel. 

				We had fifteen minutes of confused seas and overfalls and then settled down to a 15-20 knot wind from the NE so we were close hauled on starboard tack. I had two reasons to be nervous during the night – would we have squalls? And worse was that this would be our first starboard tack beat since I fibreglassed the chain plates – would we survive?

				7 October 1995 Chaguaramas to Mount Harman Bay, Grenada (Day 2) 

				We did our normal 8-11, 11-2, 2-5, 5-8 watches, but I had difficulty sleeping. The motion was OK but it was noisy down below and the wind would drop to 15 knots and then pick up to 20 knots. Each time it picked up, I woke up thinking it was a squall. On my 11-2 watch I was so tired that I kept nodding off – I had to set the countdown timer on my wrist watch to go off every 15 minutes, so that I would wake up. 

				In fact, we had an uneventful passage and arrived in Prickly Bay safely. I then had to pay £10 overtime charges to customs because it was a Saturday. Tropical storm Pablo is now at 12.5°N 51.2°W moving 270° (heading for Carriacou) with winds of 45-55 knots, so it seems to have diminished a bit. The projections are for it to move a bit north and hit St Lucia in 2 days – we decided to wait until tomorrow before panicking. 

				We motored around to Mount Hartman where I managed to buy an impellor for the outboard from Moorings for £11 – a rip off but at least I’ve got one. I put up the dinghy and had an afternoon nap. In the evening, we went out with Gary and Ros to an Italian Restaurant and had a nice meal. They insisted on paying for it – they must think that we are stony broke!

				8 October 1995 Mount Harman Bay to Hog Island

				Tropical storm Pablo is now at 12.5°N 56.5°W moving 285° with winds of 45-55 knots. It is forecast to hit St Vincent but I didn’t believe it. It was at 12.5°N yesterday and there was no reason to think that it would turn north. I thought that it would hit Grenada, which is at 12.0°N. We went around to Hog Island and anchored in the east corner of the anchorage. In an unprecedented move, I put out two anchors and buoyed both so that we would see their positions (and be able to recover them if we had to cut them loose!) 

				By midday, Pablo had been downgraded to a tropical depression and Grenada went onto storm watch. By three o’clock, they said that it was no longer a tropical depression and we should “thank the Lord for saving Grenada from bad weather this time”. We left the anchors in place just in case.

				9 October 1995 Hog Island 

				Nothing much happened during the night – we just got a few squalls in the morning. Tropical wave Pablo is over the island but after it goes through we should get a few nice days before the next wave shows up. We did school work in the morning – horrible chore. 

				We spent the day on the boat messing about. I filled 6 tanks. Glenys made two loaves of bread which were the best she’s ever done. It’s only taken her three years to manage to make real bread. The boys demolished three quarters of one of them in about 10 minutes – “Mum, can I have a bit more?” 

				We’re going through a bit of a crisis with Brett because he totally ignores what we tell him to do. We nagged him so much this evening that he went into a sulk. I spent five minutes explaining that we love him but he’s driving us mad because he doesn’t listen. While I was talking to him he was fiddling with a bit of Blue Tac – his only comment after a five minute monologue was “that’s a nice elf ear!” – I despair! 

				10 October 1995 Hog Island to Mount Harman Bay 

				The remnants of Pablo are still over us and we had a couple of squalls overnight. The next wave is at 40°W, so we will get three days of nice weather. There is a new hurricane, Roxanne, which is in the NW Caribbean with winds of 90-105 knots, 24 foot seas and is due to hit the Yucatan Peninsula within the next 24 hours. 

				We did school work and then moved around to Mount Hartman Bay. I rang Bequia and found out that they still have a 24V bilge pump – so I asked them to put it to one side for me, we’ll go up there on Friday. We found out that Gareth is in St Maarten and Fi is still in England. We had a quiet afternoon and evening.

				11 October 1995 Mount Harman Bay to St Georges Lagoon

				We sailed around to St Georges Lagoon. We went to the bank and got some money out, had lunch in the Nutmeg and bought some food. We had a two hour rest (I mustn’t drink beer at lunch time!) and then met Gary at the Yacht Club bar. 

				We got collared by two drunken Glaswegians who retired here 5 years ago. They must be desperate for company because they invited us up to their house. Gary came for dinner and we didn’t bother to say goodbye again!

				12 October 1995 St Georges Lagoon to Tyrell Bay, Carriacou

				There’s a wave at about 55°W, but no convection activity so we decided to go up to Bequia. It was a pretty miserable day with rain showers. We spent some of the journey hiding under the spray hood. I’m getting sick of getting wet – on our next boat we are going to have a hard roof and windscreen on our cockpit so that we can sit in comfort in bad weather. 

				We decided not to stop at Ile De Ronde and continued straight to Tyrell Bay, where we spotted “Tekaroa”. We caught up on all the news since we last saw Kirsty and Pete in St Maarten last April. 

				13 October 1995 Tyrell Bay

				We decided to stay here for a couple of days to spend time with “Tekaroa”. Glenys did school work while I sorted out the stern gland leak and checked the sea cocks – we’ve been taking on quite a bit of water over the past week and I think that it was the stern gland. I went snorkelling with Pete in the afternoon and we went to “Tekaroa” for dinner.

				14 October 1995 Tyrell Bay

				Nursing hangovers - will we ever learn? We did school work in the morning. After lunch we went for a snorkel on the wreck in the bay. Brett speared his first fish - a tiny three inch long, black bar soldier fish. We had a fairly quiet afternoon - I played the clarinet and then cleaned it. After this abuse, the middle B & C seem to be harder to get. I’ll have to investigate when we get to Bequia. 

				I only had to do 50 pumps on the bilge pump, as opposed to 250 yesterday, so I seem to have sorted out the stern gland. We had a quiet night in with a nice bottle of red wine that we bought from the Tyrell Bay smugglers.

				15 October 1995 Tyrell Bay to Admiralty Bay, Bequia 

				We said goodbye to “Tekaroa” and had a very pleasant sail past the west coast of Union Island. We caught a 2 lb Dorado and caught the sun. At about three o’clock, a squall hit us with 35 knot gusts and torrential rain. We then had two hours of squall after squall. When we were about ½ mile from the islands at the SW tip of Bequia, we had such heavy rain that visibility dropped to about 100 metres and I had to turn North West because I couldn’t see the island! Finally, wet through, we made it into Admiralty Bay and anchored off St Margaret’s beach.

				16 October 1995 Admiralty Bay, Bequia

				We filled up with water and diesel from Daffodil. I went into town and cleared in and out at the same time which still cost me £5! I picked up the new bilge pump, but couldn’t get the correct inlet and outlet pipe fittings. 

				My karma was very low today and nothing went well – I scuffed my knuckles, I locked the dinghy to the dock in town and didn’t have any keys. When I stuck a screw driver through my finger, I decided not to do any more important jobs. I cleared the cockpit drains of a super ball, a Lego man, a marble, a Carib beer top and lots and lots of hairs and sand. It’s no wonder no water was escaping! 

				I keep trying to think of reasons to not go to Venezuela tomorrow but I can’t come up with any good ones, I suppose that we’ll have to go to that strange, foreign land! 

				17 October 1995 Admiralty Bay to Los Testigos, Venezuela (Day 1)

				We got up at six o’clock and received a weather fax. It looks like the whole area to the east of us is cloudy, but there are no tropical storms or bad convection activity, so we decided to set out. We started off with nil wind and then, after about an hour, picked up a 10 knot wind which pushed us along at 5 knots. I listened to “Mistine” who warned us about a wave at 61°W, which may have squalls of 35 knots in it. I’ve decided that having good weather information can be detrimental to sailing because it makes me want to stay in harbour until we get perfect conditions! 

				By eleven o’clock, we had to put the engine on – so much for “Mistine’s” squalls. We caught a nice 4lb Dorado. I’ve started to put a smaller double hook on the lure and also hidden the hook in the squid tentacles and it seems to have worked – we’ve caught three Dorado in three weeks. As we motored 20 miles to the West of Grenada in the afternoon, I managed to call Gary on the VHF radio to say goodbye again!

				We continued motoring until dinnertime when the wind picked up to 15 knots from the NE. I poled out the genoa to starboard, prevented the main and off we went downwind into the night. We spotted our first whale. It was lying in the water 200 metres away. We could see its water spout but couldn’t identify it – I assume it was a sperm whale.

				18 October 1995 Admiralty Bay to Los Testigos, Venezuela (Day 2)

				By midnight, the wind had veered to the SE and I gybed the main and we slopped along at 4 or 5 knots. I sighted a cruise ship at half past one and the bastard just kept coming on the same bearing. Eventually, I had to alter course and put the radar on before he started to move from the collision course. I’ve been reading a book called “Maiden Voyage” about an 18 year old woman who did a single handed, 2½ year circumnavigation. She hit a ship and another yacht, so I’m a bit cautious at the moment. 

				I spotted Los Testigos at about six o’clock in the morning and by eight o’clock, we were motoring in our first strange landfall in over a year – I was quite excited! We anchored by the small village on Isla Iguana and I went through the thirty minute ritual of assembling and inflating our big 3.2metre dinghy. Glenys and I went ashore to check in with the coastguard – I needed Glenys for her linguistic ability and moral support. In the event we were done in about five minutes, including negotiating a four day stay instead of the normal two days. 

				We went and anchored behind a small island off Testigo Grande and went to explore the huge sand dunes. We clambered up a very steep sand slope and walked over to the windward side where we went looking for shells, but didn’t get many. 

				On the way back, the boys ran ahead so that they could get a few rolls down the steep slope. Five minutes later they came running back, wailing at the tops of their voices – they had rolled down, out of control and crashed right into a vicious plant that I can only describe as a super, tropical nettle. Within minutes their backs, arms, leg and bottoms were covered in huge bumps. We got them back to the boat and put on some antihistamine cream. We were quite worried about a more serious reaction, but fortunately after about half an hour, the bumps and the pain started to go. Nasty bit of plant life! 

				We’re finally in vampire bat country, so we made sure that all the mosquito screens were in place before we collapsed into bed at nine o’clock.

				19 October 1995 Los Testigos

				We were going to have a lie in, but our alarm went off at six o’clock – not switched off after our early start in Bequia. I had trouble getting back to sleep after that so, by half past seven, I was up and about! We did school work Lesson 10 (that’s ten for this month so far!). I went ashore to take a picture of the nasty tropical nettles and we went snorkelling. We stayed by the shallow reef and I found a spotted sea hare. A quick tootle and the day was gone!

				20 October 1995 Los Testigos

				Glenys went over to “Honey Jar” to borrow their SSB to call Gareth – yesterday we listened to him calling us for two minutes but there was no-one near with an Single Side Band radio. Today, Glenys spent thirty minutes trying to call him but no answer – typical! We did school work and then motored around to Testigo Pequeno and anchored off the beach. 

				Testigo Pequeno is a small island connected to Testigo Grande by a 25metre wide spit. The waves are crashing on one side and it’s very calm on our side. We went for a walk to the top of the island which was pleasant, if a bit treacherous with all the cactuses about. We then spent an hour snorkelling on the rocky reef by the side of the boat, collecting shells.

				21 October 1995 Los Testigos 

				There is another tropical storm, Sebastian, which is at 16.5°N 55.5°W but is moving NNW and shouldn’t be a problem to us. We did school work in the morning. 

				After lunch, we went for another walk on the island and met the “Proprietario” of Testigos Pequeno, we had a quick chat but politely refused a half pint mug of Venezuelan rum. “Muy Bien”. We then went snorkelling and I found an octopus which was clutching a goat’s foot complete with skin and hoof. The octopus was very indignant when I tried to pull the goat’s foot off it – great fun. 

				Brett’s snorkelling is very good, but Craig seems to have trouble spotting things. He can’t clear his ears yet, so he can’t dive very deep. I tried to show him but he insisted on blowing on the way up! I’ll have to take him down with a scuba tank and teach him properly. We’ve enjoyed staying in Los Testigos – it’s good to visit new places because it gets us off the boat and doing things together. 

				I’ve been very insular over the past six months preferring to stay on board, playing the clarinet or playing on my computer rather than going to see places that I’ve seen already. Consequently, the children have been left to their own devices. I think that they enjoy going out and doing things together as much as I do (now). Brett has settled down again, after our trauma 2 weeks ago. We’ve noticed that he becomes wild when he’s with other children and it takes a while to calm down.

				22 October 1995 Los Testigos to Polarmar, Margarita 

				We got up at half past six and started to get ready to go to Margarita. I was pottering around and thought I’d just check that it’s only forty miles. Gasp, shock and horror it’s more like fifty miles. Don’t panic, if we leave now we’ll easily make it before dark. I interrupted Glenys, who was leisurely drying the dishes, “I’m pulling up the anchor now” – it took her half an hour to recover her karma! 

				We started motor sailing with very little wind and, apart from a couple of hours at 3½ knots, we motored most of the way. We caught two 5½lb Dorado and a small tuna. We had a quick look at Pampatar and decided to go on to Polamar. We anchored amongst about fifty yachts off the beach by the Concorde Hotel – now closed down. We chatted to “Petit Boneur” who gave us a few pointers about where to go for what. We went ashore for a quick walk, bought a case of “Polar” beer and went to the beach for a beer or two.

				23 October 1995 Polarmar, Margarita

				I went to “Vemesca” a local chandler who does the clearance for yacht people. I had to dinghy into the mangroves to get there. I locked the dinghy up to a mangrove tree, but when I came back someone had nicked our paddles – welcome to Venezuela! 

				We all went to Polarmar main town on the bus and trudged around the shops – a typical tourist town with a mixture of flashy, expensive shops and run down, cheap shops. We had lunch in a café and came back to the boat to recover. I went to have a chat with John of “Honey Jar” about the trials and tribulations of building a steel “Callisto 38”. 

				24 October 1995 Polarmar, Margarita

				I went and picked up our documents and paid £15 for the privilege of entering the country, making the total £95 to date. I then went into town and bought a couple of 5 gallon jerry cans for water and some things for Christmas. Glenys did school work in the morning and then went to the beach in the afternoon. 

				I filled 2 tanks for a Swiss boat “Mafalda” who we met in Trinidad – he had two 15 litre tanks which took ages to fill, so I think I lost money on the deal! I spent the rest of the afternoon playing with “Powertraks Pro” trying to sequence a song called “Shivers” by Benny Goodman. I should have been investigating the ominous clunk from the rudder quadrant, but I couldn’t summon up the energy.

				25 October 1995 Polarmar, Margarita 

				We all caught a bus to the Proveduria Super Mercado to have a look around. They lay on a courtesy bus and I don’t blame them with fifteen people spending like crazy. We were very restrained and just bought two cases of beer ($5/case) and 1 case of wine ($25/case). 

				After we had unloaded our booty onto Glencora, we went to the “Restaurant Pescadore” where we had a filling lunch with about 6 beers each for $12. The “Restaurant” is actually a beach café with rough wooden tables and stools hammered together with 4” nails, but the food is very good and it’s a great location under a canopy of palm trees. 

				We had a quiet, dozy afternoon on the boat, while the boys went to the beach. At seven o’clock, a wind and swell started coming from the south, causing us to pitch and roll unpleasantly.

				26 October 1995 Polarmar, Margarita 

				It was still pitching and rolling in the morning so we all went into town. There are lots of men who call “cambio” as we pass them. They take you into a local shop where we can get 250 bolivars per $1US. The official rate is about 220 Bs/$1US. There are notices in the official cambios, warning of severe penalties for hawkers and tourists if caught dealing on the black market, but it is so common that I can’t believe that the authorities would prosecute. 

				We trudged around town all day and had a nice lunch out (fish again!) Glenys bought Christmas things and food while I bought three months supply of Duracell batteries and two more jerry cans for water. I also bought four new CDs - three of my hero Benny Goodman and the other is Acker Bilk which is pretty awful, but has a version of “Stranger on the Shore”. By the time we got back to the boat the horrible swell had died down.

				27 October 1995 Polarmar, Margarita 

				It’s a Friday, so we decided to clear out today hoping to leave tomorrow. Glenys dropped off some laundry, changed some cash and we met her on the bus to the Proveduria Super Mercado. We bought another 8 cases of ber, 2 cases of wine and 5 cases of soft drinks. We then spent the rest of the afternoon rearranging the boat so that we could store it all! 

				We cleared out to go to Los Roques and then found out that it is going to cost us $65 US to visit the “National Park” – I’m so bloody mad about all the charges that I’ve decided that we’re going to miss out Los Roques and go straight to Los Aves.

				28 October 1995 Polarmar to Isla Cubagua, Venezuela

				We got up early and went to the fuel dock. The approach is a bit fraught because it is very shallow, but we didn’t have any problems anchoring bows to the fuel dock. Filling up with diesel took about 5 minutes, but the water took 2 hours! I wish we had bigger fuel tanks – diesel is only 5p/litre! It cost me £2.75 to fill up with diesel and petrol and I think that the pump attendant ripped me off! I ended up standing on the fuel dock filling our water jerry cans from another tap because the water was coming through the hosepipe into the tanks in such a dribble. 

				We motored over to Isla Cubagua and anchored in a lovely spot. The island is very low and barren and so the wind whistles across the anchorage – luxury. There is a wreck of a car ferry which caught fire in the late 70’s. The captain beached it on a sand bar so it is half submerged. We went for a snorkel around it and then Glenys and I went for a dive. It’s so nice to be back cruising after a week of shopping. Glenys still can’t believe that we won’t see a shop for 3 weeks and keeps worrying about running short of food. “Don’t use so much butter, Brett”. Fortunately, I speared a couple of fish, so we’ve got tomorrow’s dinner.

				29 October 1995 Isla Cubagua, Venezuela

				There’s another tropical storm (Tanya) to the east of Bermuda, expected to be a hurricane tomorrow. Waves at 61°W and 48°W. We did school work in the morning. I checked the rudder quadrants. They seem OK and I tightened them and separated the two parts a little so that they don’t rub if one moves. 

				I went snorkelling on the wreck and speared 3 small fish. I was swimming into the hold and trying to get a big snapper when I noticed another exit. I went around on the surface and ended up being reckless and swimming through - it was a long way...

				30 October 1995 Isla Cubagua, Venezuela 

				School work in the morning. After egg on toast for lunch, we walked across the island to the ruins of Nueva Cadiz. The island was a major pearl fishing centre for Spain in the 1500s. On Christmas Day, 1541, an earthquake and a tidal wave destroyed the town of Nueva Cadiz. There’s not much left apart from two foot high walls, but the town must have been quite large. 

				The ground is covered with thousands and thousands of pearl oyster fragments which gleamed in the sun like broken glass. Pearl fishing is prohibited now but we came across one huge pile of shells so someone must gather them. We passed a few fishing camps on the way with huge piles of beautiful shells such as small conch, murex, scallops and tulips. We picked up a bag full.

				31 October 1995 Isla Cubagua, Venezuela 

				School work in the morning. After school, I went snorkelling on the wreck to try to get some dinner, but only got 3 small fish. We had a few squalls go through during the afternoon, so we decided not to sail tonight, Manãna rules! 

				It’s Halloween, so the boys made a pumpkin lantern and dressed up as witches. We invited Marcus and Verena from a Swiss boat over for a beer. Marcus made his money training people to hang- glide and later parapente, so we had a lot in common. They’re going in the same direction with the same timescales so we should see them along the way. 

				

November 1995

				1 November 1995 Isla Cubagua, Venezuela 

				A school holiday today, hurray! That Glenys is a slave driver. I spent most of the day creating a database in Excel to keep track of all my jazz songs on CD, in Band-in-a-Box and sheet music. I then joined the others snorkelling and shot a couple of fish to supplement the two small ones I got yesterday. If we have to live on my spear fishing, God help us! 

				When we were in Trinidad, I bought myself a pair of headphones. I hung them over the EPIRB over the chart table and issued dire warnings to the children not to touch them. The children have destroyed every pair of headphones that we have bought because they leave them lying about and they get stood/sat/ jumped on. While I was snorkelling, Glenys called me back in a mild panic, telling me that the engine compartment was smoking and it smelled like battery acid. After a few minutes of searching, I found out that the batteries in the EPIRB were leaking and the acid had dripped onto my nice new earphones. Exit one EPIRB and another pair of earphones! The weather at five o’clock was horrible with squalls all around us, so we decided to stay another day.

				2 November 1995 Isla Cubagua to Playa Caldera, Isla Tortuga (Day 1)

				It didn’t rain last night and it was very calm this morning. I now wish we had gone last night. I’m getting very tetchy and snapping at the kids – it’s definitely time to move on. We had breakfast and, with clear blue skies, we motored to Robledac, a village on the west coast of Margarita. It gets us ten miles closer to Tortuga and looked nice. 

				What a bloody awful anchorage – very rolly. We dismantled the dinghy and prepared for a night passage. By mid afternoon, there were rain squalls marching across the sky – this must happen every day and we’ve been suckered into staying for two days too long! We left the anchorage at five o’clock.

				3rd November 1995 Isla Cubagua to Playa Caldera, Isla Tortuga (Day 2) 

				We only had about 15 knots of wind all night and just poled out the genoa. We slopped along at 3-4 knots with a bad rolling motion. It was a lovely night and we sighted the island at dawn. We anchored in 3.5 metres of water on hard packed sand amongst three other yachts. The anchorage is surrounded by a brilliant white beach, but it is a rolly one. 

				We relaxed until about ten o’clock when I assembled and inflated the cursed dinghy. We went for a walk around – very hot and a typical deserted island. Not many shells, so we went back to the boat. We had bean stew for lunch – we’ve not caught fish for two days! 

				We had a siesta to catch up on lost sleep and then Glenys and I went to check out the snorkelling. We arrived at a likely looking place when the outboard engine cut out. We dropped the anchor and I started to strip down the carburettor. I’d bought some new screwdrivers in Margarita to put in the tool kit for the outboard, but unfortunately the cross head screwdriver wouldn’t fit properly. I was struggling when (fortunately) another dinghy came around the corner and we thumbed a tow. Back on the boat, I stripped down the carburettor and put it back together and all was well again. I’m getting sick of this outboard – I want a new 15hp! 

				Still no fish, so we had soya mince spaghetti bolognese which was OK. We’ll have to get more of that when we get to Curacao, so that we don’t need to rely on my fishing! 

				The stereo system finally packed in and I tried in vain to repair it. I’ve got lots of jazz music, but no way of listening to it now that my headphones were destroyed two days ago. I’m a bit cross with myself because I half-heartedly looked at buying a new stereo in both Trinidad and Margarita but didn’t bother!

				4 November 1995 Playa Caldera to Los Palanquinos, Isla Tortuga

				We had breakfast and motored around to Los Palanquinos, which is a small crescent shaped reef about ½ mile offshore. We anchored in 4 metres of water with 2 other yachts about 100 yards away. This place has beautiful blue water and it’s fairly calm in the lee of the reef with the sound of waves crashing on the reef itself. We went for a quick snorkel before lunch and the wire loop on my spear gun broke. 

				This prompted me to get out a broken spear gun that Gareth had given me. I repaired both spear guns and gave my old one to Brett who is delighted with it. I taught him how to load it and we went spear fishing. I got 3 fish but Brett didn’t manage to get any. Fried fish balls for dinner.

				5 November 1995 Los Palanquinos, Isla Tortuga 

				School work in the morning and then Brett was hopping about wanting to go spear fishing again. We went out for over two hours – I got 2 big 2lb Groupers, a 1½ lb Snapper and 4 small fish. Brett was very pleased with himself because he shot 2 fish, a Soap fish (which we tossed away after showing Mum and Craig) and a Grunt. He’s very sensible with such a lethal weapon and it’s just about the right size for him. 

				Glenys stayed in, typing her cookbook into the computer. She’s just started to use the computer, so it’s in great demand now with her cookbook, my memoirs, Band-in-a-Box and the boys playing games.

				6 November 1995 Los Palanquinos to Cayo Herradura, Isla Tortuga 

				I’ve finally got my memoirs up to Cherbourg – at least we’ve left the country! Glenys forced us to do school work and then we motored to Cayo Herradura. This is a mile long crescent shaped island with fantastic white beaches – yawn! We had a quiet afternoon and then went for a quick walk on the beach before dark.

				7 November 1995 Cayo Herradura, Isla Tortuga

				School work in the morning and after lunch I took the boys to the beach to fly kites. Craig and Brett had bought some really cheap kites with their pocket money in Margarita. The kites were only 60p each and what a load of crap they were! Brett’s was manufactured wrong and wouldn’t assemble properly and Craig’s kept falling apart and then ripped. I gave up on their kites and got out my Peter Powell kite. It wouldn’t fly either and I tried to adjust the bridle. Two hours later, I gave up and went back to the boat for a beer. 

				I spent the evening formatting Glenys’ cookbook document for her. I couldn’t resist editing a bit of it and adding a few sentences. Glenys, rightly, got a bit shirty about me changing her book. I suppose it was a bit presumptuous of me.

				8 November 1995 Cayo Herradura, Isla Tortuga

				We did Lesson 20, which was a test. We then motored over to Los Tortugillas which are two deserted islands with a 3 metre deep sandy patch in between. We had to anchor about 400 metres from the north island because it shoaled to 2.6 metres. Once we had anchored, we stood and marvelled at the beautiful blue water surrounding us and (you’ve guessed) the incredibly white sandy beaches. 

				After fish sandwiches for lunch, Glenys and I went for a dive which was disappointing, with just broken, dead coral on sand. To make up for it, I shot two Groupers and two Snappers to stock up the larder. We then went for a walk on the gorgeous beach to look for shells but weren’t very successful. We motored back to Cayo Herradura for the night. 

				Glenys and I have two main topics of conversation at the moment – what are we going to do when we get back to the UK? And the design and equipping of our boat when we retire in 2010! The only ideas that we’ve had so far is setting up a company to distribute good quality melamine tableware and another company to import/export stuff to Portugal. It’s not very encouraging so far. It looks like I might have to get a “proper” job!

				9 November 1995 Cayo Herradura to Ave de Barlovento, Los Aves (Day 1)

				We got up at quarter to seven and started to run around getting ready to sail. When we left at quarter past eight, the wind was coming from our starboard beam, so we put away the awning and got the main out. About thirty minutes later, the wind had veered enough that I could pole out both jibs. It took us two hours to set everything up, take the main down and put the awning up. We collapsed with a well earned cold Pepsi. 

				We are heading about 10° too far south and only doing 4 knots but at least we’re in the shade. We must set up some sort of awning that we can use when the main is up. We slopped along all day and at five o’clock, I took down the awning, put up the main and we headed for Los Roques on a broad reach. We had only covered about 30 miles in nine hours so I decided to head for Los Roques which was 30 miles closer than Los Aves. Just before dark, the wind picked up to 20 knots and we romped along.

				10 November 1995 Cayo Herradura to Ave de Barlovento, Los Aves (Day 1) 

				It was a beautiful full moon night and we made good progress. At midnight I plotted our position, (Thank God for GPS!) and decided to head for Los Aves again. 

				Glenys had a bit of a trauma with an oil tanker that either didn’t see us or didn’t care. She ended up waking me up at half past three for moral support. We changed course and ran downwind until the bastard had passed us. 

				At ten o’clock, we were 3 miles from Aves De Barlovenco, but had to head south to avoid a big squall. When the rain passed us, we dashed for the anchorage but got delayed by another squall that beat us to it. We had to hang about outside the anchorage for twenty minutes in the pouring rain waiting for enough light to find our way through the reefs. When the squall had passed, we made our way through the reefs and into the anchorage. We just got the anchor down before another 30 knot squall hit us, phew! 

				We had eggs, corn beef hash and beans for brunch and I put up the dinghy, managing to drop the adapter for the pump into the water. I put on a scuba unit but couldn’t find it. We waited for a gap in the weather and moved further into the anchorage away from the mangroves. Brett and I went spear fishing and I got 7lb of fish – 3 Snappers and 1 Grouper. Fish, fish, bloody fish for dinner. I’m starting to get aching finger joints, it’s actually quite painful and worrying. It’s probably the start of arthritis but it could be Ciguatera. At three o’clock in the morning, I worry about it a lot! Like you do!

				11 November 1995 Ave de Barlovento, Los Aves 

				Glenys did schoolwork while I did some jobs. I finally got around to fitting the bilge pump that I bought in Bequia about 4 weeks ago. I also fixed a slight leak in the toilet pump – one of my favourite jobs! After lunch, we went out in the dinghy to the furthest point of the island where we picked up some nice shells off the beach. It’s addictive collecting shells; once I start I can’t stop. There might be a perfect nautilus shell on the next bit of beach...

				12 November 1995 Ave de Barlovento to Aves Sotavento, Los Aves

				I got up at half past six and just HAD to do our 94/95 Tax Return. It took me 4 hours to find the information and write a letter to Touche Ross. As soon as I had finished, we upped anchor and motored over to Aves Sotavento which was about 15 miles of rocking and rolling. 

				We had a big pod of bottled nosed dolphins join us. They came and played around the bow so we all gathered on the foredeck. The dolphins were obviously very pleased to see us and started to show off by doing tricks like swimming upside down and slapping their tails on the surface of the water. None jumped near the boat, but occasionally an exuberant dolphin would leap clear of the water about 100 metres away. The pod had babies and youngsters who came to see us with their parents. 

				We anchored off Long Island and immediately went snorkelling. The place looks good for diving with a drop-off about 100 metres behind Glencora. I speared 5 Grouper, so we had fish for dinner again. Glenys is sick of fish and I’m starting to fantasize about chicken! I filled 3 tanks. 

				13 November 1995 Aves Sotavento, Los Aves

				Glenys and I went for a dive straight off the back of Glencora. Good dive until the end when we were harassed by a huge Barracuda. No lobster though. When we got back, we gave Brett and Craig a go with the scuba tanks. I want to get Craig used to clearing his ears. Craig came down with me for a couple of minutes, but his mask wasn’t on properly and we had to come up. Brett went down and was a natural at diving. He swam around by himself for five minutes and coped with the oversized gear really well. 

				We then motored through the reefs to the outer reef where we anchored, hanging off a sandy drop off. The anchor was in 2.5 metres and the boat was in 6.5 metres. After lunch we went snorkelling to look for lobster – we’re suffering from withdrawal symptoms! We saw not a whisker. We decided to up anchor and go somewhere else. 

				We motored our way through the reefs with me up the mizzen mast again and found a wonderful 4-5 metre deep sand shelf in the middle of nowhere. Just behind Glencora the reef drops away. Beautiful spot. We instantly went snorkelling for the elusive lobster. Eventually Glenys spotted one at about 5 metres and after a titanic struggle I wrenched the beautiful 3lb lobster out of its cave. Unfortunately, it was a female with eggs, so I had to let it go – fish for dinner again!

				14 November 1995 Aves Sotavento, Los Aves

				School work in the morning and then Glenys and I went for a dive before lunch. We saw 1 lobster in a 60 minute dive – we got it of course, 3½ lb. After lunch, we went for another dive at Glenys’ insistence. We saw 3 lobsters and took a huge 6lb one. 

				I wasn’t feeling too good on the second dive. I tried playing the clarinet when I got back, but gave up and rested in the cockpit. Glenys, bless her little cotton socks, made me a cup of tea which perked me up a bit. I must admit to feeling a bit guilty lounging about while Glenys cooked and dismembered the 2 lobsters. I filled 5 tanks. Lobster for dinner – yum, yum!

				15 November 1995 Aves Sotavento, Los Aves 

				It was blowing 20-25 knots from about midnight, so we had a bit of a chop around the boat. We did half a lesson of school work until the sun was high enough to navigate around the reefs. It was with great sorrow that we left such a beautiful spot, but we must get to Bonaire. We went and anchored off Long Island and finished the school work. 

				After lunch, Glenys sorted through her tinned food, decided what to keep, what to bin and what she needs to buy. I worked out how much money we have left - it’s a bit depressing. We only have £18K in banks and investments and £15K in the Trust. I put £10K into an equity fund in April 1994 and over the past 18 months it has lost £1,500! All I can do is leave it in place and hope it grows again. Of our present total of £33K, we will only have £22K when we get back to Portugal – I’m depressed!

				16 November 1995 Aves Sotavento to Bonaire

				It blew 20-25 knots all night. I think that the bearing on the wind generator has gone because it seems to be making a lot of noise. We upped anchor, left the awning up, put up twin headsails and rocked & rolled downwind. The seas were quite high at about 3metres, winds 20-25 knots with the occasional squall. We dodged a huge squall and missed the rain, but still got 35 knots for about 10 minutes. 

				We were going along minding our own business when Glenys suddenly shouted “turn left, there’s a log ahead!” I grabbed the wheel and turned left and then saw a whale straight ahead. It was moving to the left, so I turned hard right and missed it by feet! As we went past, the whale turned on its side and looked at us with its huge eye. It then turned around and followed us for a minute before continuing on its way. We later identified it as 10 metre Sperm whale. Very exciting! 

				We arrived in Bonaire without further adventures and tied up on the north pier. I went and cleared in. I was extremely nervous because we hadn’t cleared out of Venezuela, but in the event, the customs didn’t want to see the clearance from the last port. It’s only countries that are small or Spanish speaking that seem to bother! 

				We left the dock and had problems anchoring. There is a very narrow shelf and then the bottom plunges off to 80+ metres. The holding on the shelf is awful – a thin layer of sand over broken coral. I eventually pushed the CQR into place and we then put out a second anchor. We then went for a beer. We were hoping to find a nice cheap “local” restaurant, but no chance - so, to the Boy’s delight, we ended up in the Kentucky Fried Chicken.

				17 November 1995 Bonaire

				We did some running about in the morning. It took Glenys an hour to get some money out of the bank. I went to the marina and found that we could get fuel and water. Our mail hasn’t arrived from Carol. On my way back from the marina, I spotted a vacant Marine Park mooring, so we rushed back to Glencora, pulled up the anchors and nabbed the free mooring. I feel a great deal more secure now. 

				Glenys went into town and bought some real food – steak and chips for dinner! I went to a dive shop and bought our diving permits ($10 US each). We went for a dive off the back of the yacht. The visibility is awesome! I filled 3 tanks.

				18 November 1995 Bonaire

				I woke up at half past six and just had to get up and write some faxes to our accountant, house rental agent and Carol to find out what is happening. I talked to Carol briefly on the phone and discovered that she hasn’t sent the mail again! God knows why – it’s so frustrating. 

				After lunch, Glenys and I went for a dive – very pretty but very similar to yesterday’s dive. My finger joints have been slightly painful for about a month now – I don’t know whether I’m straining them when I play the clarinet or whether it’s arthritis. Anyway, I got some anti-inflammatory tablets from the chemist today and some cod liver oil capsules! I filled 4 tanks and filled up with water and fuel.

				19 November 1995 Bonaire 

				The mosquitoes are murder here, I had mosquito coils burning during the evening and just before we went to bed I put on the heater. I was still up at two o’clock, swatting mosquitoes, putting cream on bites and rubbing repellent on my body! 

				We did school work in the morning, (no weekends on Glencora). We had a quiet afternoon – I played the clarinet and finished Chapter 9 of my memoirs – we’ve finally left Falmouth!

				20 November 1995 Bonaire

				School work in the morning. Craig’s maths has suddenly become more difficult and he keeps bursting into tears when he can’t grasp a new concept. We did counting up in 2s, 3s, 4s and 5s which was hard and then they wanted him to fill in the sequence 29, 25, 21, --, --. This was too much for him. Sometimes the course requires inconsistent skill levels and he likes to do well at everything! 

				On the positive side, Craig has suddenly decided that reading is good and is actually reading comics and books by himself instead of just looking at the pictures. It’s a great breakthrough – he must have reached a critical level on the number of words that he knows. 

				Brett is doing well – his maths and reading are excellent but writing is still a problem – I think that it’s too slow for him! After crudités for lunch, (the boys love having “bits”), we went into the town, dropped off the laundry and did some shopping. The price of things here is extortionate. We had a few beers before we set off back and impetuously hired two scooters for tomorrow. 

				On the way back to the boat, we saw a pod of spinner dolphins in the channel between Bonaire and Klein Bonaire. We motored out to get close, but we only got within 50 yards and they went away.

				21 November 1995 Bonaire

				We picked up two scooters and had a terrific day out. We saw quite a few of the 15,000 pink flamingos that live on the island and saw the salt flats & salt mountains that are so important to Bonaire’s economy. We got fried in the sun and I swam back to Glencora to get some suntan lotion. Craig managed to knock a scooter over by jumping up and down on it – the damage cost me £15! After a very shaky start, Glenys got on really well and the boys loved it. We finished a fun day by having dinner at the dreaded Kentucky Fried Chicken.

				22 November 1995 Bonaire 

				We did a bit of running about and a few jobs in the morning. After lunch, Glenys and I did a dive off the back of Glencora. The reefs are nice, but are all the same – a bit boring. I’m quite disappointed in Bonaire’s diving.

				23 November 1995 Bonaire 

				Glenys did school work while I did a few jobs. I picked up our gas bottles and managed to get a second-hand water pump and impellor for the outboard which eases my mind somewhat. I got a fax from our housing agent saying that everything is fine at the house and the rent keeps rolling in. I got another fax from Paul Preston saying that the Inland Revenue will be issuing a residency ruling within the next month, so I’ll call him after Christmas. I hope to God that we get non residency and we can close the Trust down! 

				Carol (bless her) sent me a fax detailing all our mail, which I will sort out when we get to Curacao. We want to leave for Curacao tomorrow, but there is a low pressure area over Columbia which is showing signs of slow circulatory development. If it develops, we could get a SW wind here which is bad because we would be beating to Curacao. On the other hand, if we stay here, the anchorage would be a lee shore... 

				We went into town after lunch, I cleared out and Glenys did some shopping. In the evening, we went to the Club Nautico for a little Thanksgiving drink organised by Mo of “Motu”. We saw Stephan from “St Meloris” who we met in Hog Island last year.

				24 November 1995 Bonaire to Spanish Water, Curacao

				Miserable morning, rain and a hangover. I received a fax satellite picture and there appears to be no immediate problem with the low mentioned yesterday. We had to wait for half an hour while the heavy rain stopped. We dropped the mooring just as it started to rain again and motored towards Curacao in the pouring rain. 

				Thankfully, the rain soon stopped but we didn’t have much wind, so we motored all the way to Spanish Water. We only had a very small scale chart of Curacao so it was a little disconcerting approaching the island. We had a small pod of striped dolphins join us for a few minutes. We found our way into Spanish Water, which is a beautiful natural lagoon with only one narrow entrance channel. 

				We anchored and went over to “Kalida” to get a bit of local knowledge from Derek and Alison who have been here for two weeks. There’s a marina called Serafundi’s who look after the cruisers. You pay £10/week to become a member and you can send faxes and get free water there. They also hire cars, organise trips to the supermarket and sell cold beer. Anything you get from them is done by honour – you simply write down what you take on a list and pay at the end of the week. 

				25 November 1995 Spanish Water, Curacao 

				We caught a bus into Willemstaadt, which is the main town. I tried to clear in but immigration was closed. We wandered around the shopping area which has lots of shops like St Martin but more expensive. I managed to buy a new stereo for the boat for £45. It’s only 2W per channel, but is adequate for us; it has a CD input and two tape decks so I’m pleased with my bargain. The only problem was that it was 9V DC, so I have to connect it up to my computer PSU which was a bit of a fiddle but worked OK in the end. 

				To my great disappointment, we ended up having lunch in McDonald’s - I wanted to try out the local delicacies, but the boys won. There’s an amazing floating bridge across the river in Willemstaadt which is about 400 metres long. When a boat wants to enter the river, the bridge pivots about one end and swings open powered by engines on the other end. The bridge is built on boat shaped rafts and looks most odd when it is opening. I think the original one was a kind of ferry/bridge.

				26 November 1995 Spanish Water, Curacao 

				School work in the morning. In the afternoon we just messed about. A quiet Sunday.

				27 November 1995 Spanish Water, Curacao 

				Glenys did school work in the morning, while I went into town to clear in. I managed immigration OK, but customs wouldn’t clear me in. They took my name and the boat name and said that their agent in Spanish Water would contact us to inspect the boat. I doubt it – there are boats here that have been waiting over a month! The only problem with this system is that I would like clearance papers when I clear out to Honduras. The customs said that they could provide this but it would cost me $15US – I don’t think I’ll bother! 

				While I was in town, I bought some leads and a microphone so that I can record the keyboard and me playing the clarinet on our new stereo. Unfortunately, the microphone I bought is uni-directional and doesn’t give a consistent level when playing the clarinet. I think that I need to buy a tie clip type microphone and clip it onto the clarinet. We went over to Sarifundi’s marina and registered with them. We booked a “Microvan” for tomorrow.

				28 November 1995 Spanish Water, Curacao 

				Glenys did school work in the morning, while I wrote faxes to Carol and Oyster Brokerage. We’ve decided that we should try to sell the boat as soon as possible, maybe in Florida, maybe in the Azores or, as a last resort, sail the boat straight back to England in September. 

				At one o’clock, we picked up the Microvan and went into town. We did a huge food shop and then went to a couple of toy shops and the afternoon was gone! Steak for dinner.

				29 November 1995 Spanish Water, Curacao 

				We declared today a holiday and didn’t get out of bed until half past nine. After breakfast, I put up the windsurfer and played all day in 18 knot winds – not quite enough for my 5.5m² sail (an eternal lament!) Glenys and the boys mooched about on the boat. Unfortunately, there isn’t a beach nearby.

				30 November 1995 Spanish Water, Curacao 

				Glenys went off to a supermarket on a free bus from Sarifundy’s. I did a few minor bits of tidying up and rang around to get some oil and fuel filters for the engine. 

				When Glenys came back, we had a quick sandwich and then I went into town. I picked up my filters and then bought a clip-on Omni directional microphone to record the clarinet. Unfortunately, it cost £20 and Glenys thought that I was extravagant, considering that I prevaricated about buying a £25 Game Gear game for the boys. “It’s alright if you’re buying for yourself, but you’re really tight about other things”. It’s funny how the truth hurts! 

				We went to happy hour at Sarifundy’s, Glenys lost a contact lens and we had to go back to Glencora for dinner (which made her grumpy). I think she still hates me for buying that £20 microphone! (But it does seem to be good!)

				

December 1995

				1 December 1995 Spanish Water, Curacao 

				We had a bit of a hangover after the excesses of happy hour last night. It was fairly windy so I put the windsurfer up. The wind, of course, then dropped below the magic 20 knots to 15 knots, which is just not enough to get me planning with a 5.5m² sail. My kingdom for a 6.2m² sail! Glenys tidied up and mooched about. Paul, Chris and Inga from “Soccoro” came for a beer.

				2 December 1995 Spanish Water, Curacao

				Glenys did school work in the morning, while I got on with a few jobs getting ready to sail to Honduras. In the afternoon, Glenys did the laundry and a couple of water runs. I reprogrammed my pocket computer with an Astro navigation programme, so that we can do some astro-navigation with the sextant on our passage. The laundry wasn’t finished at half past five, so we all went to the bar for a beer and ended up staying and having Vienna Schnizel for dinner.

				3 December 1995 Spanish Water, Curacao

				School work in the morning for Glenys. I spent the morning writing letters and printing them out to send to people for Christmas – only 22 shopping days to go! In the afternoon, we addressed 30+ envelopes. A bit of windsurfing, clarinet and that was that.

				4 December 1995 Spanish Water, Curacao

				We all went into town. I cleared out and Glenys did some last minute shopping. We then spent the afternoon tidying up and doing our last jobs. We’re planning to leave on Wednesday 6th. We went to the bar to watch “Water World” on video. The boys and I thought it was great!

				5 December 1995 Spanish Water, Curacao

				The computer display hinge mechanism broke, so I spent the morning repairing it. I filled 3 tanks. We continued doing jobs and tidying up. We filled up with fuel. 

				Everything was looking good to leave the next day, when at four o’clock, I found out that the fuse on the fridge controller had blown. I put in a new fuse – it blew. I took the controller to bits and found that the PCB was badly corroded. I cleaned it up and tested the output transistor – shorted. 

				I took the unit over to a German guy called “Vim” (short for William!), who is reported to be a whiz with electronics. I left it with him and returned to Glencora to drown my sorrows – we won’t be leaving tomorrow. Kay and Bob from “Big Toy” came for a beer. They are crewing on a big 72ft yacht for their food and accommodation and are looking to buy a 40ft yacht – we showed them ours!

				6 December 1995 Spanish Water, Curacao

				I dropped off my other (dead) fridge controller to Vim and then went into town to buy some fuses. Glenys did school work. 

				My excursion to buy the fuses was a typical one – start at Napa – no! They suggest the Phillips centre – no. They suggest Baba’s – no. They suggest Casa Pablo’s – no. Dead end. Back to Baba’s, they suggest Electronics Service Centre – success but they only have 7A instead of 8A – they’ll do!

				I picked up the fridge controller from Vim and it worked – we’ll go tomorrow if it survives the night. It was frustrating to see “Kalida” and “Soccoro” leave for Honduras without us. I’m convinced that we’ll leave tomorrow so I screwed the computer down to the chart table, so that we can use it on passage. 

				7 December 1995 Curacao to Guanaja, Honduras (Day 1)

				Looks like good weather, so we did a final tidy up, topped up with water and put the dinghy on deck. We motored out of Spanish Water and then I rigged up the twin foresails and off we went! (Our way points are Aruba 12°47’N 70°00’W; Newban 16°08’N 078°23’W, Rosalyn 17°06’N 080° 50’W, Guana 16°23’N 55°00’W. ) 

				We had a pleasant sail until mid afternoon, when we came out of the lee of the island – the wind backed to the NE and we had to change to main and genoa. We slopped along at 3-4 knots and we started to feel a bit seasick – Spanish Water was obviously too calm an anchorage! At dusk, we caught a nice little tuna (4lb) which was an unexpected bonus. 

				Glenys is learning astro-navigation and we took our first sun shots today. Unfortunately, we don’t have an almanac, so we have to rely on my pocket computer. We also have a program called “PC Navigator” on our notebook PC which is a back-up. We had a very pleasant night.

				8 December 1995 Curacao to Guanaja, Honduras (Day 2) 

				I woke up in the morning with a headache and feeling queasy. I’ve got a bit of a runny nose, so I suspect I’ve got a cold combined with mild seasickness – I’ve felt better. I did a star shot at dawn which was very accurate with a small cocked hat and only about 2 miles to the east of our GPS position. Our 26 hour run up to midday was 140 miles over the ground, which was good considering that we have had a few slow patches. Our log reading was only 107 miles, so I suspect that we’ve got a 1 knot current with us as well as the log under reading. 

				The boys have been great up to now. They have entertained themselves playing their gameboys and reading. I had a 90 minute nap in the morning and Glenys had one in the afternoon. We seem to be settling into a routine – I just wish I didn’t feel ill! The blasted bilge was full of water at midday; the stern gland must need tightening up again. I’ll leave that job until tomorrow – hopefully I’ll feel less tender. Craig was physically sick (in a bucket) today, he and Brett had been down below playing “Commander Keen” on the computer and it was too much for him!

				9 December 1995 Curacao to Guanaja, Honduras (Day 3)

				We had an awful night. The wind was 20-25 knots with squalls going through, so the wind kept dying and the poor hydrovane didn’t know whether it was coming or going. At ten o’clock, Glenys was dodging a huge black squall and I had to get up and reef the Genoa. At midnight I was cold, tired and queasy. I was sick of sailing and wanted to go back to England. I wallowed in self pity all night. 

				In the morning, when the sun came out, life looked a great deal more pleasant. I dropped the main and put up two running jibs and we rolled downwind. We were still taking on a lot of water and the bilge pump jammed. I cleared the bilge pump filter of the pieces of Lego and tightened the stern gland half a turn. I think I’ll have to repack it when we get there. My seasickness is getting a bit better, but the smallest job exhausts me. The continuous motion is very annoying too! 

				At five pm, I took down the awning and we went back to broad reaching with a main and genoa. I expect another hard night. The boys have entertained themselves all day and have been treasures. Glenys is a pillar of strength down in the galley, even though the boys want their own meals! Brett in particular is very fussy. We had a bit of a scare in the evening because the GPS decided to play up. It kept saying “external power lost” and then switched off and back on again. I decided that the problem occurred because of the display light and if left dark it seems to work OK. 

				10 December 1995 Curacao to Guanaja, Honduras (Day 4)

				We had a fairly pleasant night, the wind stayed constant at 20-25 knots and no big squalls. It was hard to relax though, because every 20 minutes we would get a big wave, which would come roaring up like an express train. These big waves cause Glencora to yaw to starboard by about 20°, which puts the wind ahead of the beam causing a big increase in apparent wind which overpowers the hydrovane. The only solution is to turn Glencora downwind every time that I heard the rushing, roaring sound of a big wave. We got caught out a couple of times and big dollops of water came into the cockpit and straight down into the lounge. One sprayed the computer with salt water so I had to unscrew it from the chart table and put it away. 

				By daybreak, the wind was settling down and we had a nice sail in 15-20 knot winds. We caught a 10lb tuna – we still haven’t eaten the other one yet, so I’ve pulled in the fishing line. I feel a great deal better today and caught up on plotting my astro-navigation. I’ve decided that our log under reads by 15% and using that correction and assuming a 1 knot tide, my Astro fixes are only a couple of miles out. That’s nice to know in case the GPS fails on us. 

				I spent 30 minutes with my head under the sink cleaning out the filter for the fridge – I seem to have had lots of water problems so far. There’s a cold front coming down from the States which is expected to give us squalls and thunder showers on the 12th – lovely!

				At five o’clock, the wind was from NNE and we sailed 60° upwind for most of the night. At nine o’clock, Glenys got me out of bed to shorten sail. We ended up with two reefs in the main and half of the genoa rolled away and we still did 5 knots into the 20-25 knot winds. Thankfully the seas were fairly calm, so it wasn’t too rough a ride. It was a little worrying because we didn’t know why the wind had backed by 45° so rapidly – was the front going to hit us early? I should have been logging barometer readings and wind directions which would give me a log of trends. 

				11 December 1995 Curacao to Guanaja, Honduras (Day 5)

				Strange night. In fact the wind settled back to 20 knots and stayed pretty steady – but we still left the reefs in - just in case. 

				Typical day, star shots at dawn, listen to “Mistine” for the weather, (The front’s still expected on Tuesday 12th), I have a two hour kip in the morning, Glenys has a two hour kip in the afternoon, plot the Astro position, Glenys makes dinner and we prepare for the night. The boys entertain themselves with Lego, books and the Game Boy – they act just like they are spending the day on the boat in an anchorage. Craig and I have acclimatised to the motion and are OK down below now. Brett has a cast iron stomach and Glenys is somewhere in the middle! 

				We have had fairly steady 15 knot NE winds all day, with 4 foot seas, so it has been very pleasant today. We have a good routine during the day, but the nights are tedious. It’s getting harder and harder to keep awake on my night watches – I need more than 6 hours sleep per night! It’s fairly cold at night and full oilskins are the preferred apparel. We don’t need jumpers or socks and shoes yet, but the socks are being considered! I spend the night huddled in the corner, reading a book or staring into space, when my eyes hurt too much. 

				12 December 1995 Curacao to Guanaja, Honduras (Day 6)

				The log packed up at about ten pm and I didn’t get it working until nine o’clock in the morning. We had a fairly quiet night with a light 10-15 knot wind from the north east. At two o’clock in the morning, I put on the engine and we motored for 3 hours. At five o’clock, the wind had picked up enough to sail again. We have been to the north of Rocalyn Bank and have been getting some strange currents – sometimes south going, sometimes north going and quite strong as well, giving us up to 30° leeway! 

				We saw a pod of Atlantic spotted dolphins at breakfast. Then we had a quiet morning and I put up the mizzen sail to give us that little bit extra speed. By midday the clouds had built up. I expect that this is the leading edge of the predicted cold front, which is now forecast to stall and dissipate to the north of us – I hope David on “Mistine” is right! By two o’clock, it was raining and we then had 30 minutes of nil wind with 3 metre waves. I decided to motor for a while. 

				Glenys and I spent the afternoon “brain storming” what our new company is going to do. We’ve now decided that, if we get non-resident status, we will go straight back to the UK from the Azores. That way we can put Glencora on the market and get on with the rest of our lives. 

				Before dark, we were getting the occasional 4 metre wave and could see squalls upwind, so I dropped the mizzen and off we went. 

				13 December 1995 Curacao to Guanaja, Honduras (Day 7)

				A very varied night with 20+ knots in some squalls and nothing in some places. Just before midday, we started our last leg towards Guanaja. At two o’clock, we poled the jib out to starboard and ran downwind. We managed to dodge some squalls and got soaked in others! 

				Morning greeted us with a heavy rain squall and we all sat having our breakfast in oilskins. The rest of the day remained dry with a low layer of stratus and the occasional squall lines which kindly avoided us. The wind stayed light and we rocked and rolled. At five pm, we had only 200 miles to go, but I’m frustrated by our slow progress - I expect to spend another 3 nights at sea and arrive first thing on Saturday morning. 

				We were getting low on our supply of tuna, so I put out the fishing line and was rewarded by a 5lb Dorado – I put the fishing line away again! It would be nice if we could always catch a fish on demand, we’ve been eating tuna for 7 days now – I would love a bit of chicken. The constant rolling is wearing me out (1 every 5 seconds!) Everything takes 2-3 times as long as it should and it will be nice to stand on solid ground again. Having said that, we are fairly content in our little microcosm and could keep going for a few more weeks without any problems. It’s nice to be able to sit at the chart table and write this without feeling sick. The GPS continues to work, but I’m handling it with kid gloves and we have left it switched on since the problem.

				14 December 1995 Curacao to Guanaja, Honduras (Day 8)

				A quiet night last night. We started off with the jib poled out to starboard, but at dawn, I gybed the jib to port because we were 6 miles to the left of the Rhumb line. Glenys is finding it increasingly difficult to wake me up for my watches – last night, she actually had to come down and shake me. She also has to keep an eye on me because I say “OK” and then go back to sleep! 

				The wind has finally veered to the ENE, so we were able to pole the genoa out to starboard. I haven’t bothered to rig up the twin running sails because it’s a hassle de-rigging it all if the wind shifts and there are still loads of ominous looking clouds around. We had a quiet uneventful day. 

				By the afternoon it was totally overcast with high and low level cloud layers. I just managed to get a sextant shot of the sun in a small break in the lower clouds, albeit a very fuzzy one! The fix came out pretty good though. It amazes me that I can get a good fix with a rushed sextant shot in bad conditions. At dinner time, we had 75 miles to go, so we should arrive first thing in the morning which will be great. I’m looking forward to a bottle of champagne and a tootle on the old clarinet. I’ve not been motivated enough to get my clarinet out, besides the fact that Glenys sleeps in the afternoon and I sleep in the mornings.

				15 December 1995 Curacao to Guanaja, Honduras (Day 9)

				At about nine o’clock, we ran out of wind and had to start motoring. By midnight, it had started to rain but still no wind. It was very eerie motoring along in the pitch black with rain hammering down. We were travelling too fast and had to reduce the engine revs down to 1000 rpm. 

				By dawn, we were about 10 miles from our way point. Fortunately, it had stopped raining and I could concentrate on our landfall. I used the radar to double check the GPS. At six o’clock, I could just make out the shape of the island and started to see the odd light. We arrived just as dawn came and slowly made our way into the anchorage. I must admit to feelings of euphoria that the journey was safely over. I think it all went well and we proved that we will be able to cross the Atlantic by ourselves. 

				We put up the dinghy, had bacon and eggs and went to clear in. It cost us $30US for customs and $40US for immigration – I’m sure that the immigration guy ripped us off, but what can you do? 

				The main town is a curious place, being built on a small island. The whole town is on stilts with open ditches running everywhere. I assume that these ditches flood at high tide. The average height of the locals is about 5’3”, so I feel like a giant! The houses are very close together and the ditches act as a sewer – I can’t imagine that it’s a very nice place to live. 

				We motored over to El Bight and had a quiet afternoon. Glenys dozed while Brett and I went for a snorkel. “Kalida” turned up and came for a beer or two (they arrived yesterday). We cracked open a bottle of champagne to celebrate our safe landfall.

				16 December 1995 El Bight, Guanaja

				There’s a two hour time difference here – we had to put the clocks back two hours. We all slept like logs, but the boys were up and about at six o’clock - their internal clocks haven’t adjusted. 

				There are lots of annoying “no-see-ums” here, which bite from dawn to dusk at which time the mosquitoes take over. The “no-see-ums” bite is sharp and hurts, but no swelling. We have resigned ourselves to wearing insect repellent all day. It’s very peculiar the way the locals build houses over water. By the anchorage, there is a bar built about 50 metres from a spit of land that could quite easily have been cleared to build a bar. There is also a house that has a pigsty built over the water! Is it the easy sanitation, the price of land or the no-see-ums that cause this strange phenomenon? 

				I’m amazed by the speed that Craig has improved his reading. Suddenly he’s reading “proper” books by himself. We went for a dive with Derek and Alison from “Kalida”. We took Glencora out to the east of South West Cay and picked up a dive mooring. Good wreck dive with lots of big Grouper. We went back to El Bight and had a quiet afternoon. 

				In the evening, we went to the bar and had a few beers with the other cruisers. Craig and Brett were having races along the dock, Brett came in for a drink and Craig stayed outside “practising.” One of the local ladies came running in and said that Craig had fallen in the water. I rushed out and found him in the water at the end of the dock, screaming for Brett and trying to climb up a dinghy painter. I dragged him out and found out that he had been running so fast that he couldn’t stop and had run straight off the end of the dock! He was a bit scared but OK. 

				17 December 1995 El Bight to Northwest Cay, Guanaja

				A bit of a hangover this morning. We decided to motor 3 miles to an isolated cay. What a beautiful little spot! We are anchored about 30 metres from the shore with a reef ahead of us. Nice and breezy – hopefully we won’t be troubled by bugs here. Glenys and I went for a dive and caught a small 1lb lobster. 

				We went for a walk on the island and circumnavigated it in 20 minutes. Brett and Craig insisted on taking a rope to make a swing. We couldn’t find a suitable tree, so Glenys ended up lugging the rope around the island for nothing. Brett found a small octopus in very shallow water and I managed to scoop it out onto the beach. It squirted ink at us and hid under a log. They can’t half move fast on land! There was a salt water lagoon in the middle of the island and millions of sand flies on the seaweed at the water’s edge. As dark came, the wind picked up to 20 knots and we were veering about. I put out a bit more chain but couldn’t relax – it was pitch black and difficult to see where we were in relation to the island. There was nothing we could do so we went to bed. We are still tired from the passage from Curacao, so it wasn’t difficult to sleep.

				18 December 1995 Northwest Cay to El Bight, Guanaja

				I woke up at dawn and watched a spectacular sunrise through the coconut palms on the island. I spent the time before breakfast, working out our timetable up to the end of March, when we want to be in Key West. It looks like a fairly hectic 3 months! We are going to spend Christmas somewhere in Roatan, so we need to leave soon. 

				We did school work and then motored back to El Bight. I’d been told that we could get water from a tap on a dock, so I did four runs with jerry cans and filled up with water. Glenys took the opportunity of a free tap and did some washing by hand. We upped anchor and went round to the settlement to clear out of Guanaja, send a fax to Gareth and fill up with fuel. We then went to El Bight, tidied up and went to the bar for a few beers. There are about 8 boats in the anchorage, so it was a pleasant evening. 

				We retired to Glencora for dinner. I wouldn’t say that we are getting blasé about lobster, but we had lobster pizza tonight, and very nice it was too! Glenys is on a campaign to improve our diction; every time we drop a “T” she pounces on us. I must admit that she’s right – we use too many “gonna” and “wanna’s”. 

				A couple of people have said that the reason the locals build out on the water is because of the sand flies, and I can believe it! The initial bites are annoying, but the itching that results three days later is awful. The bites end up as bumps with small red scabs on top. I don’t know if the scabs are caused by further attacks by the little bastards or whether I’ve scratched them – but it’s excruciating! 

				19 December 1995 El Bight to Isla Barbareta, Guanaja 

				I got up early and found out that there’s a front due in the area tomorrow. Today is a beautiful day so we got ourselves ready to sail. We motored out, past the settlement, on a heading of 125°M to avoid a reef that is about a mile offshore. When we arrived at deep water, we turned SW and crept around the outside of the reef and headed for Barbareta. We caught a 5lb Dorado on the way. 

				We anchored behind a small reef off a scruffy beach. The wind is from the SW, so there’s a bit of a chop coming into the anchorage, but that should swing to the NW as the front approaches. After lunch, Brett and I went snorkelling on the reef – a bit boring apart from the fun we had chasing a tiny lobster and we spotted a large-eyed toadfish, which I thought was very exciting! We had a beautiful sunset with a very clear sky.

				20 December 1995 Isla Barbareta, Guanaja

				It was a miserable, overcast day with intermittent rain. We did school work in the morning and in the afternoon made a Christmas tree, some paper chains and started a Christmas frieze. I did some clarinet practice today, as opposed to just playing tunes, and I felt so much better for doing it. Recently I’ve just been practicing tunes and my technique has deteriorated. I must do proper practice with long notes, scales and exercises. 

				The sand fly bites on my legs were even worse today. I was driven mad and ended up putting long trousers on with the bottoms tucked into socks – I haven’t worn socks for years!

				21 December 1995 Isla Barbareta to Port Royale, Guanaja 

				Only four more sleeps to Christmas. As usual, I haven’t bought Glenys anything. I don’t know what to get her, but I’ll be panicking when we get to French Harbour! Grey, overcast day but it stopped raining and started to brighten up at ten o’clock. We did school work in the morning and then motored down the coast. It was still overcast, making it difficult to see the reefs in the flat light. 

				We went into Port Royal through a channel in the reef by Fort Quay and picked a spot by a scrubby beach – it would appear that there are no nice beaches in the Bay Islands. The harbour is massive, being about 2 miles long and ½ mile wide protected by a reef to seaward. There are only 3 other boats in here, but this is apparently the place to spend Christmas, with about 20 boats expected. 

				Glenys and I went for a dive on the south side of Fort Cay. We picked up one of the “Bay Island Aggressor” buoys, which is a live-aboard dive boat. It was a fantastic dive with vertical walls. Barry and Carol from “Pipe Dream” came over to say hello. We had a quiet night. 

				22 December 1995 Port Royale to French Harbour, Guanaja

				We motored down to French Harbour. It was a beautiful clear day. As we went along the coast, we kept half a mile offshore so that we would be well clear of the fringing reef, but able to check out all the small harbours on the way. Most of the “Bights” are crowded with fleets of shrimp boats and houses on stilts. Unfortunately, it’s not the right season and there are no shrimp about. A couple of the harbours are unpopulated, so we might visit them. 

				We anchored in the lagoon to the east of French Harbour and dinghied into the Yacht Club. I’m glad we didn’t go into the Yacht Club Harbour – it’s a toilet! We checked out the supermarket and then walked into “town”. A strange place, very spread out. Dirt road, small shops selling dubious food, and not much else. We wanted to eat outfor lunch, but couldn’t find anywhere suitable – the places that looked like restaurants/cafes were either too small or too grubby. There weren’t any signs to say which were restaurants, so it was a bit unnerving. 

				We ended up back at the Yacht Club having burgers – I had pastrami on rye – is this a Honduran delicacy? We had 3 beers each, so I was exhausted in the afternoon when we went to the supermarket. We had a quiet evening, punctuated by the huge explosions from the fireworks that the locals keep setting off. 

				23 December 1995 French Harbour to Port Royale, Guanaja

				Squally night with big gusts of wind. One boat dragged and ended up on a mud bank. I’m amazed that he dragged because the sea bed appears to be sand and silt and good holding. No damage to him (except his pride!) 

				We motor-sailed up to Port Royal and anchored among the other 17 boats. It was fairly windy so I put up the windsurfer and had a blast. There was another guy out – Rupert (and Judy) from “Khaya“. He has a BIC Electric Rock and a 6.5M² sail and he flies along compared to me on my hulking 3.2 Calypso and 5.5M² sail. He very kindly gave me a go on his board – awesome. I’m being held back by crap equipment, but Glenys says “it’s not worth bothering to get a new sail now.” Sigh! 

				After lunch, the boys and I went “exploring” in the dinghy while Glenys wrapped the presents. We went back to Glencora after an hour, but we were shoed away. We went to visit “Kalida”. I took Brett wind surfing which he enjoyed, then a bit of clarinet practice. Only two sleeps to go!

				24 December 1995 Port Royale, Guanaja

				I went over to “Kalida” at nine o’clock and spent the morning going through OW theory and the final exam. I was doing a “compressed” Open Water course – absolutely against PADI standards of course! Derek has been teaching Alison to dive and wanted me to do a quick check out and award her an OW certification. I agreed to do one Confined Water followed by a short dive. She did well, so I gave her an OW certification. On our way back from the dive, my outboard packed up – overheated because there was no water cooling again. We had to get rescued. 

				Glenys was a bit grumpy with me for leaving her alone on Christmas Eve, but cheered up after she had been out to a carol singing “Raft-Up” that had been organised at four o’clock. I stayed behind on Glencora with Craig. At half past seven, after dinner, Terry from “Winter Hawk” came over and asked us if we wanted to go over and watch a video. Is the Pope a Catholic? The boys settled down to watch “Home Alone”, while Glenys and I polished off another bottle of wine with Terry and Susan.

				 25 December 1995 Port Royale, Guanaja 

				Christmas day at last! I was awake at seven o’clock, but everyone else was asleep until eight o’clock when I started to rattle the kettle and say “Ooh, it’s Christmas day” in a loud voice. The boys did well and had enough toys. Mum and Dad had a thin Christmas. Glenys got me a tea mug and a tee shirt. I got her a pretty hammock which I had bought in desperation a few days ago in French Harbour. It cost $20US –it will be interesting to see how much hammocks are in Guatemala. 

				At about eleven o’clock, I started to look at the outboard. As I suspected, it turned out to be a corroded key on the impellor. The problem was that I had a hell of a job getting the gearbox unit off the outboard. When I did get if off I realised that I couldn’t get it back on. I ended up splitting the bottom of the engine apart and scraping out a tube that had become furred up. We were due at the Christmas dinner at three o’clock and at quarter to three, I finished assembling the engine. Thankfully, it worked and we arrived just in time (with filthy finger nails). What a way to spend Christmas morning. 

				The Christmas dinner was very good with loads of meat, vegetables and sweets. One of the boats organised a “Mystery Present” game which was fun. Each boat was asked to bring a “treasure of the bilge” wrapped up. Everyone was given a playing card and they then called out the names of playing cards. The person who had that card went up to claim a gift. There was a bit of a sting in the tail, in that not only could the “winner” claim a prize from the centre, but they could elect to swap their present with someone who had already taken a present. There was much light hearted stealing of presents from friends - in particular, a Bay Leaf plant was very popular and changed hands several times. 

				Brett had his eye on a very large surfboard-shaped present wrapped in sail bags. Everyone knew that he wanted it, so they all started to pick it up as though to try to feel what it could be. They then chose something else, but every time Brett’s heart was in his mouth. Eventually it was his turn and he went up and played the game by looking at some of the other presents before grabbing the surfboard. It was great to see his face as he dragged it back. 

				My pleasure was slightly tainted by some American bitch who said “they send the kids up so that no-one will take the present off them!” I was very tempted to give her a piece of my mind, but decided that she wasn’t worth the effort. We had a good day and I was in bed at eight o’clock! 

				Brett received a pen knife from Santa and he’s so thrilled with it. He has it on a cord around his neck and even wore it to bed! Craig took his battery operated, walking, roaring elephant to bed with him.

				26 December 1995 Port Royale, Guanaja

				Slow start to the day. I did some maintenance on our regulators and then took Brett water skiing on his new surfboard – he has incredible, natural balance and impressed everyone in the anchorage. After lunch we went and did a dive, which was good. I was relieved that the outboard got us out to the dive mooring and back again. I filled 4 tanks. A pleasant Boxing Day.

				27 December 1995 Port Royale to Caribbean Bight, Guanaja 

				We took our time tidying up, putting the windsurfer away, etc. We then motored around to Caribbean Bight which is pleasant and deserted, apart from a few houses. It was an overcast day with intermittent drizzle. We haven’t been getting beautiful sunshine like we had in the West Indies but at least it’s cool at night – a bit more hugging in bed (if we manage to get Brett to sleep before we do!) 

				We had the ubiquitous tuna mayonnaise sandwiches for lunch – tinned tuna of course – none of that horrible fresh fish for Brett! 

				After lunch, we went for a dinghy ride along a canal which took us to Bodden Bight. Not much of interest in the bay, but the canal is very picturesque – about 8ft wide and goes along a tunnel of mangrove trees. Occasionally, there is a dock set out on a spur to the odd dwelling. The houses are built on stilts either over the water or next to the shore. Everybody moves about on the island in dugout canoes by paddle or 3ft wide, 20ft long boats powered by 15hp Yamahas. 

				It is very difficult to get ashore other than onto someone’s property, and with the dearth of beaches, we feel like we’re trapped on the boat sometimes. It was too cold to go swimming when we got back to the boat, so we read and did our own thing. Glenys now spends ½ -1 hour a day working on her cookbook. I try to spend an hour on the clarinet each day. I filled 4 tanks.

				28 December 1995 Caribbean Bight to French Harbour, Guanaja

				Beautiful sunny day for a change. Glenys and I went for a dive and managed to catch a 2½lb lobster. After lunch, we motored around to French Harbour and anchored among eight other yachts that have come down from Port Royal. I went into the yacht club and sent a fax to our accountant to find out about our non resident status. 

				I filled up 4 jerry cans of water. Glenys went off to look at the Fantasy Island Resort – OK she said. On the way back the outboard started to smoke – I’m going to have to look at it again – I hate outboards!

				29 December 1995 French Harbour, Guanaja 

				I started to work on the outboard at eight o’clock. Water was coming out of the telltale when I ran the engine at high revs, but it started to overheat on tick over. I deduced that there must be a leak in the power head gasket between the exhaust chamber and the water cooling chamber. I checked the pump impellor first and that looked to be in good condition and not slipping. The pump body liner looked OK too, so I stripped the power head off. It took me five hours to remove the gasket with a razor blade, clean up both mating surfaces and reassemble it with gasket sealant. It was still the same – oh miser! 

				It was pouring down with rain and we had to go to the shops, so we risked a trip to the yacht club. We made it! I discussed my problem with “Kalida” and “Khaya” and the consensus was that it was either a waterway blocked in the cylinder head or the pump. I borrowed a variable speed drill and used it to turn the prop shaft – surprise, surprise the pump didn’t work! I put another impellor in and it worked fine. The other impellor looks OK, so it’s a mystery. I probably needn’t have taken the power head off, but at least I know it’s done properly now.

				30 December 1995 French Harbour, Guanaja 

				Another miserable morning. There’s a weak trough over the area bringing unsettled weather and westerly winds. There’s a cold front expected in Belize on the 3rd January. We’re depressed and sick of this weather. We were going to go to Cochinos, but will wait until tomorrow because the anchorages are exposed to west winds. 

				I changed the engine oil and filters and Glenys did school work. We discussed our plans and we both agree that the Bay Islands are a bit boring, no beaches and we never get off the boat. We decided that we will cut short our stay here and go to Guatemala about the 7th January. After lunch, Glenys and I did a dive, which we aborted after an hour because a very persistent Remora kept trying to suck onto us - it really freaked Glenys out. I filled 6 tanks. 

				Glenys dropped our laundry off at the Yacht Club and bought some fireworks for tomorrow night. The GPS has started to play up again. I suspected that it was the power supply and swapped the DC/DC converters with the VHF radio. The GPS still won’t hold its Almanac data but at least it finds its position OK – after a 20 minute satellite search.

				31 December 1995 French Harbour to Isla Cochinos, Guanaja

				The strong cold front is still due in Belize on the 3rd. It’s expected to carry on to Nicaragua before stalling, so that will be different from the ones that we’ve had so far – they have been stalling and dissipating over Honduras. We decided to scoot over to Cochinos and spend a couple of days there. 

				The bloody GPS wouldn’t work – it kept resetting and crashing. I took it apart and found that the lithium battery that I replaced (at great expense) in St Lucia, in June, was totally flat. I removed it and the GPS finds its position again but won’t hold the Almanac data. I’ll get a new battery in Florida and sort it out ready for the trip back to Europe. 

				We motored over to Cochinos. On the way over, we tried to find a dive mooring on a sea mount about 5 miles north of Cochinos Grande. We couldn’t see anything even though the sea was glassy calm. I found out later that the mooring buoy is 30ft underwater! 

				Isla Cochinos Grande is beautiful. Verdant vegetation and palm trees on the beaches. There is a small dive resort with very friendly managers, Holly and Lewis, who have been working in the Caribbean for 10 years and living on their boat “Our House”. We went for a dive, which was OK, but poor visibility. I filled 4 tanks. We went to the hotel for a beer before dinner and set off some fireworks for the boys. A miserable American complained about the boys setting off bangers outside the restaurant while they were trying to eat dinner – Happy New Year!!! We retired back to the boat for our dinner!

				

January 1996

				1 January 1996 Isla Cochinos, Honduras

				We had a lie in until half past nine. It’s the first day of a new year and as usual we’ve got hangovers. We took the boat over to check the other anchorages for somewhere a little more protected from the SE wind. The whole island group is a National Park and anchoring is forbidden anywhere. We found moorings by Cochinos Pequeno, but they were in a worse place. We looked at the other Cays which looked gorgeous, but no bloody moorings. Very frustrating! We ended up back at Cochinos Grande. 

				After lunch, we went ashore and walked along a trail to the lighthouse on the top of the island. The resort’s dog “Nikey” came along to guide us. It was a nice 30 minute walk up to the lighthouse, but unfortunately we couldn’t see any view through the rain forest trees. We walked back down and went for a snorkel. Well, Brett, Glenys and I did – it’s really hard to get Craig to come snorkelling with us. 

				At about six o’clock, just after the sun went down, Harry who is looking after “Our House” called across and said that he was going over to Cochinos Pequeno because the wind was NW15. Three nights ago, he was trapped in this anchorage with wicked NW waves. We were a bit apprehensive before he called and were worried after he left. We decided to stick it out. We had a New Year chicken dinner with Christmas pudding which was great. By the time we went to bed, the wind was down to 10 knots and had backed to the west, thank goodness!

				2 January 1996 Isla Cochinos to French Harbour, Roatan 

				We had a very peaceful night. There wasn’t a breath of wind and we had blue skies as we motored across to Roatan. There was a big 2 metre swell from the east. The strong cold front is still expected in the Yucatan Peninsula tonight and will affect us tomorrow, so we want to be somewhere a little more protected than the Cochinos. 

				All the same yachts were in the anchorage at French Harbour. Glenys and I went for a dive, which was spectacular. The visibility was wonderful and the scenery is very alpine with vertical cliffs and sand gullies filled with white sand. As I swim off the edge of the vertical cliffs, it makes me want to go skydiving. We had a quiet evening in the very peaceful, protected anchorage.

				3 January 1996 French Harbour, Roatan

				We were woken at three o’clock in the morning by a banging noise. I went up on deck to discover that the boat in front of us had swung very close to us and the guy was banging on our pulpit. He had 40 metres of rope out compared to my 25 metres of chain and consequently had an incredible turning circle and was wandering about the anchorage (bloody Americans on their pieces of string.) 

				We were the last to anchor, so I said that we would move. I went to start our engine, but it wouldn’t start! I guessed that there must be air in the fuel system so I set about bleeding it – not the nicest thing to do at three o’clock in the morning! It took me 10 minutes, by which time the other boat had decided to re-anchor. We went back to bed, but the boys were wide awake and Craig kept padding into our cabin and telling us that he couldn’t sleep. 

				At half past six, I had to get up to listen to the weather – this two hour time difference with the West Indies is a pain in the neck. I learned that the cold front was still heading our way. At eight o’clock, the cold front hit with torrential rain and 30 knot winds. Boats were dragging all around us, but we were OK. I felt fairly smug that I had bothered to drop the anchor in a sandy patch clear of the thick weed that covers the rest of the anchorage. 

				We filled our water tanks with rain water. We did school work and then had a quiet afternoon. Barry and Carol from “Pipe Dream” (Can) came for a beer. Glenys foolishly opened a 1.5 litre bottle of red wine, which we polished off between the two of us. 

				4 January 1996 French Harbour, Roatan

				Yet Another Hangover this morning – will we ever learn? We did school work in the morning. I walked down to the fishing port to check out the fuel dock. They didn’t have any diesel - what sort of fuel dock is that? However, they did point me over to the west end of the fishing port. I went back to the boat and we had a quiet evening.

				5 January 1996 French Harbour, Roatan

				Went round to the fishing port to get fuel. It took us a while to find the fuel dock. We motored back to the anchorage and I went straight into Coxen’s Hole to clear out. It cost me $40US to clear out – what a rip off! I had lunch in a small café with Earle and Kandy from “Sticky Bunz”. A bit of an odd couple – well she is anyway. (Kandy was the person who annoyed me on Christmas Day). I went back to Glencora and played the clarinet while Glenys took the boys to the supermarket. 

				In the evening, we went to the Yacht Club for a Mexican buffet, which was good food for only $7US a head. Most of the other cruising folk were there which was fun. The Californians did nothing but winge that the Mexican food wasn’t authentic! We enjoyed it anyway.

				6 January 1996 French Harbour to Utila, Honduras

				Up early and set off for Utila. There is another front due tomorrow night, so we decided that we’d better leave today or we might get trapped in French Harbour for another 3 or 4 days. It was a very bouncy beam reach with 25 knot winds and 2-3 metre seas. As we approached the island, I was beginning to doubt that we would be able to get into the anchorage through the reef. In the event, it was very straightforward and we anchored off a hotel called Utila Lodge. The anchorage is nice and big, but the town’s electricity generator is incredibly noisy. 

				We went ashore and were collared by Harry from “Our House” who insisted on introducing us to the owners of the Dive Lodge. We walked along the main street to the airport. There are 15 dive centres and about 100 instructors working on this tiny island. The dive centres pay commission of $30/person/OW Course and $3/person/dive. A lot of the business comes from backpackers who come over from the mainland. It’s $5/night for a room and an OW course is only $150. Two tank dives only cost $30! There are loads of scruffy, young, fit instructors wandering about and they sell dive courses like people sell timeshare in Tenerife – they meet people at the airport or the ferry and try to persuade them to do a course. It’s fascinating to watch.

				7 January 1996 Utila, Honduras

				The wind is from the SW this morning, bringing a bit of a chop into the bay. The wind will probably swing to the NW as the front comes through tonight, so we decided to hang on where we are. We did school work in the morning which took us up to half past one - we needed to do a lesson and a review ready for a test tomorrow. A pod of dolphins came into the anchorage, so I went in the water to swim with them, but they didn’t want to play. 

				The wind was from the west by lunchtime and we had a pleasant afternoon on the boat with 8/8 cloud cover but no rain. After night fell, the first squall hit us with 25+ knot winds and lashing rain. We had a very disturbed night with up to 35 knot gusts and lots of rain. The air temperature dropped dramatically (down to 75°F) and we had to huddle together in bed under our thin sheet – it’s a long time since we had to do that! Miserable night – I must have got out of bed about 10 times. This front apparently dropped a huge amount of snow on Washington DC and shut it down for 24 hours!

				8 January 1996 Utila, Honduras 

				Miserable morning – cold, NNW wind 20 knots, 8/8 cloud cover and occasionally drizzle. The forecast is for this front to head quickly SE to Porto Rico, so hopefully it will start clearing up soon. Brett came in at nine o’clock and asked if he could start his test. He knows that he’s got a lot of work to do and wants to finish it today. The boys both did well in their tests and we went out in the afternoon to watch “Amadeus”. I enjoyed it but the boys were confused by it and it went on too long. We had a peaceful, if cold night (with a blanket!)

				9 January 1996 Utila, Honduras 

				Overcast morning with NW10 winds. Still cold. We did school work and then Glenys and I went for a dive which was OK, but bloody freezing on the way back. I filled 3 tanks. We are wandering around in sweaters and long trousers because it’s so cold. I can’t believe the difference in weather between here and the West Indies. The sky looked clear to the west, so in anticipation of leaving tomorrow, we went out for a pizza and spent our last Lempira.

				10 January 1996 Utila, Honduras

				During the night the wind came from the SW. Not very strong but enough to cause an unpleasant chop in the bay, making us pitch all night. By morning, it was overcast low cloud, with a depressing constant drizzle. It was cold and we lounged in bed, under the blanket until half past nine. When I say cold, it’s actually 74°F inside the boat but 65°F out on deck. We have definitely acclimatised to 80°F weather and are going to die back in England. To add to all this we had to do school work. 

				The pitching was getting really bad by lunch time, so we ate the remains of last night’s pizza and went ashore to go to the movies. They were showing Part 2 of Pride and Prejudice so we decided to skip that! Instead we went for a walk up some very muddy paths until the mosquitoes drove us back. We met Barry and Carol from “Pipe Dream” in town and we went back to the Utila Lodge for a beer, watching Glencora pitching like mad. We went back, had dinner and snuggled down into our duvet. The boys hid in their sleeping bags.

				11 January 1996 Utila, Honduras 

				Nice morning. There is another cold front expected late tomorrow, so we abandoned the idea of sailing to Guatemala tonight. 

				We are starting to get very nervous about the entrance to the Rio Dulce. There’s a sand bar which guards the approach to Livingston. It’s about a mile wide and is very shallow with some parts drying out. There’s a dredged channel from a seaward buoy on a bearing of 225° True, but there are no buoys marking the actual channel. It’s supposed to be dredged to 6’0” at low tide with high tide adding an additional 12 inches. I reckon that we draw about 6’7” now that we are fully loaded with gear, so if we go in at high tide then we will have 5 inches of water beneath our keel for half a mile - that means 20 minutes of total fear that we will go aground.

				To make things worse, we listened to the NW Caribbean Cruisers Net at eight o’clock on 4054 kHz and heard a conversation about a yacht with a 7ft draft that was dragged over the bar at Livingston by his spinnaker halyard – that doesn’t sound too good for the rigging! (I found out later that it was “Cortica”. ) 

				We decided that we would still give it a go and if we can’t make it then we’ll go to Belize! I sent some faxes off to our accountant and Carol, because we’ll be here until this next front goes through. We motored to the SW end of the island to the Water Cays and anchored in a beautiful spot between two small cays. I tried to go spear fishing, but the reef is devoid of fish and the coral is 80% dead. I managed to catch a spider crab, but there wasn’t much meat on it – only in the legs and claws. We had a very pleasant day out (it felt like a holiday) and then returned to Puerto Este to wait for the next front.

				12 January 1996 Utila, Honduras

				A bad hangover this morning. Glenys, at my suggestion, opened a second bottle of wine last night ... 

				The weather was pretty awful with a SW10 causing a nasty swell in the anchorage (again!). I couldn’t stand the motion so, at about ten o’clock, I went ashore for a walk. I rescued the others at half past eleven and we went to the Movie Café for lunch and watched “You Only Live Twice”. By the time we got back to Glencora it was blue skies and NW10 winds. We had a quiet evening and then the front arrived at midnight with mild NW 15-20 winds and the odd bit of rain.

				13 January 1996 Utila, Honduras

				An overcast morning with NW10 winds. It would appear that the front has gone over and we might have 2-3 days to get to Guatemala. We did school work in the morning. After lunch, I took the boys out for a walk and spent the last of our Lempira (again!). Glenys stayed aboard and wrapped Brett’s birthday presents. 

				When we returned to the boat, I decided to go spear fishing (mostly because Glenys was threatening to make bean enchiladas again and I don’t think that my bowels can take it!) I managed to spear a big Hog fish which was very tasty. I’ve been a lazy slob for the last couple of days – it’s been a combination of the bad weather, the rough anchorage, the trapped feeling and the fact that I’m reading a book that I want to finish. Glenys has been getting annoyed at me today. 

				The sky cleared at dusk and we had a beautiful, clear, starry evening. Looks good for going to Guatemala tomorrow. I went to bed worrying how to tackle the sand bar at Livingston.

				14 January 1996 Utila to Livingston, Guatemala (Day 1)

				Bloody awful weather – overcast SW10 wind and drizzle. God knows what this weather is – it should be a nice day with NE winds. After an hour of agonising, we decided to go anyway. As they say, time and tide waits for no man and the high tide into the Rio Dulce is at twenty past three tomorrow afternoon – a good time for us. 

				I went over to chat to “Helles Belles” (USA) who we last saw in Hog Island at the beginning of March ’94! We took the dinghy down and got ready to sail overnight (all in a steady drizzle). We were finished by mid morning and motored out of Utila straight into a light SW wind. There was a bright line on the west horizon which gave us some hope of better weather. 

				Its Brett’s birthday today, so we had the present opening first thing this morning and the birthday cake when we were underway. The sun came out at about two o’clock until half past four when I brilliantly decided to take down the awning and put up the main sail – it then rained for an hour. The night was clear with light winds so we had to motor all the way. It was pretty cold, so it was a matter of full foul weather gear including socks and wellies!

				15 January 1996 Utila to Livingston, Guatemala (Day 2)

				We timed the passage perfectly and arrived off Cabo Tres Puntas at day break. We motored the last 10 miles and anchored off the entrance buoy. We had been following another boat all night which turned out to be “Pipe Dream”. 

				While we were approaching the buoy, I listened to the Rio Dulce Net on 68 and asked for help on the location of the bar. I just got a few smart arse cracks like “go slow” and “watch the ferries”. I called Barry on “Pipe Dream” on CH68, which is the local hailing frequency, and made some suitably sarcastic comments myself. Immediately after I stopped talking to Barry, “Katie G-2” called me up and gave me some GPS coordinates. Outer 15° 49.97N 88° 43.95W, inner 15° 49.26N 88° 44.78W. This track is 200 yards NW of the buoy to a pink roofed house on a bearing 225°M. 

				I hitched a lift on “Pipe Dream” and went in with them. They draw only 5ft and I wanted to see how their depth gauge changed as they went in. Unfortunately, their depth gauge stopped working half way in, probably because of silt in the water. It wasn’t a totally wasted trip, because I went over to another boat which had just gone in (on 0.1 metre low tide) and had registered a minimum depth of 6½ ft. 

				We had to wait until one o’clock for ¾ rising tide. “Kalida” arrived at half past twelve and bravely decided to go straight in with their 6’2” draft. They tried to find a way through for about an hour, but couldn’t find a way in and went aground at least 10 times. At one o’clock, “Boo” with Neil and Chris turned up and anchored next to us. They have a 6’6” draft - we discussed the problem and I gave them the GPS coordinates. 

				At half past one, we couldn’t stand the suspense any longer. I steered the boat and Glenys stood down below calling out the GPS cross track error and course over the ground. It took us 25 minutes of high stress and worry to get through. About 20% of the time the depth gauge was registering 6.4 ft – 6.6 ft and I’m sure that I ploughed a fair furrow in the mud. I must admit to an immense feeling of euphoria (and release of tension) when we got through – it was like winning a competition. Me against the elements! 

				“Boo” and “Kalida” followed us about 10 minutes later. We anchored and waited for the officials to arrive. It was quite amusing. The Port Capitan, the Customs, the Immigration, the Health Officer and the Police arrived in a pirogue and came on board. To my amazement, they immediately went below and arranged themselves around our saloon table. They filled in forms and took our passports ashore. An hour later, we had to go ashore and collect our passports from Immigration, a zarpe from the Customs and a clearance from the Port Captain. Total cost 330 questals (£39). The Port Captain had a dead iguana tied onto a branch, drying out in the sun – weird! 

				We bought some training shoes for the boys and had a stroll around town. A pleasant little town with an amazing number of cafes and restaurants – for tourists I assume.

				16 January 1996 Livingston to Cayo Grande, Guatemala

				Glenys nipped ashore after breakfast. I dropped her off because we had a bit of hassle from people wanting a tip for looking after our dinghy. We didn’t give them one! I put 23 litres of diesel in the tank from a jerry can. 

				We were all excited as we motored into the steep sided river gorge. We had a fantastic trip – lush green jungle with snowy egrets, pelicans and cormorants fishing around us. There were locals paddling by in their dug out canoes, hugging the shore to stay out of the current. At the first major bend in the river, about 10 small fishing boats were laying nets across the current, beneath towering vertical cliffs of nearly white rock. Flocks of pelicans crowded around the boats as the fishermen pulled up the nets. 

				On the next bend of the river, visitors have painted and carved their names and dates onto the rock faces which come down to the water. I find this really irritating – it’s just graffiti. Cruisers seem to like doing this in places like Porto Santo, Funchal and Los Testigos. As we looked at this desecration, the engine stopped... 

				Oh my God! It started again immediately, but a quick check of the gauges showed that the engine had overheated. We dumped the anchor down in 4 metres of water on the inside of the bend. Fortunately, “Boo” were only about 200 metres upstream and I managed to attract their attention. They very kindly towed us down to Rio Tatin where we anchored. 

				I spent an hour panicking, refilling the fresh water system and waiting for the engine to cool down. The sea water pump is working OK because we are still getting water out of the exhaust. The fresh water system appears to be the problem – when I fill the system up, a dribble of water comes out of the heat exchanger overflow pipe. I removed the thermostat and cleaned the radiator cap and it seemed OK. We decided to carry on to the anchorage at Cayo Grande. Everything looked good for the first two miles, but then the temperature started to creep up. We back tracked a little and anchored just as the temperature reached 90°C. 

				We decided to forget about the engine for today and went to visit a hot water spring about ½ mile back down river. It was really interesting to feel the very hot water just coming out of the rocks by the edge of the river. We then motored up the small river opposite the springs which is very pretty. We chatted to another yachtsman, who thought that my problem may be a blockage in the heat exchanger. Nigel Calder says in his Boat Maintenance book that “scale in engines caused by sea water can swell when coming in contact with fresh water”, this simple comment makes me think that the heat exchanger is blocked – perhaps it has something to do with the fresh water going through the system. We had a lovely quiet evening with the sound of frogs, crickets and other jungle creatures around us. 

				17 January 1996 Cayo Grande to Rio Chacon Machaca, Guatemala

				We awoke this morning to a beautifully calm anchorage with blue skies overhead and mist shrouded jungle all around. At half past seven, I turned on the Local Cruisers Net – all Americans of course. They have a string of adverts for the local marinas, then an “open forum” for info, gear sales and then ….. I couldn’t believe it …….. they actually have a trivia quiz! One of the marinas even has aerobic classes after breakfast – they all sound very settled down here. 

				I had a look at the engine cooling system. I took off various parts of the salt water system before and after the heat exchanger to check for scale – nothing major. I had a quick look at the heat exchanger bores – look OK. I put it all back together again and we motored to the West of Cayo Grande and anchored by “Kalida”. Derek came and had a look at the engine and the only thing he could think of was that the fan belt was a bit loose. I changed the fan belt and put the thermostat back in, and all seemed to be OK. 

				We dinghied over to the Manatee Conservation Centre and went on their pretty nature trail. On the way back we watched some Indians using a cast net from their dugout canoe. We then motored up the lake (El Golfette) to the Rio Chacon Machaca. It was fairly difficult to find the narrow river entrance and a little nerve-racking to enter. Once inside we turned left and headed down to the end where we anchored bow and stern in 2.8 metres of water. On the way down the river, Glenys and I caught a fleeting glimpse of an otter. 

				After we anchored, we took the dinghy out through a shallow gap, through lily pads and water hyacinths to the lake for a swim. We dinghied back through the river entrance and drifted back to the boat. We saw trees being shaken by monkeys, but couldn’t actually see them. The anchorage is so peaceful, with a pleasant breeze through the gap in the islands. We look across lily pads, with waders, moorhens and snowy egrets looking for food, to the lake with lush green mountains in the distance – you can tell I like this place! 

				On the way here, the engine seemed to behave itself. The temperature went up to 75°C. After about 15 minutes water started to come out of the radiator overflow pipe, but after I fiddled with the radiator cap it stopped dribbling. I now suspect the radiator cap.

				18 January 1996 Rio Chacon Machaca to Mario’s Marina, Guatemala

				Glenys got up very early at quarter past six and went up into the cockpit for a nature watch. She was rewarded by two sightings of a pair of otters. The wind picked up from the SW at seven o’clock and, twenty minutes later, Glenys got me out of bed because the stern anchor was dragging. I pulled it up and we swung through 180°. 

				I went down to check the engine. When I released the radiator cap, lots of water spurted out of the overflow pipe. I “assumed” that the water system was still full and pressurised, so I shut the cap and started the engine. The anchor was dragging, so we motored out of the river. As we got to the river entrance, the temperature was up to 80°C, by the time we were 200 metres into the lake it was 90°C, so I decided to stop the engine and we anchored. 

				I took off the radiator cap and got loads of steam and water gushing out. Five minutes later, I put about 6 pints of water in the heat exchanger and ran the engine for 30 seconds – the temperature came down to 70°C. I’m at a loss to know what the problem is. It would appear that the fresh water system is becoming over pressurised at some point or is the water boiling and creating steam somewhere? Could it be a leaking head gasket or a faulty water pump? Or is the radiator cap not pressurising the system enough and allowing water to boil in the engine block? 

				We had breakfast and prepared the boat for sailing and then had a good upwind sail towards Mario’s Marina. We made it to within a mile of the marina before we ran out of wind. We anchored off the marina and went in to have lunch and check the place out. We decided we liked it and took the yacht in. It’s a pretty marina with a TV room, a bar/restaurant, a little shop, a small pool and pleasant grounds. Barry and Daphne are an English couple who have been running the place for 8 years. Everyone we have met here has been very friendly, so we should have a good time. 

				I spent the afternoon checking out where everything is. Where to get gas, fuel, etc. Barry has a battery charger that I can use to keep our batteries charged which will be useful. We went out to the bar for dinner and had a good evening with “Pipe Dream”, Earle and Kandy from “Sticky Bunz” and “Boo”.

				19 January 1996 Mario’s Marina, Rio Dulce, Guatemala

				I woke up at six o’clock, thinking about all the things that I’ve got to sort out – engine, cooking gas, maybe a trip inland and faxing the UK to sort out my non-resident status. 

				Sending and receiving a fax from here is a pain. There’s a company called Riotel, who send and receive faxes via SSB to Guatemala City – there are no phones in the Rio Dulce. If a fax is not complicated then they dictate it over the SSB. Anything more complicated has to be sent from Guatemala City to here (100 miles) which can take a few days. An alternative is to go to Livingstone or a town called Morales (which is a 30 kilometre bus ride) to go to a Guatel Office. 

				At half past six, I suddenly realised that “Boo’s” guests were flying back to the UK today. I leapt out of bed and frantically started to write letters to our accountant, Carol and the guy who runs my offshore trust. Glenys heard me and wrote a letter to her mum. Glenys dropped the letters off at “Boo” to be told that their guests weren’t leaving until midday! Oh well! At least they will be posted in the UK in 3 days time. 

				I checked the sea water intake strainer and found a bit of plastic sheet and some weed – could this be it? I tied a rope from our bow to a handy tree so that I could run the engine in reverse without destroying the rather rickety dock. I ran the engine out of gear at 1400 rpm and the temperature stayed about 70°C. I then ran it at 1100 rpm in reverse and the temperature went up to 80°C and water was coming out of the radiator cap overflow. Damn! 

				I decided to go to Fronteras to try to find a radiator cap – no luck, but what an interesting place! The town is spread along a main road which crosses the Rio Dulce over a big bridge. There is a small vegetable market with lots of Indians wandering about – the men in jeans, cowboy boots and cowboy hats and the women in their brightly coloured, woven skirts. The main road is a hive of activity with big single-decker buses and pick-up trucks jostling for space and a way through the people and parked cars. 

				I went back to the marina and chatted to Keith, Tina and Tom (2) from “Gooseberry” (Can). Keith rebuilds motorbikes and cars as a hobby and kindly came over to look at our engine. He was as baffled as me and we came down to an air pocket, a faulty radiator cap and (God forbid) a blown head gasket. We retired to the bar at seven o’clock and had a fish and chip dinner there. Mickey from “Vaya Con Dios” gave me a list of causes of overheating which was nice of him.

				20 January 1996 Mario’s Marina, Rio Dulce, Guatemala

				Glenys did school work in the morning while I worked on the engine. I removed the thermostat and heated it up in a pan of water with a spare thermostat to check that they both work OK – they did! I put the original thermostat back with a new gasket. I removed the fresh water pump and checked it. It was fine. I removed the end caps from the heat exchanger and shone a torch through one end while I sighted down the other end – all the tubes looked clear to me. 

				I disconnected the domestic hot water heater pipes and removed a t-pipe so that I could re-site the temperature sensor directly in the cylinder head. I refilled the system, taking care to put a screw driver at the top of the uppermost hose to vent the system. I re-attached my rope to my handy tree and started the engine. It ran for about 5 seconds and stopped. Oh my God! 

				I rushed down below and turned the crankshaft pulley with a spanner. It seemed OK – at least it wasn’t seized. I suspected air in the diesel system and noticed air bubbles around the bolt head of one of the diesel fuel filters. I cracked open the bleed screws and found air. I managed to scrounge a new O-ring from Barry at the Marina Office and the engine started OK. 

				I ran a fairly scientific test, monitoring temperature and the amount of water coming out of the overflow pipe. I first ran the engine at 1400 rpm with no load. The temperature climbed to 71°C after 25 minutes by which time 0.3 pints of water had come out of the overflow. I ran the engine for a further 30 minutes and the temperature stayed constant at 71°C and no further water came out. I then put the engine into reverse and ran it at 1000 rpm. (I found that the revs wouldn’t go above 1100 rpm regardless of how much I opened the throttle, presumably something to do with the propeller being in reverse?) After 3 minutes the temperature had shot up to 82°C and water had started to come out of the overflow pipe again. After 40 minutes under load I lost a further pint of water, and it was still dribbling out. The water loss was more or less linear. I then ran the engine at full throttle (1100 rpm) for 8 minutes. The temperature didn’t budge, the smoke from the exhaust was slightly black and I lost a further 0.3 pints of water. There doesn’t appear to be anything drastically wrong, but I am losing fresh water slowly but steadily. I’m back to the radiator cap – I hope! 

				The boys are loving it here. They can get on and off the boat whenever they want to. They can go in the pool, watch satellite TV – heaven. Glenys bought some prawns today, so we had a quiet dinner and went and watched a Disney film “The Fox and the Hound”.

				21 January 1996 Mario’s Marina, Rio Dulce, Guatemala

				First thing in the morning, I opened the radiator cap – no water spurted out. I tried to pour the 1.6 pints of water back into the heat exchanger but could only get about a cupful in. I opened the top hose to vent it and could then pour all of the lost water back. An air pocket had definitely been created. Where was this air coming from? 

				I borrowed a torque wrench from Randy on “Rights of Man” and re-torqued the cylinder head bolts to 110lbs. A couple of the bolts moved a fraction but nothing significant. I checked the sea water intake strainer again – OK. I checked the sea water pump impellor – OK. I checked and cleaned the muffler – OK. I cleaned up the seal in the radiator cap hole with 400 wet and dry and then 800 wet and dry. I borrowed a radiator cap from “Boo” – he has the same engine as me. My radiator cap is 75 KPa (12lbs/sq.in) while “Boo’s” is 50 KPa (8lbs/sq. in) but the rubber seal looked in much better condition. I ran the engine with no load at 1400 rpm. After 5 minutes it was 63° and 0.2 of a pint came out. After 10 mins the temperature was at 83°C and about ¾ pint had come out. After 11 mins the temperature was 88°C with 1 pint of water, drastically overheating, so I stopped the engine. 

				As I took the radiator cap back to “Boo”, I pondered the problem – was it just the lower pressure cap that caused such a rapid overheat or had the head gasket finally blown? When I got back to Glencora, I remembered that I hadn’t opened the sea cock – idiot! I decided to try again using my radiator cap, but first I smeared some silicone grease on the radiator cap seal. I ran the engine for 20 mins with no load at 1400 rpm – temp 73°C, no water loss! I ran it under load at 1000 rpm for another 20 mins – temp 83°C, no water loss. I then ran it for another 5 mins at full throttle – temp 83°C, no water loss, it worked! 

				It must have been the radiator cap seal. There must have been a bit of scale or dirt on the seat or the seal is damaged which allowed a dribble of water out – the more temperature, the more pressure and the greater the water loss. I think that during our passage from Utila (when we motored for 23 hours), most of the water escaped from the heat exchanger. The morning we left Livingstone, I remember opening the radiator cap and getting water gushing out of the overflow pipe. At the time, I assumed that water came out because the engine water was still hot and under pressure. I think that there was very little water in the heat exchanger at that time – hence the overheat one hour later. The overheat on the way to Cayo Grande was due to an air pocket (30 mins). We made it to Rio Chacon Machaca OK but lost water (2.5 hrs). The next morning, I got a gush of water out of the rad cap and didn’t refill the system which is why we overheated after 10 minutes – no water in heat exchanger. It all seems to be logical – now! 

				We went out to the bar in the evening for a potluck barbeque – I’m afraid that I over indulged in beer. Glenys had a relaxing day and cut the boys hair – they look like convicts!

				22 January 1996 Mario’s Marina, Rio Dulce, Guatemala

				We went to Fronteras in the dinghy and caught a “chicken” bus to Morales, a town about 35 km away. The bus was pretty rough, but at least the roads were in good condition. We arrived in the town centre in the rain and wandered back out of town to where the banks and hardware stores are. The road out of town follows an old, disused railway line – the first railway line that I’ve seen for years! 

				We cashed some travellers cheques and I gamely tried to find a radiator cap – no bloody chance! We walked back into the centre of Morales and went to the biggest “Supermarket”. They have all the food displayed on shelves that tower 20 feet into the air, protected by a glass display counter which keeps the customer from the product. Shop assistants climb ladders on your command to get the goods that you desire – it’s like stepping back in time about 50 years. We were there just as they were closing for lunch and the staff were busy putting up 10 foot high shutter boards to cover the lower shelves – presumably to protect the goods from light fingered employees! 

				We wandered around the central market that has tiny 4 foot wide passageways between the market shops – reminded me of a Tunisian Kasbah. There were stalls selling clothes, shoes, beans and spices, groceries, small food stalls and butchers. There was even a photographer on the street using an ancient looking box camera. As in Tunisia, the butchers appear to slaughter the animals on the premises – there are big drain holes in the middle of the floor! 

				We went to a communal café (in spanish, “comidor”) for lunch. There were at least 20 huge concrete tables with 12 concrete seats each, lined up in front of 10 individual cooking “establishments”. We had a very tasty soup followed by a beef dinner, reminiscent of goulash, rice, potatoes and salad all for 26 quesales including drinks ($5US). Great! We caught a bus back to Fronteras and retired to Glencora to get ready to go to Copan for 4 days. I put a new strip of packing in the stern gland and ran the engine for 1 hour with no load – lost about an eighth of a pint but OK. We had a quiet night packing and getting ready for tomorrow.

				23 January 1996 Mario’s Marina to Copan, Honduras

				Up early at quarter past six to catch a lift with the marina’s launch to Fronteras. We caught a bus to Morales and by eight o’clock we were standing at a crossroads waiting for the next bus. We caught an express bus to Chiquimula which was a pleasant 3 hour trip on a bus with comfortable seats. 

				Chiquimula is a big bustling town with a large market, similar to the one at Morales. Glenys took us all on a hunt for a toilet – she’s paranoid about toilets when travelling. She makes sure that everyone only drinks small amounts of liquids and she is desperate to find a toilet when we arrive somewhere. I don’t blame her, having seen some of the local public toilets – the boys and I can always pee against a tree! 

				We eventually found one deep in the market place. I went in for a pee and found that all toilet paper had to go into a bin - similar to Greece where toilet paper blocks the narrow drains. There was no flushing mechanism for the toilet, so I just walked out and started to leave the building. I was stopped by the toilet attendant babbling at me in Spanish and pointing at a huge barrel of water. I shrugged and dipped my hands into the water to wash them. She babbled away again and pushed past me. She grabbed a jug, filling it with water from the barrel and tipped it down the toilet to flush it. I apologised in my pigeon Spanish and fled. 

				We walked to the bus station to catch a bus to El Florida which is on the Guatemala-Honduran border. The bus station had clean, flushing toilets! We sat in the bus station eating cheese and tomato sandwiches that Glenys had made the night before, while wonderful cooking smells drifted out of the market. (Isn’t it weird how tomatoes taste metallic in old sandwiches) . 

				The bus up to El Florida was heaving. We were all jammed onto one seat with people standing in the aisle, sacks of corn on the floor and boxes of chicks chirping. The dirt road was extremely dusty, but in fairly good condition. The bus stopped in a small town, half way through the 2 hour journey which gave us a chance to stretch our legs. 

				We arrived at El Florida to find that it is a dirt road with two customs posts separated by a 100 metre no man’s land. We were given a temporary exit stamp from Guatemala and a temporary entry stamp from Honduras, which cost about $5. We then had to get the six miles to Copan. There was a pick-up truck waiting for us and the guy wanted 300 lempira ($30US) to take us to Copan. I knew that the local rate is 10 Lempira! There was a Spanish speaking family who had been on the bus from Chiquimula who had already agreed 300 lempira – I managed to knock the driver down to 250 lempira, but he wouldn’t move any more. It was four o’clock, we were tired and there was nothing else around so I agreed. I hate getting ripped off – it’s not the money it’s just the principle of it! To cap it all, when we got to the Hotel Brisas, the driver wanted to pick us up for the return journey for the same price! I managed to get him to agree to 50 lempira which I thought more reasonable. 

				The Hotel Brisas gave us a pleasant room with two double beds and a colour TV, for $25US/night. We had a quick shower and went out for a beer and a stroll before going out for a nice meal.

				24 January 1996 Copan, Honduras

				We went out for breakfast (Huevos Rancheros - my favorite breakfast ever) and then went to the museum. The museum was fairly interesting but all the explanations of the exhibits were in Spanish so we had to guess a lot of it. 

				We then walked to the main Copan ruins, stopping at a couple of Stellas on the way. We wandered around the ruins for about 4 hours trying to figure out what it all meant. The main plaza has a beautifully manicured lawn with lots of Stellas and some small temples. The Stellas are beautifully carved and quite impressive. The Acropolis, where the nobles lived, was equally impressive with big temples and altars. There is a great deal of archaeological work going on, which fascinated me. They have dug tunnels into the pyramid temples and found more temples inside. The Mayans apparently just built bigger structures over old buildings. The archaeologists have found up to 4 other temples inside some pyramids, some of which are beautifully preserved, having been protected from the weather. 

				We walked back to our hotel and watched some TV before going out to dinner.

				25 January 1996 Copan, Honduras

				We hired a couple of horses and, with a guide, went for a two hour ride up into the mountains to visit a Mayan “maternity hospital”. We were shown some carved rocks where the babies were born and then sacrificed so that their blood could be used for religious rites - nice!

				On the way back to town, we rode through the river and along a very nice trail. We had lunch in a comidor and retired to the hotel to watch a film and sleep off the beer we had at lunch. We then went out for another huge, but cheap, meal.

				26 January 1996 Mario’s Marina, Rio Dulce, Guatemala 

				We got up early and caught the pick-up truck at seven o’clock. The bus left El Florida at twenty past eight. The trip was pretty uneventful. The bus driver stopped on the road into Chiquimula because he saw the bus to Morales. We got straight onto it and were in Morales by half past one. We took our time and had lunch in the market comidor because we knew that we didn’t have to be in Fronteras until four o’clock, at which time we could get a lift back in the marina’s launch. 

				We got on the bus to Fronteras at twenty past two, but it didn’t leave until three o’clock. They then stopped to pick up a battery, and then called at a garage to get some diesel. We arrived, panicking, at Fronteras with 5 minutes to spare – I ran down to the Holly Mar bar and managed to call the marina in time. I was glad to see that the boat was still floating when we got back - this is the longest that I have been away from Glencora for four years. We had dinner in the bar.

				27 January 1996 Mario’s Marina, Rio Dulce, Guatemala

				I ran the engine with no load and it was OK. I cleaned up and then repaired the exhaust muffler with steel epoxy. I took two of the domestic batteries out so that I could get them recharged. I filled 1 tank. Brett and Craig found a new friend Eric (aged 9) from “Viking”, so they had a great day running around. 

				I heard that there were a couple of people playing jazz in a bar in Fronteras, so I packed my clarinet and went along. The keyboard player was Herb Payton from “Red Shoes” who has written quite a few sailing books and articles for Yachting Monthly. The other guy was Bill, a very good trumpet player. They played 4 tunes with me “Stranger on the Shore”, a very fast “I’m gonna Sit right Down” (I couldn’t play that fast!), “Misty” and “Stormy Weather”. It was interesting when we played Stormy Weather, I had my music, but they said that it was in the wrong key! There was no way that I could play in a different key so they played in my key and switched to the correct key for their solos - amazing. I really enjoyed it and it’s given me motivation to practice harder! 

				I got back to the marina and went to a party that Dane and Debbie from “Cortiza” had organised. I got very drunk and didn’t get to bed until after one o’clock! 

				28 January 1996 Mario’s Marina, Rio Dulce, Guatemala

				Very serious hangover. I took two paracetamol and decided to kill or cure myself by going for a run. Glenys and Brett came with me and it nearly killed us! After a 10 minute run my pulse was up to 180+ and I thought I was going to throw up! A cooling dip in the pool when we got back and then spent the morning moping about. 

				I received a fax from our accountant saying that he’s got verbal confirmation that the Inland Revenue have agreed our non-resident status. He says wait for a week and he will send another fax with more details and should have written confirmation by then. Great news. I got another fax from the people who run my Trust saying that it will be very quick and easy to shut the Trust down. More great news! 

				I borrowed the marina’s battery charger and put two of the domestic batteries on charge. We had lunch in the bar and I ran the engine with no load for an hour with no problems. At four o’clock, I retired to the bar to watch “The Super Bowl”. It’s the first time that I’ve watched a whole game of American football and I enjoyed it. Fortunately, I had Americans nearby to explain the rules to me!

				29 January 1996 Mario’s Marina, Rio Dulce, Guatemala 

				I put two more batteries on charge for the day. I then put the temperature sensor back on the domestic hot water system and ran the engine. I did 45 minutes on no load and 15 minutes at 1000 rpm in reverse and didn’t lose any water – It’s got to have been the radiator cap. It’s interesting that the temperature sensor reads about 12°C lower in its original (and permanent) position – the maximum temperature recorded today was 70°C as compared to 83°C last week. 

				We spent the afternoon getting ourselves ready to go on a 4 day visit to Antigua, which is up in the mountains. Neil and Chris from “Boo” came back from there today, so we got a lot of first hand information about the place – sounds like it will be a good trip. Glenys managed to force the boys to do school work which was a major achievement.

				30 January 1996 Antigua, Guatemala

				Up early to catch Mario’s launch to Fronteras, where we caught an “Especiale” bus to Guatemala City (Guate). It was a very noisy and hot bus, but at least we had a seat each. The six hour bus trip was broken up by short 5 minute stops every so often so that the driver could stretch his legs and we could buy snacks off the local hawkers. Crisps, peeled mangos with salt, fried plantain chips, tacos and tortillas with chicken, beans or egg, ice cream, oranges (already peeled) – we enjoyed ourselves. 

				We arrived at the bus terminal in Guate at half past two and had a ½ mile walk to the next bus station to catch a bus to Antigua. Glenys went to buy a snack for our lunch and got a bit crinkly because we jumped on a bus and she didn’t know which one! She found us and we had a very cramped, one hour journey in a jam-packed bus. 

				When we arrived at the Antigua bus terminal, we were “adopted” by a local “guide” who insisted on taking us to a hotel. The first one ($6/night) was fortunately full. The second one was $8/night and didn’t have an en-suite toilet, so Glenys rejected that one. We told our “guide” that we wanted to try the “Hotel San Vincente”. He found the right street but didn’t know where the hotel was – we had to point it out to him! I think he got a few quesales commission from the hotel. The hotel room had 3 x 3’ beds and our own bathroom for $20/night which was great. We were settled by five o’clock. 

				We went out for a stroll and had a beer in a café across the street from a Burger King. Fortunately, the sign was very discrete and we managed to hide it from the boys. The town is very nice with cobbled streets and one storey buildings. There is a huge volcano which reaches up to the sky and dominates the skyline. The town reminds me of Portugal. We went to a restaurant for dinner and met Graham and Suzanna from “Boston Scrod” – we had dinner with them.

				31 January 1996 Antigua, Guatemala

				We had breakfast in a restaurant – huevos rancheros with tortillas and beans – even the boys like that. We then went to the Tourist Office where a very nice, old man told us about the things to see in Antigua. He was very clever and talked to Brett and Craig rather than us which held their attention for ten minutes! 

				We walked around an Art Museum which was full of old church paintings – very dark and dismal scenes from the bible. The building was beautiful though. Quite a number of convents, churches and monasteries were destroyed in 1773 by an earthquake which accompanied an eruption of the volcano. The ruins of these buildings are one of the main tourist attractions of the town. We went to three sites, but only went in one because the other two wanted Q10 per person – tourists pay Q10, Guatemalan nationals only pay Q2! It’s racial discrimination! 

				We went to the central square and ate tortillas and sandwiches on a bench. There are lots of Indian women and girls, dressed in colourful traditional outfits who sell shirts and other textile goods to tourists. Their sales technique is fascinating to watch. The main sellers are young girls who are very charming and very persistent. I noticed that they were very “tactile”, especially with men, which enhanced the feeling that they were our friends. The older women stay in the background and let their children do the bartering. They sell embroidered tablecloths, shirts, trousers, napkin sets, sunglasses strings, etc. The starting price for a shirt is Q30 and the lowest we could get them was Q19. They are very good at bartering and make it a fun game. I tried to take some photographs of them but as soon as they see a lens they immediately turn away – they then demand Q3 for a photo! 

				After buying a few small things, we strolled down to one of the “Tourist Markets” and looked at the goods. We decided to “reconnoitre” and buy tomorrow. On the way back to the hotel, we stopped at an Amusement Arcade and I took a picture of one of the Indian girls (aged about 8) playing “Space Invaders” in her traditional outfit. She spotted me as I took it and quick as a flash turned away and demanded Q3! She called me “Malo” (Bad) when I wouldn’t give her anything! We went back to the room to change into warmer clothes (because it gets cold up here at night) and went out for a Mexican dinner.

				

February 1996

				1 February 1996 Antigua, Guatemala 

				We went for a pleasant breakfast and then walked down to the local market. It’s a huge area of covered stalls about ¼ mile square. We wandered around the edge and came across a big open air vegetable market. What a fantastic sight – vegetables laid out on mats on the ground, being sold by Indian women dressed in beautiful woven skirts and embroidered blouses in a riot of colours. We walked among the vendors and marvelled at the sight. I tried to take photos with my automatic camera without looking through the view finder, all devious-like! - I hope that they come out. 

				We tore ourselves away from the vegetable market and went inside where Glenys indulged herself and bought lots of traditional fabric and textile goods to give to family when we get back to the UK. We bought a belt for Craig and other souvenirs and then went back to the central square where we had another picnic lunch. After lunch, we bartered with the girls and bought a rug, some shirts, a table cloth, etc. 

				The next stop was the jade factory. About 20 years ago, an American archaeologist discovered a source of natural jade “rocks” – presumably while trying to find the source of the Mayan jade mines. She proceeded to mine and process this jade and now has a factory employing 50+ people making very expensive jewellery and copies of Mayan jade artefacts and masks. It’s the kind of success I’d like to have! There was a big feature about the Mayans and their jade in the National Geographic Vol. 172 No.3 Sept 1987. When we walked into the shop, a man came over and gave us a small bag each, containing a few small pieces of jade. We then had a short guided tour, during which we were shown various exhibits of Mayan masks and artefacts, before looking at the raw material and the grinding shop. Very interesting, but the jewellery is so expensive considering that jade is just like an opaque stone - looks like malachite to me. 

				We walked up to a monastery called Santo Domingo which is owned by a hotel. They have built a very tasteful hotel within the Monastery grounds and are in the process of restoring the rest of the ruins – a very pretty place. We went back to the hotel, packed our rucksacks ready to leave tomorrow and went out for dinner.

				2 February 1996 Mario’s Marina, Rio Dulce, Guatemala

				We got up early and went down to the bus station to catch a bus to Guate. We didn’t have time for breakfast. We got on a bus at twenty past seven and wanted to catch our bus to the Rio Dulce at nine o’clock. The bus didn’t leave for 15 minutes because the driver wouldn’t leave until the bus had at least 3 people per seat and 20 standing! We then hit the Guate rush hour traffic. It was interesting to see yellow school buses for sale along the way – they must buy old school buses from the States and drive them down here to sell. 

				We arrived in Zone 1 of the city at twenty to nine and got off at 13th Calle, 6th Avenida. (The roads are organised in “Calles” running east-west and “Avenidas” running north-south). We needed to get to 15th Calle, 10th Avenida and we only had 20 minutes. I guessed on the direction and two blocks later we were at 13th Calle, 4th Avenida. Damn! – wrong way. We ran through the streets dragging the boys (Craig said he was going to die), and arrived at the bus station at eight minutes to nine. Just enough time to buy tickets, buy some drinks and crisps, go to the toilet and get on the bus before it left -phew! We just made it, but still hadn’t got any breakfast. 

				We expected the driver to stop for short breaks every hour, as we had done on the trip to Guate, but no such luck. The driver only stopped long enough to unload and load passengers and then roared off before we could buy any snacks. He eventually stopped at a café for 15 mins at noon by which time we were starving! We had barely enough time to wolf down a plate of beef, rice and tortillas and buy some sandwiches before we were roaring off again. We arrived at Fronteras at twenty past two and then had a two hour wait in a bar for the marina pirogue. We got back to Glencora at half past four and went to the bar for dinner.

				3 February 1996 Mario’s Marina, Rio Dulce, Guatemala 

				We got up late and did a bit of tidying up. It was a “swop meet” in the bar, so I tried to sell a set of diving gear and the windsurfer. One guy may be interested in the dive gear. We picked up two of our gas bottles which have fortunately been filled. I ran the engine for an hour with no problems. I started to play the clarinet after lunch, but was interrupted by an excited Brett telling me that “Star Trek 2” was on TV. We sat down at three o’clock and didn’t get up for six hours – there were three Star Trek movies back to back - great. Glenys was suitably disgusted by my laziness and cleaned down the decks!

				4 February 1996 Mario’s Marina, Rio Dulce, Guatemala 

				School work in the morning. I then spent a couple of hours with Randy and Dawn on “Rights of Man” going through charts of Florida and places to visit. We’ve decided to miss out Cuba, visit Key West and then miss out the Florida Keys, doing one long trip up to the Fort Pierce inlet. I put the domestic batteries back in place and ran the engine with no problems, played the clarinet and went to a pot luck dinner in the bar. Back to a routine! Filled up with water. 

				5 February 1996 Mario’s Marina, Rio Dulce, Guatemala 

				We got the boat ready to leave the marina, paid the bill (groan!) and escaped at quarter past ten. We motored down to the fuel dock and filled up with diesel. We then went and anchored off Fronteras while Glenys went to buy a bit of food. 

				After lunch, we motored up river to the Castillo De San Felipe. This fort was built in the 1600’s to protect Spanish warehouses in Lake Izabel from blood-thirsty pirates. The Castillo was destroyed, captured and rebuilt several times until 1688 when relative peace returned to the Rio Dulce. The fort was reconstructed in 1956 and is very pretty. There are lots of small rooms and ramparts and a couple of unlit “secret passages” underground. The boys and I had a wonderful time playing hide and seek. 

				As usual in Guatemala, tourists pay five times the admission fee of locals. To add insult to injury, the ticket collector only gave us one ticket – I assume he pocketed the other Q5. We then motored back down the Rio Dulce to anchor for the night, just outside Mario’s Marina. It was a very cold night with temperatures down to 65°F – we got the duvet out again! 

				6 February 1996 Mario’s Marina, Rio Dulce, Guatemala

				We did school work in the morning. Glenys was feeling a bit ill, so she relaxed in the cockpit while I played with Band-in-the-Box and Powertraks to make some songs to play along to – 15 of my favourites. A very quiet day.

				7 February 1996 Mario’s Marina, Rio Dulce, Guatemala 

				Glenys went into Morales on the van from Mario’s Marina. She managed to send a fax to Ceris and bought some food. She also bought a couple of courses of worm tablets for us to take. Intestinal worms are very prevalent in Central America and we have been advised to de-worm ourselves every 3 months. Round worm are the worst because they are 30cm long! Hook worms are about 10 mm long and the tiny larvae infect people by penetrating the skin of bare feet or legs. They then travel through the blood stream to the lungs and thence travel via the windpipe, the gullet and the stomach to their habitat, the bowel, where they produce eggs which are passed out in the stools of the carrier. Yuk! 

				I spent the morning working out, or trying to work out, what we are going to do when we get back to the UK. I just keep going around in circles – should I set up a company? Who am I going to work for? Etc, etc. Glenys is still suffering from some viral infection and had an afternoon nap. We went out to the bar for Taco night and had a good time with Jack and Lynn from “Southern Cross” (US).

				8 February 1996 Marios Marina to Finca Paraiso, Lake Izabal 

				We did a few errands in the morning and then went up the river to Lake Izabal. We went in company with Graham and Suzanna on “Boston Scrod” and Paul and Melinda on “Sand Dollar” because there have been quite a few thefts recently from yachts that have been left unattended – outboards and a couple of break-ins. 

				We first went to Denny’s Beach Bar so that “Boston Scrod” could get some water and had lunch there – quiet little place. We then motored across to the western side of the lake and anchored just off the Fincha Paraiso, so that we can visit some hot waterfalls tomorrow. The holding is crap with very soft mud, so I hope that there is no wind tonight!

				9 February 1996 Finca Paraiso to Rio Sauce, Lake Izabal

				We went ashore after breakfast and walked along a path for about 30 minutes to the Agua Calience. This is a beautiful place. A river flows down into a big pool at the same place as a hot waterfall. It’s amazing – we’ve seen quite a few hot springs that have a dribble of hot water, but this is a real waterfall with hundreds of gallons per minute! The waterfall is so hot that one can barely stay underneath it. The pool is deep enough to swim in and is kept very clean – they have a guy who looks after the place – all for Q5/person. 

				While the others played in the pool, I walked up the river to find the source of the cold river. It took me 15 minutes of wading through pools and clambering over rocks to find the cave that is the source of the river. I went back to the others and reported in. While we had lunch, I tried to talk to the “caretaker” about the Cuevas, but couldn’t understand what he replied! 

				After lunch, Paul, Melinda, Graham, Brett and I decided to go up to the cave and the “caretaker” started to guide us – obviously, I had asked him to guide us! He took us along a path and then along the river. Brett, Graham and I swam into the cave for about 200 metres until we came to the end where there was a mini, 3ft waterfall (fortunately, I had brought 2 small dive torches.) It was quite exciting to hear the roar in the pitch black. 

				When we got back to Glencora, we motored to another anchorage, explored a small river and went to “Sand Dollar” for a sunset beer. We had left our cockpit light on, and when we got back we had hundreds of flies (including fireflies) zooming about the light. We had to have dinner below – it was hot! 

				10 February 1996 Rio Sauce to No Name Bay, Lake Izabal 

				We motored over to the small town of El Estor. Saturday is market day so this pretty town was fairly busy. We walked down to the town square where they have a small pool with 3 crocodiles which are the species that live in the Rio Dulce! Boring things crocodiles - they just seem to sleep. We then went to the market and bought some food, beer and Glenys bought some more traditional material – the type that the Indian women use to make their wrap around skirts called a “corte”. 

				We waited until “Sand Dollar” had been into town, then our flotilla sailed to an unnamed bay on the extreme south end of the lake. We went for an explore up the Rio Palochic where we’ve been told that groups of howler monkeys can be seen. The river is very wide and the banks are covered with tall dense reeds and other vegetation, so the whole trip was rather uninteresting. The current was very strong so it took us over an hour to go two miles upstream to a split in the river, then 30 minutes back. We saw a large kingfisher but, alas, no monkeys. 

				As the sun started to go down, we heard three separate groups of howler monkeys from the anchorage. What a strange guttural roar it is – some people think it sounds like the roar of a large cat. “Boston Scrod” and “Sand Dollar” came for a beer. At six o’clock, a huge cloud of black mosquitoes descended on us and we had to retire below. Graham and Paul like to argue, so we had a very loud evening, with neither of them willing to back down on a point!

				11 February 1996 No Name Bay, Lake Izabal 

				School work in the morning – we’ve only done 3 lessons this month and we need to do another 16 to hit our target for this month – not much chance of that at this rate! The other boats did their river trips and in the afternoon it started to rain. 

				We had tortillas for lunch (again!). Glenys has gone native with her cooking and I find it amusing to see Brett and Craig happily tucking into tortillas with beans and salsa sauce! At about three o’clock, Glenys and I went back up the river to find some monkeys that “Boston Scrod” had seen in the morning. We, of course, didn’t see any! But we did have a very pleasant, peaceful drift down the river. 

				When we arrived back at the anchorage, we discovered that the others had been watching a family of monkeys in a tree right next to seashore – we finally got to see one! I took a picture but I expect that it will just be a black blob in a tree. We had a quiet, hot night, trapped below by the marauding mosquitoes.

				12 February 1996 Puerto Refugio, Lake Izabel

				We motored across the lake to the mouth of the Rio Obscuro, then went exploring with “Sand Dollar” while “Boston Scrod” watched the boats. We went up the Rio Obscuro for about ½ mile until we came to the Rio Zarchita, which is only about 15ft wide and is a light turquoise colour instead of the usual mud brown. The river is fairly fast flowing and meanders through jungle, complete with overhanging trees. It was good fun drifting back, avoiding hanging vines and listening to the birds and a group of howler monkeys in the distance – very “Indiana Jones”! 

				We motored over to a bay called Puerto Refugio (in the pouring rain). Huge sheltered bay. We had a quiet night, isolated by the rain.

				13 February 1996 Puerto Refugio to Mario’s Marina, Rio Dulce, Guatemala 

				The wind picked up from the SW during the night and we were pitching in the 2ft waves. We motored down the lake to Denny’s Beach, where we went alongside his dock and filled up with water. We had a mediocre lunch there which took ages to cook. 

				We motored down river and anchored outside Mario’s Marina next to “Pipe Dream” – we caught up on their gossip and had a quiet night. I’m looking forward to going to Riotel tomorrow to pick up a fax from our accountant (Paul Preston) – I hope it tells me that I’m non-resident!

				14 February 1996 Mario’s Marina, Rio Dulce, Guatemala 

				I went and picked up the faxes – one from Paul Preston and one from Ceris. Ceris is flying into Orlando on the 19th April at six o’clock in the evening. 

				The fax from Paul includes a letter from the Inland Revenue saying that we were non-resident from 3 Sept 1992 to 5 April 1995 which is good news. They then say that we are provisionally non-resident for the 95/96 tax year and this will be reviewed after 6 April 1996. This provisional business is a little worrying and the fax doesn’t explain, or tell us that we can move capital out of the Trust. I spent the morning composing a reply fax to Paul while Glenys did school work with the boys. 

				I grabbed a quick sandwich and then, at half past one, set off to Morales to send a fax. It’s a bit of a mission - one and a half hours to get to Morales, 30 minutes to get cash and 30 minutes to send the fax. I spent 30 minutes shopping for Glenys, one and a half hours to get back to Fronteras arriving at dusk and just made it to Glencora before it went pitch black – phew! 

				This country is a mixture of beauty and squalor. The countryside is so beautiful with lush vegetation, hills and valleys and wonderful bird life. The towns are scruffy and dirty and poverty is all around. People still live in small houses made from sticks and palm leaves - they grow small patches of maize and carry water from the rivers and streams. Children of age 6 start work hustling in the bus stations, selling popcorn and peanuts.

				I’ve just finished a book called “I ….. Rigoberta Menchú” (ISBN 0 860991 788 6), which is a bit hard going, but gave a good insight into the problems that the Guatemalan Indians have had with repression from the government and the “Ladinos”, the non-Indian population. In the 1970’s the Indians were treated as low class people. They worked in small communities clearing and cultivating land to grow maize and beans. Mostly they ate tortillas and sold the beans to earn a little money. 

				Every few months, a group from a village would go to the plantations (“Fincas”) to pick coffee, cotton and cane. At these Fincas, the landowners treated the Indians like animals and only paid them 75 centenos per day (15p at today’s rate!). In 1978, a guy called Garcia Lucas came to power and started to repress the Indians even more, taking their small plots of land. When the Indians started to rebel, Garcia used the army to stop them and widespread brutality, rape, torture and mass murders took place. I must read more about what has happened since – the Indians still seem to be regarded as second class citizens. 

				15 February 1996 Mario’s Marina, Rio Dulce, Guatemala 

				Back to routine again. We did school work in the morning which took ages because Glenys kept nipping off to the launderette. After lunch, Glenys took the boys into Mario’s to play in the pool. I picked up my clarinet but only managed one scale before Keith from “Gooseberry” turned up for a chat. He stayed for an hour by which time Glenys and the boys had returned and we had to get ready to go to Taco night at the Marina. Good evening in the bar.

				16 February 1996 Mario’s Marina, Rio Dulce, Guatemala 

				I just HAD to get up at half past six and write a sales specification of Glencora. We are going to place adverts in the UK yachting magazines in July, so I want to send the specs to Carol so that she can send them out when people respond to our advert. It’s amazing how far ahead we have to think while we are in the back of beyond. 

				We did school work in the morning. Graham and Suzanne from “Boston Scrod” called by with some Jazz CDs and a tape of a Pan Pipe Band which they bought in Antigua. I spent the afternoon recording and we had a quiet night in.

				17 February 1996 Mario’s Marina, Rio Dulce, Guatemala

				We went to the swap meet at Mario’s and I picked up a fax from Paul Preston which says that he would be very very surprised if the Inland Revenue refused to give us non-resident status for 95/96 tax year. He says that we should take the opportunity to get the capital out of the Trust. But should we completely close the Trust or just take most of the capital out and leave the Trust open?? Decisions, decisions! Apparently, there is a fax from John Barrett (who runs my off-shore trust) in Guatemala City, so we will wait for that before making our minds up. 

				Mario’s have this little custom where cruisers make a small model of their yacht and hang it up in the marina’s TV room. Brett bought a wooden hull for $1 to make a model, so when we got back to Glencora, we spent an hour starting the model. Eric (9) from “Viking” came over and asked if Brett and Craig wanted to go and play on his boat – of course! 

				After lunch, while Glenys did some upholstery, I went to see Alan and Didi on “Aves Periguina”. Alan owns an alto saxophone which I had a quick go on – it’s very different from a clarinet. The fingering is different and the embouchure is different. God knows how people can play both instruments well! I borrowed some music books from Alan. 

				The boys came back at four o’clock with Eric and asked if they could spend the night on “Viking” – course they can! It was so unexpected, what were we going to do that evening, by ourselves? We ended up on “Southern Cross” for a beer and eventually stayed for a chilli and a few bottles of wine.

				18 February 1996 Mario’s Marina, Rio Dulce, Guatemala 

				Glenys had a major hangover, surprisingly I was OK. The boys came back at half past eight in the morning and got us out of bed – typical! They had stayed awake until midnight. “Viking” has a big pet tarantula loose on their boat which worried Brett and Craig, so I don’t think they slept too well! 

				Glenys continued with the aft cabin upholstery and I read Alan’s music books. We had roast chicken for our Sunday lunch and then went to watch a cruiser’s soft ball game. After that, everyone went to an anniversary party at Rosita’s Restaurant. I filled 1 dive tank.

				19 February 1996 Mario’s Marina, Rio Dulce, Guatemala 

				I picked up the fax that we were waiting for, but it turned out to be from Carol with a copy of the last fax that we got from John Barrett. We decided that we would go ahead and close the Trust completely. So while Glenys did school work, I wrote two faxes to John Barratt and Paul Preston. 

				We then motored up to Fronteras and I dashed off to Morales to send the faxes. After the lady at Guatel had sent the faxes, I noticed that one had a transmission error. I asked about it in my pigeon Spanish, but she assured me that it was “Muy Bien”. I left hoping that both went OK. 

				When I got back to Fronteras, we went to a small Marina called Tijax (“Tee-Hash”) for a beer. They have a volleyball court and some badminton racquets. I played badminton for the first time in 5 years – I lost. God, I hate losing!

				20 February 1996 Mario’s Marina, Rio Dulce, Guatemala 

				We got up early and caught a bus to Quirigua (“Ki-Ri-Gwa”), which is the remains of a small Mayan settlement. We travelled with Keith, Tina and Tom (2) from “Gooseberry” (Can). The ruins are very well maintained with a small acropolis and some beautifully carved stellae. Apparently, the people who lived there originally came from Copan. A very nice, small site. 

				When we arrived back in Morales, I went to Guatel and sent the fax again – I was worrying about it not getting through! We had a good day out. Part of the fun is eating the local snacks on the buses. They sell two tortillas with chicken, rice and another tortilla on top for $1US! The ladies sell this food from baskets covered with cloth towels.

				21 February 1996 Mario’s Marina, Rio Dulce, Guatemala 

				Glenys did schoolwork, while I spent the morning doing admin – working out our finances and writing a few letters. Brett was desperate to go and play badminton again, so we went to Tijax after lunch. We must have been mad to play it at two o’clock in the blazing sun! We then motored back to Mario’s anchorage and went to taco night (again!). The trouble with going to regular events like this is that it shows the passage of time – and it’s quick! Jack from “Southern Cross” loves playing with the boys, but he tends to get them very excited and they run out of control - it took us ages to get them settled in bed!

				22 February 1996 Mario’s Marina, Rio Dulce, Guatemala 

				School work in the morning. After lunch, Glenys went out to see Suzanne from “Boston Scrod” mostly to get away from us. I messed about recording myself playing tunes on the clarinet. Bloody awful! I thought I was starting to sound OK, so it’s brought me back down to earth – I must record myself every time I start to get cocky. 

				Taran Tara! I had an evening without drinking any alcohol, it’s a miracle. I sat up until eleven o’clock, working on plans for our grand return to the UK. I’m trying to make sure that we do as much as possible in the States to ease ourselves into the UK. I’m also trying to think of ways to earn money back in the UK. So far, I’ve got a four pronged attack – permanent job (groan), working investor with up to £50K to spend, do contract work, set up a business (but what product?). It’s very much an iterative process, but very difficult because we don’t know what is going on in the UK, both economically and technically. I’m now starting to look forward to getting back, so that I can get stuck in!

				23 February 1996 Mario’s Marina, Rio Dulce, Guatemala 

				Still waiting for word from the Trust, I feel like we’re trapped here on the Rio Dulce! I picked up a fax from Ceris which is just chat. I then went to pick up some water in jerry cans from Mario’s, but they ran out of water! Nothing’s going right today! 

				We motored down to the fuel dock and filled up with diesel. We then anchored by “Gooseberry”. I was in a grumpy mood - I’ve been feeling guilty about not doing any jobs on the boat. We’ve got a slight water leak in the pressurised water system that makes the water pump turn on and off randomly, which is very irritating. 

				After lunch, I decided “sod it”, and sat down with a good novel. Glenys went out and did a bit of shopping. “Gooseberry” came over for a beer. They met “Wise Cat” last year in the intra coastal waterway. Apparently, Robin and the boys had flown home and Phil was sailing the boat back to Australia by himself - 15 years to sail from Australia to Florida and 6 months back!

				24 February 1996 Mario’s Marina, Rio Dulce, Guatemala 

				We dropped the boys off at “Boston Scrod” so that Suzanne could babysit while Glenys, Graham and I went horse riding. We picked up the horses at the stables at Tijax at about quarter past nine. Glenys had a feisty little horse, I had a nice responsive stallion and Graham had an awkward, old mare. We were let loose to roam around the 300 acre Finca (Farm). The horses were good and we had some good canters as well as pleasant walks along paths through teak plantations. Graham’s horse took a different path to us at one point and he had to get off and lead it back! I swapped with him halfway through and agreed that it was bloody minded. Glenys looked relaxed on her horse and I was quite pleased with my efforts although it was awkward with short stirrups, which couldn’t easily be adjusted. 

				After picking up the boys up from “Boston Scrod”, we went to Mario’s Marina for a late lunch and then had a relaxing afternoon, watching TV and chatting. “Filia” turned up and it was nice to see Ollie and Margaret. The last time we saw them was in Grenada, August 1994. They spent 5 months here last year and then went down to the San Blas Islands and Panama. They were hit by lighting in Panama and had £25,000 worth of electrical and electronic equipment damage. I finally received a fax from Paul Preston acknowledging my fax of the 19th.

				25 February 1996 Mario’s Marina, Rio Dulce, Guatemala 

				Craig got up four times last night because of nightmares; he slept all night with his light on. We watched a film called “Starman” last night. It seemed pretty inoffensive to me, but something bothered him and it’s hard to get him to talk about it. He’s going through an age of vivid imagination – Brett went through the same thing. Craig has even had nightmares about an old James Bond film “You Only Live Twice”. He didn’t like the bit where a Ninja crept into the ceiling over James Bond’s bed and then dribbled some poison down a thread. Craig is now worried about someone creeping about on the deck and opening his hatch - the strangest things bother children! 

				Glenys did school work in the morning while I did some jobs. The pressurised water leak eludes me. The stern gland has been leaking badly again and because we have been slack running the bilge pump, the engine bilge sump has flooded, so I cleaned that out. I also tightened the stern gland by ½ turn – I wonder if everyone else has to adjust their stern gland as much as me? 

				After lunch, we went over to Rositas hoping to play soft ball. For some reason the game wasn’t on and we had to go back to Glencora. “Boston Scrod” dropped by for a beer and we then went to “Pot Luck” at the Marina. At ten pm, we all settled down and watched “Time Cop” and didn’t get to bed until after midnight.

				26 February 1996 Mario’s Marina, Rio Dulce, Guatemala 

				We couldn’t raise ourselves until nine o’clock! School work in the morning. No fax from the Trust, so we just have to wait. I may send them a fax tomorrow, asking them to acknowledge my fax of the 19th. Brett and Craig have invited themselves to stay the night on “Southern Cross”. 

				After lunch we all did our own thing, but as five o’clock approached, the boys got more and more excited. I dropped them off and Jack took them to the swimming pool. Lynn says that Jack is as excited as the boys! I made a lasagne for dinner and we had a very quiet evening drinking wine, listening to music and ...

				27 February 1996 Mario’s Marina, Rio Dulce, Guatemala

				I picked the boys up from “Southern Cross” and it sounds like everyone had a good time. We did school work in the morning and then motored down to Fronteras, so that Glenys could do some shopping. Still no fax from John Barrett, I’m going to send him a fax tomorrow – I can’t stand the suspense! 

				I spent the afternoon playing the clarinet and doing some music theory. I’m trying to suss out how to ad-lib and I’m starting to learn the chords so that I can play in the background to accompany people (I think!). We had a quiet night.

				28 February 1996 Mario’s Marina, Rio Dulce, Guatemala 

				Glenys did school work in the morning and I went into Morales. I sent three faxes, one to John Barrett asking him to tell me what’s going on, one to Ceris to get her to bring some things out to us and another to Carol in reply to her fax. 

				In the afternoon, Glenys went out to do some more shopping and I played clarinet. I recorded some songs again – one of my biggest problems is that I don’t finish notes off positively but they kind of slide away, going flatter as they go! 

				We went to Tijax in the evening for a beer. John, who runs the bar, has managed to acquire a subcutaneous worm which is moving about 1 inch per day under the skin of his foot. It’s leaving a thin red wavy line on his skin as it tunnels its way along – yuk! We all stood in a bucket of Savlon and had a shower when we got back to Glencora!

				29 February 1996 Mario’s Marina, Rio Dulce, Guatemala 

				It’s a leap year. We did Test 60 today which has been a minor accomplishment this month – thank goodness for the extra day! I received a garbled message that a fax has arrived from John Barrett. It apparently says they are trying to get hold of Paul Preston. This waiting is very frustrating! 

				In the afternoon, I finished off our small model of Glencora so we went to the marina to put it up and have a swim in the pool. In the evening Jack and Lynn from “Southern Cross” came for dinner. “Boston Scrod” popped by and had a quick drink with us. We had a pleasant evening and drank lots of wine.

				

March 1995

				1 March 1996 Mario’s Marina to Caya Grande, Rio Dulce, Guatemala 

				Hangover this morning – I’m so stupid! I messed about until half past ten and then went over to Riotel. A lady in Guatemala City read two faxes from John Barrett out to me on the SSB. The first one said that they sent all the paperwork to Paul Preston on the 23rd but hadn’t been able to contact him. The second fax said that Paul Preston has refused to approve the papers and wants a solicitor to look at them – John Barrett is asking for further instructions! I’m so bloody mad! We’re sick of waiting so we’re going to Livingstone to use the Guatel office there to get more immediate responses. 

				I went and said goodbye to “Southern Cross”, “Filia” and “Boston Scrod” and we motored down river to Cayo Grande. We anchored next to “Gooseberry”, who were very surprised to see us because we said goodbye to them at nine o’clock! Glenys went ashore with Brett for a chat with some cruisers who have built a small house. I stayed on board and nursed my hangover, what a mess!

				2 March 1996 Caya Grande to Livingstone, Guatemala

				It was absolutely boiling last night, Brett and Glenys slept in the cockpit and I spent the night sweating and fuming about closing the Trust. At six o’clock, it started raining, so to make matters worse we had to shut all the hatches. We waited for most of the morning for the rain to stop – the good thing was that we filled the water tanks. 

				I wrote two faxes, one to Paul Preston asking him to explain his worries and one to John Barrett asking him to send me a copy of the documentation. 

				We motored up the River Canyon – beautiful! We anchored off Livingstone and I went to Guatel to send the faxes. It threw it down again in the afternoon, so we had a quiet afternoon. It’s nice to see the sea again, even if it is across the dreaded sand bar! The anchorage is amazingly settled considering that it looks so exposed.

				3 March 1996 Livingstone, Guatemala

				Back to listening to the weather. I listened to David on “Mistine”; “Good Morning everyone. This is David on Mistine, with the Caribbean weather. Mistine is currently located in Charlotte Amalie Marina where the wind is ENE at 20 knots …..“

				He does a very good forecast, but he does get some nerds checking in. “This is Sea Hawk in Grenada looking for a weather window to go to Carricou”. There’s only 20 miles of unprotected sea between the islands! They must drive him mad (and he shows it sometimes!). 

				There is a stalled front in Belize and another front will be here on Thursday, which is when we hoped to be leaving – oh well! We did school work in the morning. I heard on the local Net that the official amount of Clorox to put into water is 2-4 drops per quart. Typical Americans using quarts as the definitive measurement of volume! We had a very quiet afternoon reading and playing the clarinet.

				4 March 1996 Livingstone, Guatemala 

				I went to Guatel at half past seven and picked up two faxes. Paul and John still havn’t talked to each other. Paul was saying that John was asking about the name of a solicitor in the UK to de-register the loan at the Land Registry and he thought the same solicitor might as well look at the documents. John sent me a copy of the papers, which consisted of a letter clearing the loans and a “Deed of Appointment”. The deed looks like it basically passes the capital back to the settlor (me). 

				I went back to the boat and wrote three faxes, one to a solicitor asking him to look at the documents and the other two to Paul and John. When I got back to Guatel there was a fax from Paul saying that he had now talked to John and was happy with the papers. I modified my fax to John saying that I was waiting for a fax from him and explaining that I would sort out the Land Registry later. Chaotic, but things were happening. 

				I went back to the boat and wrote two more faxes, the one to John instructed him to close the Trust and one to Paul to tell him what I had told John. All I can do now is wait until it’s all been done! I finished at two o’clock and I was exhausted! Glenys did school work in the morning and took the boys out in the afternoon. In the evening, we went to a bar and ended up staying for dinner.

				5 March 1996 Livingstone, Guatemala 

				We watched two yachts go out over the sand bar – we feel trapped! The anchorage was a bit bouncy last night, but not life threatening and it’s good for our sea legs! At eight o’clock, I checked for faxes – none. We did school work in the morning. 

				I checked for faxes at half past ten (1630 GMT) – none. I wonder what’s going on? We’re hoping that we’ll get a fax today, so that we can clear out and leave on the nine o’clock high tide tomorrow morning. The suspense is terrible. 

				We finished school work, had lunch and then filled up with diesel. Glenys and I then went into town. First stop was Guatel. The fax from John Barrett had arrived – I could see it sticking out of a folder. The woman in front of me was taking ages; the guy on the counter was typing one of his damn receipts. Come on! Was there a problem? Had it been done? Finally, I got my hands on the fax and they’ve closed the Trust – Yahoo! They’ve put £16,088.78 into our bank account and everything looks good. 

				We then went and cleared out and spent all of our quesales on food and beer. The wind had been picking up, so we went ½ mile down the river next to La Marina where it is a little more sheltered. When we went to the Port Captain’s Office we got a good view of the sand bar and it looked very rough – I hope the wind drops in the morning!

				6 March 1996 Livingstone to Long Cay, Lighthouse Reef, Belize (Day 1)

				We got up at half past six and prepared the boat for sea. High tide was at nine o’clock, so we pulled up our anchor at quarter to eight so that we could be crossing the sand bar in the hour before high tide. I managed to get the GPS working and put in the inner and outer coordinates. As we approached the inner coordinate, we had to wait while an 80ft cruise ship came in. Apparently, it only draws six feet. 

				Finally, the way was cleared and with a deep breath we started across the dreaded sand bar. We were a little worried because the tide was 2” lower and we were going out with our fuel and water tanks full. This time I knew where the channel was, so my strategy was to go out at 4 knots so that we would “skip” over any shallow bits. After about 200 metres, we touched bottom with a depth reading of 6.4 ft. but carried on. I was getting readings of 6.7 ft for most of the time. Glenys was down below reading out the GPS cross track error. 

				About 2/3rds of the way across, the depth dropped to 6.4, 6.2, 5.8! … We could feel the boat slowing down as we dragged across the bottom. I decided to go for it and put full power ahead. I could see the outer buoy only 300 metres in from us; it was like trying to push the boat through treacle. Black smoke was pouring out of the exhaust. 6.2, 5.8, 6.4, 6.0. The slight wave action was picking us up and dropping us down with a lurch. 200 yds to go. I started to talk to Glencora “Come on, girl! Come on!” Another violent lurch and that was it …..! The depth gauge was reading 6.8 ft – we were through! 

				I was too shocked to shout, my mouth was dry and my pulse was up to 150. We motored out to anchor just to seaward of the outer buoy. I deflated the dinghy, while Glenys made us a nice cup of tea and some toast for breakfast. We sat and pondered the trauma of the sand bar and eventually decided it had been worth it to see the Rio Dulce and Guatemala – the highlight of our cruising (so far!). We put up the main and motored into the light wind to Cabo Tres Puntas and then headed east towards the outside of the Belize Barrier Reef. 

				We had a beautiful sail, beating into a 10 knot wind with fairly calm seas. The skies were blue and the azure sea sparkled in the sunshine – life was wonderful! By three o’clock, the wind had picked up to NE20 and the sea was very confused. We were all feeling queasy after our 6 week stay on the calm Rio Dulce. Life was becoming less wonderful! 

				At four o’clock, we tacked north to skirt the Barrier Reef. The wind was coming from the north east, which was the direction we wanted to go – we faced a night of beating – Yuk! At five o’clock, we tacked east so that Glenys could go below to make dinner – she prefers to be on port tack, so that she can open her cupboards without everything falling out on top of her. She could only manage to throw together a one pot stew – potatoes, tinned carrots, tinned peas and tinned stewing steak. We were a sorry sight as we slowly ate our meal, trying not to throw up. 

				In retrospect, we should have heaved to on the port tack for an hour to relax, but when we feel ill, everything is too much effort. For the first time, we saw Portuguese man-of-war jelly fish floating by. They have 6 inch long, 3 inch high, crescent shaped, pink/purple floats that stick above the water so that they can drift with the wind. They look like odd shaped condoms as they sail by. 

				At eight pm, we tacked eastward again for Glenys’ watch, so that we could move away from the Barrier Reef. Unfortunately, the wind veered about 20° at ten o’clock, so we were heading 140° so she had to wake me up so that we could tack – I was a grumpy bear! At eleven o’clock, we were still 5 miles further south than we were three hours earlier and then the bloody wind died!

				7 March 1996 Livingstone to Long Cay, Lighthouse Reef, Belize (Day 2)

				At midnight, the wind was practically nil but we still had 6ft waves. After rocking and rolling for a while, I started the engine, and we pounded into the seas. At five o’clock, I managed to start sailing again, but only for a couple of hours. It was a horrible night – I felt sick all night (even in bed). All I could manage on my watches was to sit and stare into space. 

				We listened to the weather at breakfast, and found out that there is a front due tomorrow. We didn’t know whether Lighthouse Reef will be OK in a norther. It looks very shallow on the charts – approximately 8 or 9ft. deep. We were worried about hitting the bottom if any swell comes over the reef. We eventually decided to go and have a look. At half past eight, I went back to bed because I was feeling grim. 

				At about half past eleven, while we were still 8 miles from the Atoll, I could see a blue glow in the sky. The horizon was a little hazy and slightly pinkish. Finally, we spotted land – there is no finer sight to a seasick man. The entrance through the reef was spectacular – the water changes from deep blue to turquoise very abruptly – 500 metres to 8 metres in about 10 metres distance! We motored around the anchorage looking for a deep patch. The best we could find was a 3.2 metre patch of sand. “Khaya” is the only other yacht in sight.

				We couldn’t wait to jump overboard into the beautifully coloured water. I snorkelled around the boat and checked the anchor, which was encouragingly buried. I spotted a southern stingray and a few reef fish - it’s great to be snorkelling again. I dived down and looked at the bottom of the keel. We have scraped away the paint for 3 inches up from the bottom of the keel. The bottom of the keel looks even worse with the green epoxy and some gel coat rubbed off! 

				After our “traditional” arrival lunch of bacon and eggs, Brett and I went over to chat to Rupert and Judy on “Khaya”. They went swimming with Honey the Dolphin yesterday afternoon – I’m really looking forward to it! Rupert and Judy came spear fishing with Brett and me. I speared a 12lb Grouper – wow! 

				Just before bed, we could see lightning storms over the mainland, 40 miles away. I was talking to Brett about how “Filia” was hit by lightning and they had $25,000 worth of damage. The sum of money was too big for Brett to comprehend, but he understood the value when I told him “it’s enough money to buy twenty Yamaha 15 outboards”! Gratefully, we collapsed into bed at half past eight – another day in paradise!

				8 March 1996 Long Cay, Lighthouse Reef, Belize 

				Paradise has its price. I was woken at midnight by the whine of a mosquito. We were anchored about ½ mile from the Cay and I had foolishly left our mosquito screens off – idiot! There wasn’t a breath of wind. I put the insecticide heaters on and went to check on the boys. There were at least 10 of the little black buggers on Craig’s body. I was revolted and started to slap them to kill them, which was a bit of a rude awakening! I dashed back into the saloon and lit a mosquito coil and, in a frenzy, went back to killing the mosquitoes which were biting Brett and Craig. 

				Once I had killed about 25 insects, I left the coil to finish off the rest and lit another coil for our bedroom, where Glenys was also furiously destroying the evil creatures. I reckon that we killed 50 mosquitoes in 10 minutes. A veritable invasion. After liberally spraying myself with “DEET”, I fell into a restless sleep. 

				I was awoken two hours later by a 25 knot gust of wind and then spent the rest of the night, dozing and getting up to stare at the anchorage, while Glencora was buffeted by 20-25 knot winds. 

				I got up at half past six, (so much for a lie-in after our night passage). I listened to the weather and found out that there will probably be two fronts back to back, so we will probably have strong winds for 3-4 days. Fortunately, the encircling reef breaks up most of the wave action and the motion is not too bad. Glenys and I just get headaches if we stay below too long – the boys don’t care! 

				It was Glenys’ birthday today, but we decided to postpone it until 20th April when Ceris will be there. (Also, I haven’t bought any presents!). Glenys made a chocolate cake anyway. It blew 20-25 knots all day and, as night fell, we started to get 30 knot gusts with rain. We sat there at the saloon table, eating Grouper Chowder and listening to Vivaldi’s Four Seasons. 

				The wind was howling through the rigging and rain was lashing into the cockpit. I can tell when the wind goes above 25 knots because the wind generator changes its whirring tone and the mast starts to vibrate. The sky was pitch black and I couldn’t see anything outside apart from the white tops of the waves as they swept past the light streaming through our hull windows. The motion was bouncy but tenable, the anchor had held in these winds all day, so why was I so worried? Glenys was also concerned about the night ahead, but the boys, in blissful ignorance, were completely happy. 

				I was clearing away the dishes, when there was a big gust of wind followed by a terrific bang. Rushing up onto deck, I found that the nylon snubbing rope, that I always put on the anchor chain, had snapped. Glencora had then shot backwards until the 5 metres of chain hanging in a loop had snubbed. Anxiously peering into the blackness and feeling the tension of the anchor chain with my bare foot, I checked that the anchor hadn’t been snatched out of the sea bed – at least we weren’t dragging! 

				I tied on a new piece of rope and screamed instructions to Glenys through the howling wind and driving rain. She started the engine and motored forwards, taking the tension off the chain so that I could let out another 5 metre loop. I wrapped a piece of old towel around the rope to prevent chafing then, cold and wet, we went back down to the relative comfort of our saloon. We now had 30 metres of chain out in only 3 metres of water. That’s 10:1 of scope and the maximum gust has only been 30 knots. It’s not as though it’s a hurricane. Maybe I should have put out two anchors, maybe we should have gone somewhere else, I wish I wasn’t so nervous! 

				9 March 1996 Long Cay, Lighthouse Reef, Belize 

				I got up at midnight – it was blowing 25-30 knots. Nothing I could do, so back to bed. I got up at half past two – still blowing 25-30 knots. Up again at four o’clock – still 25-30 knots. 

				At half past six, I got up to listen to the weather. I couldn’t hear Mistine through the radio interference. I waited to listen to WOM (Pennsuco, Florida) at seven o’clock on 8722 kHz. They transmit the weather via a computer generated voice. It is very difficult to understand at first and “it” talks very fast – I wasted my time and didn’t understand enough. I then waited until eight o’clock to listen to the Cruiser’s Net. Success! 

				Apparently, the cold front has stalled over the Yucatan Peninsula and hasn’t reached us yet. It is not expected to clear us until Monday the 11th, and we’ll probably have 20 knot winds from the N/NE until Wednesday. It’s blowing 20-25 knots and it’s another grey day! There is a deep low forming over the Bahamas which is going to cause 35+ knot winds over there – I’m glad we’re here! We did school work in the morning, which was a bit traumatic for the teachers, with frequent sea-sickness stops.

				I spliced a newish length of chain onto our rope anchor warp, because the old chain has rusted so much that it’s useless. I’d made the mistake of leaving the chain in a bucket on deck without any holes in the bottom – what a mess! We then put out a second anchor as a back up – we’ll sleep better. 

				We mounted a major expedition to “Khaya”, compete with full foul weather gear and we needed it! As the dinghy ploughed upwind into the 2ft waves, we got drenched. We had a cup of tea, some freshly cooked scones and a good chat. Rupert has played the trumpet since he was nine, but amazingly doesn’t play jazz. He plays classical music in orchestras and bands. “Khaya” is anchored about 200 metres closer to the reef than us and their motion is much better than ours. The sight of 8ft waves breaking on the reef is very spectacular. Reluctantly, we went back to Glencora and battened down for another miserable 25 knot night.

				10 March 1996 Long Cay, Lighthouse Reef, Belize 

				I was woken up at midnight by something. I went on deck and discovered that the 20mm snubbing rope had snapped again. Fortunately, I had put a back-up rope on and that held. Overnight the wind dropped and, in the morning, we had NW15-20 knot and, gasp! sunshine. I don’t know whether the front has gone, but the forecast is NNW15-20 for the next 2-3 days with increasing winds at night. By Tuesday it should be round to NE. 

				I couldn’t resist it and just HAD to go wind surfing. The wind was 25 knots at first, which was a bit much so I retired and went to help Glenys do school work. At midday the wind was 20-25 so I went and had another go – fantastic. I called in on “Khaya” to see how they were and Rupert asked if I wanted to use his Electric Rock windsurf board – course I did! At the same time they invited us to lunch. 

				I went for a quick blast while Glenys dinghied over and we had a pleasant lunch. Rupert hasn’t been windsurfing because he has hurt his back, but seeing as how it was just lying there he just had to have a go! We spent the afternoon on “Khaya” and the wind gradually dropped to 15 knots – very pleasant. Hopefully tomorrow we can do a dive. I was in bed at eight o’clock exhausted after windsurfing!

				11 March 1996 Long Cay, Lighthouse Reef, Belize

				As forecast, the wind picked up to 25 knots last night. I had left my windsurfer tied to the dinghy by a bit of 4mm line. At midnight, I just HAD to get up, in the pitch black, climb into the dinghy and tie a nice thick rope onto the windsurfer. I then passed out for the rest of the night. 

				The forecast is for the wind to start dropping tomorrow and come more to the north east. First thing in the morning it was NW20-25, with blue skies. We did school work in the morning. In the afternoon, Glenys and I went for a dive – yet another vertical wall dive. I speared two Grouper for dinner. “Khaya” came out snorkelling with us and got quite a few fish too. We invited them over for an evening beer or 3.

				12 March 1996 Long Cay, Lighthouse Reef, Belize 

				A beautiful day today. I spent an hour repairing Brett’s spear and then Brett and I went hunting. He shot a 5lb Hog fish (took two attempts) and I speared a couple of fish and a 3lb lobster. We had a quiet afternoon and then went to “Khaya” to celebrate Judy’s birthday. Very peaceful evening, beautiful water colours and a fantastic sunset, but still no sign of Honey the Dolphin.

				13 March 1996 Long Cay to The Blue Hole, Belize 

				Not a breath of wind and a cloudless sky. We decided to go with “Khaya” through the centre of Lighthouse Reef to the famous Blue Hole. We had to weave our way between isolated reefs while skirting the inside of the east edge of the reef. It was very interesting motoring along in depths of 3-5 metres over sand, grass and reef. We spotted lots of stingrays, barracuda and 3 nurse sharks. The fish were very easy to spot from the mizzen spreaders, where I spent most of the 3 hours. 

				As the morning went on, the horizon became mistier and by the time we arrived at the Blue Hole, it was difficult to tell where the sea ended and the sky began. In fact, the Blue Hole was a bit of a disappointment because it wasn’t as well defined as we expected. We motored through one gap in the circular reef which went from 4 metres depth to 100 metres! We then went through the other gap and anchored to the east of the Blue Hole. 

				After lunch (fish sandwiches of course), Glenys and I went for a dive in the Blue Hole – cold, dark, poor visibility and devoid of life. The Blue Hole was formed when a subterranean cavern collapsed. The walls are totally vertical from 10 metres to 40 metres, at which point we could see the roof of the cavern complete with 10 ft stalactites. These stalactites were formed over 12,000 years ago when the sea level was 50 metres less than it is today. Glenys was very apprehensive (wide staring eyes, rapid breathing and high pulse), so further exploration was vetoed! We swam along the edge for 5 minutes and then came back up. Short dive, load of crap, but “been there, done that!” I filled 4 tanks. We were invited to “Khaya” for dinner and had a very good time, getting back to Glencora at eleven pm.

				14 March 1996 The Blue Hole to Long Cay, Belize 

				Glenys was feeling very rough! We decided to motor back south, because clouds magically appeared when we were ready to go. The Blue Hole was like Piccadilly Circus with about 4 dive boats coming and going. We came out a lot faster than we went in – we knew there was a way for us. “Khaya” followed us out and then sailed off over the horizon. We anchored on the west side of the reef. I then went for a dive while Glenys tried to recover. The boys went snorkelling with Brett’s spear gun, but came back as soon as they saw a barracuda. We then went back to the anchorage at Long Cay. 

				After lunch (fish again), Glenys and I went for a dive. We caught a small lobster and then I speared a large (6lb) Hog fish. It wasn’t a very good shot and I had a bit of a fight. I finally got hold of the fish and turned to Glenys. She shook her head and refused to put the fish into the bag that she was carrying. Puzzled, I signed “why?” With her hand she then made a sign of a snapping mouth and stretched her arms wide. 

				At first I thought she was worried about a barracuda, and tried to give her the fish. More wild gestures followed and adamant refusal to take the fish. Slowly, I realised that she had seen a SHARK!! I confirmed this by miming a shark’s fin on my back with my hand. Glenys nodded vigorously and mimed a snapping mouth with her hand. Amazed, I took my regulator out and shouted “SHARK?” More vigorous nodding – I dropped the fish, and looked around – nothing. I mimed “no more spear fishing”. Vigorous nodding of head! 

				We carried on the dive just looking for lobster. Apparently while I was fighting the Hog fish, a 7ft reef shark had appeared from the depths and had passed about 5ft behind me. It then swam between Glenys and me and off into the depths again. I think that we were lucky it didn’t attack the injured Hog fish. It certainly gave Glenys a scare! We saw another one a bit later in the dive, but it just ignored us. 

				When we arrived back at Glencora, we had a visit from Honey the Dolphin. She is a full grown bottlenose dolphin, about 10ft long. She swam close to our dinghy for a while then swam about 30 metres away and stayed there. Brett, Craig and I swam over to her, but she chased us off by butting me in the chest with her snout. It was really worrying because there was nothing I could do to stop her. I tried to put my hands out, but she just ducked past them and hit me in the chest. (Quite hard as well.) I told the boys to swim back while I lagged behind, keeping myself between them and the “crazy” dolphin.

				We returned to Glencora and got out of the water. After a few minutes, Honey came back and was very docile. She seemed to like hovering under the dinghy and occasionally scratching her belly on the bottom of the dinghy. We got back into the water and swam with her for about 15 minutes. She tolerated us taking pictures and occasionally let us touch her skin, which felt like a tuna’s skin but seemed to move when you touched it. 

				It’s strange how she reacted earlier. We think that she was trying to get me and the boys to go back to the safety of our boat, because she was very gentle with us when we swam with her next to the boat. Fantastic experience – I’m so glad we stayed today.

				15 March 1996 Lighthouse Reef to Isla Mujeres, Mexico (Day 1) 

				We got up early and prepared the boat for sea. There was a 15 knot wind from the East, so it looked like we would have a good sail. I couldn’t get the GPS to work again – it kept resetting itself. We had a great sail along the west edge of Lighthouse Reef. ENE 20 and no seas. We kept 100 metres off the edge of the reef so that we could see the beautiful colours. At midday, we cleared the reef and steered 030° into 6-8 ft seas – yuk! Actually, it wasn’t too bad once we settled down - we were sailing about 50° to the wind and the seas were fairly benign. 

				We hove-to for an hour at five o’clock, so that Glenys could make one of her fabulous 3-tin, 1-pot stews. Glenys decided that my normal watches of 11-2 and 5-8 were better than her 8-11 and 2-5 because she had two dark watches whereas I only had 1½! We decided to swap to me doing 7-10 and 1-4 and she did 10-1 and 4-7. I finally got the GPS working by forcing it to do a sky search using AUX. 

				16 March 1996 Lighthouse Reef to Isla Mujeres, Mexico (Day 2) 

				We had a fairly pleasant night. The wind was steady and we roared along. I decided that I liked our new watches. The 7-10 wasn’t too arduous and I only got woken up once during the night instead of twice. I felt much more rested in the morning. Glenys on the other hand was more tired, but she had enjoyed watching the sun rise. We decided to keep the same watches tonight. 

				We had a beautiful sail during the day. Blue skies and a 15-20 knot wind which veered to ESE as the day went on. At four pm, we were east of Cozumel with only 50 miles to go. We hove-to for two hours and had dinner. I then dropped the main and rolled away all but a tiny sail area and we set off, trying to slow down. The trouble was that we had a 2 knot current with us and, even with a tiny scrap of sail, we were going at 6 knots over the ground. 

				We arrived at a waypoint to the north of Cozumel in a gap between two, 20 metre deep banks. My original plan was to heave-to in the 10 mile stretch of water between the banks and the main coast, but the wind was blowing 25 knots with biggish 3-4 metre waves. I decided that we would be better off if we went back to the outside of the banks and heave-to there. We put the main up with two reefs in and spent 20 minutes beating back east. It was hell and I wanted to go to bed, so we turned back downwind, ran between the banks and hove-to about 6 miles offshore.

				17 March 1996 Lighthouse Reef to Isla Mujeres, Mexico (Day 3) 

				It was one hell of a night. We were hove to for about 5 hours waiting for daylight. The wind blew at 25 knots and we had 3 metre seas with an occasional monster wave which would come roaring out of the inky black night and crash against the side of the boat, just to make sure that we weren’t becoming blasé. 

				At dawn, we were about 3 miles from the shore and in 40 metres of water, so we decided to start sailing again. We had a good romp to Isla Mujeres, and sailed right up to the outer buoy. We motored in, anchored near “Kalida” and went to bed! 

				At midday, I went over to an English boat “Barkis” and got some local knowledge from Dave and Pauline. Their last name is Howarth – small world! We went into town, changed some money and had lunch in a beachside restaurant – burritos, tacos, and tostadas – great! We then had a stroll around town. We expected it to be a sleepy little place, but in fact it is a bustling little tourist town with hundreds of souvenir shops. We like it, but it’s a bit of a shock after spending a week in splendid isolation at Lighthouse Reef. We went for a beer on “Cortisa” with Debbie and Dave.

				18 March 1996 Isla Mujeres, Mexico

				I went into town and cleared in. It was very painless and quick. I was amused and grateful to the Immigration Official, who told me that I should pay “nada” to the Customs. In fact, the Customs guy was very nice and didn’t try to extract “mordida”. I did have to pay $20US to the Port Captain – he didn’t offer a receipt and I didn’t dare ask! I got off lightly compared to Honduras and Guatemala! 

				We walked into town and had lunch out again – I love Mexican food! We did a bit of shopping and returned to the marina in a taxi (4 pesos = $0.60US). Some of the cruisers in the marina were having a “happy hour”, so we joined in. Quite a lot of boring, old Americans.

				19 March 1996 Isla Mujeres, Mexico

				The wind switched from S20 to N20 during the night and there’s a front around somewhere. We did school work in the morning. I filled 3 tanks. I spent an hour or so cleaning my dive compressor because someone was interested in buying it. He came and looked at it and said that he’d buy it for my asking price of $1500 US – you could have knocked me over with a feather – taking into account all the filters and oil I’ve bought for it, it has only cost me $960 US. For the first time in my life I’ll make a profit on selling something. Is this a good omen for the future? I’ll wait until I’ve got the cash in my hand before I gloat! 

				In the afternoon, Glenys and I walked up the road to some wholesale warehouses and bought two cases of beer and two cases of sodas. It was hard work carrying it all back. “Cortica” were letting the boys watch a video, so we stopped on the way back for a beer.

				20 March 1996 Isla Mujeres, Mexico

				School work in the morning. Still blowing NNE 20-25 knots, blue skies but fairly cold. In the afternoon, Glenys went into town and the boys and I stayed on board. I entertained myself by playing my clarinet with Band-in-the Box. Good fun! We had a quiet evening in.

				21 March 1996 Isla Mujeres, Mexico

				We decided to have a day out. We caught a ferry to Puerto Jaurez and then a bus into Cancun. We made a slight mistake and got off the bus at the main bus terminal, so we had a long walk back to the centre of town. We hadn’t got a map, so we didn’t know where we were. It’s more of a trauma dragging the boys around when we’re lost! 

				Cancun is very spread out, so when we arrived at the centre, we still didn’t know we were there! Brett spotted a McDonalds and then sulked for an hour because we said we weren’t going to have lunch there – what a prima donna! Eventually at half past ten, Glenys suggested we call in at McDonalds for a coke and a Breakfast McMuffin. That cheered Brett up, but hacked me off because we’d pampered to his whims. 

				We wandered aimlessly around the shops for a couple of hours and then went to a restaurant for lunch. Pretty boring place! The highlight of the day was seeing a machine for making tortillas in the supermarket. Glenys bought 1kg (about 3 inches high) for $0.20!

				22 March 1996 Isla Mujeres, Mexico

				School work in the morning. The wind has finally switched from the north to east, but we decided to stay here for another week – we don’t want to get to the States too early. There’s another front due on the 26th so we’ll go after that. We spent the afternoon pottering about doing small jobs and tidying up. Rolf from “Schlampe” came and bought my compressor for $1500 US and a BCD and regulator for $200 US. I was quite pleased with the price, but sad to sell it. It’s the start of the end of our cruising!

				23 March 1996 Isla Mujeres, Mexico

				I listened to the weather again and I think that today would have been a good day to go. I’m going to keep an eye on the weather to see if I’m right. 

				The Cruisers Net continues to amaze me. It’s basically run by American cruisers, who need the security of knowing where everyone is. The opening statement by the Net controller is a hoot “Welcome to the North West Caribbean Cruisers Net. The purpose of this Net is to facilitate the dissemination of information amongst the cruising community” – they actually talk like this. They give the weather which is very useful, but then they go into a prolonged “boat check in” where a large number of boats call in and say where they are “located”. Very boring and it’s always the same boats. Some of these people must spend 2-3 hours a day on their SSB radios – yawn! 

				Glenys did school work in the morning and I dug out the old, rusting ballast from under the locker on the aft starboard quarter. The iron in the ballast has expanded as it’s rusted and has pushed the woodwork out of shape. I removed as much of the damaged wood as I dared and I’m leaving the woodwork loose in the hope that it will settle back to its original position. After lunch, Glenys took the boys to the town beach and I followed them a little later to help with the shopping. 

				In the evening, there was a barbeque party organised by “Cortica”. Despite valiant efforts by Debbie, “It just didn’t happen, man.” There were too many old fogies with too much intense conversation (disseminating information). The highlight of the night was Brett and Craig attacking a Piñata bear with a cricket bat. The bear was about 2’6” high made of papier-mâché and had loads of candy in it, which they got after the boys knocked its head off!

				24 March 1996 Isla Mujeres, Mexico 

				A quiet day. Glenys took the boys to the town beach at midday. I sold all my remaining PADI stock to a local dive shop and then worked out that our diving has still cost us £2,600 – not too bad considering we’ve got £1,200 worth of equipment and have done 344 dives between us. I had a quiet afternoon and then met Glenys and the boys in town, where we had a meal in a local restaurant. I had Pollo De Mole – chicken in chilli chocolate sauce. Not too bad - definitely an acquired taste!

				25 March 1996 Isla Mujeres, Mexico 

				The forecast is for E to SE winds at 15-20 knots for the next 3 days. There is a front coming south, but it is forecast to stall over Texas and then go back north. The winds are due to increase in three days’ time so we decided to go tomorrow. We went to the fuel dock and filled up with diesel and water. The water is said to be drinkable, but has so much chlorine in that it tastes awful. We will be scrubbing the tanks out in the States, so it’s not too big a problem. 

				Dane off “Cortica” gave us his Dad’s telephone number in Cocca, Florida in case we want to look him up. We cleared out, bought food, four cases of beer and got ready to go. “Flow” turned up today and Horst came to get some cases of beer with us. We ended up on “Flow” having a rotisserie chicken meal and catching up on the past two years. The boys were itching to have a go on Horst’s Nintendo and played Super Mario World until half past ten when we dragged them away.

				26 March 1996 Isla Mujeres, Mexico 

				We both got up at six o’clock this morning. The wind is E25 which is a nuisance because we want to head north east. We went back to bed. I got up at half past six to try to listen to Mistine – too faint, so back to bed! I got up again at seven o’clock to listen to the computer voice of WOM. There’s a stationary front lying E-W across the north of the Gulf of Mexico. A low has developed near Louisiana (wherever that is!) We are expecting E25-30 today, going to SE15-20 tomorrow. There’s a cold front due on Saturday 30th. 

				We decided to wait until tomorrow and did school work instead! In the afternoon, I wrote an advert to put in June’s Yachting Monthly to sell “Glencora”. We had a quiet day and evening.

				27 March 1996 Isla Mujeres, Mexico 

				I got up at half past six. The wind was ESE20-25. WOM says that it will be SE20-25 but dropping to SE15-20 tonight and S15-20 tomorrow. It was blowing hard and I don’t trust them about the wind direction tomorrow, so we decided not to beat our brains out and did school work. 

				In the afternoon, Glenys and Brett went into town to do some food shopping, Craig played Lego and I played clarinet. We invited Horst from “Flow” to come over for a beer and to “make ze music” and he ended up staying for dinner – meat and potato pie that we were going to eat en-route. Pleasant evening. 

				In a flash of confidence in the weather forecast, I took the dinghy down and stowed it on deck. I hope we don’t have to stay another day – I’ll be very cross if I have to put it up again.

				28 March 1996 Isla Mujeres to Key West, Florida (Day 1)

				We got up at half past six and started to get ready for sea. We had a SE15 wind. The forecast was for SE15 becoming SW1-15 tomorrow – time to go at last. As we motored out of the anchorage, Horst blew a conch in farewell, which was very nice of him. 

				We motored around the north end of Isla Mujeres, which has a reef stretching North to South with a gap that is at least 5 metres deep. As we approached the place where we thought the gap was, we were confronted with 6ft breaking waves coming straight at us. We bottled out and motored parallel to the reef. I checked the chart again and decided it was the right place, so we clenched our cheeks and slowly motored east. I stood at the bow which was plunging 12ft up and down - I could see reef below us in the incredibly clear water. We made it out OK, with depths no less than 5 metres but it was scary! 

				We set sail on an Easterly course and, by ten o’clock, we had caught two fish and had a visit by a pod of dolphins. Been there, done that... We went to windward all day again. It’s been the same since we left Roatan in January. We were sailing 090°, but our track over the ground was 050° because of the Gulf Stream pushing us north. Before we left, we attached our No. 3 genoa anticipating a beat, but now I wish we’d left the big genoa on because it’s slow going.

				29 March 1996 Isla Mujeres to Key West, Florida (Day 2) 

				We had a slow night, averaging only 4 knots over the ground. At seven am, we seemed to have lost the 2 knot Gulf Stream. The wind has been backing from SSW to SE15 which has meant that we’ve been hard on the wind. The seas have been small so the night was fairly pleasant, apart from one close encounter with a tanker, (where I had to slow down) and a thunder cloud with lots of lightning that insisted on staying in front of us for an hour until it decided to head north. 

				The weather forecast is SE10-15 veering to S10-15 tonight, but I’m not counting on it. We managed to stay close to rhumb line but is it the best strategy? At half past seven, the wind had dropped enough that I started the engine. At half past nine, we swapped back from No.3 genoa to No.1 genoa and tried to sail – but we only had SE5 so soon gave up. 

				During the afternoon, the sea was very smooth - not much wind (N5) and no sign of the Gulf Stream. At six o’clock, the wind was NE10-15 so we set off on port tack and amazingly found the Gulf Stream. Unfortunately, we were doing 7.2 knots on a course of 135° instead of 060°. So we tacked and ended up 040° at 5 knots, much better! Nice calm seas as well. We did our 15,000th mile since leaving the UK.

				30 March 1996 Isla Mujeres to Key West, Florida (Day 3) 

				Beautiful calm night with ESE10-15 knots. We sailed on starboard tack, hard on the wind all night and it was idyllic – if you like sailing at night and doing god-forsaken 3 hour watches. Myself, I just read a book and tried to get comfortable. After two days and nights, I’ve now got a sore bum and find it hard to find a comfortable position to sit and read. 

				The morning weather forecast says that it will be SE10-15, veering south tonight – they said the same yesterday but it didn’t happen. We had a calm day with E10 winds. I enjoy going to bed during the day for a couple of hours – I can catch up on some sleep and it helps to relieve my boredom. 

				At about six o’clock, as the sun went down, Glenys went down below to look at where we were before the night watches started. To my total surprise she found out that we were only about 15 miles south of the 100 metre contour, which runs along the Florida Keys (and I was just about to tack north for a few hours!). We bumbled along in light winds and slight seas. At ten pm, we rolled away the genoa and motored east at 3-4 knots with only 20 miles to go, trying to slow down – again!

				31 March 1996 Isla Mujeres to Key West, Florida (Day 3) 

				Just after midnight, I was awoken by lots of noise from flogging sails. I jumped out of bed and dashed up into the cockpit (naked of course), to find that the wind was gusting 35 knots. We still had a full main and a full mizzen up. Glenys had released the main sheet, but was struggling. I decided to drop the main – after I had put on some underpants and my musto jacket. I then dropped the mizzen. 

				I went back to bed for my remaining 10 minutes leaving Glenys alone with the maelstrom! At one o’clock, we changed watches and by two o’clock, the wind had dropped to NE20 so I turned the engine off and wandered East with just a bit of jib. 

				By four o’clock, the wind was down to NE10, so Glenys turned the engine on and wombled east. The seas were quite big after the front. At five o’clock, I had to get up and have a look. I decided that we would motor straight for the Key West entrance buoy and set the auto pilot so that we cut straight in front of a freighter. (Well, about a mile in front, but Glenys sweated for 10 minutes while I went back to bed.) 

				Jimmy God got me back because at half past five there was a terrific bang. I leapt out of bed (I’d slept in my underpants this time) and rushed up to find that the stainless steel toggle at the bottom of the baby stay had broken and the baby stay was flapping about the mast. “Oh my God, the mast could fall down in these confused seas”. I dashed forwards and lashed the baby stay back to its chain plate fitting with a bit of rope. I then spent 10 minutes arranging the spinnaker pole up-hauls to act as temporary baby stays. 

				We motored into Key West in a channel marked by proper buoys, complete with bells and lights – the first we’ve seen since Europe! (They are, of course, back to front with the green and red buoys on the “wrong” sides of the channel – typical Americans, driving on the wrong side of the road, dates back to front and still clinging onto imperial measurements.) We anchored to the north of the main docks, and after breakfast, I went to bed. 

				At midday, Glenys woke me up and said that we ought to move. There was strong tidal current and it was causing us to swirl around (like Chaguaramus) so that we went close to another boat. Eventually, after a bit of motoring about, we decided to go to the west of the two small islands. The anchor rumbled a bit, but seemed to be well in. To be sure, we reversed hard to try to snatch it out but it held. We had a lovely calm evening and ate in the cockpit for a change before collapsing into bed at eight o’clock!

				

April 1996

				1 April 1996 Key West, Florida 

				I woke up at seven o’clock and heard the chain rumbling. I glanced out of the window and saw that we were facing south, so I assumed the rumbling was because we were swinging. The rumbling continued, so I went up to check and “Oh My God”, we were DRAGGING! We went and re-anchored on some nice, thick mud in 3.5 metres depth. 

				We then went into town and, after a bit of aimless wandering, eventually found Customs and Immigration in the Federal Building. We were directed to Customs. A female Customs Officer demanded to know if we had rung the 0800 number. When we replied “no”, she demanded to know if we were aliens! I bit back my reply of “well, we’re not from Mars” and timidly said “yes”. She then ordered us to go to Immigration. 

				The Immigration guy was really nice and cleared us with no problems. We talked to an Agriculture Department officer on the phone, who was also nice. When I admitted that we had some Mexican potatoes on board (it’s illegal to import any vegetables), he said “You will be boiling those and eating them for lunch, won’t you, sir!” Of course! The surly Customs lady had gone and we were cleared in by a really nice guy. We had a quick chat about Cuba. It seems that the US Customs would turn away any foreign flag vessel that has been to Cuba in violation of US Laws – thank goodness we didn’t go! 

				We went for a walk around town. We had to go to Burger King for brunch, of course! The town is very touristy with hundreds of T-shirt and souvenir shops. They have a couple of good chandlers near the town dinghy dock, but I couldn’t find the correct size of toggle for the baby stay. By the time we’d finished in the chandlers, it had started to rain and the wind picked up as a front approached. We went into a supermarket and waited a while but there was no sign of it stopping. It was approaching five o’clock and we decided to start back before night started to fall. 

				It was hell! 4-6ft breaking waves with 25-30 knot winds coming straight at us. We put our life jackets on which kept us warm and gave us some security (thank God for the “stupid” U.S. Coastguard rules!) A coastguard inflatable went past us and then came back to ask if we were OK. We were wet through and getting cold, but I said we were OK. It got a bit nasty when we were going through the gap between the two islands. We had breaking waves and, at one point, we actually took off. It took us about 30 minutes to get back to Glencora. I must admit that I was scared. 

				When we arrived back we found that an American boat “Eagle’s Quest” had dragged and were now level with us. They were motoring into the wind. After an hour, the wind began to drop but “Eagle’s Quest” showed no sign of moving. I called them on the radio and eventually found out that they have only had the boat for 3 months and he “wasn’t sure if his wife could handle the boat in this wind ...” I ended up going across and helping him to re-anchor. They are a 50+ year old couple with a 40ft boat and don’t have much clue, but I was unusually sympathetic. 

				When I got back to Glencora, I put out another anchor and we had a rough evening – we went to bed early!

				2 April 1996 Key West, Florida 

				The wind dropped to N15-20 overnight and the morning brought blue skies. Two small yachts were up on the beach of the island, but didn’t look too damaged. We went into town. I spent the morning in the chandlers looking at a portable GPS, an EPIRB, charts and other goodies. Glenys took the boys to Ripley’s Odditorium and we met for lunch in Burger King. 

				We went back to Glencora - after buying some food in case we leave tomorrow. When we arrived back, I set to work “borrowing” a toggle from the mizzen lower shrouds and putting it on the main mast baby stay. We will sail up to Melbourne without using the mizzen.

				3 April 1996 Key West, Florida 

				The wind is still N15-20, so we did school work and had a quiet day. The weather looks good for tomorrow – a high pressure ridge is forming along 28°N stopping the next cold front at 30°N. This should give us SE10-15 knots tomorrow!

				4 April 1996 Key West to Dragon Point, Banana River, Florida (Day 1) 

				Slow start - we got up at eight o’clock and got the boat ready to go. We filled up with diesel and water. There were really vicious waves on the way out. We were motoring into it and taking loads of water over the bow. I guess it was the tide going out and the wind coming in. 

				We slowly sailed until five pm, when the wind died completely. I reckon we have a 3 knot east going current, so I ran the engine at 1100 rpm. At nine o’clock, the wind was SE10-15, so I was able to turn the engine off and sail. It was a wonderful moonlit sail all night, but we only averaged about 5 knots over the ground because of a counter current.

				5 April 1996 Key West to Dragon Point, Banana River, Florida (Day 2) 

				We finally hit the 3-4 knot Gulf Stream at about six o’clock this morning. It runs in water deeper than 200 metres by the look of things. The water was very turbulent for an hour, because the east wind was against the north-east flowing current, but it soon settled down as the current headed more northerly. 

				We had a very peaceful day drifting along with just the genoa and the awning up. We were doing 2-3 knots through the water, but 5-7 knots over the ground. Glenys looked at the pilot for the Intra Coastal Waterway and discovered that there aren’t many places to go. I had a look and to my horror decided that she was right – I’ve become very slack about my navigation! I had a half hour’s panic while I decided whether we should go further up to Cape Canaveral or continue slowly to Fort Pierce. 

				With the engine running at 1400 rpm we were making 10 knots over the ground, so we would easily make the 158 miles in 16 hours. But, what if we lose the Gulf Stream and hit a counter current again and what if the next front doesn’t stall at 30°N tomorrow as forecast and comes down to Cape Canaveral at 28°N 22’N. Decisions, decisions! 

				We decided to stick to the plan and go to Fort Pierce. Surely we can find some place to stop on the Intra Coastal Waterway - as my Dad says, “Keep your bowels open and trust in the Lord”.

				6 April 1996 Key West to Dragon Point, Banana River, Florida (Day 3) 

				We had another pleasant night sail. The wind picked up enough to sail at about nine pm and we drifted along pushed by the Gulf Stream. We arrived at the Fort Pierce entrance to the Intra Coastal Waterway at half past seven in the morning, just as all the power boats were coming out for their day’s fishing. It’s Easter Saturday today, so I expect that there will be lots of people about. We took a right turn and then motored 40 miles up the waterway. Very, very boring. 

				The main problem was that we were travelling along a dredged channel, only about 100ft wide, with less than 5ft depth either side. There were loads of power boats zooming about, so I had to spend 8 hours sitting by the autopilot to keep us on the right course. I couldn’t do anything else. 

				We saw dolphins in many places and at one point we circled some manatees frolicking in the middle of the channel. Someone told me that they were probably breeding – it’s that time of year. I took one photograph of a muddy brown body in muddy brown water and then gave up. Some parts of the ICW were pretty, other parts very wide and boring. I’m glad we didn’t go up to New York and then back down the ICW – it would have driven me crazy to do 1000 miles of this! 

				We arrived at Dragon Point which is about ½ mile to the east of the main channel. The depth of water was about 3 metres and the chart showed a shoal area to the south of the point. I decided to cut fairly close to a marker pylon just off the point. THUMP, BUMP, THUMP – we were aground! We were about 20ft from the marker and stuck on a mud bank. I tried to motor back, but we wouldn’t move. I tried forwards – no chance. I reckoned that our keel was about 1.5 metres but our depth sounder was showing 2.0 metres! 

				A big Gin Palace was cruising by, so I asked them if they could help. They tried to pull us off towards the south. We pivoted a bit, but couldn’t get off. I then tied the tow rope onto our Spinnaker Halyard and lo and behold, with much crashing below as we heeled over, we popped off. After thanking the Gin Palace profusely, we motored through the anchorage trying to be unobtrusive and anchored off the Yacht Club. I put the dinghy up, had a shower and a beer to calm my nerves! 

				We went out to the anchorage marina and asked about prices. They charge $5.95/ft/month plus an outrageous $150/month as a live-aboard fee – that works out to $405/month or $13/day. The transient daily rate is about $1/ft/day which is $30/day! Anyway, we couldn’t stay there because the controlling depth is less than 6ft. Our draft of 6ft 6ins is a bit of a problem, The same company has a marina at Titusville which would work out to $345/month or $11/day and we can get in there. We’ll probably go up there for a look. 

				We asked if we could leave our dinghy there and got charged $2 for the privilege, apparently you get charged $2/day even if you go to the marina to buy fuel! Live-aboards are treated as undesirables, one marina close by charges $10/day to leave your dinghy! We walked down the road and went to Wendy’s for dinner – no beer and crap fast food. We retired to the boat and collapsed.

				7 April 1996 Dragon Point, Florida 

				Easter Sunday today, but don’t tell the children! We’ve not had time to buy any Easter eggs – what horrible parents! We had a nice quiet day. I spent the morning deciding what we have to do over the next month. I made a big ‘to do’ list which, as usual, made me feel happier. I don’t intend to do everything on the list, but at least I know that I haven’t missed anything important. It looks like we are going to have to go into a marina for a whole month – sod the expense! 

				In the afternoon we went out in the dinghy. We were told off by the sheriff for not having life jackets in the dinghy! We went to the marina and made some phone calls to other marinas. I only managed to find out prices of two which were both about $435/month. We retired back to Glencora and decided to go further north to Cocoa and maybe Titusville tomorrow. 

				I spent some time working on my latest business idea. I bought a computer magazine in Key West and it talks about this thing called the “Internet”. It seems that it’s the latest way of sharing information - people are setting up “web sites” that have all sorts of information on them and some people are selling things on their web sites. I’ve got this idea about setting up a web site for yachting and selling advertising. We’ll also act as an “online” yacht broker and just charge the seller a fixed fee per month. I’m quite excited about it so I’m going to buy some books and as many magazines as I can about setting up a web site.

				8 April 1996 Dragon Point to Titusville Marina, Florida 

				We got up early and motored up to Cocoa. A truly boring trip – the only break in the monotony was watching the clam fishermen scraping the bottom with wire baskets on the end of 20ft poles – the baskets looked like supermarket baskets but shallower. We anchored off Cocoa and went to look at the marinas. We were quoted $250 at one which seemed a good deal. We went for a walk around the town which was lovely but a bit twee. We went and looked at the dock and saw the 5 mile fetch of water stretching to the north. We went back to the office and yes, it’s hell in a norther! 

				We motored on to Titusville and found that it was only $200/month and it’s a fabulous new municipal marina. We had a quick stroll around and decided to stay. Glenys put some washing in the launderette as soon as we had arrived – we were desperate! We strolled around the small town, had a shower back at the marina and went out for a Mexican meal. We pigged out and it was great. We then went to a bowling alley – funny to watch Craig struggling with a 6 lb ball!

				9 April 1996 Titusville Marina, Florida 

				I got up early and went walk-about. I walked down to a big mall about 3 miles away, back to the old town and then out to a music shop about 2 miles in another direction. That’s 10 miles – we need a car! Unfortunately, cars are about $50/day – it’s about $35 for the car and $15 for insurance and tax. 

				I bought two books on the Internet and about six magazines – cost nearly $100! I had to buy a 20lb propane container because I can’t get our camping gas containers filled. We’ve managed for 4 years in some way-out places, but no chance in the good old USA – too many regulations! I booked a clarinet lesson in a week’s time to get a check out – a bargain at $12 for 30 minutes. 

				That’s more than you can say about dentists. We think Craig needs a filling - only $80 for a check up and $60 to $150 for a filling! The check up includes obligatory cleaning and X-rays – I’m afraid I got a bit stroppy about it all. We had a pizza takeaway because Glenys had been hard at work scraping hatches and doing laundry all day.

				10 April 1996 Titusville Marina, Florida

				Glenys went shopping with Marion (and Dan) from “Dreamer”. I spent the morning installing the new propane gas tank. I’ve just put the tank on the side deck with a flexible hose. I hope that we have enough gas in the camping gas tanks to get us to Bermuda, where I think I’ll be able to get them filled. Glenys took the dinghy down and cleaned it. We removed the main sail and No. 1 Genoa to get them repaired. 

				I rang “Florida Online”, a local Internet ServiceProvider, told them that I was a British businessman and asked if I could go in for a chat. They seemed quite happy to talk to me, so I’ve arranged to go tomorrow.

				There were manatees in the marina today. When the wind is from the east, it blows grass into the marina and the manatees come in to eat it from the surface. They lurk around under the pontoons and are very unconcerned about us humans - we were able to stroke their backs. One had very deep scars, obviously from a propeller. 

				11 April 1996 Titusville Marina, Florida

				We hired a car and ran around in a shopping frenzy. We dropped the sails off at Dixie Sails in Cocoa, got someone to order a turn buckle toggle, went to a chandlers, went to a second-hand book shop, called in at “Florida Online”, re-discovered the wonder of Wal-Mart and Kmart and bought a load of food – phew!

				“Florida Online” were great and spent 30 minutes with me talking about the impact of the Internet in the States and how an ISP works. I left all fired up, thinking that the Internet was definitely going to be the basis of a viable business.

				12 April 1996 Titusville Marina, Florida 

				I dropped Glenys off at the shopping mall, 2 miles away and she walked back. On the way, she discovered the thrift shops and bought herself a new outfit for $4. I returned the car and spent the morning tidying up the chaos of all our shopping. 

				In the afternoon, I took down the head lining in the front cabin to investigate the baby stay chain plate. It’s not ideal, but I don’t think it’s dangerous. The deck has been bent a bit, but it would be a very big job to sort it out – best left well alone, I think! I spent the evening trying to understand more about the Internet.

				13 April 1996 Titusville Marina, Florida

				I stripped down the windlass to replace the chain stripper again – this is the 3rd one! I decided to repaint the windlass, so I spent most of the morning preparing and undercoating it. In the afternoon, I re-tensioned the main mast rigging. I’ve left it a bit looser this time, and I may have to tighten it when we go sailing. Glenys spent all day scraping and sanding the hatches. She was too exhausted to cook, so we had a takeaway pizza – luxury! 

				Brett has acquired a new friend, Daniel, who is pleasant enough, but a very chaotic character. Brett is driving himself to exhaustion, playing out all day.

				14 April 1996 Titusville Marina, Florida

				No rest for the wicked. Glenys continued scraping hatches all day. I pottered about doing odd jobs – painting the windlass, cleaning and polishing a trial bit of gel coat in the cockpit, etc. 

				Brett, Daniel and a little girl set up a stall to sell iced drinks – it caused many arguments and the only people who bought anything were us parents! Brett fell out with Daniel because Daniel broke one of Brett’s toy rifles - “He’s my worst enemy EVER” (sob, sob). “I HATE HIM! I’m going to punch his head in when I see him next.” 

				We had a wonderful roast beef joint for dinner – it’s great having a supermarket nearby!

				15 April 1996 Titusville Marina, Florida

				Glenys went to the opticians to get her eyes tested. The guy put something into her eyes to dilate her pupils which meant that she couldn’t see properly for about 4 hours. This effectively gave her the day off! I also had a slack day because I decided to walk to Miracle Mall and it took me until four o’clock to get there and back! Dave and Annette and 2 kids from “Jumbly Girl” (UK) came for a beer.

				16 April 1996 Titusville Marina, Florida

				Glenys was painting her hatches today. I had a clarinet lesson booked at one o’clock, so I had a slack morning. At half past twelve, I rang the music shop to discover that my music lesson was postponed until half past three. I returned to scrape and paint the binnacle. The lesson was far too short (30 mins), but the teacher said that I was doing OK and didn’t have any major problems. He said my mouthpiece was crap and suggested I buy a $70 one - I’ll have to get that purchase approved by Glenys!

				17 April 1996 Titusville Marina, Florida 

				Glenys spent the day painting the second coat on the hatches. In the afternoon, she went to the shops and came back with a little bike for Craig – he was over the moon! (She only paid $5 for the bike from a thrift shop.) I finished the windlass and put the first coat of paint on the binnacle. 

				We carried on doing odd jobs until five o’clock, when Herb Little turned up. Herb is the father of Dane from “Cortica”, who we last saw in Isla Mujeres. We had a chat and a beer or two and then went to the Mexican restaurant across the road. Pleasant evening. We found out that Debbie is pregnant.

				18 April 1996 Titusville Marina, Florida 

				Glenys’ mum, Ceris, arrives tomorrow, so we hired a car. We spent the morning spending loads of money at Kmart and Wal-Mart. In the afternoon, I went to “Florida Online” to use the Internet. I arrived to find that they weren’t expecting me and I had to do a bit of fast talking to get myself into their Technical Support Department. They set me up on a computer and I spent 3 hours cruising the web and collecting and saving various browsers and HTML editors. I ran out of time, but it gave me a taste of using the Internet – I can’t wait to get back to the UK and buy a computer!

				19 April 1996 Titusville Marina, Florida 

				Today was the big day – Grandma was arriving. We were due to pick her up at six o’clock in the evening, so we needed to be at Orlando airport at four o’clock. We decided to leave Titusville in the morning and go shopping in Orlando. We visited some pawn shops and music shops and had lunch in a Taco bar. We arrived at the airport at half past four to find that the plane was delayed until ten pm! 

				We went back towards Orlando and went to the movies where we saw “James and the Giant Peach” which was magical. The next stop was an all–you-can-eat place for dinner. There were loads of really fat Americans piling huge quantities of food onto their plates – gross! We then went back to the airport and hung around waiting for the plane to arrive. The children were very, very excited. Ceris arrived on time, but it was close to one o’clock in the morning before we got into bed back at Glencora.

				20 April 1996 Titusville Marina, Florida 

				Not surprisingly, it took us a while to get up this morning. We had declared today to be Glenys’ official birthday and we had a “Grand Present Opening”. Actually, it was like everyone’s birthday because Ceris had brought us a year’s worth of mail, some books and some magazines. After opening everything, we went to a big flea market and bought a bike for Brett for $22. He was so excited! 

				We stopped for lunch at a Subway and returned to the boat. Ceris had a rest, while Brett zoomed off on his bike. I went to the music shop and bought a new mouthpiece for my clarinet and some No. 3 reeds. I couldn’t bear to pay $70, so I bought one for $25. Actually, I thought the cheaper one was better for me. 

				We’d bought a Piñata for Glenys’ birthday party and Brett delighted in helping Grandma smash it to bits. We all went out to Steamers for a steak and prawn dinner.

				21 April 1996 Titusville Marina, Florida 

				Day out at Kennedy Space Centre. The Imax films of the shuttle were awesome. We had a good day out, but it was exhausting! Pizza takeaway for dinner.

				22 April 1996 Titusville Marina, Florida 

				We had a day off tourism. Ceris wandered about the local area. Glenys put the last coats of paint on the hatches and the binnacle. I ran about doing some shopping and getting more cash. I’ve been having trouble installing the Internet browsers and needed to get more files from the Internet. I also wanted to copy some files onto floppies from some CD ROMs that I got with my computer books. I called in at a local computer shop “Disc Inc” and they kindly let me use one of their machines to copy my files and get more information from the Internet. The owner of Disc Inc. has invested money in a local ISP called “Innervision” and I’ve arranged to go and chat to them about how they can help me set up as an ISP – I’m quite excited by the prospect.

				23 April 1996 Titusville Marina, Florida 

				Disney World today. We got up at half past six and had breakfast on the way. We entered the Magic Kingdom at ten in the morning – cost $40/adult and $30/child (crickey!). It was a very hot and tiring day, but pretty good. The Mickey Parade was crap with loud rap music and “break” dancing. 

				The highlight for me was “The Alien Encounter” ride – fantastic animations and special effects. You get locked into chairs and an alien materialises in chamber in the middle of the arena. Naturally it escapes and the lights go off. The seats have loudspeakers built in and you can hear the alien just behind you... I went in first with Brett and he was terrified. I enjoyed it so much that I went back in with Glenys. 

				It was a long day, arriving back at ten pm!

				24 April 1996 Titusville Marina, Florida 

				A day off tourism. I spent most of the day looking at my Internet stuff, preparing for my meeting tomorrow and trying to get the software working – still lots of problems, mostly because my computer is only a 386SX25 with 4MB RAM running Windows 3.1. 

				Glenys, Ceris and the boys went to the fair at the local park. I went along, but soon got bored and wanted to go back to my computer – boring old fart! As I sat down below I heard (and felt) a terrific roar – I shot upstairs – to see a rocket lifting off from Cape Canaveral – very exciting!

				25 April 1996 Titusville Marina, Florida 

				I went down to Merritt Island to visit “Innervision” who are an ISP. They are a small operation – 3 partners, 40 modems and a T1 connection to the internet. I spent about 3 hours finding out how they operate and how much it costs. It was all very exciting to be talking about setting up a business again. 

				We all went out to the Mexican restaurant for dinner and then went bowling which was really good fun! 

				26 April 1996 Titusville Marina, Florida

				Universal Studios today. We got up at seven o’clock and had breakfast on the way at “Pofolks” which prides itself on hearty home style cooking. “PoFolks has a reputation for fillin’ yore tank without emptyin’ yore wallet.” Ceris wasn’t impressed having to drink her Orange Juice out of a jam jar! 

				We had a great day at Universal Studios – less crowded, great theme rides – much better than Disney World.

				27 April 1996 Titusville Marina, Florida 

				We had a quiet day in. I spent some of the day fiddling with my business plan. Ceris, Glenys and the boys went for walks locally. I went down to Cocoa to collect the rigging toggle for the mizzen and picked up the sails.

				28 April 1996 Titusville Marina, Florida

				We went down to Cocoa Village because there was a Jazz Festival on. When we got there we found out that it was $10 per person to get in. We decided to go for a nice Sunday lunch instead and then went to Cocoa Beach for the afternoon.

				29 April 1996 Titusville Marina, Florida

				Sea World today. Up at seven o’clock again and off we went. Another hot, exhausting day, but really good fun. The killer whale shows are amazing with the whales pushing their trainers along underwater. It’s like the trainers are stood on the whale’s nose and being pushed at great speed to come bursting out of the water to a height of about 20ft. Incredible. We all had a wonderful day.

				30 April 1996 Titusville Marina, Florida

				Ceris left today. I spent the morning writing letters in a panic. I rang Touche Ross to find out that they haven’t done a thing about asking the Inland Revenue about our 95/96 non-resident status. I went raving mad and wrote them two snotty letters – one to their managing partner. Ceris took them back to post in the UK. Having done my admin, we went to Steamers Restaurant and had a farewell lunch. 

				We went to the airport to see Grandma off – Brett was a bit of a prima donna and got Grandma to take him and Craig to an amusement arcade – Glenys and I were a bit cross with him. It was good to see Ceris, she looked well, but pretty tired after our whirlwind tour of Florida – I bet she’ll be glad of a rest back in England!

				

May 1996

				1 May 1996 Titusville Marina, Florida 

				We got up early because we only had the car for one more day. We went to Wal-Mart’s and did a big shop. We bought a few bits of hardware, clothes etc, but most of the money went on provisions for our Atlantic crossing. Tins of everything imaginable. In the afternoon, I picked up three “fake books”, which are compendiums of sheet music for hundreds of tunes. These were an extravagant £80. 

				I then went to Cocoa and picked up the rigging toggle to replace the one I have pinched off the mizzen. I then went to Innervision Inc. to ask a few more questions about becoming an ISP. Their training fees seem very high, but I shall defer judgement until I see the cost in the UK.

				2 May 1996 Titusville Marina, Florida

				I took the car back in the morning (after going to the book shop to buy $100 worth of computer books on Networks, TCP/IP and ISDN). Glenys spent the day removing and resealing some of her beloved hatches. I did some more jobs on the boat and found out that our starter batteries were totally flat when I tried to start the engine. More expensive batteries, I suppose. In the evening, I started to work on our Business Plan and ended up working until midnight!

				3 May 1996 Titusville Marina, Florida

				More jobs on the boat. I replaced a cable to the port navigation light. I had been putting this off because I was worried about not being able to pull the wire through the hole in the pulpit and thought that I would end up having to remove the pulpit. In the event, all went smoothly. 

				Glenys started to remove the big front hatch to reseal it and found that one of the hinge bolts had corroded and wouldn’t come out. I ended up drilling the head off the bolt and driving it though the deck with a punch – very worrying! I couldn’t find any 4” x ¼” bolts locally, so ended up ordering them through the marina. It’s a Friday so we won’t get them until Monday – it’s a real nuisance not having a car! We decided to put the hatch back with 4 bolts instead of 6. I spent the evening working on our Business Plan until midnight - I’m so single-minded (obsessional?) sometimes. 

				4 May 1996 Titusville Marina, Florida

				Glenys had a morning “off” and went shopping. I finished cleaning and servicing the navigation lights. I found that the starter batteries had boiled dry! Our domestic batteries are maintenance free and I’ve forgotten to top up our starter batteries. I put about two pints of water into the batteries and will try to charge them up again. I put the genoa back on the forestay. The weather is very hot and muggy and we’re getting cross with each other. Brett in particular is getting more independent and stroppy.

				5 May 1996 Titusville Marina, Florida 

				Well knock me down with a feather, Brett went to church with Daniel and his friends. Anything to join in. Craig is feeling a bit left out because Brett keeps zooming off on his bike with his mates and leaving poor Craig behind. 

				Glenys started to rub the topside paint stripe down while I did some more jobs. It was baking hot and by three o’clock, I was helping Glenys with the stripe – back breaking work!

				6 May 1996 Titusville Marina, Florida 

				I tried to ring some companies in England but got nowhere – I eventually realised that it was May Day Bank Holiday. Glenys continued rubbing down the top stripe and finished at about half past five in the evening! I changed the engine oil. A pretty horrible, hard day’s work for both of us.

				7 May 1996 Titusville Marina, Florida 

				Glenys took the morning off and went shopping. In the afternoon, she put on the first coat of paint. I carried on trying to tick jobs off my never ending list. We stopped at five o’clock, had a shower and walked over to Steamers Restaurant for dinner – splashed out on a $15 bottle of wine – great!

				8 May 1996 Titusville Marina, Florida

				Glenys applied the second coat of paint. Brett took some washing to the launderette and came back telling us that he had been watching “Gator Bill” trying to catch the 5ft alligator that has started to live in the marina. Gator Bill has given Brett a real alligator tooth (he later gave Craig one too). 

				Gator Bill stopped by our boat and told us not to worry, but the alligator was probably headed our way. He was dressed in jeans, boots and lumber jack shirt with a beard, mirror shades and a 12” sheath knife at his side – my hero! Glenys decided not to dangle her feet in the water while she was painting and I decided not to dive down and scrub the hull!

				9 May 1996 Titusville Marina, Florida

				It looked like it might rain today, so we didn’t bother with the 3rd coat of paint. Glenys removed all the masking tape and the stripe looks really good. We decided to hire a car tomorrow, so we had a big tidy up to make sure that we haven’t forgotten anything. We cleared the decks and gave the boat a good clean.

				10 May 1996 Titusville Marina, Florida 

				Picked up a car first thing. I went to the mail place and picked up some faxes. The best one was from our accountant saying that the Inland Revenue has verbally confirmed that we were non- resident for 95/96. (Yahoo!). Hopefully, we will get written confirmation by the time we get to Bermuda and can then start making definite plans to return to the UK in August. 

				We drove down to Melbourne, Cocoa and returned to shop in Titusville, buying chandlery, hardware and food. We went to a Cuban/Mexican Restaurant for dinner which was great! 

				11 May 1996 Titusville Marina, Florida 

				Glenys went off to a Flea Market in the morning, while I finished off a few little jobs. In the afternoon, we tidied up again! I’m trying to decipher the weather. It looks like there is a cold front coming down which will disrupt the nice SW airflow that we’ve had for the last week. We went for a bottle of wine or four with Bill and Jerry on “Miss Sis III” (USA) – they are setting off for a long cruise tomorrow. I’m jealous because we’re just about to start the final leg of ours!

				12 May 1996 Titusville Marina, Florida 

				It was a miserable overcast day. The cold front has arrived. The forecast is for the front to stall and dissipate, with a high coming from the US coast. I’m not sure what the wind will do, but we are getting ready to leave the marina tomorrow. Brett went to church again with Daniel. The church sends a bus to pick people up from the local area. It sounds like the kids have a wild time fighting and throwing rice about – Brett loved it. I spent most of the day on admin working out our finances – we now only have the boat and £27K in cash and investments. (Easy come, easy go!)

				13 May 1996 Titusville Marina, Florida 

				I got up early, picked up a weather fax and listened to the weather forecast. The front is due to dissipate Tuesday or Wednesday and the high should move east. We have ENE winds today and the forecast is for East winds for the next few days until the high moves far enough east to give us a more southerly air flow. Hurry up and wait. 

				I spent all day designing our “Boat Net” web site and designing some web pages. Glenys did a bit of school work (gasp!) and then took the boys to the park. I ended up working on web pages until after midnight!

				14 May 1996 Titusville Marina, Florida 

				The forecast is still for East winds, so we are on standby again today. We hope to leave the Marina tomorrow and sail on Thursday, 16th. We did school work in the morning. 

				In the afternoon, I went up the mast and removed the wind instrument sensor – the wind vane for the direction indicator has finally fallen off. I tried to make a replacement out of Formica, but the sheets I’ve got on board have warped. It took me about an hour to hit on the idea of using a PADI underwater slate as the vane - necessity is the mother of all invention... 

				Glenys has started to read about the Internet. She’s finding it a bit “dry”. I spent the evening working on Boat Net web pages. In the late afternoon a strong 20-25 knot ENE wind built up – I don’t think we’ll be leaving tomorrow. We foolishly opened a 1½ litre bottle of wine, to drown our sorrows!

				15 May 1996 Titusville Marina, Florida 

				The wind dropped overnight and swung more southerly. The forecast is still for ENE winds until Friday, so we decided to stay yet another day. We did school work in the morning. Brett did some fishing with a small net and caught some little sea horses! They were only about ½” long and were cute little dudes. We were both feeling a little tender, so Glenys went to Burger King to buy us some stodge for lunch. In the afternoon, I played with Internet web pages while Glenys went for a walkabout.

				16 May 1996 Titusville Marina, Florida 

				I listened to the weather – not ideal with ESE 10-15 but much better. I walked to the Post Office and the supermarket, Glenys filled the water tanks, I put the wind instruments back up the mast and we filled up with diesel. We paid our $450 marina bill and went out to anchor – yahoo! I dived and cleaned the propellor and hull – an odious job with only 1ft visibility. We spent the rest of the day tidying up and stowing gear. We had a wonderful evening at anchor!

				17 May 1996 Titusville Marina to St Georges Harbour, Bermuda (Day 1) 

				There was a weird rumbling noise coming through the hull as we went to bed. It stopped at about eleven pm – I suspect they were dredging somewhere to the south of us. I listened to the weather and there’s a high pressure ridge stretching from just north of us to Bermuda. The winds are ESE, south of ridge and S/SW, north of the ridge. The ridge is forecast to move south, so we plan to head up to 30°N, using the Gulf Stream, until we pick up reasonable SW winds. 

				We had a final tidy up, stowing bikes and things in the front cabin. We finally managed to lift the anchor at eleven o’clock and motored down the ICW (yawn!), past Cape Canaveral where we could just make out the shape of the launch pad from where a shuttle will blast off on Sunday. It was supposed to have gone on the 15th but has been delayed – a pity to miss it. 

				I went to the toilet just after we entered the Canaveral Barge Canal. I had just settled down when I heard the engine revs drop followed by a sickening lurch as we went aground – my expletive was appropriate! We soon freed ourselves and carried on along the rather pretty canal. We saw a guy floating on a lilo near the shore and I commented that it looks like alligator country to me. 400 metres later we saw …… an alligator! 

				We had to go through a big lock to exit the Intracoastal Waterway. I made a total mess of docking at the side of the lock and then fell in while trying to adjust a front mooring line – mortifying! We managed to get to sea without further major mishap (and wasn’t I glad to be out at sea!) We had a steady E-ESE 15 wind all afternoon and evening. We picked up a north-going current but decided to hedge our bets and sailed NE instead of north – besides, it was a beam reach and very pleasant.

				18 May 1996 Titusville Marina to St Georges Harbour, Bermuda (Day 2) 

				Very dark night, but we managed to hold onto the wind until morning, when it dropped and veered to SW 5-10. We listened to the weather forecast, which said that the ridge was at 27°N and slowly moving south. We put up the twin poled out jibs and flopped along all day in 5-10 knot winds, but mercifully calm seas. We put the awning up and had a very restful day. 

				Glenys lost a bucket overboard while playing at sea water showers with the boys. We motored back for it, but missed on our first attempt and it was sinking when we tried again. Glenys forbade me to dive in after it! 

				I spent the afternoon starting a file of companies involved in sailing, so that we can create web pages for them when we get back to the UK. 

				At about six o’clock, the wind backed to S10-15, so we dropped the twin running sails and went off on a reach at a blistering 4 knots! Our domestic batteries must be ruined because they were down to 23.7V this morning even though we ran the engine for 7.9 hours yesterday. We decided to start turning the fridge off at night and only keep the log and wind instruments on. I’ll only switch the GPS on when I want a fix.

				19 May 1996 Titusville Marina to St Georges Harbour, Bermuda (Day 3) 

				We had a very pleasant and fast reach all night – it was a very dark night with only about 3 ships. Near dawn we were buzzed by an aircraft – we assume US Coastguard – nice to know they are there! The wind stayed S but dropped to 10 knots during the morning. I went to bed at half past nine until just after midday. I find that the 11-2 and 5-8 watches are harder than the 8-11, 2-5 watches. I think it’s something to do with being woken up, in the dark, twice. Either that or I’m a lazy bugger! 

				After lunch, Glenys cut my hair and then we had a communal sea water shower on the front deck. We put the fishing line out, but had no success. I continued building up my file of sailing industry companies (yawn!) At dusk the wind was starting to drop and we had S 5-10 most of the night. We spotted another yacht so I tried to call it on CH16 but no luck. We had a much better run today, covering 119 miles. We’ve decided to keep south of 30°N for a few days, in case the wind comes from the east. We’ll have a better tack if we’re well south of Bermuda.

				20 May 1996 Titusville Marina to St Georges Harbour, Bermuda (Day 4)

				The wind steadied to S10 at about three o’clock in the morning and we slipped along at 4 knots. The other sailing yacht appeared on our starboard and behind us this morning. They were in front and on our starboard at dusk last night. We obviously overtook them, but didn’t see any lights – I reckon that they didn’t have any on – very dodgy! The trip so far has been very pleasant and we’ve skipped into a good routine – I’m enjoying it. 

				The forecast is that the high pressure ridge will be stationary at 25°N until Friday 24th so we have started to steer 080° directly at Bermuda, rather than staying below 30°N. I changed the fishing lure and was rewarded by hooking a HUGE Dorado. It fought well, leaping out of the water, displaying its vibrant blue and yellow body. I slowly pulled it towards the back of the boat and with a final defiant leap, it got away - bugger!

				We had another very pleasant day bobbing along in 5-10 knot winds. By five o’clock, the wind was blowing a steady S10-15 and off we went. The sky has a total cover of high stratus with 4/8 low cumulus – I wonder what it means?

				21 May 1996 Titusville Marina to St Georges Harbour, Bermuda (Day 5) 

				I was woken up at four o’clock in the morning by the sails slatting and the genoa cars banging. The wind had dropped to about 5 knots, but we were left with a southerly swell. I got up at five o’clock at the start of my watch and decided to run the engine for a few hours hoping that the swell would die down – it was only 3-5ft but making us roll unmercifully! By eight o’clock, the wind had picked up enough to start sailing again – just! 

				The weather forecast says that a low is coming from the Gulf of Mexico and will pass to the NW of us. We may get S to SW 20-25 knot winds tonight and tomorrow. We spent the day heading east with a pleasant 15 knot wind. The sky remained overcast and the sun only peeked out a couple of times. At dinner time, we had a SSE15 wind with some darker looking clouds to our NW. The pressure has stayed constant all day, so we’re hoping that we won’t be clobbered too hard! 

				We have slipped into a nice routine now:

				0800 Glenys and boys get up

				0900 Weather check and breakfast

				0930 Neville to bed

				1200 Neville gets up

				1300 Lunch

				1400 Glenys to bed

				1600 Glenys gets up and we have a cup of tea and cake

				1830 Dinner

				2000 Neville to bed

				2300 Glenys to bed

				0200 Neville to bed

				0500 Glenys to bed 

				We had a pleasant, fast but windward sail until midnight.

				22 May 1996 Titusville Marina to St Georges Harbour, Bermuda (Day 6) 

				We had steady 15-20 knot winds all night and managed to keep up a good six knot average. The morning went as usual, weather forecast for S to SW 20 winds. I had my morning sleep and then Glenys made lunch. An hour later, we had a 25 knot squall which drenched us with rain - we just ran downwind. 

				The afternoon continued to be bouncy with the odd squall. After dinner, just as I was going to bed, we had another squall with 30 knot gusts, so I stayed up to give Glenys moral support and to change the sail plan to reefed mizzen and a small amount of jib. It was as black as the ace of spades, so we decided to change to two hour watches. I went to bed at half past eight and it was miserable. 

				At ten o’clock, I was awoken by roaring wind and Glenys screaming for me. I scooted upstairs and released the jib sheet, so that we could bear away in the 40 knot winds. I went back below to put on my oilskins and then dropped the mizzen. I then took the wheel to relieve Glenys and we ran downwind for 15 minutes in gale-force winds and 5 metre seas. (I assume that the seas were 5 metres – I don’t know because I couldn’t see!) 

				I decided that it was too dangerous to keep running. We were tired, out of control, surfing down waves and, if we made a slight mistake, we would broach. In a slight lull, we tacked to starboard and backed the jib. We then gybed it and using the engine, we tacked again and left the jib backed on the starboard side. I then put up the reefed mizzen and we sat there, hove-to, listening to this howling wind and hanging on as the boat was thrown about by the big, breaking waves. Glenys went to bed at half past ten and I stayed on watch.

				23 May 1996 Titusville Marina to St Georges Harbour, Bermuda (Day 7) 

				By midnight, I was cold and miserable. Glencora seemed to be looking after herself, even when the wind was gusting over 45 knots. I decided that we could safely close the hatches and go to bed without anyone on watch. I checked our position – 300 miles from land. I checked the radar – nothing within 24 miles, so we went to bed. 

				In all of our cruising, we have never been in a position where conditions were so bad that we couldn’t sail. It was very scary, lying in bed, listening to the screaming wind, driving rain and creaking ropes. I hadn’t quite set the sails correctly, so we were lying about 50 degrees off the wind. The large waves were picking us up and sometimes Glencora would slide sideways down a wave. The wave would then break over the side of the boat, tipping us over about 60 degrees and making a huge crashing sound, rattling the rigging. Glencora then shuddered, picked herself up and set off again.

				The noise of the jib sheet against the starboard shroud was particularly bad – as the wind increased or decreased the sheet seemed to jump, instead of sliding smoothly, and made this awful metallic clunk just like something was slowly tearing apart. It was particularly worrying because the starboard shrouds are the ones that I fibre-glassed last June in St Lucia – had my repair held? I’m going to have to check it when we get to Bermuda. 

				We got up every two hours to check on the wind direction and the sails. A night of hell, dozing and worrying. At half past seven, the wind had dropped to SSW20, so we started sailing again in the horrible big seas. It was very unpleasant, but at least we were sailing again. The waves kept causing us to yaw, so we had to have one of us constantly watching the wheel – very tiring. 

				At half past two, I tried to avoid an evil looking black line of clouds, but failed! As the rain line approached, I reduced sail so that we only had a scrap of sail up and prepared for the worst ….. The wind dropped to 15 knots, the rain poured down, then ….. the wind veered to NW15 and it stopped raining – it was very pleasant. I gybed the jib and we plodded along. By four o’clock in the afternoon, I had put up the main and we stayed like that until dark.

				24 May 1996 Titusville Marina to St Georges Harbour, Bermuda (Day 8) 

				During the night the wind came more northerly and picked up a bit. By daybreak, we were hard on the wind, but at least the sun was shining. The seas were about 3 metres so we couldn’t do much except complain about life at an angle. In the late afternoon, we had an overcast sky but it cleared at dusk and the wind dropped a bit. We’d spent the day keeping to the north of our Rhumb line (in case the wind came more easterly), so we had the great pleasure of easing off the sheets for the night watch. 

				During the afternoon, Glenys tried to call a nearby ship for a chat. They didn’t answer, but Bermuda Harbour Radio heard her and took some details from us about our boat and who was on board – nice to know that someone cares about us even though they are 100 miles away!

				25 May 1996 Titusville Marina to St Georges Harbour, Bermuda (Day 8)

				We had a very pleasant night drifting along and made a perfect landfall at dawn. The sight of the sun rising just at the side of the island was beautiful. We sailed to the south east side of the island and then motored the last 20 miles into St George’s Harbour. It’s a pretty harbour with a narrow, cliff-sided channel into it. We went alongside a dock to clear in. The Customs guy was really friendly - even after he found out that we were on the Cruise Ship Dock instead of the Customs dock! It cost us $60 US to clear in! 

				We anchored amongst the fray. “Honey Jar” and “Kelly’s Eye” are here, they are both on their way to Maine, lucky sods! We went out for a meal - £8 for fish and chips. It cost us $60US for lunch. They’ve got English beer, served in pint glasses – luxury. We had a quick stroll around, went to a supermarket and back to the boat to collapse.

				26 May 1996 St Georges Harbour, Bermuda 

				We got up late and had bacon and egg for breakfast - it’s now a tradition... I spent the morning tidying up the chart table and making a “To Do” list. Glenys took the boys for a stroll around town. We went to St Georges Dinghy & Sailing Club during the afternoon to see the fun and games at their Open Day where we met Lister, Sheena, Tom (8) and Rebecca (4) on “Truant” (UK). Brett came second in the children’s rowing race. Tom and Rebecca came over late afternoon, and then we settled down for a quiet evening with a couple of pints of Boddingtons bitter...

				27 May 1996 St Georges Harbour, Bermuda

				Glenys did school work in the morning, while I went on a walkabout to find things. I bought a phone card to try to ring our accountants and found out that it’s a Bank Holiday Monday! I walked to the propane gas filling station and found out that there is no butane on the island therefore I can’t get my camping gas containers filled. 

				In the afternoon, Glenys went to the inevitable laundrette while I settled down to do some jobs. I checked the starboard chain plates and thankfully they are as solid as a rock. 

				Brett went to the toilet and came out saying that it wouldn’t flush. I managed to clear the pump (by a bit of strategic poking of the blockage), but the toilet then wouldn’t flush. I changed the pump – still wouldn’t work. I twisted the sea cocks and dived under the boat and poked a screw driver up the hull fittings – still wouldn’t work. I tried pumping lots of sea water through by pouring a bucket load into the toilet – the water pumped out OK, so the problem must be on the water intake. I removed the intake pipe and blew through it (Yuk!) – it was clear. 

				What was the problem? I decided to change the sea and lid seals – the ones that I bought in Falmouth 4 years ago were too small. I then noticed excessive hissing when I tried to flush the toilet and upon further investigation, I noticed a hairline crack in the lid – it was stopping a vacuum being formed – a bit of Araldite and Duct tape and voila! A working toilet – phew! 

				We went to “Truant” for a beer and met “Muirsgian” (UK).

				28 May 1996 St Georges Harbour, Bermuda 

				Glenys did school work - we’re nearly at Lesson 80 which will be halfway! I went into town and rang our accountants. They’ve got the letter from the Inland Revenue stating that we were non-resident for the 95/96 tax year and they faxed me a copy. 

				I then spent the rest of the day on admin and sending faxes. I sent one to the accountants to get them to confirm that there is nothing else we need to do prior to our return to the UK. I sent another to our house rental agents telling them to make sure that the rent is up to date and instructing them to make the house available to us from the 1st August 1996. It’s official now - we’re going home! 

				I rang my Mum and Dad and found out that they will fly out to see us in the Azores during the first two weeks of July. We went out in the evening to the Town’s Heritage Day Celebrations – it was like a village fete with choir singing and stalls. We treated ourselves to a pint of bitter at the pub – only £3/pint!

				29 May 1996 St Georges Harbour, Bermuda

				Glenys did school work in the morning. I received a reply from Keith at the housing agents – the tenants haven’t paid rent for April and May, but at least we are holding a £450 deposit and 2 months advance rent, so we’re effectively covered to the end of June. Keith says that legally we have to give 2 months notice, so he’s rushed out a Notice to Quit which his secretary will hand deliver – just made it! 

				I did a few jobs and then spent the afternoon working on our Business Plan. “Truant” came for a beer and they gave us some good marketing tips (they used to run a marketing agency).

				30 May 1996 St Georges Harbour, Bermuda 

				Strong SW wind today. I checked the weather forecast and it looks like a cold front is approaching and will stall to the east of us. We’ll have to wait until the front goes away, so we probably won’t leave until 4th or 5th June – nice 40th birthday! 

				We took a bus into Hamilton. Bermuda is very pretty with colourful houses. The roofs are all tiered concrete (like Lego roofs) and are painted with a limestone-based whitewash. All the roofs are used to collect rain water. There is not much countryside – every available space seems to have a building or house on it. Hamilton is full of tourist shops and is incredibly expensive. There is a Marks & Spencer here but a pack of 3 men’s underpants was $25. I didn’t buy any! We found a small greasy spoon café, but it still cost us $25 for sandwiches, burgers and drinks. 

				We walked up to the fort which was very pretty with lots of gardens; a path around the bottom of the moat and tunnels to run through. We went to a supermarket, which wasn’t much cheaper than in St Georges. We went back on the bus and collapsed – it’s amazing how tiring it can be walking about. 

				We got back to find that a boat called “Lady Helen of Scarborough” had anchored very close to us. They refused to move after we politely asked them to, so we decided to move. The boat looks a lot like “Boo”. We know Neil has sold “Boo”, so I wonder if this is it with a different name and delivery crew?

				31 May 1996 St Georges Harbour, Bermuda 

				Miserable rainy day. We did school work in the morning. We then hung around on the boat doing our own thing. I worked on the Internet and our Company Plan.

				

June 1995

				1 June 1996 St Georges Harbour, Bermuda 

				Another really miserable day. We did school work in the morning – Test Lesson 80 – halfway at last! It threw it down all day. The boys went over to “Truant” to watch a video while Glenys and I got on with the Internet Business Plan.

				2 June 1996 St Georges Harbour, Bermuda 

				Raining in the morning, so we went to the Aquarium and Zoo. It cost us $18, but was well worthwhile. They had a very good Aquarium – alas no frog fish! They had a good Museum and an Invertebrate House which was very good too. We then went to the Crystal Caves which cost $15 for a 7½ minute tour – very pretty but what a rip off! I was annoyed and sulked for 10 minutes. 

				We arrived back at the boat at about five o’clock, but no beer. I popped over to “Truant” and scrounged some ice for our gin and tonics. At about half past seven, an Italian single hander arrived and had a bit of trouble anchoring, so I went over to give him a hand – I could have stepped onto his boat, he was so close!

				3 June 1996 St Georges Harbour, Bermuda

				Raining again, but the low is starting to move NW and a high is creeping in from the east. In a couple of days we should have 10-15 SE winds, so we’ll go then. Glenys went to the launderette and I tidied up and attempted to get some neoprene seal for our saloon hatches which continue to leak – no chance! I ended up putting more silicone sealant on the hatches. Glenys took the boys to the playground while I got on with cleaning the toilet pump and other small jobs that I’ve been putting off. “Kalida” arrived this afternoon – they’ve had four yucky days of 25+ knot winds.

				4 June 1996 St Georges Harbour, Bermuda 

				SE15 wind this morning and the Azores high looks like it is settling in for the summer – unfortunately it’s stopping halfway between here and the Azores. We plan to leave tomorrow and head a little bit more north than the Rhumb line. 

				I ran around getting our propane tank filled and sorting out a group of boats to go and get diesel tomorrow. The price of diesel is very high - $3.45/US gallon, but if we get 200 galls as a group, then we can get it duty free at $2.05/US gallon. It’s worth messing about – we should save over $50. 

				I spent the afternoon doing a few jobs ready to leave tomorrow. It’s just sunk in that we are going to be spending 20 days at sea. I have a knot of apprehension in my stomach, but I’ll be glad to get started (and get it over with!) Glenys did her final shop this afternoon. When she arrived back, she cooked 3 meals for the next few days. All looks good – I’m pretty sure we’ll go.

				5 June 1996 St Georges Harbour to Horta, Azores (Day 1)

				It’s my 40th birthday, but no time for that! I cleared out at eight o’clock. The forecast is high, high, high at 35°N 50°W. If anything it seems to be getting stronger. I suppose we go north east and then go up to 40°N to get around it – who can tell? 

				We went to the fuel dock and filled up with diesel and water. As soon as we had permission from Bermuda Harbour Radio, we motored straight out to sea. It was a bit of a bouncy ride with a rather large swell for the amount of wind. Craig slept most of the afternoon (he suffers from sea sickness the most). I had a headache and became very lethargic – not a happy bear. Glenys just got on with it and Brett displayed his normal cast iron stomach!

				6 June 1996 St Georges Harbour to Horta, Azores (Day 2) 

				Pleasant night with SE 10-20 winds. It was pretty cold sitting in the cockpit – we wore full oilskins and wellies and I still needed to put my hood up to keep warm. I listened to the reports from a flotilla, (Americans of course). They are about a day ahead of us at 35°N 60°W and have S5-10 knots of wind. That is exactly where we have set out first waypoint. I’m going to change our first waypoint to 38°N 60°W to try to keep this good wind that we’ve got. 

				We had good fortune until four pm, when the wind dropped to S10-12. I put up the two poles, goose winged the genoa, but left the main and mizzen up. We had a pleasant day, easily slipping back into a routine. I listened to the weather forecast at half past seven, which said that the top of the high will be at 37°N 48°W on the 8th with a low moving to the north of us on the 9th. Herb says to “shoot for” 37°N 47°W, so we’ll change course back to 070°M. The log stopped working just before I went to bed. I pulled it out to clean it and there was something wrapped around the impellor that looked suspiciously like Portuguese Man-of-War jellyfish tentacles. Unfortunately, I only thought about it after I had pulled them off with my fingers. In a state of mild panic, I doused my fingers with vinegar and went to bed.

				7 June 1996 St Georges Harbour to Horta, Azores (Day 3) 

				Another pleasant, if boring night. The flotilla ahead of us is getting less wind than us. The closest, “Maria” is about 117M, 075°T ahead of us and seems to have a lot less wind – we will continue heading 060°M to try to keep our wind. The log packed up again last night – probably picked up another jelly fish! There is a Man-of-War jelly fish going by every 30 seconds – there must be millions of them out here. 

				I feel like we’ve been at sea for weeks, but this is only Day 3. Only 17 days to go – that’s 34 night watches (groan!) the worst thing about night watches is being woken up! Our midday fix gave us a 148 mile run for 24 hours which means we’ve done 267 miles in 2 days – not bad. Let’s hope we can keep this pace (touch wood!) We had a pleasant day with S12 knot winds. Glenys baked some fairy cakes and made some Cornish pasties. 

				At five o’clock, the sky had complete cover of mid-level stratus with lower level cloud on the western horizon. I took the poles down because there is a chance that the wind might be in front of a beam reach. The line of cloud arrived at about six o’clock and the wind veered 45° and picked up to 20 knots. I decided to head more east while we’ve got such good winds. The wind dropped a little bit but stayed steady until midnight. The log clogged up again but cleared itself after a few hours. Two of our spare water containers lashed on deck have developed holes and are now empty. We’ve only got 10 gallons of spare water now – I hope we don’t run out!

				8 June 1996 St Georges Harbour to Horta, Azores (Day 4) 

				Another pleasant night, we made pretty good time. The wind veered another 10 degrees and it was hard to maintain 100°M without the genoa losing wind. I was therefore dancing the light fantastic at six am, putting a pole up to starboard and goose winging the jib. All this time, Glenys was trying to sleep – I wasn’t popular! 

				I’ve started to read a book about the TCP/IP network protocol which drives the Internet – guaranteed to make me drowsy on the night shifts! We had another pleasant day, sleeping, eating and reading. Glenys gave the boys a bag of toys and books each for being so good. 

				I tried to listen to Herb at five pm (2000 UTC) on 12359 kHz. I sat there for 90 minutes with the headphones on listening to hisses and crackles and voices fading in and out. Meanwhile Glenys and the boys were trying to keep quiet. They all got mad at me! I think that a front will be passing to the north of us on the 10th, but shouldn’t affect us as long as we stay well south of 38°N. We decided to continue along the 36th parallel. We will start heading north again on the 11th.

				9 June 1996 St Georges Harbour to Horta, Azores (Day 5)

				We had a slow rock and roll night because we were running practically downwind. The slatting of the sails makes a terrific noise every couple of minutes. We’ve been doing about 4 knots most of the night. I listened to the flotilla radio net and the nearest boat “Maria” is now 84 miles in front of us so we are slowly catching them up. Another day at sea, ho hum! 

				I slept until midday, we had lunch, we gybed onto port tack. Glenys had a 2 hour nap; we had dinner (salmon lasagne) and started night watches. The highlight of the day was the gybe. It took about 15 minutes – rig up the port pole, take down the awning, remove hydrovane, remove main and mizzen preventers, gybe, reconnect preventers, put back hydrovane, gybe the genoa, reconstruct awning with windsurf mast as a support – phew! 

				The forecast is for a front to pass tomorrow morning, giving us NNE10-15 tomorrow and the next day. On the 12th we should be getting S-SW 20-25. We had a pleasant sail up to midnight. On my first watch we had a group of dolphins playing around the boat – I could not really see them, but I could see the occasional streak of phosphorescence and hear them blowing!

				10 June 1996 St Georges Harbour to Horta, Azores (Day 6)

				The wind became very blustery with 20-25 knot gusts and the hydrovane was struggling a bit. At about one o’clock in the morning, the boat veered off downwind and the main gybed. Scared me to death in the pitch black night! Fortunately, the preventer stopped a complete, out of control gybe and I was able to sail back onto the correct course. I decided to drop the mizzen, which improved matters, but we had a wild night with rain showers. 

				The skies were very overcast at dawn and we had intermittent rain until about ten o’clock when it cleared up nicely. The boats ahead of us at 37°N have run out of wind, perhaps we’ll take the wind with us! Around midday, we had another rain shower and then, within the space of 5 minutes the wind veered from NW15 to NE15. We went from a broad reach to beating – amazing! 

				We had a very good afternoon sailing 100°M into a 10 knot wind with calm seas. Only one thing of note happened – the bottom hinge of the toilet door broke. I tried to repair it but couldn’t get two of the screws out. I’ll have to drill the heads off and the drill has lost its charge. I repaired it with the ubiquitous duct tape ….. I never thought that I would be hanging a door in the middle of the North Atlantic. By dark, the wind had dropped to 5 knots and so we ended up sailing slowly all over the place.

				11 June 1996 St Georges Harbour to Horta, Azores (Day 7)

				By midnight the wind had dropped to practically nil. I spent forty five noisy, frustrating minutes trying to sail, but eventually the slatting of the main sail forced me to give up. I put two reefs in the main and sheeted it in tight. I rolled away the genoa and we just rolled as we sat there. From midnight to half past seven, we had drifted 6 miles to the east! 

				At the morning check in, the lead boat “Voyager” had NNW8 winds (he’s at 48° 26W, which is 240 miles ahead of us). There was a bit of confusion on the Net this morning because they changed their ship’s time forwards one hour. Some called at 0930 UTC and some at 1030 UTC. Gods knows what time they’ll call tonight! The weather faxes show very light winds for the next two days – groan! 

				We flopped about until half past nine when we decided to motor for a few hours. We stopped the engine at lunch time and found that we had SW10 and could sail. We had a very pleasant broad reach in calm seas all afternoon. The highlight of the day was when I saw a bright orange object in the water. As we sailed towards it I saw that it was a large mooring buoy. I steered us at it and as we went by I managed to hook it with the boat hook. We now have a bright orange 2’6” diameter mooring buoy – it’s in very good condition and the boys are thrilled with their new toy! Glenys is feeling a bit down “because it’s taking us ages to get there”. I suppose today’s 45 mile run is a bit depressing!

				12 June 1996 St Georges Harbour to Horta, Azores (Day 8) 

				The wind slowly picked up and, just before midnight, I decided to drop the mizzen because it was causing us to slew about. What a difference it makes. We lost about ½ knot of boat speed but at least it didn’t feel like we were balancing on a ball! We had a bit of a bouncy night, but at least we covered a lot of ground! The wind veered about 15° during the night so when I came on watch at dawn we were practically going straight downwind to hold our desired course. I should have poled out two jibs, but I let Glenys go to bed and consequently spent the next 3 hours worrying that we were going to gybe. 

				When Glenys (finally) got up, I rigged up the poles and put up two wing-on-wing jibs and off we went! As usual I slept the rest of the morning. Our 24 hour run over the ground was 15 miles less than logged – I think that we must have a counter current. We’ve started to head more north now – I’d like to get up to 38°N pretty soon. The eastern side of the split high is starting to re-establish itself and we want to try to get above it. As the afternoon went on, the wind veered to west and we had 100% cover of very grey cloud. 

				I spent the afternoon working on our Business Plan, as I have for the past few days. I saw another two orange buoys but these had some kind of device attached with a radar reflector so I kept away – some sort of experiment? We had a bouncy downwind run in the pitch black night. I’ve lost contact with the Net – they’ve either changed times or frequencies (or both!) I feel a bit lonely now! And I’ll have to rely on myself for our route planning – God help us!

				13 June 1996 St Georges Harbour to Horta, Azores (Day 9) 

				By midnight, the wind had dropped to 10 knots, but we still had large seas so we were being thrown around a lot. An hour later, the skies cleared and the wind veered 90° to come out of the north. I put on the deck lights and went to do the foredeck tango. I dropped the port jib and put up the main and mizzen and off we went on a reach. At dawn, the wind had veered a bit more so I dropped the starboard pole, so that we could sheet in the genoa. 

				We had a very pleasant morning beating into a 15 knot wind with blue skies. The 48 hour weather fax shows a low at 45°N 30°W and a high at 38°N 42°W. Our next way point is at 39°N 40°W which will take us right across the centre of the high. It looks like a weak high, so we might still get some wind. The NNE wind, pleasant seas and blue skies stayed with us all day and up to midnight. 

				I spent the day working out that “Howarth Systems Ltd” should be viable – I can’t wait to plug all my figures into a spreadsheet! I’m hoping that we’ll have a good Business Plan finished when we get back to the UK, so that we can hit the ground running and launch Boat Net in mid November – I’m all excited!

				14 June 1996 St Georges Harbour to Horta, Azores (Day 10)

				The wind gradually decreased overnight until it died completely at four o’clock. I put the engine on at dawn and we motored until noon when we dropped the main, put up the awning and just sat there rolling! We only did 77 miles in 24 hours! The high is moving NE over the top of us and I hope that we get wind tomorrow. 

				We had a very close look at a Portuguese man-o-war jelly fish that drifted close to us. There was a 6” fish that seemed to have some kind of symbiotic relationship with the jelly fish as it kept swimming within the tentacles without being stung – interesting. Glenys magically presented the boys with two new games for Game boy and Game Gear. We are finally at the halfway point – only another 9-10 days to go! 

				The time is starting to drag now, especially because I want to get started with Boat Net. I spent the afternoon gamely working on the computer trying to sort out the spreadsheet for our company plan. It’s not easy to be creative when the boat is rolling ± 20°. This must be the first Business Plan to be written mid Atlantic! It looks like we can finance the business with £5K equity, £30K bank loan and £24K loan from us (by not paying ourselves for 6 months.) 

				We started to get a faint breeze at dusk which slowly built up to a SW10 and had us “roaring” along at 2-3 knots up to midnight – at least we’re moving!

				15 June 1996 St Georges Harbour to Horta, Azores (Day 11)

				We had a light SW wind for most of the night which gradually picked up to 15 knots, so that we were going straight downwind at a nice 5 knots. There is no moon at all now and, with our overcast skies, it’s pitch black and very cold on the night watches – Glenys has taken to wearing long johns. The high looks like it is being kept below 40°N and a low is moving towards us from the north west. We are aiming for 39°N to take advantage of the expected westerly airflow. The computer is certainly earning its keep by supplying us with weather faxes each morning. 

				We had another very pleasant day, running downwind with 2 metre seas. The highlight of the day was watching Glenys hang out the knickers and underpants that she had washed. Life is becoming very boring now! On my daily “chafe” check, I found that one of the diesel containers had developed a leak, so I poured 22 litres of diesel into the main diesel tank. The wind picked up slightly after dark and we roared along until midnight.

				16 June 1996 St Georges Harbour to Horta, Azores (Day 12)

				We had a very fast, bouncy night. At dawn, I changed the sail plan and put the main up. The weather fax shows the high still staying below 40°N. I suspect that we have entered the Gulf Stream because we’re starting to see sargassum weed and I caught a fish!! After 11 days of trailing a line, I finally caught a tuna and what a whopper. It weights over 20lb. I filleted it and we’ll probably be eating it for 3 or 4 days. 

				At midday, I changed the sail plan back to twin jibs and put the awning up. After a miserable night, we’ve now got blue skies. We had a good run of 133 miles over the 24 hours – only 710 miles to go now! Another good day travelling at about 5-6 knots downwind. The boys have adapted to life at sea better than us and have been wonderful at keeping themselves amused. 

				Three days ago they asked me if I had any neck ties. I gave them two and showed them how to tie the knot. Since then they’ve been wearing shirts and ties and playing at being bosses and workers! The following wind stayed with us up to midnight. We’ve been using the new Garmin hand held GPS because the Magellan takes so long to do a sky search. I switched the Magellan on this afternoon to check it and it won’t power up at all now – thank goodness we bought the Garmin!

				17 June 1996 St Georges Harbour to Horta, Azores (Day 13)

				Another dark, dark night in a dark, dark place on a dark, dark yacht. We made good time going straight downwind. I didn’t manage to pick up any weather faxes this morning – there was no signal at all – did they have a technical problem this morning or are we now out of range? I hope that it was a technical problem. 

				I had a day off the Business Plan yesterday, so I was back on it at five o’clock this morning! It’s funny how Business Plans grow more complicated and ambitious as time goes on. I started off with “lets buy a couple of computers and work at home on the Worldwide Web” to becoming an Internet Service Provider in December, in a new office, with a high tech network and £60,000 investment! I’ve gone raving mad – this is our money we’re talking about! I suppose that, once I’ve done the big plan, I can always pare it down a bit! The other funny thing about Business Plans is the hockey stick shaped profit figures with losses for the first year then miraculous recovery and big profits in the third year! 

				I slept in the morning and woke to find Glenys making tuna and vegetable empanadillas and very nice they are too! The skies were overcast for most of the afternoon then the wind slowly backed and dropped. By five o’clock, it was drizzling with low, grey cloud. It stayed that way all night until midnight.

				18 June 1996 St Georges Harbour to Horta, Azores (Day 14)

				Pretty miserable night - pitch black, with intermittent drizzle. The wind finally died just after midnight and we motored until half past five when a breeze picked up from the north. The weather fax shows a high to the SE of us and a 1008 MB low to the west, so I don’t know where this north wind is coming from! 

				I tried to stay in bed this morning. I wanted to keep motoring with the autopilot on and crawl into a sleeping bag, but Glenys wasn’t happy about that. Eventually, I conceded that there was enough wind to sail and climbed into my oilskins and onto the deck to drop the starboard pole and put up the mizzen. I was a grumpy bear! To make matters worse, about 30 minutes later it started to rain. I struggled on for an hour and then the wind died and I had to put the engine on again for another hour. 

				I went to bed and Glenys woke me up after an hour to help change the sails around. The wind had veered from north to south west and we were now sailing back towards Bermuda! I was very, very grumpy! The rest of the day was miserable with grey low cast skies and intermittent drizzle and rain. We had good wind though and made good progress. The wind is very, very cold so it’s scarves, hats and gloves tonight as well as an extra jacket – oh miser! Perhaps we should have stayed in Guatemala for another year!

				19 June 1996 St Georges Harbour to Horta, Azores (Day 15)

				Bloody horrible night. Pitch black, big seas, 25 knot winds and intermittent rain. We managed to get a 48 hour forecast fax that shows the low moving very close to our position. We were worried all night that we might get stronger winds, so we kept a close eye on the barometer. By two o’clock in the morning, the pressure had dropped by 1 millibar – worry, worry. By dawn, we had about SW8 and I had to put the engine on!

				The weather faxes in the morning showed the low passing to the NW of us, but weaker than we imagined last night. We motored until midday, when the wind was enough to sail. I slept like a log in the morning and didn’t get up until two o’clock – I needed that! The afternoon was more pleasant with thin stratus and hazy sunshine. At midday, we had only 270 miles to go – we might be there in two days time. As night fell the wind picked up from the south, and we look forward to another black night.

				20 June 1996 St Georges Harbour to Horta, Azores (Day 16) 

				The wind continued all night blowing 20-25 knots. We wanted to drop down from 39°N to 38° 30’N but we couldn’t manage that without having the wind before the beam. By morning we were cold, tired and rattled and the wind still blew from the SSW. We were still at 39°N so I decided that we would head SE to get down to 38° 30’N. It was a bash, but we were looking forward to easing the sheets and having a beam reach during the night. As it turned out the wind veered and dropped and by nine pm we were motoring. We should have sailed more directly at Faial – we would have had a more pleasant sail and been closer to our destination – C’est la Vie!

				21 June 1996 St Georges Harbour to Horta, Azores (Day 17) 

				We motored all the way to Horta. Blue skies, calm seas, light winds – perfect landfall. As we approached the island, we busied ourselves tidying up and, by the time we moored alongside the fuel dock, we were pretty presentable. We were fairly pleased with our 16 day passage although we only averaged 4.8 knots. It was fairly effortless to clear in and, by four o’clock, we were rafted up on the outside of a raft of four. We went out for a stroll and dinner and got a bit drunk!

				22 June 1996 Horta, Azores

				We got up late and decided to have a quiet day. I spent most of the day trying to sort out the Business Plan and all the information that I’ve compiled during our crossing. The boat on the inside of our raft said that he was going to leave at midday. We hung about waiting for him. He was going, then he wasn’t, then he was. He eventually went at about six o’clock! We all untied and hovered around and then we went in first against the wall because we’re going to be here the longest. 

				I had an exciting moment when the throttle lever broke off as we re-entered the marina. Fortunately, it broke off in tick over. I panicked a bit and started to rush below to get the mole grips and then decided not to! I managed to manoeuvre us into the slot with a bit of assistance from some blokes on shore – phew!

				23 June 1996 Horta, Azores

				All the shops are shut, so its another quiet day. Business Plan and clarinet for me. Brett and Craig are having a wonderful time with their gang of friends, Jonathan (11) from “Crystal Star” (UK), and two German boys Marios (9) and Mickey (7). They’ve gone feral again. We demolished 2 litres of fantastic Portuguese wine and then went for a stroll and ended up having a few beers with “Timani” (UK).

				24 June 1996 Horta, Azores 

				Mega hangover. We found out that it’s a Bank Holiday, but it was a nice sunny day so we did some jobs. Glenys got the laundry done. We went out for dinner.

				25 June 1996 Horta, Azores 

				My mum and dad arrive tomorrow, so we spent the day rearranging the boat contents. Rupert and Judy arrived on “Khaya”, so we had a few beers with them. Got drunk and ended up having the old “fall-back” meal of Huevos Rancheros for dinner.

				26 June 1996 Horta, Azores 

				Mum and Dad arrived – we caught a bus and went to meet them. It’s the first time we’ve been outside of Horta. It’s a lovely island, very green and lush. We spent the afternoon sitting on the boat catching up on the gossip. We decided to call today my 40th birthday – it only took about 15 minutes. No cake, the presents that I got from Glenys weren’t even wrapped! We went out for a meal which was very pleasant.

				27 June 1996 Horta, Azores

				Nice day. I gave my dad the job of cleaning up and painting our gas bottles. I did a few jobs around the boat while Mum and Glenys went shopping. We washed our stinking oilskins. After lunch, I went snorkelling outside the marina wall. No big fish worth spearing and it was cold even with a wetsuit on. We had a couple of strolls and then Glenys conjured up a nice chicken balti with fresh cilantro.

				28 June 1996 Horta, Azores

				Beautiful day. We did a few jobs in the morning, got two camping gas bottles filled which is enough to get back to the UK. I’m pretty relieved to get those two filled. In the afternoon, we all went to the beach. Glenys and I walked up to the church on the hill and were rewarded with a beautiful view. 

				In the evening, we were all invited to dinner (on the quay) with “Khaya”. Glenys and I went for a stroll after dinner and got chatting to Richard and Vanessa from “Sterling” (ex “Dream-On”) who, it turns out, are very good friends of Gareth and Fi. We ended up on their boat until well after midnight. Richard’s Dad (Roy Owen), knows someone called Mike Holmes who plays squash in the Tamworth area and said he’d give me his telephone number

				29 June 1996 Horta, Azores

				Overcast, drizzly day. Glenys, Mum and Dad went for a long walk and I stayed behind to work on my Business Plan – every time I look at it we lose more money! We went out for a buffet dinner which was good.

				30 June 1996 Horta, Azores

				Miserable morning, so we spent the morning reading, etc. Brett, Craig and Jonathan are working on Lego. Mum and Dad went for a long walk and came back wet through. We had a chilli for dinner and played UNO downstairs. 

				There’s a great tradition here for yachts to paint a picture on the quay walls and floors to show that they’ve been here - posh graffiti really. There are thousands - some good, some bad. We’ve spent quite a few hours walking around trying to find paintings for boats that we know. Amongst many we’ve found “Marina Em”, “Whisper” and “Beatrice of Dee” - a boat that Gareth and Fi crewed. Glenys has found a small patch of wall to do a painting for Glencora and spent today working on her design. 

				

July 1996

				1 July 1996 Horta, Azores

				We hired a car first thing and went on a tour. The first stop was up to the Caldeira, the volcano rim. Unfortunately, it was low cloud and we couldn’t see anything. We went down to a seaside town called Ponta Do Varaduro where there was a nice area amongst the volcanic rock by the shore which had been tastefully concreted (like Yugoslavia). There was a swimming pool with a diving springboard – the boys loved it, we declined - it was freezing. 

				We then went to Capelinhos where there had been an underwater eruption in 1957 which created an island that gradually joined to the main island to create a new headland. It’s a weird place with an abandoned lighthouse on the old headland. The new headland is mostly ash and there is no vegetation. The wind sweeps across with huge gusts causing sand storms. Glenys couldn’t handle the dust because of her contact lenses and retreated to the car. We visited a photographic museum which shows the various stages of the eruption – very interesting. We then completed our circumnavigation and found a restaurant for the evening in Fetiera. Nice, filling meal – good day!

				2 July 1996 Horta, Azores 

				Another hangover – too much port last night. I went to the garage, filled up three diesel containers, then filled up our tanks. Glenys and I then went to the supermarket and bought six cases of Superbock and two cases of red wine. We got the heavy stuff before we dropped the car back (£67 for a day inc. petrol – gasp!) We all had a quiet day doing our own thing. Glenys and I went for a walk along the old breakwater. Goulash for dinner – nice weather at last so we ate upstairs in the cockpit.

				3 July 1996 Horta, Azores 

				We got up at half past six and caught a ferry across to Pico. When we arrived, we caught the bus to Lajes. We went to a Whaler’s Museum which was very interesting. They had a good video of the Whalers catching a sperm whale in their rowing boats and the process of slaughtering it at Lajes. We had a good meal at Lajes and then caught a bus back to Madalena, where, after a quick stroll, we caught the ferry back to Horta. Pizza for dinner on Glencora – nice day.

				4 July 1996 Horta, Azores 

				Job day. I decided to go up the mast and found cracks in the T-ball fitting plate for the baby stay. I discussed it with the rigger at Mid Atlantic Supplies and he suggested I remove it and he would re-weld it. I drilled out the rivets and extracted the 4” long 1” wide plate from its 1” hole – keyhole surgery. It was a “sweaty palm” job because if I slipped, the plate would disappear down the inside of the mast! I managed to get it out OK and dropped it off for welding. 

				Clarinet practice for an hour and I then looked at our Magellan GPS. The NiCad batteries had leaked and destroyed two tracks on the circuit board. I threw the batteries away and patched in two wires and miracle of miracles, it works! We had a Mexican dinner and went for a drink with Michael, Liz and Jonathan (11) on “Crystal Star” (UK).

				5 July 1996 Horta, Azores 

				There was a big party last night, so at half past nine this morning, the Mid Atlantic Supplies shop hadn’t opened. I managed to get the fitting off him at ten o’clock and I then had to file it smooth. I asked about borrowing his riveter, but he said he hadn’t got one! “What!!” He then said that he would try to borrow one – could I come back at lunchtime? While waiting, we extracted ourselves from the raft. I went back at lunchtime and thankfully he had the rivetter. One hour later, the job was done. 

				The afternoon was spent tidying up for the local sailing club’s annual race to Sao Jorge tomorrow. In the evening, we went to the Clube Do Navale and had snacks with free beer and wine while the race briefing and admin went on. There was local folk dancing in the square by the marina with brass bands – interesting.

				6 July 1996 Horta to Vila das Velas, Sao Jorge, Azores

				Up at seven o’clock, to get the boat ready for the nine o’clock start. We motored out into the light NE10 winds and put up the sails. We had a good approach to the starting line and crossed either first or second. We kept away from the chaos of the favoured upwind end of the starting line. We started sailing towards Pico, but the wind was very light and we struggled against the strong current. 

				We did OK at first and then I made a tactical mistake and decided to sail close to Pico instead of heading more north. We lost the wind and the other 75% of the fleet of 28 boats picked up a favourable current - local knowledge always wins...

				At one o’clock, with very little wind, I decided to motor. After an hour’s motoring, the wind picked up to NW15 and we had a good sail for the last two hours. I did the honourable thing and dropped the sails to motor through the finish line. 

				We were directed against the town quay, where they rafted all the yachts. The square next to the quay had a big sound stage set up with a local group playing Azorean folk music, restaurants and bars in big shipping containers and hundreds of people having a good time. Dazed by it all, we had a beer and went for a stroll. First stop was an 85 metre Portuguese Navy Frigate, which we had a quick tour of. A beer in a bar, a stroll around town (boring) and back to the square. 

				In the evening, we went to a dinner given by the Velas Yacht Club, with prizes. Then back to the square for more bands, drinking etc. I couldn’t keep up the pace and went to bed at eight o’clock for a nap. I got up again at eleven pm and watched a very amusing group of priests singing folk songs and generally getting the crowd excited. A rock band came on at midnight – pretty crap so I went to bed at one o’clock. My Dad stayed up until four o’clock and ended up in the mess of the frigate, having a beer with the crew. Dirty stop out!

				7 July 1996 Vila das Velas to Horta, Azores

				We managed to drag ourselves out of bed at nine o’clock this morning. Chris from “Crisden” (UK) said that some coaches had arrived to take us to breakfast. With visions of eggs and bacon, Dad, the boys and I jumped on board only to be taken to the local Milk Cooperative. We then had to stand outside in the cobbled yard and watch two folk groups dance in traditional costumes. It was very good but we were cold and hungry! Eventually they dished out hunks of bread, cheese and glasses of fresh milk – a very rich breakfast with our delicate dispositions! It was amazing to see the local farmers arriving on donkeys, each with two 5 gallon churns of milk to be processed. (They also arrived on horses, motor bikes and tractors). 

				The start of the race back was due to be at half past eleven, but was delayed because most of the competitors didn’t arrive back from breakfast until ten past eleven and the majority of yachts were still tied alongside at half past eleven! It was a very small area inside the port with 28 yachts milling about behind the starting line, so we stayed out of the way. We had a beautiful sail back to Horta. (Well, everyone that is apart from Dad who was a “bit delicate”!) 

				Tactically I was brilliant coming in 5th, well ahead of all the other cruising boats. (Actually, I just followed one of the local Horta yachts, who were leading the smaller race class!). When we arrived back against the wall, we had a quick celebration beer and a nap. 

				I got up at seven pm and we went off to the prize giving ceremony and dinner. Short speeches (thank God), loads of food and drink provided by the Portuguese Navy. Good Dao and Barraida wine as well! The problem with the food was that we weren’t sure what we were going to get, so I stuffed myself with bread and cheese and two bowls of soup - then they brought out the Bacalau! I managed to force down a plateful of the “Bacalau a Bras” which was wonderful. What a fantastic weekend for $2000 escudos (£8)!

				8 July 1996 Horta, Azores 

				We all had a quiet morning. I rang Gillian and asked her to get Tony and Andrew’s house key before they leave to go on holiday, then we can go and pick up our stuff, before they get back! After lunch, the boys and I stayed on the boat while Glenys, Mum and Dad took a taxi up to the top of the volcano and then walked back. 

				I worked out our route back to Southampton, all 1379 miles of it. It was very odd to be studying charts of the Solent again. I was amazed to find out that the English Channel is only about 60 metres deep! The hikers didn’t get back until half past eight, so we went out for a meal and ended up drinking until half past one...

				9 July 1996 Horta, Azores 

				Hangovers all around. We had a quiet day. The hikers were stiff and aching after their exertions yesterday. Glenys finished off touching up the painting of “Beatrice of D”. 

				Craig finally managed to ride his bike without stabilisers. He was so proud! The bike is a complete mess – it wobbles and shakes and the back tyre has disintegrated. It was a solid tyre and had become very brittle. It developed a split and then big lumps kept falling off. It was making life very difficult for him especially as the tyre had flat bits on it! I cut the tyre off and left a very thin ¼” strip of rubber on the rim. He reminds me of the little boy in Nazare with his bike without tyres. I wish we could buy him a decent bike right now, but it’s better to wait until we get back to Tamworth. 

				We went out for a meal to a restaurant where they provide you with hot blocks of granite and you cook your own fish, pork, squid and chicken. Great fun. Another late night – stayed up until half past one again.

				10 July 1996 Horta, Azores 

				Mum and Dad caught a taxi to the airport at half past eight. We now have to get ready to sail again. I expect to leave within the next few days. A hurricane, “Bernina”, has just passed over Antigua, St Martin and the BVI. It’s heading towards the Bahamas and Florida. We would like to know that it’s not going to swing north and give us gales. We had a quiet day tidying up and recovering from two weeks of hard drinking!

				11 July 1996 Horta, Azores 

				We did a few jobs, filled up with water, tidied up, etc. We had a good NE15 wind today and the forecast is for the high to be to the north of us. We’ll probably have to go north for two days to pick up westerly winds. We watched total mayhem when “Crisden” and “Sea Lord” left. They had been drinking for four hours in Café Sport and were a little tipsy. Glenys cooked a stew ready for the first day on passage and we’re all set to go tomorrow morning.

				12 July 1996 Horta, Azores 

				We were bad, bad, bad last night. At eight o’clock, after dinner (and a very reserved glass of red wine), we heard a jazz band at the bar. We strolled down, but they had temporarily finished. We decided to have a beer. Unfortunately, the band didn’t come back to play until ten o’clock, by which time we were into our 3rd beer... We decided that we wouldn’t bother sailing and stayed up drinking until well after midnight. Surprise, surprise we had hangovers this morning. We cancelled the day and mooched about. 

				I repaired the brakes on Brett’s bike; Glenys took the boys to the beach in the afternoon while I played the clarinet. It was a beautiful day and I wish we had left today. Glenys rang her Mum yesterday evening and spoke to Gareth! He’s back in the UK for a while and is hoping to come down to Southampton to meet us – I hope so, it’s been over a year since we saw him and Fi. Their daughter (Maia) is now 1 year old!

				13 July 1996 Horta to Dartmouth, UK (Day 1) 

				Up early and tidied the boat up. Craig threw his bike away (awww!), I took Brett’s to bits and stowed it in the front cabin. We filled up with diesel. One of our diesel containers has leaked all over the deck, so we’ve now only got 5 spare containers which is about 120 litres. It took me half an hour to scrub the spilt diesel off the deck and ropes, etc. 

				We paid our bill and motored out into very calm seas. We hugged the shore of Faial and then headed towards Graciosa. By two o’clock, we had enough wind to sail and had a very pleasant beat into a 10 knot wind until six pm, when we started the engine while in the lee of Graciosa. Thirty minutes later we were able to sail again and had a pleasant sail up to midnight. The biggest problem has been the few mosquitoes that we have brought with us – the bastards kept buzzing me and I couldn’t sleep properly on my first off-watch. I hate mosquitoes!

				14 July 1996 Horta to Dartmouth, UK (Day 2)

				At about one o’clock, the wind veered to southerly so we were on a broad reach to hold our course of 070°M. The winds remained light but at least we were moving. At half past nine, I decided to steer 030°M as we need to get further north to try to find some more wind. There is also a SE setting current which is pushing us further east than I would like. At midday, I stopped the engine and poled out two jibs and we plodded along at 3 knots. Our 24 hour run of 100 miles was quite pleasing. 

				We’ve (once again) slotted into our routine and we’re constantly tired. Just after dinner, we spotted a pod of small whales. Two came over and swam under our bow, so we think that they were false killer whales. We could actually hear their song as they swam under the bow of Glencora. We had a pleasant sail at 3-4 knots up to midnight. Thankfully, we have no more mosquitoes – I hope that they’ve all flown off to their deaths!

				15 July 1996 Horta to Dartmouth, UK (Day 3)

				A very beautiful, starry night. It would only have been better if we had a full moon, but unfortunately we’ve timed it badly again and we are approaching a new moon. We had a slight bit of wind at dawn and dropped one of the jibs and put up the main. At midday, we were sailing straight at a big squall, so we reached on a course of 090°M for a couple of hours to avoid it. The rest of the afternoon was a pleasant broad reach. Nothing of note apart from my wonderful clarinet playing on the foredeck. Another pleasant sail until midnight.

				16 July 1996 Horta to Dartmouth, UK (Day 4)

				At three o’clock in the morning, we ran out of wind, so Glenys ran the engine until six o’clock. I spent 3 hours messing about trying to get some decent weather faxes. I’ve tried Offenbach, Northwood and Bracknell and I’ve got some good surface charts but not much in the way of projections. It looks like we are in the middle or west side of a high with a strong low tracking NE to the NW of us. There is a huge high over the UK. I expect to get light winds for the next day or so and then I think that we’ll get stronger winds associated with a front. 

				We spent all day bobbing along at 2-3 knots in very calm seas – very relaxing! At about seven o’clock, the wind died on us and we decided to motor through the night (unless the wind picks up).

				17 July 1996 Horta to Dartmouth, UK (Day 5)

				At midnight it looked like we had a bit of wind, so I turned the engine off and tried to sail. At one o’clock, I gave up and we motored until six o’clock, when we turned the engine off and stood still in a very glassy sea. Last night, the sea was so smooth that I could see the reflections of the stars in it. Very beautiful, but very frustrating! 

				I spent ages trying to get a weather forecast. It looks like we’ll have light winds for a while yet. We’re hoping to be home for Christmas! After breakfast, I cracked up when a Portuguese Man-of-War jelly fish overtook us and put the engine on again. At two o’clock, there was just enough wind to sail. We flopped along at 2-3 knots for an hour and then the wind died again and we hung around until dark. 

				I’ve started to do an hour’s clarinet practice before dinner, so this calm weather has some benefit! The boys keep asking “how many days until we get there?” - it’s the first time that they have taken a real interest in where we are going! The highlight of the day was spotting some whales breaching. They were too far away to identify correctly, but they were clearing the surface of the water so I suspect that they were false killer whales. At half past eight, we had just enough wind to sail but by eleven o’clock, Glenys had given up and started the engine again.

				18 July 1996 Horta to Dartmouth, UK (Day 6)

				At midnight, I managed to get us sailing again but only for an hour. We motored for the rest of the night. I was visited by a couple of dolphins who streaked through the water leaving a very bright phosphorescent trail behind them. Our tri-colour lamp on the top of the mast has failed so we had to run on our navigation lights. Dawn brought calm seas and blue skies (again!) There was a tantalising bank of clouds to the NE and the bit of wind that we had was from the north. 

				At half past six, we hadn’t reached 45°N, which is my current Holy Grail (I’m sure that there’s wind up there!). I’ve finally sussed out when and where to get some decent weather faxes covering current and 24 hour projections but 48 and 72 hour still elude me. I carried on motoring towards the line of cloud (4/8ths CuNi) in the hope of finding wind. At half past seven, I managed to start sailing in a N10 breeze just before the cloud line. By half past nine we had a big 2-3M swell from the NW with only a N10 breeze. There is a very big depression due at 45°N 60°W on the 20th (possibly the remnants of hurricane Bertha?) - I hope it swings North! 

				I had a busy morning, I went up the mast to change the tri-colour lamp, nearly caught a nice tuna but it jumped off the hook – oooh, I’m mad! Then I slept for 3½ hours – I needed that! We saw some big whales which we think were Sei whales. We put 4 containers of diesel in the tank. (I estimate that we have 165 litres in the tank and 24 litres in one container). We ran out of wind after lunch and slopped about, with no sails, all afternoon. We had a beer with dinner and started motoring at eight o’clock. No wind in sight, so just motoring NE at night to keep the morale up!

				19 July 1996 Horta to Dartmouth, UK (Day 7)

				We motored until three o’clock in the morning and then managed to start sailing at 2-3 knots. We had a beautiful sail North until dawn. The weather faxes show the SW12 wind that we have got – we’ve finally got to the North of the high (or rather, it’s gone South!) It looks like we’ll get a front through tomorrow with rain and a F4 wind from the South. The forward forecasts are for more fronts but with moderate wind – we’d better enjoy our last day of blue skies, I think. 

				The Magellan GPS has failed again – I suspect it needs a new power supply – my bodge job has obviously not worked. Again, thank God I bought the handheld Garmin GPS. We saw another pod of large whales, but we’ve no idea what they were – it was a big group of about 10-20 whales, but it was ¼ mile off and we only saw their backs and spouts. 

				After a lunch of tinned tuna sandwiches, we caught a 15lb tuna! I didn’t mess about with the net and landed it OK this time. It was a very hot afternoon, sailing along at 3 knots downwind - very, very pleasant. The wind stayed with us up to midnight, but it was very rolly.

				20 July 1996 Horta to Dartmouth, UK (Day 8)

				We rolled and rolled all bloody night with the main crashing and banging. Glenys picked up some weather faxes around ten o’clock and I analysed them at midnight . The first one (for the next 24 hours) shows a huge low at 45°N 65°W - we’re at 46°N 20°W. It’s <990mB and the Azores high is 1030mB so the isobars look terrible. This must be Hurricane Bertha – gulp! By the 22nd however, the Azores high should have dropped to 1016mb, diminishing the wind speeds considerably. I suppose air is rushing from the high into the low and equalising the pressures – fascinating and I’m glad it’s happening off Canada! 

				I sorted the sails out at daybreak. We had been sailing downwind with the genoa poled out to the leeward side. I steered 20° further upwind and gybed the main and voila! A lot less rolling – I must remember that. We had good wind all day and up to midnight. It’s about time that we got some miles in. I spent some of the day writing to-do-lists for the work we need to do over the next 4 months until the launch of Boat Net. It’s very frustrating waiting and waiting to get to Southampton.

				21 July 1996 Horta to Dartmouth, UK (Day 9)

				We had a very pleasant night with good wind on our starboard quarter and clear skies. At about four o’clock, Glenys had a close encounter with a ship. The ship had been steadily approaching us from behind and was expected to overtake on our starboard. About 400 metres away he did a slight correction to port and then a very radical 60° turn to port, passing about 200 metres to our rear. Glenys was hopping mad and called them up. They treated it very matter of factly simply saying that their course was now 068°. I suspect that they hadn’t seen us until they made a slight course change to port and then panicked. I think Glenys has a right to be paranoid. 

				At breakfast, a front went over us and we had drizzle. After this front, we should get lighter north westerlies as the Azores high is forecast to stretch north. We finally passed our halfway point (Yahoo!). The cloud started to thin about lunchtime and we rolled downwind in the sunshine in the afternoon. The boys are keeping to themselves, designing a Space Port in Lego. Brett didn’t talk to me all day apart from showing me his latest creation. 

				At dusk, the wind veered to the north (actually NNW) and we set off on a boisterous reach. The wind was only 15-20 knots, but it sounded like a gale after a week of calm days!

				22 July 1996 Horta to Dartmouth, UK (Day 10)

				The wind picked up a bit at two o’clock and I reefed the main and dropped the mizzen. Because we kept rounding up, I had a bit of a struggle with the main because one of the slides has broken off causing the slide below it to jam when I tried to drop the sail. I had to set the autopilot to go upwind and managed to free it when the main sail was flogging. Unfortunately, the horrendous noise forced Glenys out of bed. 

				The wind calmed down a little and veered to north by dawn. We had been following the light of another yacht all night and at dawn he was about 3 miles ahead of us. Later in the day we managed to talk to him on VHF. The yacht name is “Papiotte” and they left 3 hours before us! We had a marvellous day’s sail, reaching in fairly calm seas, which stayed with us up to midnight.

				23 July 1996 Horta to Dartmouth, UK (Day 11)

				My first watch from midnight to three o’clock was idyllic – the wind was light, slightly forward of the beam, calm seas, cloudless sky and a myriad of shining stars. I started to feel very melancholy that our voyage and this phase of our life was coming to an end. 

				At four o’clock, on Glenys’ watch, the wind suddenly picked up, so I was dragged out of bed to reef the main and drop the mizzen. A sail batten pocket has been slightly sticking out on the mizzen for a couple of weeks and as I tried to drop the mizzen the batten caught on the shroud and pulled half of the pocket off – if only I’d got around to repairing the small bit of stitching! By nine o’clock, the wind had died completely so we started to motor. 

				During the morning we have acquired a hitchhiker – a homing pigeon stopped for a ride. We gave it some food and water and it let me pick it up. It has two leg bands – Red, J39961, GB95 and Blue, 7292. We’ll have to find out who owns it and write to them to find out where it was supposed to be going! 

				I tacked the sail batten pocket back onto the mizzen. We stopped the engine at five pm and managed to sail at 2 knots until seven o’clock when the wind died completely. What a dilemma – enough fuel to motor for 24 hours which will get us 120 miles, but it’s 250 miles to Falmouth! We decided to motor overnight and see what tomorrow brings!

				24 July 1996 Horta to Dartmouth, UK (Day 12)

				I tried to sail at half past one, but not much joy. An hour later, the wind picked up enough to sail as a front went over. We had a good sail for the rest of the night, with overcast skies and albeit with a cold biting NNE wind. We spent all day hard on the wind, but thankfully the wind isn’t too strong. We can tell we’re getting close to England because it’s COLD. Thermal trousers, jumper, jacket, wellies and woolly hat were needed today. 

				We crossed onto the 200 metre shelf and we have seen quite a few fishing boats wandering about. “Homer” the pigeon is still with us and is getting more cocky. He actually came round the deck into the cockpit this afternoon, but was quickly banished back to the front deck when he crapped on the seat. The front deck is littered with his “calling cards” – what a mess! He shows no inclination to leave us at the moment. We’re getting restless now that we’re close to the end. I’ve been looking at the Almanac for somewhere to go – it’s going to be a big shock to pay £15+/night. The wind continued until midnight. 

				25 July 1996 Horta to Dartmouth, UK (Day 13) 

				It was a cold night with quite a few ships and fishing boats. I hate fishing boats – they have right of way, we try to keep well clear, but it seems that they like to come and have a look at yachts. We had one that trawled on a parallel course, 400 metres away for one hour. Another turned straight at us and passed about 200 metres behind us – very worrying! 

				By dawn, the wind had started to drop, but at least we are on the chart of the English Channel. At about seven o’clock, the wind started to veer so that we can only hold 100°M instead of 75°M – what a bummer, France here we come! Just after midnight, we tacked for England and then the wind died on us. We decided to motor straight for Falmouth to refuel and have a 24 hour stop over. At about three o’clock, the wind picked up to a pleasant 12 knots, so I decided to sail for our waypoint off Start Point – forget Falmouth! 

				At half past seven, after a few unsuccessful attempts to enter the warm interior of Glencora, Homer finally got the hump and took wing. He circled the boat three times and then set off in a northerly direction – I hope he makes it home! 

				We had a wonderful sail, with blue skies and calm seas until ten o’clock, when Glenys lost the wind and we had to motor. We decided that we will head for Dartmouth to refuel.

				26 July 1996 Horta to Dartmouth, UK (Day 14) 

				At midnight, there was enough wind to sail and we zipped along at 5-6 knots until dawn, when the wind died again and we started to motor. It was total chaos last night with ships and fishing boats everywhere, at one point, I had 7 ships and 8 fishing boats in sight – I didn’t read much of my book! At dawn, when I dragged myself out of the warm embrace of my sleeping bag, I was rewarded by the sight of land – home at last! 

				As we were coming into Dartmouth, we spotted a basking shark just off Skerries Bank. We circled it a couple of times and had a very good look at it. I went and got my snorkeling gear out and wanted to jump into the water and swim with it. Glenys vetoed my little adventure probably because the fish was over 20 foot long, looked like a shark and we’re nearly home. I was gutted...

				We went into the River Dart, which was total mayhem - ferries, yachts, power boats and dinghies everywhere. We filled up with diesel and moored on a floating pontoon in the middle of the river. We went into town and had lunch with a couple of pints to celebrate - one of the pubs wouldn’t let us take the children in - welcome to draconian England. We bought a few magazines and retired back to the boat for a quiet, exhausted evening.

				27 July 1996 Dartmouth to Southampton, UK (Day 1)

				We treated ourselves to a cooked breakfast and mooched about until two o’clock. We motored out of the river into a flat calm sea and motored all night up the south coast well inside the shipping lanes.

				28 July 1996 Dartmouth to Southampton, UK (Day 2) 

				We approached the Needles at dawn and then simply motored up the Solent and round to Shamrock Quay marina in Southampton. 

				As the great and wise Porky Pig says, “Th-th-that’s all folks!”

				

Epilog

				We arrived back at Southampton with £15,000 in the bank and started another life. We bought a car, unloaded all of our stuff from Glencora and moved back into our old house in Tamworth. The boat sat 12 inches higher in the water after we had unloaded our gear.

				We spent a week varnishing and tidying up Glencora to sell her. She was lifted out and placed on the “hard“ to sell. We didn’t get any serious offers, so we sailed her back to Ipswich in October. We sold her two weeks later for £59,000 - not bad considering that we bought her for £55,000, four years and 20,000 miles earlier. I helped the new owner sail her up to Hartlepool and never saw her again.

				Brett and Craig loved being back in a house and going to school. Imagine having friends that didn’t sail away after a few days! They did well at school and were a couple of years ahead of their age group in the basics of maths, writing and reading. 

				We set up a company called Orion Systems, bought two computers and launched BoatNet. We put over 1,000 sailing-related companies onto the web site and gave them all a single web page advertising their services. 

				Our plan was to persuade companies to have a bigger web site linked to Boatnet. Our proposition was that they would only pay £100 per year for a eight page web site - we could then persuade some companies to have bigger “custom” web sites. If we could get 500 companies to subscribe to the basic web sites, then that would give us £50,000 per year. We could then use that as a base to become an Internet Service Provider and expand the company.

				I developed a web site generator which would make the publishing of the eight page web site an automatic process. All they had to do was run a little application on their PC which would guide them through providing all of the data for their web site - price list, contact details, product descriptions, etc. We could then automatically generate their web site and publish it to BoatNet.

				We sent out a mailshot launching the BoatNet web site and informing the 1000 companies that they now had a free web page on the Internet. We then started a tele-marketing campaign to ring each of the companies to further promote the advantages of BoatNet.

				The telephone conversations went something like this:

				“.......... So, you’ve got a free one page entry in the Product Directory of the BoatNet web site!”

				“What’s a web site?”

				“It’s on the Internet, and allows people to see information from their computers.”

				“What’s the Internet?”

				“It’s like Ceefax and will allow you to advertise your services to the whole world. People can contact you immediately by email.”

				“What’s email?”

				“It’s a way of sending messages between computers - like an on-line fax”

				“Why would I want to do that?”

				After a month of mind-numbing telephone conversations, we gave up - we were two years too early. After six months of effort, we were running out of money, so we got “proper” jobs.

				I continued with the clarinet for a year and passed the “Grade 4 Jazz Clarinet” exam. I then gave up and haven’t played it since. Craig picked up my clarinet and went onto Grade 6 before beer and women took precedence.

				Brett and Craig are now at university. Glenys and I built up and sold another business. We’re planning to buy another yacht soon and go cruising until we’re too old to carry on.

				Neville Howarth

				April 2010

				P.S. We managed to contact the owner of Homer - he made it home ...
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