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Sailing Maps

Sailing South, Plymouth to Canaries Nov 2002

Crossing the Atlantic Dec 2002

Barbados and the Grenadines Jan 2003



The N Caribbean Feb April 2003

Puerto Rico to the Bahamas May June 2003



The Bahamas June 2003

SE USA July 2003
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Chesapeake to Maine and back Jul Sept 2003

Bahamas revisited and Cuba Jan Feb 2004



A

Belize, Guatemala and Bay Islands March Nov 2004
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Bay Islands, Vivorillo Cays, Providencia, Panama Dec 2004



Sailing South November 2002

I am writing this in the Canary Islands, about 1800 miles from Plymouth, and I see
we’ve now been away for exactly 4 weeks. It’s probably no surprise to anyone to learn
that leaving the UK at the end of October is not a good idea!

During our crossing of the Bay of Biscay we had over 40 knots of wind, but since |
have a remote control autopilot we can sit below on watch and still see out all round,
which in the cold and rain was great! We arrived in N Spain after a stop in S Brittany
and spent a few days cruising (in the rain and to windward - of course!) round the
coast to Bayonna.

I like Bayonna, but we only had time for a couple of days there and then we left and
motored/sailed to Lisbon and got in just before the gales that partly destroyed the
Route de Rhum fleet. The highlight of the trip so far was beating an Outremer 43
catamaran to windward over a 25 mile sail. We got into the next port over 1 hour
ahead. The owner had previously said he bought his boat because it was so quick to
windward!

We had to wait a few days for the wind to moderate before leaving Lisbon. But even
so the seas were still high (4m plus) and there were frequent squalls. So we decided to
miss out Madeira and head straight to the Canaries. We did over 190 miles the first
day, but then the wind dropped and we motored for 200 miles.... but finished the trip
with a good sail into Grasciosa. This is a nice laid-back little island with a small
fishing village straight out of a spaghetti western, Clint Eastwood round every corner!

Then it was on to Arecife, where we saw a few catamarans in Porto Noas, but we only
stayed there a day as west(!!)winds were forecast. And then to Fuerterventura and a
very bumpy entrance through the surf.

In fact this was the scariest part of the trip so far. We’d avoided the big breaking
waves OK and were lining up for the harbour entrance. I’d just lowered the mainsail
and we were motorsailing under jib. Ahead was a 9m monohull, while a 12m power
boat had just left the harbour. Then, about 200m from the entrance we saw to our



horror a wall of water rising up beside us. We turned almost 45 deg to the wave but
the top 1.5m broke over us. In fact the whole wave went over the top of the boom
(2.5m above the water). We got rather wet!! No damage except a shaving mirror
broke, but of course as I have a cruising boat I have a spare...

How big is a wall of water? I’d guess it was 4m high plus breaking crest. The boat
heeled maybe 20 degrees on the wave slope and then we just carried on motoring.
Glad I wasn’t in the monohull, as that would have been rolled, the power boat would
have been swamped.

It’s the first time I’ve ever had a big wave break like that when sailing on a multihull.
It gave me a lot of confidence in the Eclipse and in catamarans in general.

Next day we sailed to windward in the rain to Las Palmas. Two things that never
happen in the Canaries are: 1) rain - (its rained every day bar one since we’ve been
here) 2) west winds. The ARC started yesterday in a flat calm, then last night they had
a W gale.

We met up with Frank Schernikau on his 9m Skua - Swim 2 Birds- he’s moored just
behind us and had arrived in Las Palmas from Germany having sailed here via
Morocco. Then he's also on off across the Atlantic, mind you, he’s a tough skilled
sailor - he once sailed a Hobie cat round Denmark - so in comparison he finds his
Skua quite luxurious.




Crossing the Atlantic December 2002

Pip Patterson from the Multihull Centre joined us in Tenerife on the 29th November.
Next morning, heavily loaded, we left with a good F7 blowing, so ran downwind
under just the genoa (sometimes even that was reefed). But that didn't prevent us from
regularly doing 14 knots on the GPS with a peak of 16.5 (I prefer to rely on the GPS
reading as at speed the log is in aerated water and often over-reads)

The wind slowly moderated, so over the next couple of days we hoisted first a reefed
mainsail, then full main and then changed to spinnaker - but then the wind stopped,
never to return. For the next 2000 miles the wind stayed light, rarely reaching 15 knots
apparent, and was usually under 10.

Before leaving we'd agreed that we'd take the spinnaker down at night, but racing
habits diehard and it wasn't long before Pip and I were changing from the small to the
big spinnaker at midnight....

Sailing with 3 on board meant we kept watches of 3 on and 6 off which made the
sailing very easy and usually even I could sleep for 4 hours at a time. We hand steered
for about 1 hour leaving Tenerife, then the autopilot went on, not to be turned off until
we arrived off Port St Charles marina in Barbados.

In such gentle conditions one doesn't spend much time actually sailing. It’s quite a
strange feeling to be reading or sleeping and realise that the boat is sailing along by
itself, quite unaided. So we had plenty of free time.

While Corley studied Spanish, Pip and I tried improving our rusty astro navigation. It
was a bit difficult as the 2002 almanac was in my (now broken) computer - but with
the GPS we did, of course, know exactly where we were - which helped! We managed
good noon sights, but using Polaris gave slightly random results, as we didn't have
2002 correction values.

A slight aside here, even uncorrected Polaris gives ones latitude within about 20 miles
with no calculation at all. Landlubbers tend to think that one navigates by the sun, in
fact the ancient sailors of all cultures used to navigate by the stars as its so much
easier to find ones position with them with no need of complex tables or calculations.
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Anyway, as we sailed south and west the weather slowly improved, but we still
needed foul weather jackets at night even 700 miles from Barbados. Clearly its not
just latitude that is important. As one sails west the sea has had longer to warm up and
that makes a big difference. (Here in Carlisle Bay the sea temperature is 28C/82F)

200 miles from Barbados we spotted a sail on the horizon ahead. It could have come
from anywhere, and have a crew of any nationality, but it turned out to be a Nicholson
35 from Cargreen, only 5 miles from my own mooring in Millbrook! We had a chat,
and took photos of each other. That evening they were hull down behind.

With 150 miles to go it was clear that we wouldn't arrive in daylight. Apart from the
obvious dangers of arriving at a strange landfall at night we also wanted to arrive
during normal customs office hours, so decided on an arrival time of 0900.

I have often done a timed run-in at a race start, but never one that lasted 15 hours! The
GPS helped, we kept adjusting our speed by reefing so that the GPS always gave 0900
as the ETA. Even so we were pretty pleased with ourselves when we tied up to the
arrival pontoon at 0901, 50 days after leaving England. Of course, we then had to wait
3 1/2 hours for the customs to arrive - but hey we're in the Caribbean now!
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Even now, looking back after only a few days at anchor, the days seemed to have
merged one into the other. Our abiding memories are of the usual trade wind stuff:-
flying fish, dolphins, sunsets, moonlight you can read by, and a long long downwind
run.

However I think the thing that has pleased me the most is that nothing broke and
Eclipse needs no maintenance, despite having now sailed over 8000 miles.

Despite a relatively slow passage, we were all very impressed at how Eclipse sailed in
light winds. With little more than ripples on the water, and certainly no white horses,
we'd still be doing a steady 5.5 knots.

So there we must leave Eclipse, basking in the warm sunshine and clear waters of
Carlisle Bay, Bridgetown, 18 days after leaving the Canaries.
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Barbados and the Grenadines January 2003

Life is full of strange coincidences, quite spooky really. While in Barbados we were
invited to a party on the Sail Training Association brig Stavros S Niarchos which had
also just made the Atlantic crossing. There were about 40 trainees on board, plus 6
full time crew. Climbing on board the first person I met was Jim Dickins, whose
father keeps his Strider Club next to my mooring at the Multihull Centre! Next I met a
"gap year" couple, Leo and Kate. Leo's father's boat is currently also ashore in
Millbrook while Kate is a member of Cargreen YC (remember the Nic 35 we met in
mid Atlantic? - same club) I found the Stavros a fascinating boat. Although only two
years old it had been built on traditional lines - no winches or hydraulics.

Barbados is the third most densely populated country in the world, which is quite a
shock when you've been at sea for three weeks. Also quite a shock for those anchored
in Carlisle Bay was the noise! There are three night clubs on the beach, all competing
to see who can play music the loudest/longest. The record was 6pm to 6am! At about
6.15am every day some locals would go for their morning swim round the anchored
boats.

So just as we were at last getting to sleep we'd be woken by loud voices just outside.
Very disconcerting until we realised where they were coming from! But the plus
points were many. Including the incredibly cheap buses. We went all over the island -
they even ran on Christmas Day. A friend took us up to the highest point of the island
and we walked for miles through the forests while he pointed out the eatable and the
poisonous plants etc.

I was last in Barbados in 1978. Then all the day charter boats were converted Baltic

Traders (25US and all the rum you can drink). Now there is only one still operating,
the "Jolly Roger" All the other day charter boats are catamarans. There must have
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been a dozen day sailing up and down the island. A VERY profitable business, most
of their custom coming from the cruise ships. 7000 people a day looking for
entertainment...

Another coincidence... anchored in front of the yacht club were two Firebird
catamarans - Phoenix and Express Service. The latter was the boat I sailed with
Graham Goff in 1994 when we won the UK Micromultihull Championships. So the
new owners were keen for me to go sailing with them. The Firebird was just as fun
and fast as I remembered, and this time the spray off the lee bow was warm!

Leo and Kate wanted a lift to Grenada to meet up with their next boat. Rather than sail
direct to Grenada we decided it would be more interesting to sail through the St
Vincent/Bequia channel and on down the lee side of the Grenadines.

We left Bridgetown at midday and by lam had sailed the 100 miles to Bequia,
somewhat ahead of schedule. We dropped the spinnaker and cruised quietly down past
the islands under mainsail alone. Dawn saw us off Carriacou, the first Grenadian
Grenadine (the more northern ones belong to St Vincent. Almost every Caribbean
island is a separate country and customs clearance is expensive and usually wastes a
lot of time. But we have to be patient, its one of the penalties one has to accept when
one is free to sail the world. Why should a customs officer be polite and efficient
when with little effort he can be downright rude and obnoxious?)

So again we timed our arrival to suit the customs, which for once were very efficient
and we'd cleared in within half an hour. Grenada is a very different island to
Barbados. Known as the Spice Island one third of the world's nutmeg comes from
here. The island is high and covered with rain forest. Prickley Bay at the south end of
the island is the most popular anchorage, the bay is very crowded, and there were
probably 60 vyachts here for New Year. That's mainly because of the
boatyard/shop/internet cafe nestling under the coconut palms.

But once the rain stopped (why do you think it's called a rain forest?) I upped anchor
and moved round the corner to the next bay, which was almost deserted - despite the
white sandy beach and palm trees. Later I was back in Prickley Bay to race a monohull
in a local regatta.
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Earlier I wrote about our "slow" passage. Since arriving I've asked boats how long
they took to cross. So far I haven't met anyone who did it in less than 20 days. Most
cruisers took 22-25 days. A Swan 47 took 22, Ruach the 9m ex Gazprom Russian
built catamaran took 20, etc. So maybe our time wasn't so slow after all.

Lilian joined me for a few weeks as we cruised north through the island chain. 25
years ago I found that there were few cruising boats and nearly all the charter boats
were large and skippered. Nowadays it’s not like that! Everywhere is very crowded.
That's interesting for me as a designer, but the Caribbean is no longer somewhere you
go to get away from it all.
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But having said that, if you sail only a few miles to windward you can usually find a
near empty anchorage. Most of the increase comes from the bareboat charter fleets,
and most of those are now catamarans. In Salt Whistle Bay there were 13 catamarans
but only 12 monohulls anchored for the night.

I had first met Frank Schernikau sailing his Skua from Germany to the Caribbean in
Las Palmas, and then met him again in Bequia. He had crossed the Atlantic in 13 1/2
days from the Cape Verdes and kindly invited me for a sail. Despite his liveaboard
gear it was a fast sail and great fun, but all very different and much more
uncomfortable than the Eclipse, or maybe I'm just too old!

Finally, I have written before about my strange encounters with dolphins. The photo
shows not dolphins attacking my boat (as they did in Torbay), but rather it shows a
line of dolphins making as much spray as they could and obviously herding fish
towards another pod swimming towards them.
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Northern Caribbean February-March 2003

Many people think that its sunny all the time in the Caribbean, and that the sailing is
easy. In fact as the photo of me beating to windward into Martinique in pouring rain
shows, its not always like that! Also the weather and seas between the islands can be
boisterous if not rough.

But the Caribbean its not all about sailing! When I was in Dominica I joined a party
walking to the Boiling Lake. We got in the bus at 6am and started walking at 6.45am.
Finished walking at 2.45pm (we were allowed a 1/2hr lunch break). Back on boat 4pm
- a long day, but worth it! There were 6 of us, plus pregnant guide. 4 French plus
English singlehander Barry and me.

Apparently Dominica has the largest such lake in the world. Perhaps it’s easiest to
quote from the guide book written by Chris Doyle and the "Bible" for cruising in the
Caribbean.

"The hardest and most unusual hike is to the boiling lake. A good local guide is
essential as it can be hazardous. It is very muddy. The path takes you through rain
forest, over mountain peaks, and into the Valley of Desolation where you hike for an
hour and a half over bare earth in hues of reds, yellows and green. Steam belches all
around and the rocks feel soft and impermanent. For some while you walk on a
muddy ridge about 3' wide with precipices on each side. The wind blows and the
earth sighs as it lets off steam.”

All true and very dramatic. But actually not as smelly as other volcanic areas I've
visited.
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The pool is 97 deg C at the edges and boils in the middle. We were very lucky as the
weather cleared as we arrived and we could just see Martinique in the distance.

We felt a long way from civilisation, but were reassured to know that our guide
carried a first aid kit, mobile phone etc. But then she told us horror stories about the 2
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people who died when standing next to the lake and it blew out poisonous gas, and
about those who got trapped overnight (although they were all unguided)!

After Dominica came Guadaloupe where I left the boat for a few weeks and flew back
to the UK to catch up on drawing, do the end of year accounts and other office stuff.
Then from there it was on to Antigua.

Antigua in late April is the meeting place for sailors of all types. For racers

there's the Classics Regatta, followed by a Superyacht event and then the main
Caribbean regatta - Race Week. While for cruisers Antigua is the meeting place for all
those European cruising sailors who are sailing back to Europe for the summer.

So I 'had to be there! But first, "Antigua" is really two islands, Antigua and

Barbuda. The latter few people outside the Caribbean have heard of, but in fact its
nearly as big as Antigua, yet only has a population of 1600 as it is essentially a huge
nature reserve. The guide book introduces the island by saying "For the dedicated
into-the-heart-of-nature diehard, Barbuda is heaven on earth.... it has many miles of
brilliant turquoise water...the area is teeming with every kind of fish and is excellent
for snorkelling ...there are endless pale pink beaches with nary a soul on them. The
largest is unbroken for about 11 miles..." etc, anyway you get the idea. So another
"must see".
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I buddy boated with a friend for a few days and we spent the time discovering that for
once the guide book didn't lie! It was one of the few places I've seen on my trip so far
where I'd like to live - not a very likely prospect though, unfortunately.

All too soon it was back to Antigua and the start of Classics Week. Boats of all sizes
were there, as anything goes - providing it’s a "classic", or might be one one day, or
just looks like one. We went out to watch one race and I did my usual "how close can
we get to a 130ft multi-million dollar yacht?" trick. I had practised during the 150th
America's Cup regatta 2 years ago (see website for details, photos etc) so knew what
to do.

Note the height of the boom above deck - and that's the mizzen!!

So, how close is close? Close enough to get spray on the camera from one yacht's bow
wave! The J Class Velsheda led the fleet closely followed by a very well sailed
schooner, Windrose, sporting a huge genoa and mainsail. Unfortunately as a schooner
it couldn't point as high as the sloop Velsheda, but was quicker offwind.

That's not a coffee grinder! It’s a coffee table!!!
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After the excitement of the racing it was down to earth and another of those strange
coincidences that keep happening on this trip. We went for a meal up on Shirley
Heights, overlooking English Harbour and the "in" place to go on a Sunday night. We
joined the hundreds of people crowded round a few tables when suddenly the guy next
to me said "you're Richard Woods aren't you?" He turned out to be Simon Laight, son
of Richard Laight, boss of Palamos Boatbuild (builders of the Striders, Banshees,
Flicas etc in the 1980's). I hadn't seen him since he was 10, 12 years ago (when he was
a baby Lilian and I used to baby sit him). He'd just circumnavigated S America as
mate on a 90ft race boat and was off the next day to sail non stop to New York. If he'd
sat on another table I'd never have known he was in Antigua.

Next morning I kept my appointment in the "cruisers corner" of Falmouth Harbour.
First boat I saw was the 32ft steel Wylo which belongs to Nick Skeates, someone I've
known for years, but rarely meet as he's always off sailing (4 times round the world so
far). He sailed from the UK to Antigua purely to watch Classics Week, he'd only
arrived a few days earlier and was off back to the UK immediately after the racing
finished - see what I mean about someone who sails all the time! So in no time we had
a crowd of cruising sailors on board - I counted 6 dinghies behind my boat at one time
- swapping stories and lies and trying to avoid work, as one does.
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The Virgins April 2003

You'll remember that when I was in the Canaries I wrote that it never rained there, nor
did it ever blow from the west. But of course it did for us! Although in the Caribbean
it often rains, it never, ever, blows from the west, and there's never a complete calm.
So guess what! When I came to leave Antigua I sailed back to St Johns to buy food
and I sailed downwind into the harbour. That meant a westerly was blowing. Next day
I was off to Nevis, about 40 miles west of Antigua. Rather dreading a long beat
instead of a fast run I was only partially relieved to find I had to motor the whole way
in a rather sloppy sea with not a cloud in the sky. With no wind and unbroken
sunshine I got rather hot!

Initially I had thought of calling at Montserrat, but the volcano there was rather too
active for my taste. A large plume of dust, at least 5000 feet high hung over the island
and the decks and sea became covered with a light covering of ash. So I didn't stop.
Nevis and St Kitts are two islands but one nation. I have to say I was rather
disappointed with Nevis. It's a very small island totally dominated by an extinct
volcano with a small town at its foot. Mind you, I did see most of it as customs
clearance meant visiting three different offices each a mile apart. But there was a
small sandy beach with palm trees and a hotel.

Next morning I sailed the 5 miles over to St Kitts, anchoring in Frigate Bay where one
of the famous battles of the Napoleonic wars took place (due to a major blunder by
two British ships - they hit each other! - the battle was a draw). I was even less
impressed with St Kitts. So far it’s the only place on this cruise where I have got oil
on my dinghy when going ashore. So again I didn't stay long, but coasted slowly along
past the island and on past Statia (another small island that is little more than an oil
terminal - there were 7 tankers anchored off it) and onto Saba.

Now Saba is different! The island is about 2 miles in diameter and like Nevis is an
extinct volcano. But it is 3000 feet high and there are sheer cliffs all round so there are
no beaches or proper landing sites. How 1400 people live there I don't know, that they
can survive at all seems impossible. All the houses are perched on top of the cliffs,
with no fields in sight, just a few goats and a small fleet of fishing boats. I know that
in other countries cities are often built on mountain tops, but it’s always possible to
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get down to the real world. On Saba there is only the mountain top. I spent the night in
Ladder Bay, where one used to have to climb 800 steps to the cliff top (the customs
house is half way up).

Watching the sun set into the sea it seemed like the end of the world, which in a way it
was, as Saba was my last stop in the Leeward Islands for next morning at 4am I left
for the British Virgin Islands. At first light I hoisted the spinnaker and dropped the
mainsail. A glorious run followed and even though the wind moderated 20 miles off
the Virgins I still made the 90 odd miles in 12 hours.

It's easy to see why the Virgins are the bare boat charter capital of the world, but how
can I describe them to an English sailor? Imagine if the Scilly Isles were as big as the
Solent, the weather was hot and sunny every day, there was no tide or waves and the
wind was always constant in direction. On second thoughts, these days probably more
English people sail in the Virgins than visit the Scillies so maybe I'll rephrase that and
say the Scillies is like a small version of the Virgins (but with tide, fog, unpredictable
winds, no all weather anchorage etc). Because of the angle of the islands to the
prevailing winds one just reaches to and fro between them. It only takes a couple of
weeks to sail round all the islands and do as much snorkelling and beach sitting as one
wants. All in all an ideal vacation hot - spot.

As a result there are, naturally, hundreds of boats (about half are catamarans though).
Many areas round the islands are protected reefs and anchoring is forbidden. But there
is always somewhere. I'm writing this in Virgin Gorda, a mile from the world famous
Bitter End Yacht Club (actually a hotel). From my chart table I can count 70 masts off
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the hotel, yet I am anchored in a sheltered cove with only two other boats for
company.

I was sailing along today in a light following wind when I spied a familiar looking
boat on the horizon. I gybed over to get closer and sure enough, it was the Norseman
43 "Kinahu" that I had sailed on in the 2000 Cape to Rio Race. For over three hours
we sailed close together. You will recall in my Cape to Rio report that I called Kinahu
a slow boat. Today proved it. Eclipse' bottom is now very foul, I am using a small
cruising genoa and a old Banshee mainsail cut down to the first reef, yet despite that,
and never mind the fact that Eclipse is also 11 feet shorter, Kinahu did not pull away.
One of those times I wished I were still using my racing sails. I am always surprised at
the "speed" of the charter cats. Yesterday I easily beat a Belize 43 to windward in light
winds, despite being massively undercanvassed.

And of course I met Philippe and his family on their Outremer 43 - again! That makes
it Spain, Portugal, Martinique, Guadaloupe, Antigua and the Virgins. "We can't go on
meeting like this". Especially when this time we were moored stern to the shore and,
being alone, I had quite a run around to make sure the anchoring and swimming
ashore with a line went smoothly - especially with friends watching! That was on
Norman Island, apparently the inspiration for R L Stevenson's famous book Treasure
Island.

My last stop in the BVI was on Jost Van Dyke. The customs office here must be one
of the world's most scenic. You walk up a brilliant white sand beach; go between two
coconut palms and into a beautifully painted wooden building to meet a smiling
officer. For once I didn't mind clearing.
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It was only a short sail from here to St John, one of the US Virgin Islands and the first
place I had to use my expensive US visa. Most of St John is a National Park and thus
is undeveloped. There are dozens of boats and hundreds of tourists at the west end,
but as always I sailed 5 miles to windward and the crowds disappeared. I spent a
couple of days in a deserted bay relaxing and snorkelling before sailing over to the
cruise ship capital of St Thomas. Immediately I knew I was in the US! BIG cars,
HUGE outboard engines, noise and crowds. Also my first experience of seaplanes.
Not only did I have to look around for passing boats but now I also had to keep an eye
in the sky.
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Puerto Rico and the Bahamas May 2003

Mark Williams, an Eclipse builder from Puerto Rico, joined me here and together we
sailed to the Spanish Virgins (actually American). After a 20 mile sail we arrived at
the small island of Culebra where again I had to clear US customs. I filled in lots of
forms - the most I've ever done anywhere! and paid 37USD (the most I've ever paid),
what for I never really understood, but I THINK I can now travel anywhere in the US
without contacting customs again (but I may be wrong!). Culebra was familiar to
Mark as he used to fly small cargo planes there, so he knew the best bays to visit.

One of the Spanish Virgins is the island of Vieques, which to us was a highlight. That
was because for the last 60 years it’s been a US live firing range. The navy moved out
on May Ist and we arrived May 5th. So we were fairly confident that we were the first
yacht to visit. Very definitely the first British yacht.

We anchored in a lovely white sand bay, but didn't dare go ashore or even swim. The
signs saying, "unexploded ordnance" put us off a bit! All around were blown up tanks,
scrap guns and the remnants of military occupation. In years to come it will probably
be as developed as the rest of the Caribbean but for now it’s a step back in time.

After months of sailing into crowded anchorages and of seeing sails all around it felt
very strange to be the only boat in sight.

And then it was on to PR proper. As Mark lives in the capital San Juan (in the north)

and I wanted to see his boat, we went there rather than following the usual "cruisers
route" along the south coast. The entrance to San Juan was a real surprise for me. I
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thought I was back in Plymouth! We sailed past a 17th century fort, just like
Plymouth's Citadel, and on past a big grassy bank, just like Plymouth Hoe. But
whereas in Plymouth the Hoe ends with a Holiday Inn here there is another fort. And
of course Sir Francis Drake is the big baddy whereas in his homeport of Plymouth he's
a hero!

Mark and his family entertained me royally in Puerto Rico, taking me to all the sights,
not to mention feeding me, doing my laundry while I sent emails, etc etc. I thought the
capital, San Juan, a fascinating place, almost "any town USA" but not quite - for a
start most people’s first language is Spanish.

Furthermore, everything is surprisingly old! Mark and Sica run a shop "Spicy
Caribbee" located in the heart of the old city. Amazingly, when I looked up San Juan
on my World Atlas CD there was a picture of their shop! That's because it was built in
the early 1500's and thus is one of the oldest buildings in San Juan (if not in the New
World). I realized that before it was destroyed by bombing in WW2 Plymouth
probably looked much like San Juan. Of course there are plenty of "no go" areas in
San Juan, just like there are in Miami, Amsterdam or even Plymouth. But such areas

are so obvious and easy to avoid that I never felt threatened despite the dire warnings
I'd had.

But eventually I managed to drag myself away. Mark, ever a glutton for punishment,
agreed to sail with me for another week. Something I was very glad about as the next
leg of my trip was 350 miles to the Turks and Caicos Islands (the where? aren't they in
the S Pacific?). These islands are geographically part of the Bahamas but politically
completely separate and now a major tax free haven.

But first we had to get there. The usual strong easterly trades were blowing and we
had a very fast sail along the north coast of PR. As always when sailing downwind I
had the auto pilot on and only the spinnaker hoisted. After a couple of hours I realized
the autopilot was having too much fun and I took over steering. After all, I had built
Eclipse to sail, not just to live on. And indeed I did have fun as well. Handsteering in
big waves and a strong wind is always enjoyable and usually quicker than leaving the
autopilot to do the work. As a result, 6 1/2 hours later we had anchored for the night at
the NW tip of PR, 60 miles from San Juan - not bad!

A police launch woke us at Sam wondering what we were doing (the west coast of PR
is the main landing site for illegal Dominican Republic migrants). But never mind, we
planned to get up early anyway. The trades were still blowing but with a 2-3 day sail
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ahead we didn't push hard and so sailed under main and genoa. Late that evening we
saw the coast of DR in the distance, while nearby to the east was one of the deepest
parts of any ocean. At over 8900m deep Mt Everest could fit in the hole and not poke
out above the surface. Next day the wind slowly moderated, so much so that at one
stage we spent 7 hours motoring. The Bahamas banks extend many miles south east,
although not high enough to become land. It seemed very strange to be sailing in
water less than 10m deep when over 60 miles from land.

The Turks and Caicos from space. The pale blue is 6', 2m deep; the dark blue is
several miles deep!

After another night at sea early the next morning gave us our first sight of the Turks
and Caicos, Salt Cay. 5 miles further on was Grand Turk and we anchored off the
main (only!) "town" exactly where the charts and pilot said the customs office was.
Wrong! We learnt that we had to go back to the south end of the island to clear in. A
very expensive, very slow, taxi ride took us to the wrong building. But eventually we
paid our SUS and were officially entered and given a week's cruising permit.

Mark bought a ticket home and then we visited the museum. One never knows,
sometimes small museums are very disappointing (like the ones in Martinique) other
times, like here, there's just too much to take in. Maybe it was because we were the
only visitors that day and so we had the curator as a personal guide. In any event it
was all really interesting. The museum is home to the remains of the oldest shipwreck
in the New World, not actually one of Columbus' ships but definitely one that sank
before 1520. Ancient wrought iron cannon, scary surgical instruments, the rudder
pintles etc etc - and that was just downstairs...

Next day in no wind we left the Turks and headed for the Caicos. The waters round
the islands are incredibly deep, as I've said, but the Caicos group of islands rise up
from a shallow sandbank. The join with the deep ocean is abrupt. Within a couple of
boat lengths the water depth goes from 3500m to 30m and then 2m. Imagine being a
fish swimming on the bottom and looking up at a sheer 3500m high cliff - no wonder
they call it "The Wall". But more incredible was the fact that we could see the sea bed
at 30m (over 100ft). Imagine being able to see the bottom all over the Solent or even
mid Channel. Sailing in Holland or the Thames estuary would never be the same
again.
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We sailed 50 miles over the Caicos bank, the wind slowly rising until we were doing a
steady 9 knots on the GPS. "Too scary" I thought as the water was only 2m deep and
there were coral heads everywhere. So down with the sails and on with the engine as
we entered Sapodilla Bay on Providenciales. This island we thought a huge
disappointment, as it was one big, dusty building site. There's no income tax or any
other personal tax at all on the island, which obviously encourages many rich people
to build houses there. But surely there still has to be some quality of life? It can't all be
about money.

Mark flew home and I sailed onto the Bahamas proper. In a strong SE wind I sailed to
the nearest Bahamian island, Mayanguana, but there was too big a swell to go to the
main harbour. Instead I went round to the north side, where the swell was still bad
enough, but worse was the thunderstorm that night. Normally I don't worry about
them, but this one was special and I have to say it counts as one of the 3 worst
moments of the trip so far (after the big wave in the Canaries and nearly being run
down by a fishing boat in mid Atlantic). The wind blew from all directions and at one
stage got up to over 40 knots, but I could see or hear nothing but the rain (which at
least flattened the seas). Totally disorientating, while I've never seen so much
lightning so close and for so long (over 3 hours).

The Bahamian islands themselves are not much to look at. Most are under 1001t high
and covered with low shrubs, there are no proper trees. It's the water and beaches that
make the Bahamas special. Every island is surrounded by a brilliant white sand beach,
so bright it hurts the eyes. The snorkelling is amazing, with lots of "aquarium fish"
(far more than in the West Indies), incredible corals and crystal clear visibility.

I day sailed through the islands eventually reaching Georgetown in the Exuma chain
on May 31st. This is a mecca for US cruisers, over 400 boats stayed here last
Christmas. I can see why, it's pretty and a very safe anchorage whatever the wind
direction. But now as the hurricane season approaches most cruisers have left, leaving
maybe 50 boats in the whole harbour.

So most people missed my triple celebration! First, Eclipse had her second birthday.
Then as we entered the Bahamas 10,000 miles came up on the log. Finally, I counted
up all the cruising I'd ever done and realized that the Bahamas was the 40th country I
have sailed in - and I haven't sailed in the Pacific yet!

My brother flew in for 10 days of "real" sailing. He's an expert dinghy sailor (Olympic
trialist etc) but rarely sails on any big boat and had never cruised or lived on board
before. Tony is also a saxophone player and needed to practise several hours a day (is
that why I ended the week with a bad earache?). However, initially he felt he had to
steer while the boat was sailing and it took him 3 days to realise that the autopilot
could do the job just as well.

It was 120 miles to Nassau where Tony would be leaving which gave us plenty of
time to sail up through the Exuma Cays and see the sights. I've already said that the
Cays (pronounced keys) are not much to look at in themselves. But there's plenty to
see all the same. Some days we'd sail "outside" ie in the rougher deep water to
windward of the Cays. On others we'd sail in the flat water on the lee side, but where
it was shallow and reef strewn. Very few people live on the Exumas outside
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Georgetown and we saw very few other cruising boats - a real change from the
Caribbean.

There are three "must see" Cays in the Exumas. We've all seen the Thunderball Grotto
even if we hadn't realised it, for its stars in the Bond film of that name, as well as in
Splash etc. It's an underwater cavern, just off Staniel Cay, and is easily reached at low
water by ducking under a limestone cliff. The local dive shops feed the fish so there
were hundreds of them, also, of course, more than just a few other swimmers! I just
wish I could take better underwater photos.

The Bahamas were a mecca for drug smugglers in the 1970's until the government got
its act together and cleared them out. The most notorious of them was Carlos Lehder
who bought Normans Cay to use as his base. Although all is quiet and peaceful now
the evidence of its previous history is very obvious - a semi submerged drugrunners
plane lies in the anchorage. It rained the whole time we were there, but hey, we're
English and so rain didn't stop us from snorkelling over the wreck. We moored the
dinghy to the tail fin of the plane - that was a first! The plane was still surprisingly
complete although almost buried in sand. The current round it was strong otherwise
we'd have been able to sit in the pilots seat (shades of the Red Baron!)

30



The Exumas have always been home to villains, for the next stop was at the "Pirates
Lair" home in the 1700's to Edward Teach - better known as "Blackbeard" - amongst
others. It was tricky navigating into the anchorage with a very strong current trying to
push us onto the rocks. One assumes the pirates were warped in. No way could we
have sailed Eclipse into the bay. (Although the tidal range in the Bahamas is not great
the currents between the Cays and rocks can run at several knots.)

Finally, at the north end of the Exuma chain lies Allan's Cay, home to dozens of
iguanas. These are apparently a species unique to the island; they were very curious
and came out to see us as soon as we landed (lots of people feed them despite
warnings about being bitten if they do).

How the other half live - Paradise Island Nassau

Then it was a 25 mile sail across the banks to New Providence. We didn't fancy
stopping in Nassau, which is not just the capital of the Bahamas but also a major
package tourist and cruise ship destination. So instead we sailed past the hotels and
ships to Lyford Bay. Allegedly this is one of the most exclusive residential areas in the
world (it looked the part) so we knew we'd fit in! Actually the bay was beautiful and
well protected. The marina staff were welcoming and there was a good supermarket
nearby. With a day to spare we eventually got into Nassau for a days sightseeing and
shopping (after waiting 90 frustrating minutes we discovered the buses only ran every
2 hours).
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SE USA June July 2003

I planned to be in S Florida for the last week of June so after Tony left I headed north
to the Berry Islands and then West End on Grand Bahama. A cold front was forecast
to move south over the area. Not quite the weather I wanted! Fronts on the US east
coast are the equivalent of low pressures in Europe. Had it been called an "active
front" I probably wouldn't have left.

I started with a strong south wind but that went round to the NW as the front
approached. Big squalls and torrential rain reminded me of the Lisbon-Canaries
passage which we did in November in the aftermath of the "Route de Rhum" gale. But
this time I had the Gulf Stream behind me, running at nearly 3 knots. So I made good
time until I could see the light show off the Kennedy Space Center at Cape Canaveral,
where, at 3 am, the wind stopped and I started to motor. By dawn there was a thick
fog, no wind and a glassy sea. At 8am I had a close encounter, not with an alien, but
with a tug and barge. Fortunately we both had radar.

Closing the coast it began to pour with rain and so altogether it became the most
unpleasant sail I'd had since leaving Europe. I might as well have stayed in the UK; it
was real English Channel sailing! So much so that when I eventually anchored I
seriously thought about lighting my solid fuel stove but then thought "NO! I'm in the
"Sunshine State" and its midsummer's day!" So I had a hot soup instead...

I had arrived in the oldest continuously inhabited European city in the USA. The
name may come as a surprise, for it's not Jamestown or New Amsterdam, which you
might expect, but rather its St Augustine, Florida, which was founded by the Spanish
in the early 1500's. (And like San Juan was somewhere else that Francis Drake
attacked in the late 1500's)

Furnace for heating shot last used to fire at Sir Francis Drake
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I spent a week in the St Augustine/Jacksonville area seeing friends and doing boat
jobs before sailing off NE towards Cape Hatteras and the southern Chesapeake. I
wanted to avoid doing much sailing in the Inter Coastal Waterway, mainly because I'd
done most of it before. So I knew I'd have to motor much of the way and that lots of it
was boring while there would be hundreds of jet skis and speedboats to avoid.
However the ICW does cut the corner at Cape Hatteras and I did want to cruise in the
Pamlico and Albemarle Sounds.

So when I left St Marys I headed out to sea hoping to make Georgetown in S Carolina
in one go. At first there was no wind so I motored, then in the space of a few hours |
went from motor to spinnaker to full plain sail to reefed genoa and no mainsail - all
with no loss of speed. Big thunderstorms were approaching and so I decided that
Charleston was a better bet than Georgetown even though it meant another 100 miles
of ICW. Arriving at dawn I had a short rest and then spent the rest of the day
motoring, so | was only a few miles short of Georgetown that evening.

Next day I went up the Georgetown river which is probably the prettiest part of the
ICW, with lots of cypress trees, ospreys etc; the next stage is boring though, as it leads
through the back of suburban Mytle Beach - just miles of peoples back yards.

July 4th was spent avoiding jetbikes during the day and watching fireworks at Cape
Fear in the evening. It was then onto Beaufort in N Carolina which is the nicest town
I'd been to. With hindsight I should have stayed longer... But I was keen to press on
and next day motored through the canal towards Oriental and the Pamlico Sound.

Lightning struck just after taking this photo
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That's when disaster struck!! There had been daily thunderstorms since I'd arrived in
the US and my main concern was always the line squall that proceeded them. So when
I saw two squall lines approaching I slowed down and prepared to anchor until they
passed. But almost immediately I was hit by a flash of lightning.

The majority of lightning hits are actually near misses and normally only the VHF and
wind instruments get destroyed. In my case it was different - I suffered a direct hit.
There was a huge bang and sparks flew off the top of the mast (later I found the
masthead lights and VHF aerial had vapourised while only the wind speed bracket
remained.)

People on shore saw the strike and told me it was very dramatic. The engine stopped
and then would only run on one cylinder. The fridge died and the only instruments I
had left were a hand held VHF and handheld GPS. The autopilot was not actually
connected as I was hand steering but it was near the rudder and I have to assume that
the lightning earthed through the rudder stocks as the autopilot case had a large hole
burnt in it. Later I found scorch marks on the headlining under the stanchion sockets
so presumably the life lines went live as well. My personal organiser, the barometer,
clock radio and of course the compasses were also confused. Clearly I had a major
problem but at least I could still sail.

After recovering my composure I sailed the remaining few miles to Oriental and got a
tow into harbour by another English singlehander. Fixing the engine was the main
priority as I still had a lot of canals and rivers to get through. Fortunately that was
quickly repaired and I was off again. The next few days were very hot and humid - on
one day the radio warned listeners to stay indoors in air-conditioned rooms - I of
course was motoring across a calm Albemarle Sound (I drank a gallon of water that

day).

Eventually I arrived at the town of Chesapeake and the Great Landing lock. This was
a nice (free) stop so I stayed 3 days, then had a few hours motor down through the
Norfolk navy base to anchor off the town. Next day disaster struck again. The engine
refused to start and I had to sail through the docks to Willoughby Bay. Once there I
was towed into Rebel Marina by owner Dave, who sails a Heavenly Twins catamaran.
Two people had rightly recommended this marina, as it was a really friendly place. It
appeared the engine failure was another one due to the lightning strike so after getting
the engine repair organised I had nothing to do for a few days.

Long time friend Jetti had flown over to sail up the east coast of the USA, but for the
first 8 days of her visit we never left the dock...
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The Chesapeake July 2003

We realised that we would have a very frustrating week if we just sat on the boat
waiting for the engine to be repaired so we hired a car and explored the east coast of
the Chesapeake Bay. This is a very rural area, probably little different now than it was
100 years ago. Definitely not the America I'd got used to. Indeed I even saw my first
farm (growing peanuts) since leaving the Bahamas.

We also had time to visit the re-enactment town of Williamsburg. This colonial town
has been recreated with 88 original buildings and dozens more reconstructions. All the
guides are dressed in period costume and profess to know nothing newer than 1770...

However, for me the highlight of my time in Norfolk was a visit to the Maritime
Museum and in particular to the small craft section. There I saw a 1920's International
Moth (very different from the ones I used to sail!) and a pre WW1 International
Canoe. Those of you who, like me, have a copy of Tony Marchaj's first book will
know the sailing hydrofoil Monitor which was built in the 1950's and allegedly
sailed/flew at 30 knots.

BAKER MFO CO

Much to my surprise the Monitor was also in the museum. A short video showed it
being assembled and sailing. Probably not at 30 knots, but certainly it was fast and
stable. It was all fascinating stuff and we only left when the museum closed for the
night.

Sadly we were still dogged by thunderstorms so each evening I'd disconnect all the
electrics and put them in my "Faraday cages" (actually the pressure cooker and oven)
Probably this was only a psychological move, but I was taking no chances. We still
had no fridge and found that, even with ice, it was very hard to keep any food fresh for
more than 24 hours, which was especially annoying as the nearest shops were nearly 2
miles away.

Eventually, though, the engine was repaired, but we still didn't leave as the marina

was organising a fun race and crab feast for the following weekend. About 40 boats
and 300 people took part. Although we were first to cross the finish line, paid our
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penalty (I had to give three reasons why monohulls are better than catamarans) and
bribed the judges (Jetti cooked them cakes during the race - as per normal Woods
Designs procedures) we still didn't win the race. But the music and food were
excellent!

So after 10 days at Rebel Marina we left and had a great sail on the first day running
north under spinnaker at up to 9 knots on the GPS. Heavy rain and thunderstorms
(again!) as we approached Annapolis reduced visibility to only a few hundred yards,
so it was a good thing I'd been there before!

I like Annapolis; there are lots of boats to look at, it's a nice old town and there are
plenty of free, safe anchorages. Best of all we found a fridge repair man.

After a few days in Annapolis we left one misty wet morning and motored north to the
end of the Chesapeake and then through the Chesapeake and Delaware Canal into
Delaware Bay. (The Americans are lucky; they can travel nearly the whole 2000 mile
east coast without ever going out to sea). We anchored to wait for the tide to change
and a storm front to blow through. In fact it got windy enough to have breaking waves
on the foredeck even at anchor.

Next morning it was up at Sam to catch the tide south. We motored and then sailed
and almost made it to port before the first thunderstorm of the day. After a choppy
beat round Cape May (into the first real waves for 1200 miles) we anchored off the
town. This has lots of nice Victorian era wood houses, but we found it all very touristy
with no proper shops at all. It's very hard to live in the US without a car!

Thick fog kept us harbour bound for another day, but it appeared to clear next
morning, so it was on north into the Atlantic Ocean and up the New Jersey coast. But
the fog came back with a vengeance and we sailed all day with the radar on until we
reached Atlantic City, the Las Vegas of the east coast. There we anchored in a very
safe lagoon and that night watched the light shows on the casinos. Then it was on
again to Sandy Hook, which is only 10 miles south of New York. This we found to be
a very nice town with a good anchorage behind the breakwater and shops, laundry,
theatre, cinema etc all within easy walking distance.
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I knew the winds would be light on the US east coast, but I still didn't expect to have
to motor nearly all the way from Norfolk to New York. However it was a passage
making part of the trip and it is the area north and east of New York that I really
wanted to see. To be honest I can't recommend the coast from Florida to Norfolk to
sailors, indeed I can see why the vast majority of boats are power boats. There is
nowhere to sail to, the channels are too narrow for sensible sailing and of course there
are the thunderstorms...

So as we sat in Sandy Hook we prepared to travel through New York, another of the
world’s major cities I've been to by boat.
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New York and New England August 2003

Catching the tide correctly at the aptly named Hell Gate (at the junction of the Harlem
and East Rivers) determines when to sail through New York. The pilot book warns
that you must pass through here about 3 hours after low water. Fortunately for us that
meant leaving Sandy Hook at a civilised 9am, and we managed to sail most of the way
up The Narrows, towards what became an increasingly dramatic skyline. As we
passed under the Verrazano suspension bridge the skyscrapers on Manhattan Island
came in sight and, slightly to the left, the Statue of Liberty and Ellis Island. Rain was
threatening and the visibility was not great but for once it wasn't too hot. Off Battery
Point we spent some time taking the obvious photos, dodging trip boats etc but
decided not to sail the extra mile to Ground Zero. Those who know my web site well
will have seen the photo of a Mira sailing close by the Statue of Liberty. Now there
are exclusion zones round all the major landmarks and the only sensible yacht
moorings are some way up the Hudson River.

Then at 3pm we started to motor up the East River past all the places I'd heard about
but never seen. Under the Brooklyn Bridge, past Wall Street and the United Nations
buildings, with the Empire State building surprisingly all by itself and not really in
Manhattan at all. Between the Lower East Side and the Bronx the tide was really
running hard, in fact at one point we had 9.5 knots on the GPS even though we were
only motoring at 4. So we shot through New York and out the other side in little more
than an hour and anchored for the night in Little Neck Bay, the first bay in Long
Island Sound. Immediately a boat came up to us - "Oh no! Someone wants money or
will tell us to move" but instead it was "Welcome to Little Neck we hope your enjoy
your stay."

After a gentle day sail to Northport Bay (a day when we never used the engine, for the
first time since leaving the Bahamas!) it was on to New Haven, not much of a harbour
in itself, but home to Yale University. Both Jetti and I wanted to visit the Peabody
Natural History Museum with its amazing collection of dinosaurs including the only
"real" brontosaurus skeleton in the world. I'm afraid you'll have to go there yourself to
find out why all the other ones are false!
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45 miles further on was Mystic, famous for its working maritime museum and
boatyard. We were able to anchor just north of the Seaport Museum and rowed ashore
to spend the whole day walking round the boat yard, visiting the whaling ships and
dozens of other exhibits. One hall, which I found fascinating, was an undercover
ropewalk from the 1850's. Although there are the remains of an old ropewalk just
opposite the Multihull Centre in Millbrook I had no real idea how ropes were actually
made. Having seen all the equipment I still don't quite get it - but I know it involved a
lot of walking backwards!! Then in another shed, dedicated to small yachts, we saw a
dayboat built for F D Roosevelt before he contracted polio, a grp dinghy built in 1949
and one of the very first propeller driven steam launches.

Leaving late next morning it was foggy again with visibility less than 2 miles. We
were going to Block Island, which marks the east end of Long Island Sound but didn't
actually see it until we were only a mile off. Radar helped! It was a Saturday, so it was
very crowded and we spent 20 minutes motoring around just looking for somewhere
to anchor. Like most people we chose the sheltered western shore - but next morning
an unforecast easterly gale had boats dragging all around us. So instead of going
ashore we spent the day on anchor watch, for the rocks were only yards from our
stern.

Newport, the self styled "City of Sails" was a big disappointment. Although there
were lots of boats to look at - especially six 12 metres out on day charters, and many
old buildings in the town, there was no sign of the water from the main street and no
real boating businesses (no proper chandlers for example), just lots of non-boating
tourist shops. As a case in point, the Museum of Yachting had lots of old black and
white photos of pre war race boats and not much else, while the section dealing with
the OSTAR and transatlantic races had not one photo of a trimaran! It was all very
disappointing, especially when compared to the Mystic and Norfolk museums.

We then had a great sail under spinnaker up the Buzzards Bay to Onset, a charming
little town with a beautiful, but very crowded, sandy beach. A few miles further on is
Cape Cod, which is a huge curving peninsula, but once again it is possible to cut the
corner by going through a canal. The Cape Cod Canal is only 10 miles long and so,
with a very fast current under us, it didn't take long before we were reaching north in
the Atlantic Ocean once again.
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Maine August September 2003

As we sail along there are three ways we choose the next port. First, it must be a safe
anchorage, second, there should be food shops within easy walking distance
(surprisingly hard to find in the USA!) and finally it is chosen if it is a scenic/historic
place or just has lots of boats for me to look at!

Obviously as I come from the "real" Plymouth I had to visit the landing site of the
Pilgrim Fathers regardless of the shops (there were none) and anchorage (fortunately
we were the only boat anchored in the only safe spot). Going ashore we left the dinghy
tied to the stern of the replica Mayflower and walked a few yards to see "Plymouth
Rock". This is a bit like the "Mayflower Steps" in Plymouth UK, ie its just a tourist
attraction and has no real relevance to historical truth! I thought Plymouth USA with
its sand dunes and shallow waters was more like Holland than SW England (of course
many of the Pilgrims originally came from Holland so they would have been quite at
home there).

Its not really practical to buy all the charts and pilots you need before going off on a
long cruise - especially when you plan to coastal sail as I am doing. Charts are heavy
and bulky; while you never know quite where you will sail to, so don't know exactly
which charts to buy. But of course the main reason for not buying in advance is that
charts are very expensive! So it's very common to swap charts with other cruisers as
you go along.

I have been very lucky on this trip as I was able to borrow the Spanish, Portuguese
and Caribbean charts I needed from Jane - who did a world cruise a few years ago
with husband David before working as my office manager. Since leaving the
Caribbean I have been sailing with charts borrowed from Alan and Glenda Morris.
Alan is an Australian who sailed to the UK a few years ago, settled in Millbrook,
married and helped build the prototype Savannah 26 before sailing to the Caribbean
and USA. HE got the charts from Ian and Brownie, also Millbrook based catamaran
sailors (a 45 ft Kelsall).
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So my US charts are at least third hand. I spend ages planning my route - reading the
pilots and studying the charts. I decide on the ideal harbours and check their exact
location on a chart, only to find a big anchor sign showing that lan or Alan had been
there before me. Indeed often as we sail along I find their waypoint positions already
marked very close to the course we are sailing.

Back to the sailing. The last newsletter had us disappointed tourists in Plymouth. A
day sail north of Plymouth is Boston and just north of there is the popular sailing area
of Gloucester, Marblehead (which, as the guide book warned, was far too crowded for
us) and Salem (well known for its witch trials). But just round the corner from these
famous three is the small village of Manchester, which we found delightful (despite
anchoring during a thunderstorm's line squall - again).

It boasted not only a very pretty anchorage up a small creek, but also a big
supermarket (which was close enough to the docks for us to be able to use the
shopping trolley to wheel our groceries to the dinghy). It also had a laundrette and a
library just around the corner and an efficient, cheap rail link to Salem and Boston. So
we stayed a few days!

As I began sailing north I kept hearing phrases like "When you get to New England"
which confused me until I learnt that New England is not a State but actually a vague
collection of mainly coastal states. So it is a bit like saying "the home counties" or
"the Alps". But essentially, everywhere north east of New York is classed as part of
New England.

However it's easy to see WHY the area is called New England - just look at the place
names! Its one reason why I found it difficult to keep track of all the places we went
to, the names are just too familiar. For example, Hampshire is the county [ was bought
up in, while Plymouth, Portland, Falmouth and Portsmouth are all UK ports that I've
frequently sailed to. (Manchester doesn't really fit in though, as the original is about as
far from the sea as you can get in the UK!)

Anyway, on leaving Manchester we beat into a 20 knot wind to Little Harbor, near
Portsmouth in New Hampshire where we dried out for the first time in nearly a year
and then sailed on to Portland - Maine at last! We had finally arrived in our long
sought after cruising ground with lots of beautiful peaceful islands and where every
anchorage was better than the last.

41



As we sailed along we passed small fishing villages and sometimes saw traditional
schooners under full sail. We weaved our way past numerous rocks and small islands.
I was pleased to see that Maine didn't have the waterfront ribbon housing
developments that I'd seen for the last 1500 miles. In many ways it was like the
islands in the Baltic that we'd seen on our way to the USSR in 1989. Only in Maine
there are more deciduous trees and it’s generally less rugged than Sweden or Finland.
Also unlike the Baltic Maine is tidal and I had to pay attention to tides for the first
time since leaving Europe.

Unfortunately the lobster pot buoys became a real problem. Each fisherman is allowed
to set 1200 pots and since there are over 1000 registered fishermen that's over a
million buoys (count them in the photo above!). We saw them all but only caught a
few (thank goodness for daggerboards and lifting rudders!). In some areas the buoys
were just too dense to sail through with a 20 ft wide boat, usually though they were
scatted like white horses in a F5. Apart from the pot buoys the other major down side
we found to cruising in Maine is that winter seems to start in August! We had to light
the cabin heater every evening and sailed in full fleeces, foul weather gear and hats
even if the sun was shining. But maybe we've turned into tropical softies!

J'L-‘

Fortunately though the cold weather did mean that we were blessed with excellent
visibility, only on one day did we have fog, amazing for an area where usually it’s
foggy every other day. Maybe the cold was putting people off, but I was very surprised
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at how deserted Maine was. I had expected to see dozens of boats and crowded
harbours, but in fact we saw very few other boats and could always find a quiet
anchorage each night.

I've written before about the calm conditions on the east coast of the USA. I had
expected more wind in Maine, but it was not to be. Looking back at our log I see that
for all except maybe six days since Cape Canaveral in Florida the wind was under 10
knots. It's a good thing that fuel is obscenely cheap in the USA! (it is still less than
what we were paying in the UK in 1980!).

We decided that Somes Sound on Mt Desert Island (the only true fjord in the US
outside Alaska and only 50 miles from the Canadian border) would be our turn around
point. There we met an English yacht (coincidentally sailed by friends of Bill who had
helped my after my lightning strike). I learnt that they too had been hit by lightning
but as they have a more sophisticated boat than I do their damage was much more
expensive - 18,000 USD and counting. Like me they were also finding that equipment
that had apparently survived the lightning strike began to fail later.

Wooden Boat magazine has been selling my Pixie and Quattro beach cat designs for
nearly 15 years, but I have never met anyone from its staff. So our last significant port
of call in Maine was to their headquarters in Brooklin. Set in an amazing 90 acre
waterfront site that must make all other magazine editors really jealous, they were
running a summer camp during our visit. A healthy mix of yacht design, boat
building, sailing school etc had dozens of students from all States and many from
abroad. I spent the evening talking to some of the design students. While walking
back to the dock from the students' hostel I heard loud noises in the woods, the next
morning the editor told me the bears had been more active than usual due to the cold
weather!

I counted up and have now anchored (but not necessarily been ashore!) in 12 states in
the USA, plus PR and the USVI. As there are only 8 other states that have a coast line
I feel I have now "done" the USA! (OK, OK, I know there's a coast on the west side as
well!)
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Sailing South and the Bahamas revisited October 2003 January 2004

It is a long way from Maine back to the Bahamas, but it should have been an
uneventful trip as we were basically retracing our steps. And indeed so it was, until
that is we reached Block Island, at the east end of Long Island Sound. It was there that
we first heard about hurricane Isobel. Our plan had been to sail down the outside of
Long Island but now we had different priorities for the first estimates of Isobel’s track
had it passing directly over New York.

We still had a few days but clearly we had to find a safe anchorage fast. After some
quick phone calls we found that Port Washington had some available moorings in a
reasonably protected harbour. Fortunately as the week drew on Isobel tracked
progressively further west, but even so it was clear that all of the eastern seaboard was
going to get a hammering. As Isobel approached it produced the most evil looking sky
I have ever seen. So we counted ourselves lucky when Isobel by-passed Long Island
Sound making little more fuss than a typical English winter gale.

We were not sure what we would see as we sailed south, we thought some harbour
entrances might be closed or at least drastically altered, so, after passing through New
York and once more stopping at Atlantic Highlands, we sailed non stop into the
Delaware Bay and thus back to the northern Chesapeake. Here we began to see
evidence of major damage. In Annapolis the moored boats were mainly OK, it was the
land that took the brunt of the hurricane. The water had surged to 7ft above normal
and over 600 water-front houses were destroyed. It was the same story in Chesapeake
City where many trees had blown down, often onto houses. The power was still off in
many areas even two weeks after Isobel had struck. At Rebel Marina — where we had
spent time in July, owner Dave had heroically got into a dry suit and swam (well tied
to the shore!) to drifting boats, ensuring they stayed afloat.

When travelling down the ICW we met a familiar looking boat — it was a Scylla. Built
in strip plank cedar by Doug Larson in little over a year it was launched in July at
Duluth, Minnesota (about as far north and west in the Great Lakes as one can get). A
couple of days after launching Doug was sailing south, bound for Georgia and beyond.
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After travelling 750 miles down the ICW we eventually arrived in the Jacksonville/St
Augustine area in N Florida where once again long time Strider owner Bob Cole
kindly lent us his mooring so that Eclipse would be in safe hands while I flew back to
the UK for a month and Jetti went to her family for Christmas.

X

I arrived back in the USA on Thanksgiving Eve (not a good time to travel in the
USA!) and a few days later hauled Eclipse out of the water (for the first time in a year)
at the St Augustine boatyard — the only catamaran friendly yard in N Florida - for a
bottom paint and to fit new electronics. At long last Eclipse was back to its pre
lightning strike state!

Europeans think of Florida as the “Sunshine State” and so believe it is always hot and
sunny. I had already discovered that Florida is a pretty miserable place to be for much
of the summer — it is far too hot and humid and there are almost daily thunderstorms.
Fortunately in winter thunderstorms are rare, but the weather is very changeable as
cold fronts moving south pass over the area and the temperature can halve overnight.
While I was in the yard it was bitterly cold and very windy and I lit the cabin heater
every night.

Despite the cold the job list shortened and after 4 days hard work Eclipse went back in
the water and I sailed the 250 miles to West Palm Beach, just north of Miami. There I
met Pip and Debbie Patterson from the Multihull Centre who, with their two teenage
boys, had flown over for their Christmas break and were to sail with me to the Abacos
Islands in the northern Bahamas.

Although the Pattersons are all experienced sailors we were a bit worried about the
number of people on board and the weight of all the stores. We were, after all, 5 adults
on a 32’ boat already carrying food bought for cruising Cuba and the Bahamian out
islands, as well as a Christmas tree, decorations, Christmas lights, presents etc. But we
need not have worried, Eclipse swallowed us all and we were all able to hide in our
own corners when required.
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The crossing to the Bahamas from Florida is only about 50 miles (half the Plymouth
to France distance), but as the Bahamas banks are only about 10 ft deep we thought it
best to arrive in daylight. Accordingly we left at 9pm, but the wind picked up steadily
and we had to first reef and then roll the genoa away for a couple of hours to avoid
arriving early. It was still bitterly cold and Pip and I had to wear our full “English
Channel winter woollies” even at 27 deg north.

Dawn found us on the edge of the bank just north of West End, Grand Bahama. We
carried on across the bank in a steadily increasing wind to Great Sale Cay where we
rested and then daysailed on east through the Cays towards New Plymouth (yes, yet
another Plymouth!) Here we cleared customs and paid 150 USD for our cruising
permit. New Plymouth is a very pretty little village on Green Turtle Cay and we spent
a couple of days safely anchored in Black Sound.

To be honest I hadn’t been that impressed with the Exumas on my trip north — even
though many claim them to be the prettiest of the Bahamian islands. So I wasn’t
expecting the Abacos to be as good as they were. It is certainly an area that I would
recommend people to visit. There are miles of flat, well sheltered water, with pretty
villages, lots of safe anchorages and few coral heads to trap the unwary. So we were
surprised to see very few cruising boats.

I’ve spent the last three Christmas’ on Eclipse anchored off white sandy beaches. In
2001 it was in the Scillies, in 2002 it was Barbados, while this year Christmas Day
was spent on Great Guana Cay. Long may this tradition continue! But wherever one is
anchored Christmas wouldn’t be Christmas without eating roast turkey and Christmas
pudding, falling asleep watching a video etc. So we did all that and more.

The traditional Bahamian Carnival or “Junkaroo” is held on Boxing Day (December
26™ and again on January 1%. We watched the Boxing Day Junkaroo at Marsh
Harbour, which was a low key affair with only six floats, although the noise and
enthusiasm of the “gumby drum” drummers made up for the lack of numbers.
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Hopetown is a beautiful little village with a (very crowded) true “hurricane hole”
harbour. It also boasts a world famous lighthouse. Built in 1863 it is still in use and
the keepers wind the clockwork mechanism daily. The actual light and lens weigh
about 4 tons yet, floating in a bath of mercury, we found that it only needed a light
finger touch to make the light rotate. Don’t worry — we tried it in daylight not at night!

But perhaps the best Abacos harbour was left till last. Little Harbour at the SE end of
the island chain is a small cove with a pure white sandy beach and a narrow shallow
entrance. It is home to the famous Johnston metal sculpture artist-colony where
besides the foundry and gallery the family also run a funky beach bar. But to show
there is always a flaw in perfection, one of the gallery exhibits is a set of “hurricane
proof” dinner plates — all that remained of the gallery when a hurricane passed
overhead and the resulting water surge washed over the whole bay.

Half the Bahamian population live in its capital, Nassau. It’s a major tourist centre full
of package tourists and cruise ship passengers. We thought it a bit seedy and run
down, but as it is home to the only international airport on the islands we had to go
there. The Pattersons flew back to the UK and Jetti arrived a couple of hours later.
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After a day shopping we left Nassau and zigzagged our way south, stopping off first

at various harbours on Eleuthera. We found the people there to be really friendly and
it is an island seemingly untouched by tourism. Almost deserted, we only met four
other cruising boats during our week there. In a lull between two northers we motored
the thirty miles across Exuma Sound to Norman Cay in the Exumas, home to the
sunken plane my brother and I had swum around in June. After Norman Cay we spent
a couple of days anchored in the lee of Hog Island while a strong Norther passed by.
Again this was a place I’d visited in June, only this time the pirate lair was dry and the
anchorage crowded.

As we swung on our anchor we saw, only a few feet below us, what is probably the
oldest living organism in the world. Stromatolites are blue-green reef-forming algae
that first appeared on earth 3.5 BILLION years ago (the earth is only 4 billion years
old). They were the dominant reef building organisms for 3 billion years and being
primitive plants they produced oxygen, eventually making enough for life as we know
it to develop.

Stromatolites were thought to be extinct, but in the 1950°s some were found in Shark
Bay, Australia, and then about 20 years ago the ones at Hog Cay were discovered.
Relatively “young” they are thought to be a mere 2000 years old.

Even with the regular northers I found the weather to be better in the winter than it
had been in the summer - one reason why there are so many boats cruising the
southern Bahamas over Christmas. There were 40 anchored in Georgetown in June,
but 140 in January. Georgetown in the southern Exumas is the last major “town” in
the Bahamas so we spent some days there stocking up on food and fuel and preparing
Eclipse for the isolated Jumentos and Cuba.
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Cuba “Been There, done that — Given away the T Shirt” February 2004

We are cruising because we enjoy sailing and because we like visiting new places and
seeing different cultures, which of course are the reasons why most other people
cruise, but not - it appears - several hundred cruisers in Georgetown. They motor
(rarely sail) down the ICW, summon up courage to cross the Gulf Stream to Nassau
and then it’s on down the Exumas to Georgetown - daysailing all the way. They arrive
around Christmas and head north again at Easter. In between they stay safely at anchor
and play volley ball, go to water-colour classes, have bible study on Sundays etc.
Altogether it’s a real US retirement village - but afloat. We found Georgetown in
winter a very strange place, and not the cruisers harbour we were expecting.

=

So we only stayed a few days, mainly waiting for the southerly winds to abate. We
met up with a couple of German boats, also Cuba bound, and finally left for the
Jumentos Cays through Hog Cay Cut which, even with our shallow draft, we had to
negotiate at high water. The Jumentos are a chain of small Bahamian islands (cays)
spread out in a 90 mile crescent; most are fringed with white sand beaches and
transparent water (its common to be able to see the bottom at 100ft). The most
southerly, Ragged Island, is the only one that is inhabited and is a mere 60 miles north
of Cuba.

The Jumentos are supposed to be deserted but we often had boats sharing our
anchorages. Midway down the island chain is Jamaica Cay where someone tried to
develop a resort. It was difficult to see how it could succeed when it’s almost
inaccessible except by private yacht. When we got there it was abandoned, except for
goats and chickens. Next day we sailed on to Johnson Cay, the only Jumentos
anchorage which is safe in southerlies. We stayed there until at last the wind went
round to the north, filling our time fishing, snorkelling, having BBQ’s on the beach
etc.
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We had a fast sail (over 12 knots on the GPS) to Puerto Vita in NE Cuba. We didn't
know quite what we were letting ourselves in for, but we certainly didn't expect to
hear a voice on the VHF when 16 miles out to say "yellow catamaran number 99 come
in please". No, our time wasn't up, the Guarda Fronteras just wanted to know where
we were going, but I joked that the coast guard must have a very good telescope to
read a sail number at that distance. Later, having anchored under a Guarda station and
through binoculars seen a soldier watching me watching him through a telescope (very
embarrassing!), we realised that that is exactly what they do have.

Jetti had a fishing line out and just as we were making our approach to the harbour she
got a strike, a very nice Dorado which fed six of us when we later had it cooked in the
marina restaurant (and only 3US a head! If nothing else Cuba is a cheap place to
visit). Unfortunately the throttle cable on the engine snapped just as we were
approaching the dock. I leapt ashore to fend off and got my first reprimand. No-one is
allowed ashore until the doctor has given a clean bill of health — and a marina pontoon
counts as ashore!

After the doctor’s visit we had visits by a vet (we have no pets so her visit was quite
short — but she still had lots of forms to fill in) Then it was the Agriculture department
who gave our vegetables a ‘“vegetative sanity” certificate. Then Customs and
immigration — not forgetting the sniffer dog. A fairly thorough search of the boat and a
check on our seaworthiness by the coastguard followed. Finally, the Port Captain
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issued us a cruising permit. As everyone filled in the forms in triplicate — and they had
no carbon paper - it all took a long time! Eventually, after an hour or so, it was all
over and the marina band serenaded us new arrivals and we were free to go ashore.

As cruisers we are able to sail anywhere in the world - which is a real privilege. So we
accept the bureaucracy involved. Cubans are clearly more thorough than most for,
apart from the obvious drug searches etc, they are also on the lookout for goods being
bought in as “presents” and also for Cubans trying to escape. That’s why the boat was
always searched before we left a port and why we weren’t allowed to use our dinghies
without permission, while at one port the Guarda shone a spotlight on us all night.
Still it did mean we felt very secure, knowing someone was watching over our boat at
all times.

Having said that, I’ve now sailed in over 40 countries and my worst immigration and
custom experiences have still been in the UK. In Cuba we were surprised that only a
few ports and no areas ashore were deemed “off limits”. That’s unlike Finland, for
example, where “aliens” have to follow very specific routes.

The Puerto Vita marina manager, Ernestina, was very friendly and helpful (as
everybody who’s been there agrees). Since there were 6 foreign boats in the marina at
the same time (very unusual) she arranged a couple of coach tours for us. Its not often
we are able to travel inland so we jumped at the opportunity.

We discovered that the east end of Cuba is hilly, with several really protected natural
harbours. In fact I can’t think of anywhere else I’ve sailed where the harbours are so
safe. It’s a bit of a waste really as they haven’t had a hurricane in NE Cuba in living
memory.

We also visited Holguin, Cuba’s third city, which is a large market town. First
impressions were of crowds of people, all apparently very cheerful and, we were to
discover, all very polite and friendly. But it looked poor (some areas desperately so)
and neglected. Poverty is of course relative. We learnt that the average wage is 10US
a month; a doctor earns 25US a month. But it is illegal to charge more than 10% of
ones wage in rent. So a doctor pays only 2.50US rent a month. Health care is free for
all, and education is excellent.

But it is all a bit bizarre. America and Cuba are near neighbours, but don’t get along
(1). Yet all Cubans want dollars, which means working in tourism. Although basic
foods, rent etc are cheap and bought in pesos, to buy anything else (a TV for example)
you need dollars. We changed 20US into pesos, but a month later still had 10US left —
it’s hard to spend much when one can buy enough fruit and veg for a week for only
1US. So currently an 18 year old waiter who can earn 20US a day in tips alone, earns
about as much a day as a fully qualified teacher earns in a month! Something has to
change!

Few people own cars, the majority one sees are either Russian built Ladas or pre
revolution American “gas guzzlers”. There is, however, a huge variety of public
transport available, ranging from rickshaws to ox carts to horse drawn buses. Then
there are open trucks and the occasional old US school bus. Modern cars — Toyotas,
Fiats etc are usually reserved for tourist’s hire cars.
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We spent a week in Puerto Vita and then left to day sail along the north coast to
Havana. With strong NE winds we made good time, either staying in small harbours
(where the Guarda would row out to inspect our papers) or anchoring just inside the
reef. As we sailed west the terrain changed and we were back to the flat cays and
mangroves that we’d got used to in the Bahamas and along the ea