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YACHT "SALTWATER GYPSY"
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El’Capitino Log     Crew and Characters

Rob  
A.K.A.  El' Capitino  - Skip - Cap  |  Full time delivery skipper and RYA Commercial Ocean Yacht master 
Dinghy Sailor and Level 5 Instructor, Navigator and many years on the Professional Offshore Race 
Circuit

John
A.K.A.  JW and the F***Wit  |  Businessman and Owner of Yacht Saltwater Gypsy , Little to No sailing 
experience other than 2 months training from me before setting off with the boat

Sam 
Sam is a young 20 year old student from the Warsash Sailing Academy studding Marine  Development 
and Science

Rollo
Rollo is a young 22 year old and also a student from the Warsash Sailing Academy who is looking for 
sea miles to get his yacht master qualifications

Steve
Steve is a good buddy of mine from Hamble. Retired and living in the marina on his Tawar 25 foot 
yacht called 'Nice One'

Roger and Annie
Owners of a Guest House called 'Ferryside' in Hamble and where El' Cap stayed while onshore

Caroline 
South African Blond Haired Blue Eyed Barmaid with the big boobies 
But untouchable due to a 6 foot 5 Yarpie boyfriend

Tony
Best buddies for years and past business partners.  Tony lives in the USA with his wife but came to visit 
the UK and decided to join us for a few weeks

Daniele 
A.K.A The Flooze or Hunnybabe  - Current girlfriend and we met 3 months before I left

Chica
A.K.A Miss South America. Born in Chile and former girlfriend, she eventually chose to get married to a 
yacht broker instead of sailing with me. 

The Rigger
The local Boat Bum Bar and Restaurant  in Hamble. The place to hang out, find crew and Party. 
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DETAILS OF PASSAGE       DAYS ON DISTANCE  NIGHT
           AT SEA  LOGGED HOURS

16 September - Hamble UK - Bayona Spain - Gibraltar          9      1045      48

25 September - Gibraltar - Mahon - Palma - Formentura 

Alacante - Gibraltar - Forteventura - Las Palmas - Puerto Rico        20      3078     140

2 January  - Puerto Rico - Barbados - 5 Crew Line Hounours     

Mount Gay ABC  Cruiser Race              18      2534     108

28 January - Barbados Regatta            3        65        0

4 February - Barbados - Union Island - Tobago - Trinidad          8       480        35

18 March - Trinidad - Grenada -  Carriacou - Sany Island  

Petite Martenique - Petite St Vincent - Union Islands - 

Tobago Cays - Canouan - Mustique - St Vincent - Wallibou           18        520           30

18 April  -  St Vincent - Bequia - St Vincent - Bequia - St Lucia

Martinique - Dominica - Antigua - St Lucia - Tobago - Trinidad       25       735     180 

3 February - Trinidad - Tobago              2         83      12

11 February - Charter 1 -  Tobago Grenada Cruising - Tobago          5       372      40

22 February - Charter 2 - Tobago - Trinidad - Grenada 

Carriacou - Union Island - Tobago             14           481                    35

10 March - Charter 3 - Tobago - Trinidad - Grenada - Carriacou

Sandy Island - Tobago             13       462      30

26 March - Single Handed Sail - Carriacou  - Grenada - Trinidad         3       144      12

21 April - Trinidad  -  St Lucia 3 Crew              3       210      22

24 April - St Lucia - Antigua Cruising                     6       412       8

6 May - Antigua - Guadeloupe - St Lucia - Antigua           3       197      18

15 May - Antigua - Horta - Faial - Trans Atlantic 4 Crew        19      2277    110

15 June  - Faial - Horta - D’ Garda - Hamble UK          13       1593      87

3 August - Hamble - Fowley Padstow - Torquay - Hamble        14       567           72

3 September  - Final Delivery Hamble Lymington. Sold!          1        48

TOTAL TIME WITH THE BOAT                          201                 15,303               1007

PASSAGE Total Passage As Skipper 
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The time came to cast off the lines and make 

a start on the voyage to nowhere and not 

back, the engine started and after a few last 

words to people on the phone and quay side 

we were off, straight across the marina and in 

to the boat opposite, nearly but only joking. 

We cracked off down river and passed 
Ferryside where Annie and Bob waved franti-
cally as if glad to see the back of us! Hope not 
because I will be back one day to pester Hamble 
once more. Rollo the lad of the crew surprised 
us all by pulling out a large bottle of champers 
from his by now wet oilskins, before long the 
cork was flying through the air in the direction 
of Warsash college closely followed by two 
fingers from him and his girlfriend Sam. 
I think Rollo was trying to tell us that 3 years at 
this place was enough and it was time for the 
sun, also like the rest of us time to leave Hamble 
and go somewhere useful. 
So after a brief photo call it was off down the 
river and into the Solent. The last time I took the 
boat down there the engine packed up, this 
time it was the hydraulic furling. After a while 
lying flat on the 
soleboards and my head in its usual place, 
(down the bilge), it was up and running, thanks 
to a squirt of fluid and bang with a spanner. 

Off we went into the channel and headed 
west. By this time everyone had lunch and 
settled in, unfortunately Tony’s lunch hadn't 
settled in and soon went over the side, Blahhh! 
Then Sam’s then Rollo's. As I looked back at the 
Needles and thought only 1600 nm to go! This 
should be a wonderful trip. 

As more weather info came in on the radio I 
made the decision to head for Ushant (Breast) 
France and go for it, by now we were in a near 
gale but the wind was dropping all the time, 
shortly it turned into a pleasant sail with good 
boat speed and course. Around 8pm we 
arrived at the shipping lanes and crossed 
without too many problems, the main 
problem was that John decided to cook a 
pre-cooked meal which had more garlic on it 
than a French chefs apron. Of all the things to 
slap on a stove in a force 6 with 2/3 the crew 
already chundering, and knowing full well of 
my allergy to garlic or even the smell of it. 
Needless to say I spent the next 4 hours trying 
to control my own stomach and steer the boat 
at the same time. 
When the smell finally cleared I managed to 
do myself a cheese sandwich and all was well 
again. Not a lot of sleep was had by anyone 
but we saw the sun come up and then things 
started to take a more positive form. The 
generator was the next thing to pack up and 
the thought of a freezer full of my mother’s 
home cooking being wasted was the main 
priority, just before the decision was made to 
head to port for shore power, my head was 
again in the bilge and found 2 hidden trip 
switches, that must of blown, after a while and 
a stroke of luck we were off, din din's was 
saved and life could go on. 
Honestly the thought of sitting in the Med: on 
a Sunday with no "Roast" and gravy was a 
nightmare.

YACHT "SALTWATER GYPSY"

15th September 0900 hrs: Port Hamble Marina England - To Gibralta

CREW Rob Edge (Captain) John Wilson (Owner) 
Tony Foote, Rollo, Samantha,
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Finally the whole trip started to take shape. 
The good weather coming in made it 
worthwhile, and with the aid of a nice cup of tea 
and a toastie we plodded on towards Ushant 
and by this time the wind had died so much 
that it was an "Engine On Job". At this time it 
was my turn to sleep having been awake now 
for 24hrs: It was my mistake to think that four 
people could keep things ticking away for 4 
hours? "Not", as if by magic I was woken up after 
20mins by the sound of the engine alarm, as 
panic rang round the crew and the owner, 
Super Skipper was once again found with his 
head down the bilges. After an hour checking 
the oil and water Impellors, and cooling system 
and smacking my head at least 5 times on the 
dining table, I found a wire dangling in the 
sump, it was the water temp: sensor. As wire is 
supposed to be connected to something metal 
rather than water the problem was sorted and 
everyone celebrated with a beer and we all 
breathed a sigh of relief. 

So back to sleep and the whole 4 hours passed 
without grief. As I awoke we were greeted by a 
French froggy fishing boat giving the watch a 
hard time "as they do" so with a few hand 
signals that you don't see in the almanac he 
soon got the message and left. 
As I wondered around the deck feeling pleased 
with myself, I then noticed that during the night 
a rope had got caught in a block and ripped two 
others out of the deck, John said it felt a bit stiff 
as two of them were grinding away on a winch 
which any 2 year old could pull in by their teeth. 
One day they will learn I thought. By 4pm that 
day we were a beam of Ushant and the decision 
was made to cross The Bay of Biscay. 
The weather was in our favor and it was a case 
of go for the sun. It was then I noticed that my 
tin of spam that was saved up for a treat in the 
med: had been eaten by Rollo! It was at that 
time we nearly turned back, with him swimming 
along side. 2 hrs: it took me to hide all my other 
goodies away from sight and offer a quick 

lecture to the crew on Skippers privileges. 
Anyway, the wind had filled in by then and 
Biscay was a pleasant place to be despite all 
the horror stories that you hear. 
By now we were keeping up good speed and 
an average of 150miles a day, was good 
enough for me. The next thing to look out for 
was the dolphins, I thought I heard them at 
one point but it turned out to be Rollo on the 
wheel whaling away to some tune on his 
walkman. 
As it started to get dark the real fish arrived in 
style, jumping and leaping all over the place as 
if to offer their own private display. 
We watched them for half an hour playing 
under the bow, It really is a great sight and out 
there alone in the middle of Biscay they do 
offer some degree of company. 

During that night Tony managed to bugger up 
the Radar by pressing all the wrong buttons, I 
was woken up to sort it all out as it was more 
like a video game with alarms and dots all over 
the place than a highly technical piece of kit. 
Stick to computers Tone! 

We found some fishing line etc: in the locker 
so it was thrown out the back in the hope of 
catching a juicy Tuna for tea, it was a good job 
it wasn't our only hope of food as it stayed out 
there for days without a sign of a nibble. Oh 
well better luck next time! We did have some 
seagulls interested in it though.

PASSAGE Hamble UK - Gibraltar
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The weather by this time was improving but a 
chance of some unsettled rain and fog as we 
moved closer to the Spanish coast. 
The weather may have been improving but the 
smell of Rollo's socks certainly wasn't, they 
stunk together with his shoes, so that morning 
they were thrown over the back on a long rope 
to soak, and probably the reason the tuna 
stayed away! During the day we played with the 
new Telex machine and actually got 2 faxes 
from England. Modem science for you, it was 
fun until it all stopped working and John and 
Tony frustrated with the whole thing packed it 
all up and put it away, £1500 well spent. 
That night we contacted Portishead radio and 
we all made telephone calls home at Johns 
expense. Sam cooked a good meal for everyone 
and we finished off the red wine with ease. the 
trip was almost turning civil as we got the 
sextant out for the first time and viewed the 
ever brightening stars as we chatted on deck in 
our shorts and tee-shirts. Next morning all had 
changed the drizzle and fog as predicted arrived 
very quickly. The only good thing was the tray of 
bacon sarnies that Sam mustered up to keep us 
a little happier. It really was not nice at all, as
visibility got to its worst, suddenly there was 
hundreds of Spanish fishing boats appearing on 
the radar and picking your way through that lot 
was interesting to say the least. 
Then the westerly wind that we were hoping for 
filled in and lifted the fog, we set a new course 
to Finesterre and off we went again. It was all 
hands on deck for the 500 mile party apart from 
Tony who was boring and stayed in his bunk. At 
this time I thought I would treat the crew and 
share 2 packet's of Hula Hoops that were saved 
for these special occasions, (eaten in under 20 
seconds). It was around 2am as we finally 
rounded Finesterre and the Spanish coast, it was 
a shame it was during the night watch as it is 
quite a spectacular place to see. 
We decided at this point that we would stop off 
in Bayona for fuel the next day and a bit of a 
break.

Bayona Spain 

We arrived in Bayona at 11am and a well 
deserved shower was had by all, then it was up 
to the local supermarket to stock up and then 
to the fuel jetty. The marina was quite busy 
and we met up with yacht ‘Silver’, a boat we 
passed in Biscay and chatted to on the radio. 
They are heading to the ARC rally in the 
Canaries and maybe we will see them there .. 
We tied up alongside a huge stinkpot owned 
by the Aga Khan? don't know if that's the way 
you spell it but him anyway! If he was on 
board he would of been impressed by the way 
John dragged the fuel hose over his neat sun 
bleached decks dripping fuel on the white 
leather upholstery. Serve’s him right for 
owning a boat bigger than Saltwater Gypsy 
was the verdict. (Not jealous at all I think). 
The crew and I were at this point were in need 
of a quiet night and a good meal and with 
little local weather information thought it a 
good idea to stay the night and set off in the 
morning as the last weather info: from Vigo 
radio was some strong winds were coming in 
from the west and bad visibility could be 
possible once again. Wrong! the skipper 
overruled by the owner and we were off, 
"I don't want to spend a minute longer in this 
**** hole" was “His” decision and that was final. 
With most of the hatches open and stores still 
not stowed, the crew and myself near to 
mutiny we sat down below moaning as John 

PASSAGE Hamble UK - Gibraltar
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single handed on the wheel motored out of 
safety and into force 6 headwinds and 3 meter 
seas. As he got wetter and wetter and we got 
more annoyed screams of "am I the only one 
sailing this boat" came from the cockpit, yes the 
reply came from the saloon, none of us were 
ready with oilskins etc: and water was pouring 
in the still un-sealed hatches. We came to the 
opinion that he wanted to leave to save the cost 
of meal for us all in the yacht club and despite 
what anyone could say or do we were on our 
way to Gibraltar and that was that. 
After about 6 hours of rolling around in big seas, 
most of the long faces had recovered, 3 cups of 
tea later the wind died down and it became a 
little more comfortable. He knew that he had 
made a bum decision and after a lecture from 
me on general safety and attitude things were 
back to normal, less a little respect from 
everyone. "We are on a delivery not a holiday" 
was his last word Huh! 600 miles and another 
600 to go was my thought, and no party mood 
tonight from anyone. 
Off we went down the coast of Portugal, 
through the land of lobster pots and more 
fishing boats than you could shake a stick at. 
By morning things were made better by the 
weather and it was a scorcher, to relieve the 
boredom everyone chipped-in to do some odd 
jobs and up went the spinnaker again. 

Rollo and Tony did their first “Astro” sun sights to 
get our position and we sort of new where we 
were after a while. Still they had a go and that 
was more than you could say for some. It always 
fun teaching people Astro because you never 
know when or where you are going to need it!! 
The dolphins came back but still no Tuna! 
A good day was had by all and as night came in 
we decided to take the inland route through 
two rocks just before Lisbon, that was 
interesting to say the least, but fun and a test of 
the old navigation skills, especially at night. 
The following day was similar and enjoyable as 
we approached St Vincient. 

(The turn left to the Med: and along the 
Algarve). Once again it was dark as we 
rounded this landmark like most of the others, 
a still night with no wind, we motored round 
to the taste of a few Gin and tonics and all 
seemed well. John said as a joke the last place 
you want the engine to fail is here as we surfed 
in on the Atlantic swell. Then as if by magic 
again it stopped! It was as if someone had 
taken the key, I had the same problem with it 
on the west country cruise and was able to go 
straight to it. 20 mins: later and two new fuel 
filters we were on the road again. The brownie 
points earnt for that little repair stood me in 
good stead for the rest of the trip. 
Next morning the wind filled again from the 
west so it was up with the kite and I must say 
the best days sailing so far, the sun shone and 
we sailed 100 mile during that day, average of 
9 knots. Tony awoke and decided to fix the 
stereo speaker in the aft cockpit, there was 
probably just a wire loose somewhere. Within 
1 hr he had removed the entire system from 
the bulkhead and it seemed doomed from the 
start, you have never seen so many wires! The 
CD the DAT the Radio. It all went back together 
eventually and nothing worked at all, well 
done Tony. 

We managed to get it sort of working after a 
time and then it was boogie along to the 
sound of Rod Stewart?? Exactly. Tony for his 
sins cooked dinner and I must say it wasn't 
bad, real gravy and new potatoes. Seemed he 
was some use after all! 

PASSAGE Hamble UK - Gibraltar
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It was all on deck for the 888.88mile party and 
on track for Tarifa, the main turning point to the 
Mediterranean: After a quiet night it was 
another terrific sail with the kite up and another 
photo session with the dolphins. 
There was frantic action from everyone to 
prepare the boat for Gibraltar, Rolo had a go a 
splicing and it looked similar to Sam’s Spaghetti! 
John cleaned the fenders and we did a few 
photos from the top of the rig. The boat looks 
good from up there and look forward to seeing 
the photos.

 
Later that evening it was the lOOO mi1e party 
and John arrived on deck with a bottle of 
champers in relief of getting this far. 
Once again it was dark as we rounded Tarifa, 
and Morocco was glowing in the distance, a 
beautiful site at night but possibly more 
interesting by day. The water was still as we 
motored through the Gibraltar straights with 
the dolphins and still no Tuna on the line, it was 
at that point that I called it a day with the 
fishing and pulled the line in only to find there 
was no hook on the end, great! some massive 
fish must of taken it… So when everyone finally 
stopped laughing we turned into Gibraltar bay. 
We were looking for a yellow light that marked 
the entrance to the marina, the only problem 
was the 5000 or so yellow lights on the shore, 
some task but we found it. 
We arrived at the marina and were called over to 

the customs berth. During the trip we were 
buzzed several times by low flying spotter 
planes and they knew our every move. 
The customs guys were quite civil and we were 
soon on our way to Marina Bay Marina and 
some well deserved sleep and a nightcap!! or 
two.

0130hrs: 1044.4 miles, 24th Sept: 
After a half a night’s sleep we were all woken 
by a military aircraft landing on the deck! 
Well it sounded like it, Tony had sat up in his 
bunk hit his head on the deckhead and was 
half way out of the hatch in less than 3 
seconds, must of been the soldier in him. 
I grabbed him by the boxer shorts and pulled 
him back in, his little heart was pounding as he 
lay there quivering, The marina is alongside 
the runway of Gib airport and you can imagine 
a peaceful place to stay. 
The next morning we found paradise, a full 
blown bacon egg and fried bread breakfast, 
lovlie jublie.. a supermarket that sold cheese 
wotsits and fresh milk, what more could a crew 
want. The day was a little relaxed as you can 
imagine and that night we were taken out by 
John to all the best night spots, if you can call 
2 bars full of squaddies night spot, still he paid 
and that was the important thing. 
Tony and I spent the day looking round as it 
was his first visit, and I bought that watch that 
I have been promising myself for some time. 
A few phone calls and cards to all and sundry 
and it’s time to work on the boat. Once again 
the hydraulics need repair and the new telex 
machine needs sorting, the guy from a stereo 
repair shop has been here 2 days sorting Tonys 
mess and it’s still not working, the television 
works out here but we can't get any sound, 
looks like I will have to rely on videos sent from 
home to catch up on Coronation street. Dam!
John has now flown home to do business and 
Tony has returned to the United States. It’s just 
Sam Rollo and me now and nice to have a little 
more space. 

PASSAGE Hamble UK - Gibraltar
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There is some very interesting boats and people 
around, including Mick Jaggers boat "Delfine" 
(les girls) and 2 Arab stinkpots, one called 
"Diamonds Forever" . The weather is still warm 
and the tan is back! but it gets cool in the 
evening, not sure what it will be like in Mallorca, 
we will find out in a few more days. 
We should arrive there by the 7th Oct: and will 
spend 2 weeks cruising the Balirics with Johns 
wife Nicki and their 3 year old Stephanie.

Capitino's Log October Gibraltar/Mahon.
After a week in Gibraltar full of parties, glamour, 
sun, sea, rock and cheap plonk, the endless 
burgers from Joe's cafe, the exciting and exotic 
night life in Bianca's bar and the Conningwood 
pub, the streams of electricians, hydraulic 
engineers and TV repair men, the rain, the 
thunder and lightning, the sunshine and the 
noise of the Nimrod and 737 aircraft with their 
pleasant early morning alarm calls, the sight of 
Swedish women on the boat next door and 
across the way, the deck party's that lasted well 
into the morning, endless trips to Safeway for 
cheesey wotsits and bacon, cleaning the boat 

from bow to stem and back again to remove 
the endless piles of black dust that regularly 
drifted across from the local Spanish refinery, 
and not to forget the big fat pasta mamma 
that is now a single handed sailor because her 
husband had sense to leave her, as she tried to 
organise everyone with a very loud and unfor-
gettable high pitched Canadian accent. 
John the owner arrived back on Sunday 
evening to an immaculate looking craft 
glistening in its glory in the low lit beams of 
the deck flood lights, with a jug of Pimm's, a 
fine selection of local cheeses and a bowl of 
Hula Hoops, we nibbled our way through the 
evening and talked of the fine work that had 
been carried out in his absence. Everything 
was complete apart from most of the CD 
player still sitting in a spick workshop 
somewhere. He had an early night as we hit 
Bianca's for the last time and then to the 
Conningwood for a late night tipple.

The morning started at 7.30 and the sweat 
started to pour from my brow, not because of 
the heat but the fact that the CD player had 
not found its way back home on time. I hung 
around while the others went to Safeway on a 
provision shop, and around 11.3Oam Kim 
Troken - something the mad local Danish 
repair man arrived with the vital part, in it 
went but would it work, "yes", everything now 
working we were ready to leave the marina 
and head for the fuel jetty. 

PASSAGE Gibraltar - Mahon Balearic Islands
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As millions waved goodbye and watched us 
leave we headed for the empty fuel pontoon, 
our coolness suddenly warmed as we saw two 
fishing boats jump in front and get there first. 
We had a cup of tea as we waited patiently for 
our rightful place and then it was in, tied up and 
ready for the simple job of putting 300 litres in a 
tank. Out of the hut came Spain’s answer to 
Eddie the Eagle, Glasses like bottle tops and the 
brain of a fish. 
We were then presented with the biggest, fuel 
nozzle in existence, more suitable for fuelling 
the Nimrods at the airport than a sweet little 
boat like ours! Now, this boat is the worlds worst 
to fill but this made it impossible, as we pulled 
the trigger in went the fuel at something like 
2000 psi, we stopped after 2 seconds at it all 
came back out, over the decks, pontoon and 
me, 

Eddie came out with a very useful comment as 
he wiped the drips from his bottle rim glasses, " 
you know you air in tank me think," B****ck's we 
replied it’s your fuel we said, Its full of foam and 
you know it. After two hours filling Jerry cans 

and pouring it slowly into a small funnel we 
finally got enough fuel in to be on our way, 
Eddie by this time was a little hacked off with 
our continuous sarcastic comments about 
Gibraltan fuel and demanded cash not Visa at 
the end of it all, he was not a happy chappy 
together with the twenty other boats waiting 
for their turn.
So it was off into the afternoon sun with a skip 
and a clunk, round the rock and off into the 
Med: The sea breeze soon died away and the 
engine was back on, John decided to cook 
another of his pre-packed garlic lash-up's that 
we started the first trip with and I settled with 
a sarny. The smell of garlic took the varnish off 
the woodwork, I think they got the message 
when I poured toilet cleaner in the sink to help 
with the de-fuming session afterwards.
As it got dark out came all the dolphins, 
leaping around the bow and leaving
phosphorescing streaks like torpedo's through 
the water, we watched them for 30 mins: or so 
and they left as quickly as they arrived. They all 
retuned later to put on a show for the other 
watch as if they had planned it. The following 
morning saw the most horrific fog I had seen 
for a long time, pea soup, and just at the time 
the sea was full of fishing boats and freighters, 
picking my way through that lot was a re-run 
of Biscay. 

The morning was however livened up when 
Peter, (Peter Cussion), the Fruit Bat turned up 
out of the fog, and circled the boat like a 
customs officer, in and out of every locker and 

PASSAGE Gibraltar - Mahon Balearic Islands
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and deck fitting, finally Rollo was the target and 
Pete flew up into his jacket and disappeared. 
Now friends if that was me I would have been 
over the side quicker than an Estonian, but Rollo 
kept his head and didn't flinch. (probably 
thought it was something to eat). Pete finally 
found a less sweaty place to hide in a mast cleat, 
where he spent the day kipping. 
The fog and the fruit bat hung around for most 
of the day, Rollo tried to feed it and it bit him, 
maybe the fruit bat was a vampire after all. 
The dull day ended with a pretty mean Spag 
bog and a bottle of 50 pence Spanish wine, 
which I must say wasn't bad! So it was round 
Cabo De Gata and a long windless night 
dragged on. A lonely Dolphin swam with us for 
a while and suddenly the water was completely 
full of white specks! We all had a theory for 
them and were all wrong, in the end the only 
way to find out was to stop and have a proper 
look. The water was totally full of small strange 
Jelly Fish, millions of them, the sea was like a 
bowl of lentil soup, varied from spotty ones with 
tentacles to blobby round white ones like tennis 
balls, there was more sting in these things than 
a Annie Waltons (My old Landlady) Rum & Coke, 
god help you if you fell in amongst that lot, 
Yukk! 

We motored for about an hour through this 
soup, there must of been millions of them. The 
rest of the night was spent listening to the VHF 
& SSB, there was a couple of Greek comedians 
on demonstrating how many English swear 
words they knew and a couple having a good 
old row on the telephone, it really is amusing 

some nights and great entertainment. 
The following morning we woke up to the 
magnificent natural landscape of Benidorm 
with its beautiful brick/concrete coloured 
mountains and multicoloured Tottenham and 
Chelsea football towels waving in the breeze. 

Shortly after that it was all on deck for the Zero 
degree longitude party: (Greenwich Meridian) 
for those who don't sail and are stuck in a 
classroom in Hamble. Then just past there we 
called into Moraira for fuel and headed back 
out. The local weather was totally wrong and 
within 3 hours we were forced to turn back 
and head for shelter, we returned to the same 
marina where we all got on the glad rags and 
went for one of the best pizza's I have had in a 
long time. 

The following day was very windy and a good 
decision was made to stay put until morning. 
The day started at 0515 Fri 7 and set off for 
Formentera and Ibiza, the gap between the 
two although similar to Joan Collins was a little 
choppy and with the wind from the east was 
just as cold, so I decided to go around the 
island and avoid a "Gellcoat Jeff" situation but 
which put about 3 hours on the trip, the 
weather was sunny and everyone seemed OK 
and happy but the wind was bang on the nose 
and we could only motor into it, Bang! Slap! 
We are all starting to think that Jonh should of 
bought a stinkpot not a yacht! 
Then it was around the east coast of Mallorca 
and straight for Mahon Minorca. 
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El’Capitino Log
This part of the trip was very boring and just 
plodding along against light headwinds. 
Nice rocks and star configurations though! 
I seem to be spending more and more time 
looking at my Planisphere and the heavens, I'm 
even talking like Patrick Moore although at this 
point of time we just don't know. The other 
night I got a good fix off my Tarot Cards!?

Minorca 
We arrived in the Port of Mahon at around 
1830hrs and it was just starting to get dark, 
1600 miles from the start and we were nearly 
there, shame there was no brass band as John 
hit the key side after a 30 minute you "cant park 
there" lecture from yours truly, any way he said 
we can easily bullshit our way onto a Royal 
Mahon pontoon and that was final. 

I love these little I have money will park 
anywhere demonstrations, so we pulled up, tied 
up, washed up, and waited while he wondered 
off into the sunset looking for the commodore 
of the club. In the meantime the a rather splen-
did chap appeared and kindly told us to **** **f. 
"But, but we said our governor is in on the plot 
with the big boss and he will be back soon with 
a red carpet for us to rest our salty docksiders 
on". John returned shortly after and there was 
no problem at all.. As long as we moved the 
boat as quickly as possible to some corner of 
the wall behind some dinghies, oh well we gave 
it our best shot and after all it is peak season 
here in October Ha! So, we saluted the 470 
dinghy as we moored alongside and settled in 

for a big night out on the owner, NOT! 
The minute we tied up John was off to the 
hotel where his wife Nicki was waiting, and 
had been waiting for the last 3 days. Sam, 
Rollo and I had a cold well deserved beer and 
hit the showers, you could see the salt clog up 
the main street as we stood there with the old 
Wash and Go. The Med is so salty at the 
moment and it took me at least 5 hours to get 
a comb through my now blonde streaked long 
hair, (in a dream this lad). OK, 3 hours.!

So, back to the boat and out on the town, 
what town? Elvis has a little more life than 
Mahon in October, at least he is remembered 
by someone! And he's colder than the beer! 
Sorry Elvis but it needs to rock and roll round 
here, even Gibraltar had a Rock. The following 
day was "laundry day· and Sam took the half a 
ton of salty linen to the guy in the service 
wash place, a shifty looking character to say 
the least and somehow he managed to shrink 
all my T shirts so even Kylie Manouge would 
show her nipples if she wore them! 
Lucky for me they were all the naff ones that I 
wore for the trip down like "square rigger, 
north sails, Fortuna, Nordplan, and not my 
best ones like SWATCH, ferryside, & Roger 
Pimm Y.M. 
We are likely to hang around here for a few 
days and then tour round the Islands for a 
While before heading to Gibraltar again, so if 
anyone feels like dropping a line to The skip, I 
will be there around Nov 1st and no later. 
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El Capitino log 15.10.94 Minorca* 
(Balearic Special Edition)

I was going great guns until the ship was 
invaded by Jonh's wife Nicki and there lovely 
little 2 year old, as soon as they arrived the 
saloon was turned into a Disney park, the 
children's video's went on and out came all the 
musical books and playdo. The boat had turned 
into a floating playgroup and there was nothing 
I could do about it, it was up to Sam to keep 
things under control if, only anyone would let 
her. 
She went off to the ferry terminal to see Rollo 
off, who had done the right thing by 
disappearing to Palma for three weeks and 
leaving us to it. After Sam had waved goodbye 
from the ferry building roof verandah for the 
thousandth time and the ferry had finally 
disappeared out of sight, she descended the 
twenty flights of stairs to leave the building, as 
she arrived at the bottom she thought "this 
place is a bit quiet" as she tried the door, 
they were all locked and she had found a new 
home, especially as there was only one ferry a 
week. 2 hours later she said after trying every 
window and door, a man in the bar opposite 
saw her heatbroken little face screaming from a 
port hole and let her out. 
It was lucky that one of the staff had a quick 
beer before he had left for his siesta! Well she 
retuned to the boat to tell all and we would of 
laughed our socks if we were wearing any but 
it's too hot for them. We were pleased to see her 
though as by this time "Gums" as they call her 
was in full swing, whaling to the sound of a 
Playdays video and throwing food at you as well 
as Caroline does at the Rigger pub in Hamble. 
I have suddenly found so much more to do 
ashore, and thought buying a fishing rod was a 
good excuse to get the hell out and catch 
dinner. I have caught quite a few multi coloured 
ones that John has eaten and said to be Ok? 
Well put it this way he's still here! 
The three days spent in Mahon were relaxing 

and we visited a few bars and beaches, the 
night life was a little quiet until I met a crazy 
Spanish bar owner, hair slicked back and grey 
sideburns like a Badger who, used to have a 
finish girlfriend, we started on the vodka and I 
found a bottle of the black stuff that Julia (ex 
Finish Girlfriend) left, then we were well away! 
So from then on it was cheap drinks and pizza 
on the house.
John had hired a car for the period, by the way 
he drove he was well on the way to an Ayrton 
Senna. On the last day there we decided to go 
to Addaya, this was the quiet little spot he 
wanted to sail to, when we arrived there was 
two boats and a shed, the nearest bar or 
restaurant was miles away, so after that is was 
decided to visit all the venues by car first, 
luckily they all turned out as c**p as the first, 
so it was back to the boat and a quick rethink 
on the whole agenda, we decided that 
heading straight to Mallorca was a better 
option and stop off in Ciudadela (SW of island) 
on the way. 
So next day it was all panic and prep for the 
big off! Wrong, the boat needed fuel and the 
only fuel jetty was shut because no one 
realised that today was a Fiesta and national 
holiday. So it was one more day in Mahon and 
just as well because all the fridge's stopped 
working. The man who arrived to fix them 
looked like Mahons answer to Amos from 
Emmerdale and smelt like him too! 2 hours 
fiddling with the compressor and Presto, 

nothing worked, we decided to wait until we 
found someone a little more skilled to look at 
them, so El Capitino as per usual got them 
working again in about ten minutes...
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I also had to fix the Video that was broken by 
Nicki and the fuel hose that had a kink in it and 
was the reason for the flying fuel every time we 
filled up. The next day it was up early fill up and 
go! As we backed away the throttle cable 
snapped and it was back to the pontoon, this 
was going to be one of those trips I could see, 
but in less than two hours we had it fixed, even I 
was impressed, we waved goodbye to Mahon 
and it was off to the other side of the island. 
The trip round was very smooth with little wind, 
I threw out the fishing line and we caught 3 
good sized fish within the hour. John grilled 
them up and they went down very well for 
lunch with a bottle of 125 paseta white wine. 
We arrived in Ciudadela that late afternoon and 
went to a Jazz club in the evening, a very nice 
place called EI Clay, all in all the port was very 
good and very picturesque. 
We ended up alongside a glass bottom boat 
and were moved off very early the next morning 
by a guy with glasses the same as his boat. 
Before we had time to have a proper look round 
John had made the decision to leave and that 
meant next stop Alcudia Mallorca. 

We arrived off the Mallorcan coast around 
lunchtime and John had been in one of his F**k 
Wit moods all day, Mr I know all, even if I did 
have to change the fuel filters for him after the 
engine stopped again mid channel. He was 
trying to impress someone and it wasn't Sam or 
myself, he said he wanted to take total control 
and we let him, we let him try and anchor in 50 
metres of water with 49 metres of chain, we let 

him try and turn a 43 foot boat around in a 42 
foot marina berth and by that time my 
patience had reached its peak and he knew it. 
We then went for a look in a little marina and I 
warned him of the possibility of hitting 
another boat as we turned round, as it 
happened we got away with it and only by 
chance, he said he was going to do it his way 
and afterwards he sat there with this sickly" I 
said it would work my way" grins, Sam and I 
were not impressed and by this time had 
enough.
Then it was " I can lay the headland in one tack 
syndrome”, it took three and then he had to 
use the engine. Nicki at that stage went down 
below for a kip and out of the way. 
When we finally reached Alcudia marina the 
biggest nightmare was waiting, John trying to 
park "his way". We were all told to follow his 
orders and we did, after hitting another boat, 
loosing his temper, hitting a mooring line, 
getting the boat sideways in the berth, telling 
the marina worker that he had given us the 
wrong line and that was the reason it was 
around the rudder and the prop, and then he 
eventually admitted he was wrong and left it 
to me and Sam to sort out. 
He went off for a walk with Nicki and the sprog 
and retuned a little calmer, after a shower and 
a G&T he was then Mr nice guy and we think 
Nicki must of given him a lecture on his 
disgusting behavior. 
That evening he thought that he could buy 
our respect back with just a Cheeseburger, 
wrong it wouldn't work, he then suggested 
that we should all have a complete day off the 
following day and that seemed to work a little 
better, the thought of a day away was the only 
reason I hadn't booked a flight home. 
We had a few words that night and he sort of 
apologised. I went off for a few drinks on my 
own and met a bunch of Swedish people who 
had no problem offering me drinks for the 
evening, I took me about an hour to find the 
boat after that little session and that was only 
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I tried to call Danielle and couldn't understand 
why there was no reply at 4.30am. The next day 
started at 12 noon and it was "the" official day 
off so who cares! John had already done his 
Jacques Cousteau impression and cleared the 
rope from the prop and Stephane was bouncing 
around the decks in an inflatable pool, I was 
given my cue to leave as she fell and cracked her 
head on a hatch, so I was off with a plan to 
nurse my head with 5 cups of coffee and a 
donut.
A day on the beach and doing nothing, Great! 
That afternoon the cloud appeared and things 
started to look a little grim on the weather front 
and that evening down came the rain, great, all 
you need on a boat is water on top as well as 
underneath. Everyone hit the sack and slept for 
the evening, I was bored and the thought 
returning to the bar full of Sweed's looked the 
solution, when I arrived it was very quiet and 
Spain's answer to Bet Lynch from Coronation 
Street was behind the bar. She turned out to be 
a bit of a laugh and we discussed the weather as 
you do, then from the woodwork appeared 
"Isabella" Alcudia's local super model barmaid, 
long shaggy blonde hair and a figure like a 
racing snake. I choked on my peanuts and 
wiped the beer spray from Bets apron, this is the 
sort of women that Danielle would of slapped 
me for looking at, she took over from Bet so I 
had no alternative other than continue my 
weather conversation with her instead. 
Then if by magic in came the Sweeds, and 
suddenly the bar was full of very loud Abba 
fan's with a mission, my attention was drawn 
away from my intention and Claudia took a back 
seat but I won't forget those "Come back to my 
Casa" eyes in a hurry! 
The following day John had decided he wanted 
to go to a boat jumble that he had seen adver-
tised somewhere and then we would make a 
move on our return. We spent an hour trying to 
bribe a car hire man to lend us a car for 2 hours 
and ended up getting a taxi instead, we tend to 
do a lot of this sort of playing! 

We arrived at the sale and tried to find it! Then 
we saw a guy with a cloth laying on the 
ground upon which was 2 shackles and 4 links 
of anchor chain, I think this is it I said, and it 
was. At this stage I was in convolutions while 
John negotiated for the shackles. So back in 
the taxi and off back to the marina to meet the 
females, we stopped off for a quick coffee and 
watched the Jerez Grand Prix on the telly. 
I had a bet that Shoe Smacker would win and 
Hill second, the complete bar said I was wrong 
but Steve (Nice One) told me the result a 
month ago and I won the bet! Still waiting for 
the 20,000 pesatas but I won't give in on this 
little earner.
That afternoon we left for Cala Ratjata and 
arrived late, the German in the boat next door 
was so quick to put his fenders out, he must of 
been expecting us, and even though we were 
20 metres down the pontoon I think he must 
of seen us going into Alcudia as well. 

The trip round the bay was only 3 hours and 
nothing much happened except Nicki cooked 
a very good curry type meal for us and it went 
down very well. The mooring we were on was 
a little exposed and the boat was rolling in the 
swell, there was no alternative available and 
the wind was by this time getting stronger. 
We all went ashore and found another little 
bar and another Isabella behind it. 
John was doing his rugby party tricks like 
being loud, eating the bill, and generally upset 
all. We left there in a hurry and left the port 
very early next morning.
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The next stop was Peurto Cristo and we left in 
quite a sea, the wind had picked up and coming 
into the very narrow entrance was a interesting 
little experience to say the least! A match stick in 
a liquidizer would have had a more comfortable 
ride. The water in the port was red with the local 
mud, the river bank had burst that night and left 
logs, small boats and rubbish everywhere, it was 
a real mess. I found a gap and parked the boat. 
A very irate little "Jobs worth" spick told us to 
move and said there was only one space 
avaliable against this wall with no fixing cleats 
or anything. 
John had a stand up row with him for an hour 
and we left for the wall. Talk about a joke, the 
swell was amazing and if we would of stayed 
there the boat would of been smashed to bits in 
ten minutes. There was nowhere else and all we 
could do was leave, so back out into the wind 
and swell and a very uncomfortable 3 hour trip 
to Peurto Colom. 
By this time we wondered if it would even be 
possible to get into a bay for shelter, I decided 
to go for it and with more green water than a tin 
of frog soup over the deck we were in, The wind 
and swell disappeared and we tied up. There to 
meet us was a very helpful guy and the 
difference between the two ports was amazing. 
Peurto Colom is a very quite ghost type town 
and there is absolutely nothing to do. We were 
very glad to get in there and shelter though. 
The rain had got worst and god knows what it 
would of been like back at Porto Cristo. 
The boat is now not a good place to sit in, hot,
muggy, full of toys and noise, last night I went 
on my own and got the hell out of it, I walked 
for about 2 miles in the rain and stumbled 
across one bar, owned by a Guy called Pepi, 
Pt: Colom's stand in for Jimmy Hill, talks similar 
crap as well, and the bar resembles a Bamboo 
jungle. Very very stylish as you can guess but 
when you are wet and further away from civili-
sation than Neil Armstrong was, (Apollo 11 for 
the not so quick), then it will do! I got chatting 
to 3 German yachties and a very bored English 

guy who is out here because his wife had left 
him. I can't believe the reason thought, it was 
because he sold his car and bought a new one 
without consulting her and she wanted to 
keep the old one. Oh to be English! The rain 
now is p*****g down and there are torrents of 
water flowing down the roads, you would not 
believe it. I wanted the sun, not this stuff. 
When I returned to the boat it had been 
transformed into a Vidal Sassoon salon, Sam 
was having her roots done in preparation for a 
birthday night out. 

Her birthday was the following day but it was 
time for the Bimbo to big time boogie & bop 
to the big bad banana bunching bounty 
blistering bendy bamboo bar, blonde 
bleached and blushing we set off on the 3 mile 
hike and arrived in the thick of a storm. 
Peter the auto-wife was there to greet us with 
a selection of cocktails in some very tasteless 
bamboo mugs, and a bottle of champer's 
made the evening. He then suggested it was 
back to his hotel for a nightcap! If you call half 
a dozen Tequila slammers a nightcap! Sam by 
this time was out of her box and I could see 
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me having to carry her home if this continued 
for much longer, so it was back to the boat just 
in time for her to throw up on the Kiwi boat next 
door. The next morning as a birthday treat John 
hired a car and the plan was to drive to Palma 
and find Rollo. Sam had been on heat for a week 
and Rollo was the only man for the job! 
In her frustration and envy of my Diary and El 
Cap Log, I suggested she wrote a short story, 
"on what she replied", "Religion, Sex and 
Mystery" I suggested, so she did and all it said 
was "Oh God! I'm pregnant, Who's is it". 
Finding Rollo was going to be the real challenge 
and in a city full of boat bums there was only 
one place to start, the bar.  We had a fax number 
and a name of a Hostel to go with and soon 
pinned him down with a little of my detective 
work. We left them there while JW and I looked 
for a suitable place to bring the boat, the best 
part was to come! John then decided that as we 
had found Rollo he and Nicki would stay for two 
nights in Palma and Rollo Sam and I would drive 
back and deliver the boat in the morning. 
Fantastic, a whole 2 nights on our own without 
Gums screaming "more Juice" at 7am. !!!!!
I will explain more juice at a later date, so off we 
went back to the bar to find the others, I arrived 
back and found a right prat prancing around 
and accusing Rollo of stealing his bag and 
jacket. Rollo had assumed it was Johns and 
refused to part with it. I explained the situation 
and we got the hell out while Rollo still had 
both legs.
The drive back was fun in the rain and the dark 
and we ended up in Cala D'or instead, we did 
finally arrive in Colom and went to the bamboo 
boozer, by car and in style this time. 
The following morning it was off to Palma, the 
weather looked a bit suspect but the thought of 
another night in ghost town was enough to 
decide it for us. Out went the fishing line and in 
came the "Tuna" this time, 2 small and 2 large 
ones, we only caught 4, could it be because I 
was wearing my FourTuna (Fortuna) sweatshirt I 
wonder. 

Then in came the most amazing rain storm, 30 
knot wind and talk about lightning, more 
flashes than a lighthouse with Duracell’s in it. 
I took some photo's as I was sure that JW was 
never going to believe it. The rain stopped and 
the sun came out as we arrived in Palma, and 
there on the quay side and pleased to see his 
boat in one piece was JW. It was so nice to 
think he could trust me with a 42 mile epic 
delivery all by myself. It must be because of 
my Commercial Ocean Master's 
Captains Ticket. 
He said that it had been hot sunny weather all 
day and that there was no way we could have 
had rain, oh well wait for the photos. The first 
thing I mentioned after we had tied up was 
the fact that we have Full tanks of good water 
on board and that the fresh water in Palma 
was like sea water and, there is nowhere we 
can fill up, 120 gallons on board and I thought 
enough for everyone.
That night it was into town to visit the very 
crowed very loud very full of brits Latitude 39 
bar, Palma's answer to the Square Rigger but 
without Caroline, The first person I saw as I 
walked in was Pam Hale, looking glam and 
covered in more men than clothing, her usual 
very short mini skirt up round her armpits and 
with enough booze in her to sink a battleship. 
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Then I found Johno from Bieja Flor and a couple 
of others from Hamble. The atmosphere in the 
place is electric and soon everyone was 
enjoying my bar tricks and jokes, home from 
home this place! A late night out and some 
useful contacts, we discovered this Lemon 
Schnapps more bite than a mosquito and more 
twang than Hank Marvins guitar, had a little 
more than we should of and say no more. 2 
Hours later and I found the boat. 

The following day was spent "Cleaning the 
boat" a task which is so simple for one, yet a 
complete cock-up if everyone seems the need 
to be involved, I personally have wiped my 
hands of it. It seems that five years experience 
on management and charter yachts with only 
praise and admiration to my name is not clean 
enough for SWG: 
So it was off to the chandlers and the yard to 
organise a guy to fix the fridges. The bloke 
arrived, did the job and left, that was my bit for 
the day until it came to clean my teeth! 
The water pump wasn't working and there was 
no pressure, a routine check uncovered the fact 
that we had No Water!! Where had it gone? 
Could it be the endless unnecessary cleaning, 
the two showers each (except Sam and I), the 
two baby baths, the washing machine of the 20 
washing up sessions? Who knows but I give up. 
I said that no way any Palma water was to be 
taken onboard and I meant it. From then on it 
was buckets from ashore and that was final, no 
way was I going to be the mug that had to 

service the pumps, heaters and pipes due to 
salt water corrosion.
We are on a very posh mooring right outside 
the yacht club with a pool opposite, the bill for 
this one will be interesting and I don't think 
someone will be too pleased, but that's 
yachting with wifie and srog for you. The next 
morning I braved it and dived in for a swim, I 
was that cold I thought I had turned into a 
woman for a moment until the old body got 
used to it and I discovered that it had not all 
disappeared for life! Gum's and Nicki however 
opted for the lay on the deck and pose option 
which drew a large crowd as it would, this 
seems to be the most exciting place in the 
whole Balearics to sit and sunbath as there are 
very few beaches, pools, verandah's, and 
sunbeds to chose from. But you have to 
consider that everything is close to hand so to 
speak? Except the toilet as it turned out, 
although which although only 6 feet below 
them Gum's decided that she was going there 
and then, on deck and in full view of the yacht 
club terrace, people were amazed at the way 
Nicki picked up the child and held here 
hopelessly over the side trying to direct and 
control the flow with as much control and as a 
weak fireman! The crowd were amazed at the 
time and volume involved and I thought to 
myself as I buried my head and removed my 
SWG T-shirt so as not to be associated, "That's 
what happened to the 120 gallons of water 
from the tanks"!
That night was Boy's night out and back to 
Latitudes for one of the best evenings out so 
far, £70 lighter and host of new and old friends 
it was tour de Palma night. A real goodie and 
not one bar, club or live band unvisited. I was 
amazed to see so many past buddies that I 
knew and say no more, a good night. 
The Spanish were in there millions as I left the 
town for the walk home at 5am. The only thing 
that ruined the evening was the fact
McDonnald's was shut. 
Listen people the next morning I received a
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letter from Danielle who had taken the trouble 
to send it via Jay who was visiting Palma. 
My first letter in 2 months, although it was a 
personal rendition of War and Peace and I don't 
expect it from everyone, it was a letter, at least 
there is ONE person in Hamble that loves me. 
The diary Will stop if I don't get to hear the 
village gossip, "Be Warned". 
The next day it was time to leave for Ibiza and 
the task of winching Rollo and Sam apart was 
upon us once again! JW had been chatting to 
the boat next door and been conned into 
buying ton's on fishing gear, £150 seemed an 
irresistible bargain as he loaded four rods and 
reels, more line than British Rail and a box of 
imitation fish and squid with 12" hooks that 
must do something somewhere in the world! 
Bit big for my Tuna I'm afraid. I think if we 
chucked that lot out the back we would start 
another trawler war with the Spanish! 
After 2 hours deciding where to put this stuff 
and a quick Pizza from "Mario's" we pulled out 
of the marina and cut Rollo away from the stern 
line, he swam ashore and waved goodbye, his 
little heart pounding as this time, because of a 
radical change of plan and the possibility of 
Nicki staying on the boat until Gib, he wasn't 
sure of the next time he will see Sam. 
The time has come to make some serious miles 
in the right direction for a change, SOUTH! and 
the problem is that a wife and child that have 
got less in sailing than prince Charles has in 
Diana are on board to stay and that means we 
only sail at night and try to sleep by day. 
This sounds ok until you experience the day to 
day noise of "more juice" washing machines, 
constant cleaning and cooking and not to 
forget Playdays Video's on full volume. 
The other day to get some kip and peace, I tied 
a 100 foot line to the kids little dinghy and 
risked all as I floated away from the boat and 
into the middle of the marina, I was a bit big 
and heavy for it, but I know some 2 year old 
who isn't, maybe next time? 
Could this be the solution I wonder? It is time to 

explain "More Juice". Juice is either" Big Juice" 
(orange juice in a baby's bottle), or "Gimmee 
Juice", (Orange juice in baby's mug). "More 
Juice" is a repetitive 6.3Oam alarm call, "Big 
Juice" is after a tantrum and a stick that in your 
mouth and shut the f**k up solution. Either 
way those words will be engraved on my mind 
for the rest of my life
Monster Poo Poo's are the highlight of 
everyone's day and a real treat if you are asked 
to admire it afterwards!! From a very small 
bottom great things are created so I hear, 
often resembling a quality specimen that a 
local Deli would surely be proud to display in 
his window, you could say it's her version of a 
"ships log"! 
All I can say is, it's a good job we have 3" 
diameter toilet outlets. I cannot believe I am 
writing this crap! I sailed overnight to Ibiza, 
with no wind and a huge swell (maybe I was 
thinking of Danielle and had no beans for tea). 
Twenty cups of tea later and we had arrived to 
a virtually deserted town, the sun had been 
hot and that was about it! There was a quick 
joint decision to head strait to Formentera and 
we did, via a beach and what could have been 
a disaster!  There is a narrow section and a gap 
between Ibiza and the island, there are 
beaches either side and with a SW wind the E 
side was sheltered. 

JW had it in his mind that we would go close in 
while I dropped the three of them off in the 
dinghy, while Sam and I took the boat to the 
other side of the Island, through the gap and 
picked them up, (this was to avoid any 
discomfort from the swell). I warned of the 
consequences and they were observed in the 
usual manner. 
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We dropped them off with enough luggage to 
holiday there, and motored round the gap to 
pick them up on the other side. 1 hour later 
after a very rough ride through a very narrow 
gap Sam and I arrived to the panic stricken 
voice on the hand held VHF: The deserted bar 
they planned to have lunch in was closed and 
John had not packed a single item of use in the 
bag. No water, food and "No juice" but plenty of 
buckets and spades though! The second they 
touched land apparently it was "I'm tired, I'm 
hungry and I want Big Juice". My orders were to 
pick them up immediately!! 
The surf on the other side of the island didn't 
come in packets but just as powerful, Baywatch 
eat your heart out! Sam took control of the boat 
while I donned my Red swimsuit and dropped 
into the dinghy, with Varnet shades and a 
carefully positioned Fortuna on my bottom lip I 
was off. 20 knots and cooler than the beer in the 
fridge, I took wave after wave like the Pope on 
tour. I arrived and beached the craft with more 
determination than a D' day landing, I was on a 
mission. The child making more noise than the 
Honda outboard was launched on board, the 
sack of toys and a very terrified Nicki were next 
and we took off, leaping through the surf like a 
Dolphin on Acid. 
I screamed back to the boat and threw them 
aboard, lit another Fortuna and it was back 
again for the second run. This time with a little 
more speed and excitement to give John his 
money's worth!  Yes!! Take some of this Fxxx Wit! 
After that little escapade it was off to the local 
marina to stabilise the heart beats and hit the 
large Brandy's. That evening JW hired a car and 
went out for a meal. Sam and I sat and wrote 
letters for a while until it was time to hit the 
town. 
The most interesting thing we came across was 
a Pool table and the challenge of the sex's was 
on. lOO pst a throw but who cared, first it was 
best out of 3 then 5,7,11 etc: Of course I was 
letting Sam win and trying to make a close 
thing of it! Needless to say it was a beer a game 

and soon the local barman was giving us a 
complementary herb type drink chaser that 
came in a bottle like a standard lamp and this 
funny twig like thing on the inside. Christ 
knows what this stuff was but it had to be my 
worst hangover of the trip that morning. 
It sounds like this trip is nothing but a p*ss-up 
but this was not planned and as both Sam and 
I were getting a little fed up with the whole 
deal, it was a rare excuse. I woke up with a 
pocket full of pool balls, a half finished pint on 
deck, and I still had bits of twig between my 
teeth. I was not a well bunny! Apparently I had 
a few words with JW on a few things but 
remember nothing.
The next day I was up the rig fixing the 
steaming light and feeling my best, we took 
the car up to the top of the island that evening 
to see the sunset over the Balearics, they had 
drinks, I had coffee. 

That night it was off to Altea on the mainland 
and after a long old watch (on my own, except 
for a Donut) we arrived early, with the rest 
asleep I continued to Alacante to gain some 
more miles. We spent the day there asleep and 
pigged out on a McDonald's, the first chip's for 
a month. They went to the travel agent to 
book a flight home for Nicki and there wasn't 
one for a week, so I insisted that we had to 
continue so as to hit the dates in the Canaries, 
and my ski trip I had already planned in France 
as well. We tried to call Rollo in Palma with no 
success and so it was off for Gib, no crew and 
too many passengers for a delivery.
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The next morning at 10, our position was bang 
in the middle of the Med: miles from anywhere 
and 2 days to run," Guess who wanted to get 
off"? Nicki had thought we could do the whole 
370 miles overnight and magic our way there by 
morning. When it was explained to her where 
she was and how long to Gibraltar she was 
almost going to have a nervous break-down 
there and then. In tears she banged the kettle 
and beat the scrambled egg, the telly went on 
full volume and I retired to the bow to sleep. 

John tried everything in the book to explain and 
bribe his way out of it and Sam and just thought 
it was funny. Every ten minutes was a mile 
nearer seeing my letters, Joe's burger and a 
flight home for her. I was all alone that night 
and celebrated the 2000 mile party with a can of 
beer, It will be 6000 by the time I reach Barba-
dos and will I still be here on SWG? Who knows, 
it has it's ups and downs but better than being 
at home in the cold. It is a funny life but with the 
right boat and owner an experience I would 
recommend to anyone. It is a beautiful sunset as 
we round Cabo de Gada on the last leg, sitting 
in shorts and t-shirt and the large G&T I have 

poured myself. the sea is like oil and there is 
not a breath of wind, we have been Mega 
lucky with the weather and this is the only 
reason there has not been a mutiny and I'm 
sure about that one! 

Talking of mutiny reminds me of Swiss Roll. 
You know me, I can't walk through a 
supermarket without the urge to stock up on 
the yummy snack department, and I am very 
choosy who shares them with me. The other 
day in Ibiza we were told we ‘ALL’ had to go to 
the super to get provisions and help carry 
them back to the boat. We were all given a 
shopping basket and he said and I quote, "Get 
the things YOU want for the delivery back to 
Gibraltar, and I will get the rest". Now when 
you are armed with a trolley and an offer like 
that what would you do, fill it up with Sprouts 
and Cabbage? I think not, so it was a whiz 
round and we all converged at the checkout.
We carefully scanned each others baskets: 
then it was another quick dash round for the 
last minute items, John stood there and as 
each item passed through the till. It was like 
Parrot fashion, "what's that, what's that", Sam 
was there with her "Smash", water, fruit and 
Cornflake's, I had Corned beef, cereal, milk, 
donuts, cake, sweets, mixed nuts and a Swiss 
Roll! In the family trolley was the normal 
healthy garlic trash and baby ingredients, 
wine, beer, but sod all basically, we knew it 
was only a couple of days and Sam & me were 
going to be ok on our stuff. 
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We were told that we had chosen a load of crap 
and not to expect "them" to eat it, Huh! 
On the way back to the boat I had to call in at 
the chandlery and they all waited outside, when 
I returned they were stuffing their faces with My 
bloody donuts! the unhealthy crap was being 
woofed away before it even arrived on the boat! 
One meal already lost I was back to restock. The 
point was that all the food Sam and I chose was 
the first to go, and very quickly at that, so we hid 
a few goodies in the cabin for night snacks later. 
The day I had a corned beef/cheese/ pickle/ 
potato/ tomato & cucumber pig out lunch they 
were so amazed that the whole meal ended up 
on video, who am I Kieth Floyd or what. On the 
last night at sea I was on watch on my own, 
1200 – 0500hrs and realised there was a Swiss 
roll hidden in the cabin so, with my tea I cut it in 
half and munched away, John woke up and 
caught me in the act:  You should of heard the 
fuss about that one! Where did I hide it? who 
said I could save it just for me, There's other 
people on the boat besides you, all the things 
that a 5 year old would expect, so, you know 
me; the whole thing over the side and lets be 
done with it. .. You would of thought it was his 
wife and kid I threw over! I think I will be off this 
boat a lot sooner than he thinks. Well that was a 
load of waffle and I hope you enjoyed it more 
than I did my Swiss roll!. This boat has more 
tension than the Golden Gate bridge at the 
moment and Things better change in Gibraltar. 
"Women and children first" as they say! 
You know why? Because you cant get them off a 
boat quick enough.

The last night before Gibraltar was long and 
drawn, there was not a ripple on the water 
thank Christ otherwise we would of seen Nicki's 
donut dinner again. The water was so still you 
could see the stars reflected in it, not something 
that happens in the Med during winter! The 
jellyfish were back in their millions and so were 
the dolphins, I saw a swordfish leap out of the 
water and I think we saw a whale of some 

description, (have to check that one). 
Then the fog came in and as thick as ****, so I 
was up and on watch all night, and the next 
day. ETA Gibraltar: 1730 Sat, 29th. 
I may even check into a hotel for the night and 
get the first 8 hours undisturbed sleep in 3 
weeks. The next morning it was clear, hot and 
sunny, with bacon sarnies and tea for breakfast 
I was slightly happier. I think I will stay with the 
boat (providing a Swan option is not possible) 
just as a delivery skipper, then when I reach 
Barbados, tour the Caribbean and head for 
Antigua before we are joined by the family 
again.
 
Just remind me never to sail with kids! 
The last day was absolutely perfect weather 
and with a flat sea and no wind we motored 
along towards Gibraltar, the sun was baking 
hot and the tan started to come back rapidly, I 
took some sextant sights just to keep my hand 
in and managed to pinpoint our position to 
under a mile, then I thought sod it! We were 
due to arrive around 5 and I need a stiff drink, I 
went down below and surfaced with a jug of 
Robbie's ultimate I'm feeling in the mood 
home designed Sangria, Red/White wine, 
Tonic, Gin, Mount Gay, and Lime. More belt 
than a Sumo Wrestler and about as heavy.
Two jugs later and I could of been in a 
spaceship, who cares! 
That afternoon went very slowly but as we 
rounded the rock with the dolphins and the 
smell of Joe's burgers hit the air, I was back 
home. A lot of people don't like Gibraltar but I 
think a little bit of England in the middle of 
Spick land is a welcome sight, (especially when 
there is a Safeway 
supermarket, a good bar and a Cafe). 
We cleared in and tied up in the same
berth as before, the place hadn't changed and 
there was a lot of the same boats as before, 
including the loud Canadian Mama! The 
harbour office presented me with a sack of 
letters,
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2 from my mum and a paper mountain from 
Danielle that must of left a dent in the rain 
forest.. I tried to read for a while but my eyes 
were that tired they were falling out and it was 
time for a long well deserved shower and 
straight to Bianca's for a beer. 

They all remembered us, and soon it was back 
to the bar tricks and bar bimbos Michele and 
Lesley and the odd complementary Fosters 
larger. Then the moment Sam and I had been 
waiting for, the Triple Bacon Cheese burger with 
an Egg on top, chips and a cold beer. 
Joe recognised us right away and had it on the 
stove when we walked in. That went down as 
well as Joan Collins and just as quick! It was then 
back to the boat for a sleep and a half, there was 
nothing in this world that could of woken me, 
not even the 7am 737 or Nimrod landing on the 
decks.
It took me 3 hours to read all the mail the next 
morning and It was so nice to lock myself in the 
cabin and read about the rest of the world, 
(or Hamble). No letters from Annie, Bob, Steve, 
Roger, Henry and No gossip from the Rigger or 
the K&Q. How can I survive a world trip without 

gossip! I know I used to start most of it when I 
was in Hamble but there must be something 
happening back home without me. 
What is happening at Ferryside? who is 
shagging who in Coronation street? 
Has Caroline got laid yet? Has D'jango's burnt 
down yet? How is my mate Kieth Seddon from 
Jade? not that I would want to know anyway! 
But if I don't get the local gossip then that's it, 
the Capitino diary will cease. Why should I tell 
you about all these wonderful happenings in 
my life with no response!! I might as well write 
it on the toilet wall, so there ...... 
We have loads of work to do here and God 
knows how we are going to get it done, I want 
to leave here by the 15 -16th Nov but first I 
have to fix the Davit's, Watermaker, Batteries, 
Fridge, and SSB. That's not to mention all the 
day to day servicing. We rang Palma today to 
try and find Rollo! The latest is that he has got 
on a ferry to Alacante thinking we are there, 
big shock coming I think. Hopefully he will find 
us here and it will be in time for the trip to the 
Canaries. 
Well! that's it, nearly the flight home: I was 
waken up and handed a list of "things to do" 
7am the morning after we arrived, you would 
think that someone would of had a little more 
consideration for the skipper and crew that 
ferried his wife and kid around the med for a 
month, and to allow us our first real nights 
sleep in 6 weeks, No! I thought I was either in 
the army or at Butlin's being ordered from my 
bed and a tatty piece of paper with my day 
organised to the minute planted under my 
nose. Rollo had arrived late that evening a he 
needed sleep as well after 2 nights travelling. 
Nothing was said.. Towel, designer Kevlar 
washbag, red eyes and a look that Hitchcock 
couldn't create, I was off to the shower. 
The water was very cold when it hit my head 
but boiling as it hit my feet, mad was not the 
word as I stood there motionless, picking the 
grouting from the tiles until the Master plan 
was complete.
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I stomped onto the boat and stood in the 
cockpit, the last drops of water running off my 
nose. Sam bought me up a cup of tea and I was 
joined by the owner. We stared at each other for 
a minute, and then I said my piece. Owners have 
to realise that they may pay, but have no say! 
If it's my way then I stay, If it's not!.. Then sod it, 
I'll find a Swan or something because I can't find 
the words to go with that bit! 
The point is that I know the people we need to 
do the jobs and he doesn't, I spent the evening 
before and a week the last time talking to 
skippers and engineers arranging all the 
necessary people, but off he went to rearrange 
things. We had breakfast and waited. 2 Hours 
later and he returned with a watermaker man, 
I don't know where he found him from but he 
looked as if he should of had a bone through his 
nose and a grass skirt! 
The guy looked at it and said as they do; "Need a 
new membrain mate, £1000, get one flown in 
for you, can't touch it for a week though", 
imagine how that went down?, Whoop's. The 
guy left and JW sat down, we poured him a 
coffee and patted him on the head. Then the 
guy for the davits didn't turn up and nor did the 
electrician. By this time it was lunchtime and 
nothing on the list had been crossed off, so I got 
him to admit defeat and it all seemed so 
worthwhile getting up at 7am. 

Shortly after lunch all my mob arrived, the 
battery charger fixed in 1 hour, the davit off and 
away for repair and the watermaker serviced 
and running with the help of a bowl of Bio 

detergent and a guy who used to build them, 
2hrs = £40 job done! 
A little smile was back on his face as by 5pm I 
had the engine and fuel system serviced and 
Sam/Rollo had the decks and interior spotless. 
Leave it to us and keep out of the way was the 
lesson of the day.
I must tell you the gossip, Peter the guy with 
the davits is living on his boat there with "Gary 
Lineakers Mother"! (footballer), not her, her 
SON.. I think her name is Annette. He scored 
there, that's a fact. In Sin.. Not a lot of people 
know that! She does his bookkeeping and 
stuff, in fact when we got his invoice she must 
of prepared it.. 2 Sides, 4 Corners a Header at 
the top, Your Ref, Our Ref and a Penalty clause 
at the bottom. So I paid it with a "Post" dated 
cheque!! 
2000 miles away and you still have to put up 
with my Premier joke's, even if they are out of 
your League! Ha! I am not really grumpy but I 
am looking forward to the Canaries and 
having the boat back to myself again. 2 
months of living back to back and 24hrs a day 
with someone is a little too long, especially 
when you have to account for every move and 
decision. Anyway enough of that, there were 
the fun times as well which still outnumber 
the bad, like the shopping trips! This time after 
the last cock-up I decided to go to Safeway 
myself, with 2 lists in mind, one for the delivery 
to Gran Canaria, and some ideas for 
transatlantic treats. I spent over 2 hours in the 
shop creating a very comprehensive list and 
preparing what I would consider "an idiots 
provisions list", I walked up and down each isle 
in order, and nothing could of been more 
simple to understand, items carefully chosen 
for storage, packaging and practicality. The 
three of them set off!  Don't laugh but how 
could they go to the wrong shop!! There are 2 
Safeway's in Gibraltar, they arrived, all took 
trolleys to different ends of the shop and 
returned with the same junk as last time. 
You have just got to laugh!
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I arrived at Barclay's bank to pick up all my 
goodies. (credit cards etc:) that were due to be 
sent out there 2 weeks ago from Jersey. 
The bank in Gib knew nothing and after a frantic 
call to the Channel Islands I discovered they had 
been sent to England instead, great! John got 
his secretary to Courier them to Gibraltar. 1st 
class mail takes 2 days and 50p from the UK, 4.5 
days and £40 by courier, I ask you what a 
service, especially as they guaranteed next day 
delivery.  John went Rock'apeshit, it was that 
close to being a battle of the solicitors but it 
finally arrived and at least now I can book my ski 
trip! Rollo and I went for a haircut, mine was cut 
a little on the short side and thought ah well it 
will grow back in a month, Rollo returned and 
you would not believe it! full on number 2, 1/4 
inch allover and not exaggerating, people now 
think I have a Royal Marine as a decky. 
Sam seems to like it, she said it works like velcro 
but I don't understand that.
We had a little excitement here when one of the 
Drug Runners came a cropper by hitting an 
un-lit mark in the bay, he was being chased by a 
police boat at the time and you could say, it was 
Pot Luck, his girlfriend swam ashore and is now 
considered a Heroin. The police made a Hash of 
the whole chase, but at least had a Crack at it. 
There a hundreds of these black powerboats in 
Gib, all with massive 200 Hp engines, the police 
turn a blind eye but you have to be thick not to 
see what's going on.
We had our fair share of rain this week and the 
temp has dropped a little, still shorts and 
T-shirts but sweatshirts in the evenings, time to 
go south I think. Rollo and I went out Night 
Clubbing the other night and they refused us 
entry as we were wearing shorts, I ask you what 
do they want, the place was not exactly the Ritz 
or the Rigger! So it was back to Bianca's and a 
chat with the bar staff. We all had an early night 
and a Joe's take away burger. Next morning was 
the epic trip to Shepherd's the chandlery, I went 
this time after the Safeway balls-up. 
With a huge list we hacked off in the dinghy, I 

got most of the item's but talk about 
expensive, I have never met such a bunch of 
Crooks!! (Shepherd's, get it). Sam at that time 
had taken the laundry to a service wash, just a 
few items and linen. £67.. John's face was a 
picture and whiter than my Boxer's. It all came 
back half the size and should of been half the 
price. We all had a lecture about the boat 
budget and for some reason we had 
overspent, even if I did save him £1000 on just 
the watermaker repair alone. “Fxxk Wit” 
So the time came to set sail again, all the work 
done and a nice clean boat. All that was left 
was to refuel and go! Now easier said than 
done with this boat, but yours truly has come 
up with an invention for the fuel problem, a 25 
litre drum, a tap, and a 10ft piece of pipe, the 
idea being to fill the drum on the quay and 
gravity feed the fuel via the pipe and control 
the flow with the tap! 
We arrived at the jetty and out came Eddie the 
Eagle, took one look at us and disappeared to 
get his drysuit. Eddie had remembered us 
from the last time and still smelt of diesel. I 
assured him that this time things would be 
different and showed him the invention, we 
started to fill the tanks and he waited for it all 
to go wrong, but presto! He was that 
impressed at the set-up that all the fuel guy's 
came to look and they tried to buy it off me, 
no make your own I told him. Well with full 
tanks it was back alongside and the wait for 
the tide, getting out of the straights is a bit of a 
nightmare if you get it wrong which meant 
leaving mid evening.
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We were off into the sunset and the fireworks, 
Nov 5th and "Bang" on schedule, as we left all 
you could see was red flares and bright lights, 
Red,
Green, White, bet that confused the drug 
runners. Off we went into the gap and took off 
like a train, 8.5 knots over the ground and 
heading for Morocco. The forecast was for light 
headwinds but turning northerly overnight, 
huh! headwinds all right and which night did 
they mean. Shortly after leaving the straights 
George broke down, George is the auto-helm, 
the only crew member that can steer a straight 
course and does not need drip feeding with 
endless coffee's and yummy snacks. 
This meant 6 days, 24 hrs a day, sat at the wheel 
and staring at the compass. The circuit board 
had got wet and there was little you can do 
without a Major in electronics. 

We have a Back-up down below but the two are 
linked and they have both given up the ghost. 
So we picked our way through a very busy 
Gibraltar strait, the ships were coming from all 
directions and the radar screen looked as if it 
had measles. As we rounded Tangier the smell 
hit us like Rollo's socks, the swell got bigger and 
the wind stronger, soon we were battling 
against huge seas and going nowhere, we were 
making as much progress as an Asthmatic Ant 
pushing a Tesco trolley down a cobbled street! 2 
weathermen, a fax, and all the electronic junk 
on board said nothing about this lot. I think it is 

a local wind called a Tyson, "On The Nose" and 
no way out of it. The following morning after 
Sam had shoveled her vomit from the deck we 
tried to sail our way through it, 8 hours of 
tacking, I felt like a carpet layer. At the end of 
the day we had travelled 28 miles, Tokio eat 
your heart out! This boat sails up wind as well 
as a elephant tight rope walks, get my drift!! 
Then came Atlantic swell at it's best, waves like 
mountains, the boat was pitching like a base 
ball player and we were being thrown around 
down below something rotten, I very nearly 
came a cropper as I hurtled down the galley 
steps and planted my head firmly into the 
cooker. By then, rather hot headed I thought a 
joke was a joke, the best thing to do was to set 
a course and sleep through it. We called up a 
few yachts to see if they had any better news 
on the weather, Oasis 2 said "winds from the 
north later" Going Concern said "wind from 
the west" in other words no one had a bloody 
clue.
I called this German ketch up on the radio, 
John said don't mention the war or the world 
cup, so I called him up and asked if I was 
anywhere near Dunkirk, and then changed 
channel to 4-1.. I also called a French bloke up 
on "Channel No: 5" and a boat from the Gulf 
Called “Foour”! After playing with the radios 
and a brief chat to Portishead at Bristol, I 
cooked dinner, Corned beef and potatoes, 
mushy peas and a beer, Pure Bliss. The next 
morning the weather had improved slightly 
and we made a bit of wey; bit of butter, cheese 
and some bread. After breakfast we settled 
into our thermals and battled on. (thermals 
mean's 2 T-shirts by the way).
We were well off the coast of Morroco and 450 
miles to run, Rollo was down below watching 
a video, I told the lazy sod to get on deck and 
watch 4 hours of "Casablanca" instead!.. 
What does the bloke think he's on, a bloody 
holiday! The other day I caught him saying 
"Play with it again Sam" but I'm not having any 
of that on this boat! 
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That afternoon the front came through with a 
terrific rain storm, the sky's cleared and I 
thought, the North West trade winds are on the 
way! No chance, SW and bang on the nose, no 
wonder Gibraltar never did any Trade, no one 
could ever get far enough away from the place! 
Their Galleon's must of just gone day sailing! 
Well that night was as clear as a bell there was 
fantastic astro and more shooting stars than a 
Spaghetti Weston. 
The wind dropped to nothing and the swell was 
big but very long. The following morning there 
was nothing, clear sky, hot sun, and no wind, by 
this time I was a little concerned about the fuel, 
we had used so much to battle through the past 
3 days that there maybe not enough to get to 
Lanzarote, I managed to pull a few gallons out 
of the tank as a kind of reserve and the day was 
spent trying to sail to conserve what we had. 
What a boring day.. I had as much interest in the 
boat as Caroline has in the pint's she pours. 
Sleep was the plan for the day and as much of it 
as possible. We sat there in the sunset and 
poured a large G&T, first alcohol of the trip. 
Then! I flew into action" dived across the cockpit 
and opened the locker, everyone thought I was 
going to pull a gun and shoot myself but it was 
better than that! I reached in and pulled the 
wire off the duel Autohelm, the circuit between 
the two was broken and George was back in 
action, Yipeeeee! no more standing at the wheel 
for four hours at a time and we all celebrated 
with a another G&T. 
Why the hell I didn't think of it 3 days ago, God 
only knows, but a major success and now it was 
just the problem of fuel. We decided what ever 
happened in the morning we would try and sail, 
Huh!  This time the water was as flat as 
Miranda's chest and not a breath of wind. After 
motoring at very low revs: for about 2 hours it 
became too hot to sit here worrying about fuel, 
it was time for a swim. There is something very 
strange about swimming in 2700m of water, 
170miles off land, you get a feeling that if the 
boat sailed off you wouldn't tend to have a 

chance! Rollo was in like a fish out of water 
followed by a lovely bellyflop from John, there 
was only one thing for it, in from the top 
spreaders and to hell with it. 

I climbed the rig like a monkey and got to the 
top, why is it the mast chose that particular 
moment to wave around like a conductors 
baton. It was time to get off this thing, why 
was I there anyway? The next thing I was flying 
through the air, 40ft up and with as much 
control as a wasp with one wing. I hit the 
water with a delicate thud about 20ft from the 
boat, silly game this one but guess who had 
three more goes just to convince him .. 
John has got an underwater camera and 
armed with a snorkel we were off under the 
keel for some stupid type photo's, if these 
come out I will be most impressed. The water 
was so clear, and the beams of sunlight 
running through it made the whole thing 
positively weird. With water this clear meant 
that you could see all the toilet paper wrapped 
around the prop. We played there hardly 
moving with the current for most of the day, 
the sun was so hot that you had to swim every 
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five minutes, we all had a late lunch and drank 
wine, not one boat was in sight and we were 
away with the fairies. 

With all the watersport frolics over and done 
with It was time to move on so we fired up the 
motor, chugged off into the sunset and I must 
say one of the most relaxed days I have had for 
years. Not quite so relaxed were we when 
shortly after leaving, PACK of  VERY large Shark's 
came and made themselves known, "Der Dum" 
there was a deadly hush, it was so quiet you 
could of heard Caroline speak! A trumpet in the 
trunks so to say. Now what would you say, "Hi 
guys, better luck next time", panic hit and the 
rush for the cameras started, it was like the 4.45 
tube from London as we sprinted to the bow. 
Think I may have a picture of the fins, If I have I 
will put it in the album next to Julia.. (Fin)..come 
on wake up!

Now I know these things have to live 
somewhere but not under the boat please. It's 
funny why we haven't stopped for a swim since. 
That afternoon I found a circuit board laying in 
one of the lockers, as it happened it was a spare 
for George, with a little bit of fiddling, a delicate 
touch and a bit of judgment it was in and 

working. I think I earn't my whole months 
salary in one day there as JW was prepared to 
fly someone from the UK to fix it! 
Now, with more silver stars than Gary Glitter's 
boxer shorts I think I should have a pay rise! 
Probably the only rise I will get on this epic 
trip?! The old watermaker is producing pure 
water faster than the beer pumps in the 
Rigger, but we still have to dance on the decks 
and wave sail battens. As yet no more major 
problems have come up. To run this boat you 
need to be a jack of all trades but I can't 
complain, the variety of jobs helps to keep the 
interest going and the Hangman's stage is 
coming on nicely. We have had the Icelantic 
fishing gear hanging out of the boat for the 
past 2 days and as yet, Nothing! I might throw 
my little hand line over tomorrow and catch 
some lunch, that would p**s someone off, 
especially as it only cost 3 quid as opposed to 
£150.
That night I spent an hour on the SSB radio to 
Portishead trying to get a link call to Danielle, 
finally after talking on more channels than 
Terry Wogan I was through, why do people 
have answer phones? It's bad enough the 
whole world listening in but for them to hear 
that your girlfriend has gone down the pub 
doesn't do your street cred much good, she is 
suppose to be there, pining by the phone 
waiting for that call to make every sailor in the 
Atlantic jealous.. We arrived in Lanzarote in the 
early hours on a wing and a prayer, no wind 
and the smallest drop of fuel, (enough to 
circumnavigate the world in Nice One)! I must 
say it was a relief to see that fuel pump. In the 
land of volcanic ash and no grass it was very 
strange to see such a well kept marina, all the 
fittings and pontoon cleats were stainless or 
brass, the water was clean and the service 
excellent, even if he was amused at our fuel 
setup. It would of been nice to stay around for 
a while and watch the Ashes .. Well, it is the 
cricket season here! John started to Erupt at 
the thought of buying lunch so we moved on.
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More than 520nm from Gibraltar and now the 
wind decided it would come from the north, we 
put up every sail on the boat and were off for 
Gran Canaria. Nearly there and the thought of 
having the boat to myself was enough for me to 
celebrate with a cheese sarny and a packet of 
Wotsits, each day south the sun is getting hotter 
and you could not of asked for a better days 
sailing, typical now we have full fuel tanks. 

Eta Las Palmas 0700 Thursday 11 Nov, JW flies 
home on the 14th and my parents will arrive in 
the Island the same day. They are on there usual 
visit for this time of year and It will take them a 
lot less time to get there than we did! 
I am quite looking forward to spending time 
with them and I am sure my father will be 
amazed that I got here. He still thinks I am 
sailing dinghies. I may arrive home before this 
log but it will give you something to read. As I 
have never had any letters from anyone I don't 
know whether these logs even arrive.. Hint!. 
I am now sat on deck and the sun is setting 

behind Forteventura, the orange sky against 
the black ash is a real picture, can't be both-
ered to take one though. All are asleep and I 
am here on my own, Enya on the C,D, a cold 
beer in my lap, sails just about full and a 
dolphin just this second nipped over to say 
hello, I know I make a fuss of these creatures 
but they still make my day! Sometime tonight 
will be the 3000 mile party, and a bottle or two 
may find it's way into the cool box. Still no fish 
so it will be Spag Bog for supper, the food has 
been quiet good thanks to Safeway's in Gib, 
and there is loads of yummy snack's stashed 
away for the Transatlantic. Just gone through 
another of those Jelly fish patches, thousands 
of them, where are they all going?
 What with Jelly and sharks I think I will use the 
pool instead.
The following morning we arrived in Las 
Palmas, during the night there were strong 
words between John and the two others, 
I was told that they would be leaving the boat 
and that was that. As usual I was the last to 
know and after a talk with Rollo and Sam 
found out that they really wanted to stay and 
do the trip to Barbados, was this going to turn 
into one of those mega political rows I 
wonder? 
We arrived in Las Palmas and tied up, John 
went ashore to fill in the port details and 
returned 1 hour later in what I saw as "one of 
his wound up moods", that's it we are leaving, 
we were not staying in this s**t hole any 
longer, how you can make a decision in that 
time I have no idea but we were untied and 
off! Apparently due to the ARC rally there was 
a bit of a bottle neck and someone had no 
patients, so it was off to Peurto Rico round the 
other side of the Island.
I was told to get the boat there and everyone 
else went to bed. Great, after an all night sail 
and four hours sleep in 24, I now had a single 
handed sail for seven hours. The wind was 
kind and the sun hot, I was soon into the 
sounds of Spanish disco music on the 
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walkman and topping up the tan, it had to be 
the hottest day so far and in a way fun to be out 
there alone. 
Eventually I was bought out a sarny and a beer 
as we arrived in Rico. We pulled into the marina 
and was told they were full up, this seemed to 
me the general status for all the marinas here, 
due to the migration of just about all yachts in 
the area wanting to prepare for Transatlantic's. 
I called the guy up again on the VHF, we tied up 
and ignored all the Spanish waving their arms 
like a pack of women drying nail varnish, and 
headed for the office, after a lot of hassle they 
realised that we were here for 6 weeks and the 
race, very quickly the money was sorted and we 
were in! 
We tied up along side a huge cat that was on its 
way round the world, the skipper was most 
helpful even though he was German. Soon after 
that it was into the shower, into the glad rags 
and out onto the town. 

Big mistake number one coming up! John had 
been drinking for most of the afternoon and 
was beginning to get loud even before leaving 
the boat. The first stop was a bar called "Hank's", 
a handy little marina bar similar to the Rigger 
but with no Caroline, instead there is a sweet 
little Swedish girl called Jesica and the two 
owners Rick and Peter, 1 Brit 1 Skandie, they 
have only had the bar for 3 weeks and trying 
their best to get business, JW on the other hand 
was doing his best to destroy their bar and 
business, a very loud Public school voice is not 

too well appreciated by the boat bums and 
locals, but he did his best to give the boat a 
bad name and I hid in the corner as usual with 
the others.
Soon we were being given the dreaded Lemon 
Snapps and it didn't seem to matter as long as 
he was buying and the money was going over 
the bar. After 2 hours of that and it was "hit the 
main town job".  There is a big apartment 
complex here, (mainly Skandies) and a large 
central nightspot area, the place is heaving 
with bar's and more clubs than Nick Faldo's 
golf bag! Sam and I soon got so embarrassed 
that we tacked off and lost them. 
We wondered around for a while then settled 
in a Wimpy for a burger, John’s voice could be 
heard in the distance and we were having 
nothing to do with it. Eventually we saw Rollo 
staggering around the corner holding 2 chairs, 
something was going on and I was to have no 
part of it. Sam pegged it back to the marina 
and I dived into a Norwegian bar for cover.
This little bar was great, not a Brit in sight and 
soon I was into the Vodka specials, then it was 
back to Hank's for a night cap with half a 
dozen Norske yachtie’s in tow. 
We arrived to see Sam propping up the bar 
and lining herself up with some bar work in 
the process. I apologised to the owners as this 
bar could be my second home for 6 weeks and 
also seemed the right place to be, then guess 
who staggered back in? 
Pinned in a comer with no way out we 
watched him spill his first 2 rum and coke's on 
the bar and drop the third on the floor.
We casually asked where Rollo was and was 
told "taken away by the police and in the Nick", 
poor Sam, tears in here eyes she upped and 
left to look for him. Then John told me it was 
all a joke and stated laughing, unfortunately I 
didn't and nor did anyone else, I told him what 
I thought and left. I walked back to the boat 
and saw Sam sitting on a wall, I explained the 
situation and then Rollo turned up. 
What a night, I’m off to the boat .
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The following morning we found out that they 
had been physically thrown out of 3 clubs! Kids 
or what! to make matters worse he had been 
talking to some Div Head who told him there 
are far cheaper marina's further down the island 
and so we were told that we would leave here 
and look for them. Oh God, this will end in 
disaster and after all the hassle getting into this
place as well. 
I suggested to hire a car and look before making 
any rash decisions, apart from that this is the 
place to be especially as the race leaves from 
here and most of the boats were on their way. 
It's ok for him he is going home, we have to stay 
and get things done. We walked to the hire 
shop and looked for a car, I thought as he still 
had a can of beer in his hand I would drive. 
3 Ghost town marinas later that were all full up 
thank god, we decided to stay put! 
On the way home we passed a Go-cart track and 
guess who wanted to prove he was taught by 
Nigel Mansell, yes it was" Skipper versus the 
Owner", we sat in the pits and the engines were 
fired up, anyone that wears a Peaked Cap Under 
a crash helmet is suspect but we were off. I 
stopped in my tracks and could not believe it, 
Mansell obviously didn't tell him to drive Clock-
wise in Spain and not Anti! The Marshall's 
sprang into action and yelled at each other in 
total amazement as he span into the first set of 
tyres. Now you know me! I didn't laugh, well not 
until the marshal eventually stopped him and 
with a firm finger stabbing him in the temple 
said, "You bloody mental, bloody mental. 
That was it, have you ever tried to drive one of 
these things in convulsions? Anyway it was not 
much of a race and even Murry Walker would of 
fallen asleep. So back to the boat and tied up 
next door was a Norge boat that we met in Gib, 
remember Eric and Co? The news of staying put 
was greeted with open arms from the others, I 
think the bar owners will be holding their heads 
in their hands though, but only one night left to 
put up with and then Peace and quiet for 6 
relaxing weeks.

It was his last night in Peurto Rico and 
everyone in the resort was going to know 
about it, Rollo was told he was driving and 
they were to visit every bar and disco. I was 
going to have nothing to do with it and 
slipped away with the crew next door for a 
quiet pint in the yachtie bar. All I can say was it 
was my best decision of the trip so far. 
Apparently missing out on two good fights 
and being thrown out of at least 10 nightclubs. 
Why people that play Rugby have to act in this 
manner is beyond me but grown men with a 
mental age of 14 going out for their first beer 
have to prove something, if I was boring then 
that's me, all I know is that I made some good 
new friends that night and not enemies like 
them. I am more determined than ever to find 
that Swan and get off this animal boat! 
The next morning was the one everyone was 
waiting for, and I have never driven anyone 
quicker to an airport!  We picked up a ticket 
and he wanted a beer in the airport bar. 
We waited about ten minutes to be served and 
then his patients broke! The barman was 
pulled across the bar by his Tie, Oh God! This is 
it I thought, but the manager sprang into 
action and served us the drinks we were 
waiting for. Any other time you would be 
slung out for that and I was just as amazed as 
the others at the bar that he got away with it.
Finally he disappeared through the tunnel and 
was gone, still muttering last minute 
instructions about the boat trough the 
security glass. But finally Yes! Yes! Yes! GONE!
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Free at last and I drove off into the distance with 
this smug little look plastered all over my face. 
Danielle had sent some letters to me in Las 
Palmas and to celebrate I drove there to pick 
them up. My good day was coming to an end 
after driving round and round in circles trying to 
find the entrance to the marina. There are one 
way systems all over the city and whatever I did 
I arrived back at the same place, I could see it 
but not get there! Eventually I got there and 
because of the ARC race the place was packed, I 
found the office and you guessed it, Shut! Not 
open until the morning, I could not believe it, 
what had I done to deserve this? So it was 
another 2 hours to get out of the place and of 
course in the rush hour. Finally I was on open 
road and heading in the right direction. I drove 
quiet slowly back toward the boat and was 
overtaken by a bus, I looked up and there in the 
window saw My Mum and Dad!!! 
Now the chances of that must be in the millions 
and I thought I would follow them. 
We arrived in Ingles and they got off, I nipped in 
the reception before them and waited. They 
checked in, turned round and there was their 
No: 1 son, I think it was the first time my father 
had shook my hand in 15 years, a big hug from 
mum and time for a cup of tea! 

I was handed a paper mountain that Danielle 
had sent and at last a great letter from my 
favourite land lady from Hamble Annie Walton. 
It was so good to see them and with enough 

reading material for a month I left a lot 
happier. The following day was surprisingly a 
day off for all! Lying on the beach in peace is 
what I am here for!  The sun shone and the tan 
took a good topping, the next day was the 
same and the thought of 6 weeks to get the 
boat ready was enough to not make me feel 
too guilty. My time here so far has been 
dominated by a lousy cold, of all the times to 
have one and it has to be now. I am blaming a 
lot of it on the stress of the past month finally 
catching up with me. I think I need a holiday! 

Dark Swan (A swan 60 I had delivered to the 
Med some time ago) and Desperado arrived 
today and Dave from DS was nursing a 
stitched ear! Apparently he had a row with a 
nightclub owner and was hit with a baton! Ha! 
He even admitted it was his fault and deserved 
it. (Mug).
Boats are passing through as quickly as the 
Spanish food and all heading for the Antigua 
boat show. They all seemed to be fully crewed 
but I have had 2 promises for Antigua week 
racing! Sam decided to take a skydive from the 
top of a rock and was washed away by a wave, 
her knees and elbows now look as if they have 
been attacked with a cheese grater and she is 
lucky to still be with us! All that was lost this 
time was her pride and a docksider, she was 
wearing a fetching Tartan Bikini, Rollo did his 
Baywatch bit this time and dived to the rescue, 
was it because he fancied a quick "Scotch on 
the Rock's".
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Big time work started today and the Trans 
Atlantic prep has begun. It was interrupted 
briefly to throw a leaving party for the 
Norwegian boys and sexy Lucie, and between 
us polished off 10 litres of beer 5 litres of 
Champagne cocktail and a bottle of Brandy 
before going out for the evening. Great lad's 
though and I dare say we will meet up again. 

The main disco area is a hoot in the evenings, 
there are bars and nightclubs everywhere. We 
often sit outside and watch a very strange world 
go by. Last night a girl on Acid fell into a restau-
rant and face planted three tables, she ran off 
screaming abuse and was being chased by an 
Alsatian Dog and 2 security guards! I don't know 
whether the animal caught her and it turned 
into one of those "Dog eat Dog" situations, who 
knows? 
There are more Time Share reps: out here than 
in Gelcoat Jeff's (UK Timeshare agent) boat at a 
weekend, they don't seem to pester me though, 
is it because of the torn shorts and the smell of 
diesel and antifowl on the grubby T-shirt I 
wonder.  There is the most amazing selection of 
white handbags, shoes, fat legs and mini skirts 
in this resort and that's just the Spanish men! 
Loads of Skandies the odd German plus more 
Swedish than an ABBA concert. 
Not the place for Danielle to leave me on my 
own but everyone knows I am always a good 
boy! Don't you Annie? Today the 18th Nov I 
drove to see my father as it was his birthday, fun 
was had there! A cup of tea and a chat made his 

day until I took him for a drive and he bit the 
Brandy, I know the roads out here I think I may 
have been driving a little fast for them, Bless! 
The thought was there though and it was the 
first time I have ever met up with them abroad. 
They have promised a visit to the boat and 
can't understand why they are coming by bus! 
This bl***y cold of mine has now turned into a 
right pain, Sinus, a cough and a continual 
running nose. I am starting to worry that a 
infection may stop me from flying home, if 
that happened I would be well pi**ed off. The 
other problem is with flights because of the 
annual migration of grannies from England 
most of them are full. I am pinning all hopes 
on a stand-by flight on the 1st Dec otherwise I 
could be here for good!

It is custom here for all boats to leave a 
painted slogan or mural on the white wall of 
the port, John has asked me to design one for 
the boat. Am I going to enjoy this little job? 
There are so many good idea's and I will sure 
to be sacked when he returns to see it. Ha! 
A major breakthrough happened in the 
discovery of two Brit owned Cafe's, Fat Cats, & 
Tom and Jerry's, both in the same street and 
because of the competition the prices are as 
low as you can get. Full Sunday roast for £3 
and I mean Full! Everything you would get in 
the UK and more, the only problem is, because 
of this cold I can't taste a bloody thing! These 
are the places to eat and you can stuff the 
Spanish muck right away. The other day we 
had Lamb chops and mint sauce, 5 chops and 
a pile of vegetables and potatoes, real gravy 
and Mother's pride bread to mop it up with. 
Home from Home and a promise of a 
spectacular Xmas dinner, Yum!

Time to leave for the UK so with a list of DO 
NOTS for rollo and Sam it was a wave goodbye 
and I knew in my heart that the boat would be 
in safe hands. Good kids those 2 .
Time to go Skiing and find some snow. Yo!
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Well what can I say! After arriving in the UK after 
4 months in the Med and Canary sunshine to 
come back to what, the same pale faces in the 
Rigger., Fish, chips and a Chinkey, (Chinese 
Curry) bad music in D'jango's, the cold wind and 
rain, people complaining about the cost of 
Christmas and generally more grumpy faces 
than you can shine a mirror at. Of course the 
only thing I came back for was to see my good 
buddies and the Flooze. (Girlfriend) A certain 
female that may have been still kicking around I 
hope and Oh yes I forgot, Skiing! Something 
tells me that skiing may have had something to 
do with it! 
The fact that I had to go out to Val D'Isere 
(France) on my own because everyone else was 
too busy was not my problem, I had promised 
myself this trip for a year and nothing was going 
to stop me. Despite the rumours of no snow I 
was back at Gatwick and ready to set off again 
after only 2 days in sunny Hamble. 
It was good to see you all again and I must 
admit the local beer was starting to taste rather 
good again in the Rigger, even though Caroline 
wasn't there to pour it, but jet setters like myself 
have to keep moving. The flight out to Val was 
good and she was pleased to see me when I 
arrived. Despite all the odds there was stacks of 
snow as usual and I almost felt more at home 
there than in England. The Chalet was run by a 
Scottish company called Finlays and they would 
be better off staying in Scotland. It was a chalet 
for 12 and for the first 2 days there were only 3 
of us in it. The chalet girls had as much fizz as 2 
junior Aspro's and unlike the mainsail of the 
boat, did not have a Clew. The food was full of 
garlic and their brains full of senseless university 
bull**it, but I was there to ski and generally 
upset everyone so it was down to Dick's tea bar 
for a for few long awaited Froggie beers.
The skiing for the whole week was fantastic, 
plenty of snow and sun and more Apre ski beers 
than even I could handle, in fact a days skiing 
was lost because of that reason but who cares, I 
was on holiday! After a few days we, (Jeff & 

Mauld, the 2 others in the chalet that were ok, 
and a bit of a laugh) were joined by the 4 most 
yuppie self opinionated pratt's in the resort, 
why! in all the places in the world to choose 
from did they turn up sitting opposite me at 
the dinner table? I know! they needed 
someone to tell them just what total di*k 
heads they were and they found the right guy 
to do it! All I can say is that I hadn't had that 
much fun for ages, and it was even more fun 
after one or two large beers at the Hard Wash 
Cafe with 2 sailing buddies of mine from 
Hamble who just happened to show up. 

The Hard Wash is a new bar where ski bums 
and the likes hang out, there are pool tables, 
satellite TV and a laundry to keep your spirits 
up while drinking beer, you could mistake it 
for a yachtie bar as all the usual sailing crowd 
turn up there as well. The other options are 
‘Playbach’, ‘Dick's’, ‘G'J's’ and ‘Banana's’. 
Although it is said that most Chalet girls prefer 
Dick's to Banana's.
My skiing during the week was exceptional 
and as usual I retuned to the UK with no 
broken bones or hearts. I saw Sophia Loren at 
the airport and could not understand why she 
did not like to be called Soffe? boring women. 
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So there to meet me at the airport was the love 
of my life, with that cheerful, tearful you bastard 
why didn't you take me look on her face, we 
headed back to fun-going Bishops Waltham, via 
the Rigger of course! I knew I only had a week to 
make things up, but you know me, she was 
happy again after only a couple of hours!! 
Well 2 minutes, but enough about my cheque 
book!? While in B. W. I met my old Graphic 
design partners and God am I glad to be out of 
that rat race, still the same old routine and 
boring endless hours at a drawing board. I 
rubbed it in about skiing and the soon to be trip 
to Barbados and left feeling "what a bunch of 
Dingbatts". Who in their right mind would work 
for a living, if you can call their life a living? 
It was back to Hamble and a good lunch in the 
Rigger, then to the King & Queen pub where 
while trying to persuade my best buddie 
"Nice One" Steve to do an Atlantic crossing. 

Meanwhile we designed a Boat Bum T-shirt 
while totally under the influence. I persuaded 
him to come back with me to the Canaries and 
Crazy Kate was to print the T-shirts, I think they 
some up my life at the moment and must get 
some more printed. So, after a week in Hamble 
it was time to return to the boat and prepare for 
the crossing. We went to D'jangos on the last 
night and got good and drunk, so guess who 
looked and felt his best on the train that 
morning? Steve must learn to slow down a little. 
I say train because Danielle for some reason 
didn't want to take me to the airport! Guess she 
didn't have the petrol or something.

The fight back to Rico was Great! Even if Steve 
and I did surprise the Hostess with the Mostess 
by the amount of free beer consumed while 
lying across 3 seats each. 
On arrival I was impressed to see Sam and 
Rollo at the airport, I assumed they had come 
to meet us!  Wrong, their moped had broken 
down on the way back from Las Palmas and 
they were looking for a free ride to the boat. 
They assured me all was well back on the boat 
but as we arrived I was shocked. The boat was 
a tip!  Washing on the rails, no food or water 
on board, the cabins and saloon looked like a 
bullfight had been held there. 
Guess who was not a happy bunny? On top of 
that they said they had to shoot off to work! 
What!! They had lined themselves up some bar 
work in Hank's and as far as I could see just 
using the boat as a hotel. Guess how long that 
was going to last? Steve and I had had a long 
day and I needed a beer. When we arrived in 
Hank's most of the other crews had arrived 
and were there, Merit Cup, Maximizer, 
Stardust, and Orchadia to name a few. Hugh 
and the locals soon got us into the beers and 
the Hank's "lift offs". (Ask Steve about those)! 
Soon it was back into the drinking competi-
tions with the Merit guys, and what a great 
bunch. Now I have more Merit gear than they 
do! Tshirts, Sweats, Jacket you name it. The 
over 60 club which entails drinking 60 shots of 
beer in 1 hour has been superseded by the 
over 18 club. 18 bottles in one hour but each 
bottle must be drunk in less than 4 seconds. 
Needless to say so far there is only 1 member. 
That night I took Steve to the Centro to watch 
the "wet T-shirt competition" which is more 
like a strip show and he said he thought he 
may get to like it here. (Sheltered life). 
The following day was a clean-up day 
surprisingly enough and in the evening I had 
arranged a Squash match with Hugh. I 
brought out my Squash/Tennis racquets in a 
bid to get fit and managed to get 2 hours a 
day in while in Rico. It was hard going for the 
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first 10 minutes but then I was fit again and on 
top form. (Cough)! A Swedish guy from Stardust 
called Carl invited us down to Mogan, (another 
marina) for a BBQ: We got the bus which is
described by all as the cheapest RollerCoaster 
ride on the island and they are not kidding, 
Jesus H Christ. The driver must of been trained 
by the Flooze, the final gem was when he 
stopped off for petrol. 

Ha! we got out and asked him if he wanted his 
windshield cleaned as well! That afternoon we 
played frisby and volley ball then a boat arrived 
(Dinghy) full of beer and it felt like Robinson 
Crusoe's birthday, the BBQ was fired up and the 
sun hit the sea. I was chatting to various girlies 
and met a Fin called Anna, Guess What! She was 
only having an affair with my ex girlfriend Julia’s 
Father.. Yes!. 
What a small world. We had a good natter in 
Finish and said she would pass on a few 
messages to Julia for me! Ha! Tell her you met 
me I said, and give my regards to her father. 
(Cruel boy). The terror bus ride back to Rico was 
mild in comparison to what happened next. 
The bus station is near to a subway that passes 
under the main road. Sam from Maximizer Steve 
and I got off the bus and walked into the 

subway, we were greeted by half a dozen 
Spick yobs with a mission to do injury, 
suddenly we were trapped as others came 
from the other end of the subway, I was 
smacked round the neck and across the knees 
with a lump of wood, Steve was hit in the ribs 
and the eye, and Sammy was kicked and 
beaten all over. I saw a set of steps and legged 
it up them, only to be greeted by 2 more 
Spicks at the top. I pushed one into the road 
and threw the other into the crash barrier. I 
lost the others and legged it back to the 
marina, we all met up again and thank god we 
were all ok other than bangs and 
bruising. I ask you, these people really do need 
their brains sorting. So walking around like 
Douglas Barder for a week and ruining my 
squash training meant that I was probably a 
little grumpy for a while but I made up for it 
with the party tricks at the bar and just had to 
spend more time resting on the beach instead.
Christmas Day and who needs it, brother what 
a waste of time S&R thought they were going 
to have a day off but not until the cleaning 
was done, Steve and I spent the day cleaning 
decks and I don't think I met anyone with any 
kind of Xmas spirit, except Brandy that is. 
We had dinner at Hanks and Richard the 
owner was in about as much spirit as I was. 
Rollo managed to use up ALL my Bisto gravy 
granules in one go and walked around all day 
in a very stupid looking hat. 
God I Hate Christmas. Well that was Christmas 
over for another year and boxing day was the 
day John was arriving back on the boat, I told 
the others to take it easy on the booze front 
that night so we could make an early start on 
cleaning the boat. Steve and I were up around 
7.30 Rollo was still dead to the world and 
laying in his bunk in a coma having ignored 
my request he got well and truly ratfaced and 
didn't get back until 5am. After the third 
attempt to wake him my patience was wearing 
very thin and I warned Sam he had five 
minutes to get out of bed or he was off the 
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the boat, he thought I was joking until he saw 
his clothes being thrown onto the pontoon, the 
drama continued as Sam started to cry knowing 
full well that Rollo had blown it for both of 
them. 
After an hour or so they came back to apologise 
and like a mug I decided to give them both one 
more chance! Finding another boat in time for 
the crossing would be impossible and they 
knew it. As you can gather the atmosphere from 
then on was a little different. Leaving Steve in 
charge I borrowed a car and set off to pick John 
up from the airport. 

The boat looked good when we arrived so that 
kick up the backside must have done some 
good for both of them. JW decided he wanted 
to get in on the squash scene and proved to be 
a good player, not quite good enough I'm afraid 
but I did enjoy belting the ball into the back of 
his legs! 
The rest of the week was spent spending Johns 
money and getting the boat up together until 
the arrival of Danielle. I borrowed Richards 
(Hanks) car in exchange for dropping Kerry (a 
local girl from Hamble) at the airport. She had 
been doing naughty's with one of the Merit 
guy's and found out his girlfriend was arriving 
that night, needless to say she felt a bit used 
and had spent the whole day drinking Mount 
Gay to get over it. So off I went with a pi**ed 
love sick local and had the full story in every 

detail as we drove to the airport. 
As I arrived the policeman at the gate watched 
in amusement as I dragged her from the car 
and almost had to carry her to the check-in. 
She was leaving on the same plane as Danielle 
was arriving so the policeman found it all the 
more amusing when 10 minutes later he saw 
me loading another female into the car and 
driving off! God knows what he thought I was 
up to. 
We arrived back at Hanks and Flooze was soon 
into the "Lift Off's" and local lager, Dodo the 
Merit Guy was there with his girlfriend and 
looking very worried that I may put my foot in 
it for him, I assured him I would keep it to 
myself and in return acquired a very nice Merit 
sailing jacket as well as another sweatshirt. It 
seemed strange to have Danielle out there on 
the boat and as a treat I took her to the best 
egg and chip cafe in Rico for a slap-up dinner! 
God I look after my women! 
After that it was up to the centro for a bit of 
bopping, I had to take it easy as my knees 
were still not 100% and my neck was proving 
to be more painful.
Then it was "New Year's Eve", as a treat we all 
went sailing to blow the cobwebs out and test 
the boat systems as we were leaving on the 
2nd and for some reason thought that people 
may not be feeling quite their best on the 1st. 
We threw in a few man overboard drills and 
JW was the perfect volunteer to take a swim, 
after dragging his body out of the water we all 
needed a swim and did so. 
By then my neck was starting to get very 
painful and we set off to Mogan to sort a 
doctor. I found a funny looking Spick doctor 
who looked at my neck for at least 5 seconds, 
took 2 X-rays and wanted to charge me 
around 70 quid for the privilege. After a 
blazing row in the surgery and threats of 
violence JW stepped in with his AMEX card 
and dragged me out, so it was back to square 
one and a neck that felt as if it belonged to a 
race horse with a broken leg!! 
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So back to the boat with only a shot in the ass to 
show for it. I guessed a few beers in the bar later 
would be a far better treatment for it anyway. 
We arrived back in Rico and I had to have a kip! 
The others went to Hank's to start celebrating 
and left me in the forepeak in dreamland. At 
2330hrs I woke up with the screams of the party 
in the marina, what was I doing, in bed? 
Why was I not partying? So I got up and was 
dragged to Hank's with 30 minutes to spare. I 
arrived with Danielle to a standing ovation and 
time was getting short, only one thing for it! a 
few very quick beers and a bottle of 
Champagne in ONE. Now the new proud 
founder member of the "Over One Club" the 
horns blew and the fireworks hit the sky's, 
Another year was over and all I could think 
about was a transatlantic trip to organise in just 
over a day. 
To see so many people without a care in the 
world and there was me with what seemed the 
whole world on my shoulders, oh well time for 
another beer as I sat at the bar talking to quite 
an attractive women, (don't ask me where the 
Flooze went to)? This woman from nowhere was 
on her own with as many thoughts as I had. 
She was divorced with 2 kids and her boyfriend 
was in the Caribbean. Suddenly she mentioned 
"this boyfriend" owned a Swan 65 and my 
conversation was all hers, Danielle had zoomed 
off somewhere and couldn't be found so I gave 
her the sad story of the poor skipper looking for 
his dream boat and THEN! Guess who came over 
pis**ed as a f*rt?  
With more abuse and Rugby stories than a 16 
year old he moved in for the kill, the poor 
women was shocked as he tripped over her, 
spilled booze all over her and ruined her dress! I 
thought being New years eve he may act 1 year 
older but I was wrong. She said she was amazed 
at the way I stood up for her and basically put 
my job on the line, I gave her a card and she 
assured me that I would be 
recommended to the Swan owner. (I live in 
hope and wait for the outcome)

So back to the boat and the next day work was 
due to start at 1200. To my amazement it did 
and off we set. last chance to check things and 
we set off round the bay. “Maximizer” was out 
there having a very serious on board meeting 
so, the best thing to do was buzz past, full 
Reggae on the speakers and Rum and Coke in 
hand, then it was time for a swim again and I 
will tell you, it seemed very strange swimming 
in crystal clear water on New years day, with 
the sun beating down. Richard and Jessica 
came with us on that day and it was a good 
last day of relaxation. 1600hrs was the official 
Mount Gay Race briefing and would you 
believe not a rum in sight. I think we were 
supposed to be serious at that point but you 
know us by now! 
That night was supposed to be and early one 
but turned into a last minute party, a few last 
beers and farewells to all the locals. 
The morning of the race was a panic just as we 
expected, last minute running around and 
stowing gear, Danielle and Steve disappeared 
off for breakfast while I went through the 
checklist and safety gear, then it was 1130 and 
time to hit the water and the start line, a fond 
farewell to Danny girl and we left the marina, 
horns blowing and flags waving we set off to 
the sounds of Bob Marley. I was determined to 
hit the start at 1200 to the second and we did.

The gun went and that was it, 2600 miles of 
open Atlantic swell ahead and no turning back 
now .    **Barbados Here We Come ..**
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As soon as we left there was a frantic Spick on 
the radio calling us, it was the port control office 
because some fu*k wit had not paid enough for 
the electricity before we left. One of the Mount 
Gay Boys said he would sort it so panic over. 

We settled into a routine quite quickly and had 
a reasonable watch system worked out, 4hrs on 
6 off with a change every 3 days to relieve the 
boredom of the same company. I refused to let 
Sam and Rollo on the same watch as they were 
more likely to kiss and cuddle in the cockpit 
than concentrate on keeping the boat upright 
and a lookout, of course this went down like a 
lead balloon with the two of them and almost 
straight away there was another atmosphere. 
Sam managed to sit there on some occasions 
and not say a word for 4 hours. By this time I was 
a little fed up with childish behavior and had to 
have few more words with them. 
I was beginning to wish that I had left them in 
Rico.. That first night out was a little rough and 
with 30knots of breeze up your bum not the 
best way to start a trip. Sam managed to bring 

up her lunch and as the shifts changed I could 
see there was going to be a problem, I
stayed around for most of the night and as 
daybreak hit the wind had increased and the 
swell was now around 4 metres, there were 
complaints all round as is started to be full 
oilskin weather and not too warm. We had 
now got well away from the Canaries and out 
of the Acceleration wind zone, a band of wind 
that whistles through the gaps in the islands 
like a referee at full time. 
By this point the wind should of turned NE and 
blow a nice steady 20 knots, Huh! No chance! 
35 knots and increasing. The swell by this time 
was amazing as we slid down 6-8 metre waves 
under white sail, with a heavy boat like Gypsy 
it was sh*t or bust but fantastic sailing. 

They didn't say anything about this in the 
brochure! The highlight of each day was that 
all boats needed to give their positions on a 
SSB Radio Network:  This was a great time for a 
chat and to see how everyone was doing. 
There were other Nets on air from all areas of 
the Atlantic and soon we were chatting to 
boats as far afield as Brazil and picking up all 
kinds of weather and sea state reports, I 
decided to head a little further south than the 
other boats and soon it was to pay off as 
better weather graced us. After a few days we 
created our own little chat net on 4125.0 Mhz. 
and I felt more like a DJ than a yacht skipper!
By now we were 3 days into the trip and finally 
managed to hoist the cruising chute.
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The wind had dropped to a manageable level 
and the sun was even trying to make an quick
appearance. 
Then we were hit with a Handful of problems! 
The steering felt a little loose, the generator was 
not sucking cooling water and the gearbox was 
jammed to name a few. Then the watermaker 
played up and to top the lot the fridges stared 
to go down as well. That little lot kept me busy 
for a few hours and it all seemed to happen at 
once! The thought of all the burgers in the 
freezer going to waste would of been too much 
for me to handle, especially as we had spent 
most of the trip so far chewing our way through 
a Ham mountain that Rollo had bought by 
mistake. 
The other real race boats were due to start from 
Rico on the 5th and from then on each boat had 
to be" Race Controller", (later know as The Fat 
Controllers) in turn gathering positions and 
safety reports and relaying them to Barbados 
via SSB. It seemed kind of weird calling boats 
like Merit Maximizer and Orchadia from Italy, it 
almost felt like we were in the Whitbread or 
something. Soon the big boats caught up and 
shot past at great speed, Merit was averaging 25 
knots and we were bimbling along at 10 or so, 
oh well maybe next time. That day was my 
mum's birthday and I managed to talk to her via 
Portishead Radio Link Call, she was over the 
moon and I was the last person she expected to 
here from, I guess she will talk about that one 
for a while! 6 days into the trip and not a beer 
had passed my lips!!! You kinda don't feel like 
drinking when your being tossed around like a 
set of dice in a crap table,( or a crap boat come 
to think of it)! Not even a sniff of alcohol for me 
on this trip as you never know day or night 
when the crews lives could be in danger. 
We decided it was time for the fishing rods to go 
out the back and a chance to try out some of 
these new octopus lure's we bought in Spain. 
Within a few hours the Tuna were being 
dragged aboard and I tell you they put up a 
fight at 8-10 knots. The record fish of the trip 

was a 36" Dorado, caught by my good self and 
a photo to prove it. Sam threw up trying to gut 
it and some how I went off the idea of eating it 
after that. The others said it was delicious and I 
will take their word for it.

After a few more days the watches started to 
get a little boring, the same old wind and swell 
in the same direction on the same course. 
Steve and I invented a Coronation Street trivia 
quiz to wheedle a few hours away ie: "What 
was Winnie Colwells cat called" and some 
quite creative entries were inserted into the 
log!  There was a classic one night as Sam 
appeared to be on heat or something and 
couldn't get in the sack with Rollo quick 
enough!  The log entry was as follows .. "Sam 
and Rollo in the fore peak what a perfect 
match, Heavy breathing Lots of screaming, 
Next time close the hatch!  Hahahah!
There was a few other gems but I will not go 
into those in a public  Capitino Log?
The following morning proved to be a cracker, 
blue sky, perfect wind and very hot, Steve's 
legs came out for the first time dangling from 
a very tasteful pair of shorts and could only be 
described as 2 pieces of white string with a 
knot in the middle of each, and a shoe tied to
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the bottom!  He was determined to get them 
pink by the end of the trip and they did sort of 
change colour after a while. The day was made 
more interesting when the spinnaker fell down! 
The block at the top of the rig parted and in the 
water it all went!  Luckily most of us were on 
deck and we managed to get the thing in 
without damage to it or us. Guess who had to 
climb to the top of the rig to put the new block 
on though? 
The view from the top was rather interesting 
though not recommended to the faint hearted, 
the rig was waving as badly as Danielle did 
when we left and it might of helped if someone 
could of kept the boat in a straight line down 
the waves. Sam on this occassion did a great job 
on the helm so there was only 15 or so feet of 
sway at the top of the rig. With that little drama 
sorted we hoisted the Kite, this time Rollo didn't 
wrap the Halyard round the winch and lost most 
of the skin off his fingers in the process as it 
came crashing down again, Where did I get this 
crew? Even Steve asked me if they were here 
just for a holiday, (S&R that is). 

Every sunrise / sunset and noon I keep my hand 
in with the Celestial navigation sights and to 
identify the new stars that were appearing as 

we trundled further south. 
Although this tub is full of gadgets and nav 
gear I never loose the memory of  Tasao and 
her passage I sailed on. She was a swan 48 and 
during a trans-atlantic we sailed on got hit by 
lightning. As a result we lost all electrical 
power onboard for the rest of the 7 days of the 
trip and the skipper at the time had no 
Celestial navigation experience. I always pack 
my sextant with me on any delivery so with a 
make shift compass and the traditional nave 
stuff on deck I safely got us to landfall.

Up to now we had seen no other ship or yacht 
since we left, until the night someone forgot 
to put the navigation lights on!  Then out of 
the night came a super-tanker, a quick panic 
and we were out of the way. After that we saw 
quite a few merchant ships and it was a good 
sign that we were near some kind of trade lane 
or nearing one .
The sun was getting hotter by the minute and 
the suntans deeper, even Steve's strings was 
looking more like a "Hushpuppy Shoelace's'" 
Just as the temp was hitting the 90's the 
freezer decided to totally give up, so it was 
fry-ups and bacon for every meal, Rollo had no 
problem with that as he usually stuffed down 
4-6 eggs and a pile of meat a day anyway! 
The last laugh was on me as I woke up one 
morning to find myself lying next to a "flying 
fish" A bit of a shame as I was dreaming of 
Mermaids at the time! These things about 10" 
long fly from wave to wave at amazing speed, 
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you often find them on the decks and in this 
case an open hatch was a prime target. Rollo 
wanted to eat it of course but it left my cabin a 
lot quicker than it arrived when I finally awoke. 
The last SSB report showed us to be in the lead 
of the cruising fleet race and the challenge of 
staying there was on! 

We were now flying our cruising chute 24 hrs a 
day and pulling away from the rest. They were 
all amazed that we could be doing so well and 
still catching at least 2 fish a day, although we 
took salt water showers we still had enough 
freshwater to have a shower in the evenings and 
that was also starting to aggravate the other 
boats that only had bottled water. Still that's 
what this boat is all about and the odd luxury 
like fresh English bread right up to the last day 
made the trip a little easier. 
Another boat called "Jane Anne" (Stuart and 
Wendy) were always quite chatty on the net, 
even if she did say "over and out" on every 
occasion, they were an interesting couple, an X 
copper and a school mistress, (what a 
combination), a Trungen and a Cane must be 
interesting as well! I got to know them quite 
well after 2 weeks as well as a couple from 
Norway a Greek charter boat and some Italians, 
there were a few more Brit boats with the usual 
stuck up X yacht club Commodores that 
thought they knew all and some Canadians who 
turned out to be fun in the end as well. 
Nearer to Barbados we had to contact the local 
"Radio Ham" Norman the pig, (ham), 

A thoroughly nice Bajan chap who proved to 
be quite a lad once we met him in person. We 
radioed in 100 miles off the Island and were 
due to arrive around lunchtime. The sight of 
landfall was a welcome sight after 17 and a 
half days and we just had to round the reef on 
the southern tip for home. About 20 miles 
from the finish we treated ourselves to the last 
of the bacon and showered up before donning 
the new crew gear and the very familiar Mount 
Gay Red Hat, Steve and I had been wearing 
ours on the crossing and I kept dipping mine 
in the saltwater to make it look as it had done 
some miles! 
As we rounded the reef we were passed by 
Whiskey Echo, a very quick little race boat run 
by Italians, they surfed over the reef and "Pasta 
us very quick" they were in the race 1 class and 
doing very well for their size.

So the finish was in sight and the hooters 
sounded, that was it and we had arrived. Line 
honours in the cruising division and all safe 
with no damage to the boat, a few of the other 
boats came out to meet us and the normal 
press boat etc: It was a very big relief to arrive 
in Bridge town Barbados

PASSAGE Gran Canaria - Barbados

39



 

      

    

 

El’Capitino Log
I thought we did well despite some of the minor 
kiddies problems. We came along side the 
shallow draught area and 5-6 race boats were 
already in, Merit had been and gone after 
breaking the record in just over 9 days! 
There to meet us were the Mt Gay guys (who 
turned out to be just that, without the Mt:), with 
a large rum punch as we stepped ashore. 
It is funny that to this day JW never said "Well 
done, good work or showed any emotion 
whatsoever" Funny guy but I was pleased with 
the result and as I stepped off that boat that 
punch didn't touch the sides!! Nor did the next 
4-5 come to that. The crew's from the other 
boats were there on the quay and I must admit 
we were given a hell of a welcome. I drifted 
away after a while and found some space on my 
own for a minute, it's strange but you take on a 
lot of responsibility as a skipper and my mind 
needed a rest from worrying about other 
people. 

A quick kip and it was down to the yacht club 
for a beer and a look round. Barbados yacht club 
is a very old building with a beautiful beach, 
tennis courts, topper dinghy's to have fun in 
and a bar that does great little snacks and cheap 
drinks. The beach area has low lying trees for 
some leafy shade and basically if you can't relax 
there then get a job as an accountant! Un-spoilt 
and very British still. We all had a guest 
membership and could use all the facilities as 
much as we wished. The place also had the 
bonus of hosting a fair number of the FREE Rum 
Party's, yet to be discovered. 

That night though was a quiet one and 
everyone needed rest, so back to the boat in a 
Mad Max taxi and morning was the next thing 
I remembered. 

Two days before we arrived I made up a work 
list of major cleaning and maintenance that 
had to be done, we all agreed to get it done 
first and then party, so early the first morning 
it was straight back to work and after a hour of 
so the faces started to drop, it's too hot, I'm 
tired, the usual problems but I was determined 
to get it done as I knew R&S were leaving the 
boat for sure and there was no way they were 
using it as a hotel until they found something 
else. (What a mean sod I am). All those white 
beaches and all they had was "White work and 
bleaches" We finished the first day’s work and 
set off for the town, there are 4 alternatives of 
transport, hire car, walk, taxi, or Route Taxi. 
Now let me tell you about route taxi's, if you 
have never travelled in one you have never 
lived. A 10-12 seat minibus or transit, usually 
black and customised, and that's just the 
driver!  Very full of local people with very white 
teeth. At night that is all you can see as you 
climb in these things and take your life in their 
hands. The fee is a straight USD $1.5 (around 
3Op) and you can travel the full length of the 
Island on that! The best bit is the Boom! Boom! 
Dee Dee Boom! of the local reggae sound 
blasting from the speakers and the nodding 
heads of the passengers all in time with the 
music, a mobile disco that moves faster that 
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everything else on the road dropping and 
picking up more people than Joan Collins at a 
Rave party. That night it was off to the Carib 
Beach Bar, where I was unfortunately 
introduced to "Carib" the local Caribbean beer, 
50p a bottle and sort of strong, just about 
everyone drinks it and soon a new over 18 club 
was about to be formed. After that it was off to 
the Ship Inn, a local live music bar and disco, the 
steel bands in Barbados are just amazing, some 
of them have big recording contracts and it’s no 
wonder why! Every night there is a "Place to be" 
bar and everyone flocks around like sheep, just 
follow the loudest music and you will find it. 

As each day passed there were more boats 
arriving and more excuses to party, as each boat 
tied up, the Mount Gay boys were there with 
the big cool box of rum punch and a whole 
bunch of yachties with their evil eyes on it, 
needless to say the rum punch had a short 
innings! The following day was spent at the 
yacht club where we all went Topper Dinghy 
sailing, great fun in the surf and it made a big 
change to sail on my own with no crew to moan 
at!  The dinghies were available at any time for 
Mt Gay competitors and I certainly got my fair 
share, It was brilliant to just sail round the coast 
visiting all the beaches and bars. We arranged a 
little regatta in them which was cleaned up by 
the Italians, 1-2&3. Later to discover these guys 
were all Olympic sailors. Chow! Then Nicki and 
Gums arrived .... They were in a apartment for 
the stay in Barbados thank god otherwise the 
boat would of been more like a refugee camp! 
They kept a low profile for most of the time and 
we only saw them for the odd meal or early 
evening drinkthank God. The other main night 
spots were the Coach house and The Harbour 
lights. The Harbour lights was good value at $25 
BD (£6) to enter and then drinks all night were 
FREE! If you dodged the doorman it was even 
better value? Most evenings there was a Mount 
Gay Happy hour at chosen venues, and during 
this time all Rum drinks were free, I dread to 

think just how much was drunk by all the 
yachties but most of us were hoovering it 
down by the Pint! Then came the Atlantic Race 
presentation, it was held at the Mount Gay 
distillery and a very posh do at that. 

The crew of SWG arrived in full toggs, Blazer 
and tie!  (except Steve who’s best clothes 
consisted of a clean t-shit and pair of jeans) 
but we looked a smooth bunch and were one 
of the few boats to bother. 
For our efforts we were personally introduced 
to the Prime Minister of Barbados, the 
Ministers of sport and Tourism. The PM was a 
little laid back and even he got stuck into the 
river of free rum flowing once again. Merit Cup 
won overall and set a new transatlantic record, 
9 days 20hrs or so, they were presented with 
200 litres of Mount Gay, wooooooh!  We were 
nearly 3 days earlier than planned and 
received a special prize for being the furthest 
out on ETA! Guess who got sent up to collect 
that one? Later in the evening we met Doris! 
Doris was the Manager and promised me a 
personal tour of the distillery, I think in 
exchange for my body or something? Oh well 
never did get round to her although we had 
the quick tour and history trip and there was a 
little shop there to buy MG items, and I picked 
up a few specials that you can't buy anywhere 
else. 
Well that was the end of the party's and the 
happy hours! Until that is 2 days later and the 
Barbados Regatta, which strangely enough 
was sponsored by Mount Gay Rum!..
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What a bummer that we had to spend the NEXT 
4 evenings bathing in rum once again, there is 
nothing going on which doesn't involve rum in 
some shape or form! SWG entered the regatta 
just for fun, and we were given a race rating that 
would of been more suitable for Tokio or a 
Whitbread boat, well it was a fun regatta and we 
just got on with it. 
The first start was interesting, about 2 minutes 
late with a crew that have never seen a race let 
alone been in one!  But we bimbled around the 
course and finished the race without too much 
disgrace. Didn't break: anything or anybody and 
finished with a Carib in one hand and a sarny in 
the other just to toast the committee boat on 
the way through the finish. That night was spent 
at anchor opposite the Coach House, the big 
party venue for the night. John returned to the 
apartment that night so the party continued on 
the boat until very late! The 2nd race was as bad 
as the first and this time despite desperate calls 
from me John insisted on going the wrong side 
of the finish boat, the other boats found it all 
amusing but I didn't, so needless to say we 
picked up 0 points on that race and blew our 
overall points Should of sailed with these guys.

That night it was back to the Yacht Club and a 
very good sounding steel band. Afterwards 
there was Karaoke and there was no way I was 
going on that stage!! Steve wanted to have a go 
and eventually after another 20 rums I was 
dragged up to do a duet with him. It turned out 
to be good fun, the problem was getting us off 
the mike afterwards, we were there to stay and 

that was it, God knows hat it must of sounded 
like but in the end we had everyone on the 
stage singing all kinds of rubbish and stole the 
show! The following day was our best race, a 
good start and we kept up our position. We 
finished 4th overall which I suppose wasn't 
bad considering the odd's. We won a bottle of 
rum and a tool case for our troubles and John 
is even talking about New Sails for the boat, 
Wow! .... Never Happened by the way. Huh:

The container from the Canaries finally arrived, 
it was 2 weeks late but it meant that we finally 
had our outboard motor back for the dinghy. 
We had arranged with Whisky Echo to collect 
some things for them and as a favour drop 
them off at Union Island. It took me the whole 
day to get the motor working again and after a 
complete strip down of the fuel system it 
worked!  We would of had to go direct to 
Trinidad if there was a problem because in 
Union and Tobago you have to anchor off. 
With most things done and the boat ready to 
sail it was time to say goodbye to Steve. 
He was supposed to bring the Cap Log back 
with him but my printer was still not in 
working order.  We had decided to have one 
drink on the way to the airport but arrived half 
cut, I wrote a few quick notes to Danielle but 
have no idea what! Steve was on his way and I 
must admit it was fun having him along. When 
I first met him a year ago his major ambition 
was to sail across to France! I don't think even 
he dreamt he would reach the Caribbean.
Time was getting close for Sam and Rollo to 
make a move and they started looking for 
another boat, they seem to think that 
everyone owes them a favour and they will get 
jobs for mega bucks and cruise the world. Huh! 
They still have a lot to learn. Well they left and 
they didn't even come to the boat to say 
goodbye. Great thanks for all I did for them!! I 
don't know what they will end up doing but I 
do hope they find themselves back in the UK 
very shortly.
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2 days with the boat all to myself and what a 
blissful feeling! The first time since I was in 
Hamble, and being able to please myself was 
amazing, until that is, the invasion of Big Juice, 
monster poo poo and the misses. ‘Fxxk’
I had spent all my time cleaning the boat and 
reorganising my cabin, it was so nice to have so 
many free lockers for a change! 

Then it happened, the arrival, 2 hours and the 
boat was in chaos. The video was broken, the 
DAT stereo in bits and the boat full of Pink 
Pony's and colouring books. I have told John so 
many times not to leave his toys lying around! 
I had a few evenings with my Bajan buddies and 
this time visited the proper local bars. Not a 
whiteboy in sight apart from me but at last the 
real Barbados! The drinks were cheaper and the 
people out of this world, so friendly and a 
welcome that would make the Rigger feel like a 
prison! 
The Taxi home was even free and a promise of a 
tour of the bars the following evening was too 
good to miss. It reminded me of my old photo 
journalist travel days when I always looked for 
the locals to photograph. Then it was time to do 
the usual last shop and move on. The trip to the 
supermarket was it's usual nightmare and the 
hunt was on for Heinz ketchup. Most English 
food-stuff is available but expensive, JW was on 
an economy drive and I was grabbing all the 
Tesco items, if I was to spend the next 3 months 
with these three I was going to have some 
luxury. The time had come to cast off and all the 

remaining Atlantic crews were there to see us 
off, I made the mistake in thinking Sam & Co 
would be there but Nuh! They apparently 
decided to go to the beach instead, now it 
wasn't just me as JW thought they may come 
and say thanks to him at least! 
Well that's the last we will all here of them!

Union Island 
Next stop Union Island. A small island that 
belongs to St Lucia, The only reason for this 
stop was to drop off  Whiskey Echo's sails and 
dinghy that were left in the container, they did 
us a few big favours in the Canaries and I was 
returning the compliment. That's yachting I 
hope and anyway they were a good bunch 0' 
guy's, (Italians). It put about a day on our trip 
but what the hell when you have 6 months to 
play with. It also split up our intended trip to 
Tobago and made it 2 fourteen hour trip's 
instead of a full on 30 hr straight run. Nicki will 
not sail unless she is asleep or in a coma which 
makes it a long day for me especially as she 
wants to get off as soon as we arrive 
anywhere, that means dropping the dinghy 
and running them ashore, hanging around like 
a lemon on the beach while the buckets and 
spades come out. 
The trip across from Barbados was a long one, I 
was on watch on my own all night, JW came 
up on deck occasionally just to see things were 
OK and bring the odd cup of coffee. We arrived 
around lunchtime and picked my way around 
"Roundabout Reef" an interesting little reef 
right in the middle of Clifton Bay. There was an 
onshore breeze blowing and not a good idea 
to anchor. Across the bay there is a little Island 
called Palm Island: This was a much better bet 
even though the whole island was no bigger 
than Hamble Yacht Club There was a small 
accommodation block and a bar/restaurant. 
The beach was amazing and the water clear as 
the larger in the Rigger. We anchored up and 
radioed W.Echo. they arrived a little later and 
we dumped off their gear for them.
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A pasta lunch for our troubles and we hit the 
shore. They wanted to lay there on the beach so 
I donned my snorkel gear and swam back to the 
boat to look around underneath. The first 
chance since the Atlantic and in water that clear 
it was a simple task. On the way to the boat I 
met up with some Green Turtle's hanging 
around the reef, swimming with them was 
fantastic!!  

The other amazing fish around the boat some-
how made the whole trip worthwhile. I swam 
down to the anchor in a cloud of small yellow 
fish, it's just like something out of a Jacques 
Cousteau movie, Fantastic, there was a lot of 
strange looking fish but who cares, being there 
was believing!  Later I hit the shore again to pick 
up the others. 
That evening we returned to the Island for 
dinner and a beer, John had no local currency 
on him so it was lucky they took Visa. We sat 
down and ordered a beer then we asked for the 
Menu, the rather large mamma came out with 
the best Caribbean one liner so far ... "There ain't 
no food yet cos the chef at te moments too 
tiered to cook some-ting" What a classic, people 
sitting around waiting for the cook to wake up! 
It took about an hour for him to eventually 
create the local grub and I wish personally he 
had taken an overdose and stayed in a coma, we 
made up for it with a few Caribs and returned to 
the boat. The next day was spent relaxing while 
I worked!? then it was make plans to Tobago. 
About 120 miles and bang into the wind, just 
what you need when you are on your own for 

hours with a kid and Co being seasick. Brother 
who needs that!

We set off just before dark and navigated 
through the Little St Vincent gap, we soon hit 
bigger waves and more breeze and the 100 
miles or so looked to being one of those never 
ending disasters. The first problem was the 
saltwater inlet for the engine, sucking more air 
than a beached fish it was causing all kinds of 
overheating. We had to have the motor 
running as well as the sails if we were going to 
get there in this Century so it was back to the 
old "Head in the bilge syndrome! Next was the 
turn of the generator, which meant that the 
video and a cartoon of ‘sleeping beauty’ was 
interrupted. Anyone sailing by would of 
thought that there was a mass murder or 
something going on as the screams of "More 
beauty" hit the evening air, It was my cue to 
get back on deck and lock all the hatches. 
I sat there for about 5 hours and then the 
strangest thing happened, out of the pitch 
black came 4-5 large birds, swalking and 
screaming louder than those deprived of a 
video. They circled the navigation light on top 
of the rig and then! Bang! One hit the mainsail 
and then the deck, followed by another into 
the cockpit. Well you can imagine I was going 
to sit there on the wheel or what? 
I leapt up and danced around the deck a few 
times while this Vulture followed every move I 
made as the boat did 2 full 360's. Eventually 
they came to rest and just stared at me, Jesus 
these things were ugly!  About the size of a 
small swan and tail feathers that must of been 
2 feet long. John appeared on deck to see 
what all the commotion was about, he 
thought he would play the hero and pick the 
things up. Huh!  With a beak like a Riphook, no 
chance! It flew at him like most birds (women) 
fly at me? Then we were both running round 
the decks like madmen. The final solution was 
to throw a towel over it and then lob it over 
the side. 
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That all went fine until it hit the water and came 
back at us, we tried again without the lights on 
and finally we got rid of them. Thank God for 
that! The rest of the night was spent scanning 
the sky's like a 2nd world war radar officer 
waiting for the next attack. 
Morning was soon upon us and I was very tired, 
just at that time the last thing I wanted was to 
be drenched by a freak tropical storm. The rain 
came down in buckets and that was the last 
straw, I took some photos as the black clouds 
passed over, this is suppose to be the sunshine 
coast, not England! 

We arrived in Scarborough Tobago at the 
familiar lunch time, while the others went 
ashore to clear immigration I slept, in fact I slept 
right through to the early hours and needed 
every minute of it!  Early the following morning 
we set off back round the reef to Pigeon Point, a 
small anchorage on the SW comer of the Island, 
with one of the best beaches so far and a great 
little local Carib bar this was more like it! 
The beach complex is run by a Trini and a bunch 
of Yanks, Remy the bar man who looked like 
Tobago's answer to Sammy Davis was a real 
character and made us very welcome. John 
came out with all his local Negro Lingo and no 
one understood a word of it!  They understood 
that I could order more Caribs than they could 
pour and soon we were all good buddies. 
That night we were taken by jeep to a restaurant 
called the Peacock Mill, apparently John used to 
live there as a kid so this involved a guided tour 
there and back. I got to know the Trini’s very 

well that night and they said they would give 
me a proper tour around the nightclubs and 
bars at a later date and they did, we played 
pool, (which by my amazement I won) and 
hung out like yanks. Winston the beach owner 
had a son called Rob, he was from Boston and 
had a few friends over to stay, Mike and Eddie. 
There was a conversation about Golf and a 
very good course on the Island. 
I was told it is rated as one of the better ones 
in the W.I's so a game was on the cards. It 
would cost around £50 to play 18 holes but 
what the hell! A day away from the boat and 
the beach and a good bunch of company, I 
was game for it. They were all supposed to be 
quite good so I had to chance that I could still 
play and not make a pig's ear of it. We 
arranged a game for the Friday but the next 
few days were spent ferrying the family back 
and forth from the beach. There was not much 
to do in the evenings if you had no transport 
so they ate on the boat and stayed in while the 
boy's and I hit the night life in the jeep. It was 
tuff if JW wanted to get ashore as I had the 
dinghy! Ha! Soon it was Friday and I was 
allowed the day off to "Play Around" sorry, A 
Round! So with the smartest shorts and T-shirt 
drove up to Mt Irvine I was impressed with the 
hire clubs but even more impressed with the 2 
buggies we had to drive round the course in!

Great fun, non of this "walk round with a 
trolley" at this course. We off loaded the case 
of ice cooled Carib into the buggy  and we 
were off to the 1st Tee.
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and he assured me that you have more chance 
of getting hit by lightning! Just then a 
complete tree fell down and hit the beach 
with a crash! As you can imagine on a crowded 
beach it had to of hit someone. We ran over to 
see the damage, the tree had come down the 
line of the beach and the leafs were nearly in 
the water, lying about 2 feet away from the 
trunk was a French guy who casually just got 
up and brushed the sand off. By amazing 
coincidence no one else was around it. I bet 
even a "Palm Reader" could not of predicted 
this little incident! 
It was soon time to move on and visit English 
Mans Bay, a very quiet, very remote part of the 
Island with nothing but water, sand and 
mosquito's. Even worst than the mozzies are 
the Sand Flies. These little sods come out at 
about 5pm and chew your ankles. If you get 
these bites they itch 5 times more than a Mozz 
and last for 2 weeks!  There is nothing in his 
world you can do about them. John thought 
this place was the business and there was 
nothing Nicki or I could say to stop him 
spending the next 3 days there. The surf on 
the beach made it impossible to drag the 
landing craft (SWG 2 Ton Dinghy) ashore with 
a 3 year old on board but he was determined 
and we went in.
Crash bang and a completely drowned engine! 
More for me to fix, but it was all I had to do for 
3 days! The skies were full of Pelicans, diving 
around the boat and the other seabirds were 
amazing to watch. No way was I going to leave 
lights on again after the other episode so we 
sat on deck at night in the dark. There was only 
one other boat in the bay, a guy from France 
who insisted on playing "Bagpipes" all night! 
What a nightmare. It did give me chance to 
catch up on sleep though as I was in bed by 
9pm every night. Nicki cooked some kind of a 
curry and that was a change after all the Roti 
and Rice you get locally.
A sigh of relief came from us as John decided 
to move back to Pigeon to clear Immigration.
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I was last to tee off and by my amazement I hit a 
cracking drive straight down the fairway for 300 
yards, I calmly placed my 3 Wood back into the 
bag and sat in the buggy thinking "How the hell 
did I do that"? I showed no emotion as the 
others stood there in amazement, Oh well 12 
months since I last hit a golf ball and nothing 
lost!  The others played very well but it was 
going to be one of those fluke days for me. 
Round the course in less than a 100 to steal the 
day and the match. I can quite honestly say it 
was one of the most enjoyable for a long time. 
We finished just as the sun was setting and the 
last Carib came out of the cooler, I was treated 
to a free night for winning and we hit the beach 
bar.  When I arrived there was a message from 
John at the bar. The dinghy had broken down 
and he had to be towed to the shore, the video 
was broken and the Generator would not start! 
I do not believe itl in less than 6 hours he had 
wrecked the boat. Will he ever learn that owners 
should be at home in England and NEVER 
allowed near their boats!! 
I had the dinghy running again after 5 minutes 
and returned to the boat, I helps if you turn the 
main breaker on to power up the Generator and 
the video was still on the 24volt inverter,  God 
what would these people do without me. 

We spent another couple of days at Pigeon, 
snorkeling around Buccu reef and lazing on the 
beach. One day was very windy and the palms 
were waving all over the place, I was talking to 
Winston about getting hit by falling coconuts 
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Ranson on the other, this was going to be 
interesting! The fish took another runner and 
the line got tighter and tighter, it got to the 
stage where either me or the rod was going 
over the side and as I didn't fancy another 
swim with a shark it was more likey going to 
be the rod, then Bang! It was gone and the line 
was slack, I flew back into the cockpit and in a 
way breathed a sigh of relief, I reeled in the 
line and I was surprised to see the Octopus 
Lure still on the end, I got it back on board to 
have a closer look and saw the hook (about 2 
inches long) was as straight as a needle!  
You can imagine the force needed to do that! 
Everyone has a fishing story to tell and I 
certainly won't forget this one in a hurry. I took 
a hefty pair of pliers to bend the hook back 
and I was in two minds whether to try again or 
not, God knows what you would do even if 
you did get something like that back to the 
boat anyway?

We sailed passed Maracas Bay and round the 
headland to Chaguaramas. Fantastic tropical 
landscape and rain forest, but was this going 
to be another Mozzy nightmare spot? 
We arrived in Power Boats Marina and man-
aged to get a stern to mooring, at least this 
meant that we didn't have the hassle of that 
bl***y dinghy again!  With free shore power 
and fresh water it seemed the ideal spot to get 
the jobs done on the boat and with a smart 
little bar onthe quayside, the ideal place to 
party as well!  Feb see's the mayhem of Trini 
"*CARNIVAL*" but more about that one later.
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I thought we would have a few days to kill there 
and a chance to party in the evenings with the 
yanks. No, he wanted to move off the following 
morning and that was that! His timing on these 
matters is the one thing that annoys me more 
than most. Self first, self last, but he pays the 
bills I suppose and I guess I have to put up with 
it for the moment. 
I went ashore for the last night, the news 
travelled fast that we were leaving and the best 
spur of the moment beach party was arranged 
there and then! Now, that's what I call friends. 
Within an hour the cars were arriving, the locals 
were Jiving and the whole place thriving. JW 
and Co were on he boat and I had the dinghy 
ashore, "Shame". We partied all night and were 
even joined by the delectable Sheena, a Essex 
girl who worked in the "Dive Shop" Don't ask 
what sort of Diving! But she apparently goes 
down well at party's! 
We left at 6am the following morning for 
Trinidad and steamed along at 8 knots with the 
current. The trip across was going to take a 
round 10 hours, and again I was stuck on the 
wheel most of the time while the others slept. 
To relieve the boredom I slung a fishing rod over 
the back and within 5 minutes I was into my first 
Bonito, it was not that big, but it certainly gave 
me a hard time getting it in. 
Nicki wanted to fry it up for lunch so I decided 
to go for another one. After a short time the line 
flew off the reel at a hell of a rate and the rod 
bent double, oh hell this time it was a biggy t I 
shut the engine down to make it easier but this 
thing was pulling like Richard Gere at a beauty 
contest!  We have got what they call a fighting 
belt, (a plastic belt that the rod end sits in) 
which is designed to take some of the weight 
and strain off the rod, but it wasn't doing that 
good a job. After a half hour battle with this 
thing the was an almighty splash and a fish 5-6 
foot long leaped out of the water toward us. It 
was blue and looked very much like a shark!!
Oh s**t I thought as I was left holding on to one 
end and something with larger teeth than Ester 
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costume. You then parade the streets of Port 
of Spain nonstop for 3 days and nights, even-
tually you reach the "Stage". The music 
costumes and K&Q are judged and the 
winners parade again for a further day. If 
anyone is still alive or awake after that lot then 
good luck to them! I don't know yet just how 
involved I will get in this lark, but be sure you 
can't come to Trinidad for Carnival and sit on 
the side lines. Each night during the run up, 
there are "Fetes”, massive steel band parties 
where they rehearse the music and Carib 
drinking, 24 hours a day you can hear Calypso 
drums somewhere in the distance and thou-
sands of empty Carib bottles line the streets. 
Tonight's Fete is in the grounds of the Hilton, I 
think it is a more up market do but we are 
going anyway. 
The only trouble with these things is the 
transport home, most people hire their own 
Route taxi and driver and hope you can find 
him when it’s time to go. The prices are around 
half UK prices and the food is superb, if you 
like hot sauce and chicken. Carib is less than 
50p a bottle andalways ice cold, the Rigger 
could certainly learn a few lessons from this 
place. A 10 mile taxi ride is around £2 and as 
for clothes, they almost give them away. So far 
I have bought some super trendy blue and 
yellow Carib trousers as well as T-shirt, shirt, 
hat, carnival beer cooler and whistle. I'm ready 
to party and have got all the gear! 
The temperature here at the moment is always 
above 90f, the humidity very high and no real 
beaches nearby to cool off on. The odd 
tropical downpour freshens things up a bit 
from time to time but a damn nuisance when 
all the hatches are left open. You have be 
weary about security here as things have a 
habbit of walking faster than the Cockroaches. 
I have already lost my North Sails sweatshirt by 
leaving it or ten seconds. You don't go walking 
around on your own at night either as your 
wallet will go as quick as your Carib. Other 
than that it's safer than subways in Spain!
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First thing was to arrange for the boat to be 
hauled out and re anti-fowled. John has 
arranged an apartment for himself and the 
family for the Carnival period and while the 
work is being done, while Jo Jack hear sleeps in 
the Mozzy filled boat. Great! But it will be nice to 
get some sort of freedom again even if only for 
4 days. The set-up here is very similar to Port 
Hamble, around the same size and a yard similar 
to HYS, the only difference is that they tend to 
work here! 

With natural Teak forests and cheap labour it's 
an ideal spot for refits. There are a lot of Brit 
boats here, one guy arrived 14 years ago to 
re-deck his boat and as yet hasn't started. 
The highlight of Trinidad so far was the arrival of 
the Norwegian boys in" Skoielt, I have met them 
twice in Gibraltar, again in the Canaries and now 
here. They have come down for the Carnival and 
you can bet they are here to enjoy themselves. 
Around a 1000 boats are expected from all over 
the world and I'm sure we will meet many 
others we know before the end of the week. 
The Carnival itself is said to be larger than Rio's. 
It is the biggest event in the West Indies and 
millions of people get involved. 
The country comes to a complete standstill for 4 
days as everyone goes wild in the streets. You 
join a J'Ouvert Band, which is a steel band on a 
truck with a bar being towed behind it! 
Each band has a King and Queen in the most 
amazing costumes, the members of the band 
and the Mass as they call them are all dressed in 
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due to open around 9.30 and as usual it was a 
$30 ticket and free drinks, guess who were first 
in the que? Yes, EI Capitino, Rasta and the 
Skandihoolies! I had on the full monty with the 
baggy surf pants and the Carib shirt. The party 
was a full half hour drive from the marina and 
in the middle of nowhere!  We stopped a route 
taxi for a ride and he had 4 Yanks in there, by 
this time we were joined by another 8 
Norwegians and we couldn't all fit in. There 
was only one solution and the Yanks had to 
come out! Imagine how pleased they were 
especially as it was their taxi.
We arrived bang on time and there were just a 
few people liming (hanging out) around, then 
the police arrived and told them they had to 
have the music inside because they had no 
license for outdoor music. Well that put the 
dampers on things and 3000 ticket holders 
were not going to impressed with no music. 
They kept us and around 1500 others by this 
time waiting outside for one and a half hours. 
The Skandiehoolies were going mental for a 
beer and that was just the women! 
Eventually the doors opened and they 
directed all of us Inside. The place was just a 
empty building with a few lights, so cold even 
Julia would of felt at home, a bar at one end 
and a DJ. You were presented with a plastic 
cup as you got shoved in and were expected 
to drink from that instead of the bottle! 
Disappointingly no "Over 18 club" potential 
this night!  The music was deafening and the 
people were paid to work the bar at slower 
than half speed. Within minutes it was jammed 
full of beer starved Trini’s. I grabbed another 6 
cups from the door and when we did get 
served it made it more worthwhile. 
We stood there being shuffled back and forth 
to the beat, until 4.30 and the police put a halt 
on it, as everyone disappeared a fight started 
and, Oh well! What a nice place! 
We stood outside and waited for a Taxi, there 
weren't any, and that was that. By then with 
only one car in the side of the road the choice 
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Last nights Fete was a killer, $30 entrance (£3) 
and free drinks all night (Until 6am) The Skan-
diehoolies and I had a ball, the bands were 
fantastic and there was around 500 people 
there. We walked back to the boats around 4.30 
and none of it was in straight lines! 

JW and Co were off the boat for the night so a 
lay in and quiet morning was on the cards. Not! 
There was a message pinned to the boat to say 
that a radio man was coming at 8am to fix the 
DAT system  Great! I crawled into my Moz pit 
and was woken at 7.15 by this guy. “7” BI***y 
“15”, I ask you, he said he wanted to start early 
so as to get off for Carnival. I could of rammed 
his Carnival whistle somewhere that would have 
been very embarrassing if he ate too many 
Baked Beans that is! I finally got rid of him 
around 9 and my lay in was over, I thought I 
would varnish the wheel as nobody was around 
and then go to the bar for breakfast. 
I did a great job and it looked like glass, I treated 
myself to a Bacon sarny and a coffee. I arrived 
back on the boat to find John had scuffed it 
with his foot, Gums had stuck her paws on it 
and to top the lot Nicki had had a deck shower 
and sprayed the whole thing with water. I stood 
there glaring at them like a school teacher for a 
moment then returned to the bar, this time for a 
Carib! It’s just impossible to get things done 
with that lot around especially as you can only 
really work a few hours a day because of the 
heat. Last nights party, 24 Feb Fete, What a night 
that was! It was a "Car Park Party" in the car park 
of a disco called Blue Iguana, the gates were 
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Antigua for race week if all goes well. There I 
will seriously look for a bigger boat. (Swan). 
From then on in it could be a quick visit back 
to sunny Hamble or a long trip East or West. I 
still like the thought of a rest from boats and a 
season Skiing in New Zealand. Who knows? 
Not I!

John is still talking about buying a bigger boat 
ie: Swan 60 'ish and chartering it around the 
Med and here! He wants me to run it and this 
time he would only use it twice a year for a 
month each. Sounds a better deal than SWG 
and without monster Poo Pool If that happens 
then it will be the first thing he's planned that 
did!  Well this episode is coming to an end and 
I must print it off and send it. The next log will 
hold all the Carnival details and the trip 
through the Grenadines. 
Look out for that one and I hope this one was 
fun to read as well. Be good and remember me 
on your cold winter days, sitting there 
complaining that there is sod all on the telly. 
Thinking of telly’s I haven't seen any Corry 
Street since Xmas and need to get an update! 
John is now staying in an apartment, 100 yards 
from the boat so all the planned rave parties 
have been put on hold. Shucks! The boat is not 
coming out of the water now because of the 
hassle of getting work done over Carnival. 
How did I guess that? Still it saves me getting 
covered from head to foot in Antifowl and it 
looks like we will be leaving around the end of 
February. The Skandiehoolies are coming 
round to watch a video tonight and we will hit 
the town around 12, I guess. Nothing happens 
tonight till then so it will make a change! 
By the way I am winning the battle of the 
Mozzies! the other night I had more bites 
round the neck than Caroline gets on a Friday 
night at the Rigger! But now with my Super 
Dooper Mozzy coils, not one left on the boat.

Wed 1st March. Having sailed 6024 miles 
from Hamb1e.    Next Port Grenada
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was on, either nick it, or persuade the dope 
stoned owner to give us a ride! 
Money talks here and $50 was enough, we set 
off, hit the fence, hit 2 cars, hit the kirb at least 
20 times and somehow arrived at the boat! 
8 people in a car was a new record and you had 
to just laugh about it. I woke up around 1pm! 
With a mouth like inside of my flipflops I looked 
in the mirror, I was covered in Rum and coke 
and Carib beer, my clothes were glued to the 
floor and I had acquired half a dozen Reggae 
tapes from somewhere! Maybe the Guys Car or 
something but I know there was no way I 
bought them. I finally got my films processed 
and back today. There are some great shots in 
there and I hope to get some copies run off for 
the Capitino fanclub! 

There are some good memories amongst them 
and one day I will make up the log in a book, 
with the photos to back up the one liners. I'm 
sure that there are things you don't believe so I 
now have the proof! The next ports of
call will be Grenada, and all the Grenadine 
Islands, St Vincent, Bequia, St Lucia, Martinique, 
Dominica, Marie Glante, Guadeloupe, then 
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My O'Juvet started at the marina bar around 
lunchtime, me and the Skandiehoolies 
thought we didn't want to be late for this one! 
The others arrived and as the sun started to 
cool down we hit the road for a couple of 
Route Taxi's to Mall 34's car park. There was 
around 30 of us and somehow we got in the 
wagons. The drivers had that worried look on 
their faces especially when the tires were 
starting to appear through the seats! We 
arrived in style and left debris of Carib bottles 
in the taxi, he sounded more like a milkman as 
he screamed off into the sunset for another 
load. The car park was already home for 
around 1000 people and 4 massive trucks with 
more sound equipment than the Who on tour, 
blasting out around 20.000 watts in a space 
the size of Tesco. There were guys standing on 
the roofs of these trailers singing and "Jumpin", 
(the in word for party dancing). As you got 
nearer the band and the crowd, the art of 
conversation died and sign language took 
over so it didn't matter whether you were 
Skandie or what! In fact I had a 40 minute 
conversation with Saddam Housain!
The bands are the most important part as that 
is what keeps you jumpin and clears a path for 
you to follow, if you stand in the way of these 
things they don't stop, instead the road gets a 
new layer of tarmac. (In the morning they go 
round and straighten up the cat's eye's! (think 
about that one). The bars are heaving and so 
are you if you try one of the local Burgers! The 
problem at these fete's are no bottles allowed 
in the crowd, (the reason for you plastic mug 
round your neck, which also serves another 
purpose later), the problem with the mugs are 
that you do tend to waste a bit when your
Jumpin! So dancing, drinking, and major 
music until it's time to hit the road. You then 
make your way to the edge of the city and 
that's when it really starts!!!!.. ***O'juvet" ..We 
had arranged to meet John at “Lam”, it sounds 
a bit stupid but the guy has done this before a 
few times and you need all the local scoop
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""::/-CARNIVAL-/::""

And Thank God it's over. In all my life I can safely 
say I have never been so tired, so drunk, so 
knackered, so covered in mud and gone so long 
with so little sleep. Trinidad Carnival is not for 
the faint hearted! Or the weak hearted come to 
that. Afterwards you have no ear drums no soles 
to your shoes and no hangover. You have 
walked a total of 75 miles and drunk around I5O 
Caribs in 4 days. Joined 1.8 million people in the 
streets of Port of Spain, danced to Ariba, riba 
riba, about 1000 times and never really known 
where you were or who you were with, where 
you were going and where you will end up!  
Apart from that it was just like a weekend at the 
Rigger with loads of dark Carolines!
It is impossible and you would be a mug to 
come here at this time and not do Carnival, the 
build up starts weeks in advance with Fete's 
every night but the first real night out is O'juvet. 
It starts around 5pm with the sunset drinks and 
there are a few golden rules. First find a bunch 
of people that want to go Barking Mad 
(Skandiehoolies). 2. Arrange a meeting point to 
down a few Caribs, 3. Wear as little as possible, 
4. Take off all watches, rings, chains and the 
likes, 5. Split up money amongst the team and 
in any pockets you have. 6. Make sure you have 
transport to the car park. 7. Arm yourself with a 
whistle and a drinking mug tied round your 
neck! From then on you have no control of 
anything for the next 3 days!
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Nice One!  (Steves Boat). Then the street 
started to thud as a massive truck turned the 
comer and headed our way, it was our band 
and time to dance, you washed out your mug 
and filed it with Carib, this was the time to 
wear ear plugs and I'm so glad I took some 
along. The windows shook as this thing 
crawled past and behind it was another 200 
people, the mud started flying and they were 
all quickly initiated. 
Then off we went jumpin along to Ariba riba 
riba, Ariba riba riba, I have heard that song so 
many times in the Caribbean and it is still 
ringing in my ears now. . This Local music is 
called "Soca" and after a while it gets to you 
big time. You hang a left then a right, then 
right again, etc: You have no control where 
you go, the crowd is so dense it would qualify 
for Parliament in the UK. Every 20 yards there 
is a bar or a food bench and the only way to 
describe it would be the start of the London 
marathon but with twice the people going 
half the speed in half the space. 
As you pass each junction you are joined by 
other bands and costume. Some are covered 
in oil, others in cocoa oil and the smell is like a 
cross between a gas station and a coffee shop, 
with a huge amount of B.O. and wet boxer 
shorts!! Believe me! You ain't smelt nothin like 
that! But you don't care a toss and after the 
next 6 hours you smell the same anyway! 
As daylight breaks you arrive at Independent 
Square, a bit like Trafalgar but 5 times the size, 
that's the biggest traffic jam you will ever find 
in the world. They say that this Carnival is 
bigger than Rio and it is! There is rivalry 
between the bands and as they clash and 
anything can happen.
I was amazed, not at the volume of people and 
the noise but the fact McDonnalds and KFC 
were open! Ha! Imagine going in and asking 
for a big Mac when you look and smell more 
like one yourselves! How that place survived 
God knows but they weren't short of passing 
trade! Giggle..
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and knowledge you can get. He had arranged a 
band for us and that is something you need big 
time, it’s the bands that travel the streets and 
there are 2 ways of joining one! 1, you walk the 
pavement like a tourist, or 2 you go for the full 
on monty. If you join a band then you buy a 
costume that every member wears and then 
you are part of the procession. On O'Juvet night 
you only wear part of it, ie: wig~ skirt, wrist 
bands etc; the second day a bit more and the 
third a full run down With full make-up. Then it's 
time to don your bit of costume and Lime (hang 
out) until 1am. A small truck then arrived full of 
Carib and a very large vat of yellow mud, hang 
on then! That's when the biggest mud fight you 
will ever see takes part! (also another use for the 
mug) just as you think you may be getting away 
with it, Thwaaaack, your first face full, then a 
neck full, it doesn't really matter where because 
in twenty seconds you are covered from head to 
foot! Nothing escapes, parked cars, passers by, 
dogs cats low flying aircraft the works, when 
100 people get going it's better than a Charlie 
Chaplin movie. 

We were all wearing these delightful long string 
wigs as part of a stone age thing and people 
were flicking their heads around and leaving 
little dots of mud for miles. A few of the locals 
thought it fun to actually "get in" the vat and 
best of luck to them! This went on for a full half 
hour as more people joined in and more mud 
turned up, the street after that looked like a 
builders yard or the inside of 
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dog on the boat next to us was barking it's 
head off. (woof woof splash!). They were 
tormenting the woofie and winding it up 
something stupid, the owner wasn't there so 
the challenge was to shut the thing up 
somehow! Well with a few scraps of food and 
some soppy Swedish words the dog was 
wagging its tail and having a ball, (could have 
been theirs if they weren't careful)! Then I 
could not believe what I saw next, I wish I had 
a video!  The dog got so friendly that they 
loaded it into the dinghy and in fits of laughter 
they motored back to the Swedish boat and 
left it on the deck. Can you imagine arriving 
back on your boat pis**d as a F**t, (at anchor) 
and finding someone else's guard dog on your 
boat. 

They arrived back at SWG and you could hear 
this poor woofie howling away across the bay! 
Guard dog maybe but Seadog, Not! I just 
closed the hatch and wanted nothing to do 
with this little kidnapping, (well actually the 
kid was sleeping in the apartment).
The next morning was so embarrassing! the 
owner was calling his dog and everyone was 
looking for it. They even put a request out on 
the local VHF morning Net. I sat on deck with a 
cup of much needed coffee and could hardly 
keep a straight face. Soon after that the dog 
came back by boat, the owner then gave it a 
ticking off for being out all night! Paw bloody 
woofie! He stood there and just stared at ME, 
as if it was my fault. 
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KFC was also trying to get on the "Band Wagon" 
(God I'm witty tonight, probably still pis**d). 
As we moved through the square then toward 
the Queens Park Savannah it got so jammed the 
city came to a standstill and everything ground 
to a halt, that's the time to find a shower and 
change, the only fresh clothes were on the boat 
so it was back to the marina via a bar for 
breakfast and yet another beer. I arrived at the 
boat· around 10.30 and was dragged back into 
the marina bar with the remaining Skandies, we 
got some strange looks from the other yachties 
that all looked as if they had had an early night.

More Carib flowed as we re-grouped and finally 
got to a shower around 12. We were supposed 
to be back in town by 12 so there was no point 
rushing. The call was to sleep for 2 hours and 
then make tracks, well! 5 hours later and still 
with mud in my ears I woke up. (O'Juvet in a 
Duvet I think) Whoops, blown that a bit, but it 
was back in and for stage 2. Much like the first 
but different, we tried to find our band but no 
chance. So it was take a seat on the side line and 
watch the world and his muddy dog go by! 
We arrived back at the boat around 4. Half an 
hour later I had a visit from 3 of the Skandies in 
a dinghy. They had found great pleasure in 
raiding a Swedish boat at anchor, as well as 
putting up all the sails upside down , they 
turned everything upside down on deck and 
below, they thought this was a great laugh and 
as they were telling me all the details, the guard 
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apartment. If that is the case it could work out 
quite well for me, and give me more scope to 
look for a bigger boat. If John does buy a 
bigger boat himself he wants me to travel with 
him to the States and Europe looking for the 
best deal. I'm in for a bit of that!
I have spent quite a lot of time with a guy 
called "Micky" a Brummy lad who is travelling 
South America trying to flog Rayban sun 
glasses to the locals!  Bit "Shady" if you ask me! 
But he was a good crack and arrived on Skoie 
the Skandihoolie boat, so by now he was used 
to a few Caribs and wild nights out! 
He was looking for a lift to Venezuela and 
another Norwegian boat agreed to take him. 
As they left the bay the mast hit an overhead 
Power Cable and the boat lit up like a firework! 
You have never seen anything like it! The most 
panic stricken face belonged to the girl that 
was still hanging on to the anchor! How no 
one was electrocuted I will never know but 
they all looked a little Shocked! 
The backstay just shattered and all the guard 
rails burnt, needless to say the boat returned 
to the yard and Mickey booked a flight 
instead. Finally it became time for us to set sail 
from Trinidad and find a small Island to sober 
up on! With boat now ready and stacked to the 
brim with cases of Carib and other Trini 
Goodies, It was a case however thinking  
about the weeks ahead with the screaming 
brat and the delectible wifie. God help me...

There were fond farewells from the barmen of 
the Life Line bar and we were off, Carib in hand 
and a 65 mile overnight sail to Prickly Point 
Grenada and heading back North.
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Just goes to show, "it's easier to get a dog off a 
boat than on one"! I should know I have been 
trying for 2 months! Anyway the dogs round 
here all resemble Pitbulls with bigger mouths 
and whiter teeth. (Eat the same food though). 
The varnish guy then turned up and that 
delayed things further, eventually we were back 
in party mode but by then a trip into town was 
just too much effort, apart from that we were 
having so much fun in the marina. 
Carl from Stardust turned up and a few beers 
were had with him, 2 more Sweeds arrived back 
having just been robbed of a camera and 
money. That seem to decide it for us and a great 
evening on the boat was had talking about the 
events of the past days. 
The Carnival finishes at sunset to midnight and 
the locals by then are just so over pis**d they 
will start doing crazy things. The wrong time to 
be around Port of Spain. The following day was 
spent cleaning the boat and trying to get the 
mud off everything, my new Carib T-shirt is 
looking more like a floor cloth and my shorts are 
a write off, oh well that's Carnival. 
The guys are now finished with the varnish 
work. They have done great job and they only 
charge $l00 TT a day. (around £10)! Carnival is to 
celebrate the end of slave labour but I think 
these guys are keeping it going at that price. 
John is now seriously considering bringing the 
boat back here after Antigua week and leaving 
it here for the hurricane season while major 
work is done to the topsides, decks, interior 
varnish and the anti-fowling. The cost will be a 
lot cheaper than bringing the boat back to the 
UK or Europe, he is now nearly convinced that 
he should sell this one and buy a bigger boat, 
but first he wants me to deliver it back here and 
oversee the re-fit.  
The plan would be arrive back here and hang 
around for a few weeks then fly back to the UK. 
Spend a bit of time, maybe a month at home 
then do some deliveries for a while before 
retuning here until around Christmas, putting 
the boat back together and staying in an 
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was ready for the southern oceans. I quietly 
grinned as I noticed all the toys scattered on 
the bunks, the unwashed dishes in the sink , 
the cussions scattered in the saloon and the 
pot of food on the stove. I smiled quietly and 
mentioned softly that they might want to stow 
this all away because it might get a little 
bumpy. How Sweet. I was told all was in hand 
and to get back on my deck. OooooK I said 
and smiles one last time. Before leaving I asked 
him to check the chart, confirm the bearing of 
032 degrees, check the Atlantic current flow 
charts, check the radar for fishing vessels and 
sea swell and give me an ETA. Estimated time 
of arrival. As I sat on deck awaiting his resonse 
while sipping my cup of coffee and chewing 
on a Mars Bar (my only meal for the day) I 
gazed into the sky dreaming of the Swan 60 
I could be sailing and with a crew who wanted 
to be on deck enjoying the experience. 
So I waited, while being entertained by the 
playdays video blaring down below and 
seeing Wilson playing with all his electronic 
toys and waited. Nothing!

Let me tell you about J. (fxxxkwit) W.
When I met him he has just bought this boat 
and had no idea how to sail. As a commercial 
ocean master with 125,000 sea miles behind 
me he asked (almost begged) me to teach him 
to sail this thing and also the importance of 
maintenance, preperation and planning of any 
trip no matter how short. I thought that his 
public school background would have if 
anything given him the abbility to listen or,  
even learn by mistakes but no. 
His ego and pig head attitude makes him think 
that as an owner of a boat he has power over 
the skipper. For those of you that dont know, 
the “Captain” of any vessel whether on the sea 
or in the air has “Full and Final Control and 
Responsibility” over anything or anyone 
aboard. Period. The safety of crew and any 
passengers are the only priority in decision 
making and not the qualification of wearing a 
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Trinidad / Grenada 
As usual I was due for a complete overnight 
watch and everyone else assumed they were 
going to be sleeping. I had already had a hard 
day after being woken up at 7am by the 
whaling of "more juice" and servicing the 
dinghy ashore in blazing lOO f heat for the 
remainder.  We had decided to leave around 
8pm but JW changed all the plans and insisted 
on leaving at 6. Great! No time to eat or take a 
shower and we were gone. The weather looked 
a little unsettled and I explained that the wind 
would be on the nose and around 20 knots, we 
are leaving was the reply so we did! OK! Fun 
Time!  Now you would think that any average 
person who has so far completed 6500 of sailing 
would start to understand Current, Wind 
Direction, and Course Steered. Wrong. He 
understands that he does things when he wants 
to do them, and when the missus demands it. 
Otherwise I suppose theres no nookie for him!
While still in the lee of the land and mirror like 
sea I casually set the autohelm and strolled 
down below get changed. 

On went the thermals, the wet weather gear 
and my boots. It was at that time the funny 
looks came across the saloon as I looked like I 
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BOOM! We are off.. The hull heals to 45 
degrees, the bow lifts over the first wave and 
slams into the next. God I with I would have 
put the sound track to Titanic on the sterio as 
the sound of toys, flying cans, juice bottles, 
plates, food and shouting could be heard from 
down below. Suddenly the red ugly mad 
looking face of JW appears in the 
companionway screaming what the Fxxx are 
you doing? Sailing was the reply as I carefully 
placed my empty coffee cup in its holder while 
ducking a huge wave coming over the bow 
and into the cockpit. Change course now was 
the next madman statement. ‘To go where, 
Mexico” was the reply. If he would of done as 
requested and checked all the details I asked 
him to the he would understand the options. 
Either tack into the direction of Tobago and 
directly into the 3 meter swell and 4 knot 
current against us or bear away with the surf 
and start learning Mexican.
       **Welcome to the Caribbean Man** 
In daylight this could of been a great sail but at 
night on your own, well. Deal with it and 
enjoy! Within I hour Nicki was as sick as a 
green parrot and complaining like hell. Her 
and Gums had been packed in the aft cabin 
and pinned to the bulkhead at 45 degrees, 
while the boat pitched on the cross swell with 
white water still pouring into the cockpit. I 
thought it was good fun and cranked in the 
sails for added affect, then! From the smallest 
of 3 year old came the largest amount juice 
and cola cocktail with sweet corn and carrots 
that you could imagine! A 25 stone rugby 
player with 20 pints of Guiness and a Chicken 
Curry could not of made a better job of 
redecorating the aft cabin. Of course it was all 
my fault but NO WAY was I going to leave my 
wheel and do ANYTHING about this one. 
The trip then went from bad to very bad as the 
wind increased to 30 knots! I reefed the sails to 
ease the situation while John helped in the 
clean up down below and ease his own 
situation. 
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mount Gay Racing cap and doing one leg of a 
Trans-Atlantic. 
So! As we rounded Trinidad and headed for the 
gap between South America and Chagauramas 
the wind filled in and the swell reached 2 
metres, here we go I thought and the long 
uncomfortable night had begun. 
In over 6000  nautical miles since we left the UK 
this is the first time we would be sailing North. 
When people think of the Caribbean it’s always 
that picture postcard of the white sandy beach 
and mirror like seas but between the Islands 
there is stuff called sea. Wet, cold dangerous 
and windy. Ask anyone who has been in 
hurricaines in this part of the world. As we are 
still in the Atlantic you can expect swells to be 
2-5 meters in open sea and the other thing to 
consider is that we are sailing South to North 
and within the The Lesser Antilles islands. these 
islands are know and the Windward Islands for a 
reason and because going in this direction you 
are travelling north in a northearterly wind with 
a sea swell at 90 degrees to the bow. I.e. in a 
washing machine. 

The winds can come and go like the local 
women and can also turn rather nasty when 
least expected so wearing some pretection is 
always a good idea. Tell me about that one. Ha!
So back to the boat.. So here we are under the 
moonlight and just appoaching the Bocus. 
(Nothern point of Trinidad) . As the only one on 
deck I can see the very distinctive line across the 
water between rough and smooth so wait for it!
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my mermaid dreams at 6pm by a prat on a 
VHF screaming my name, 2.5 hrs sleep in 2 
days so my reply was short and straight to the 
point, "WHAT", followed by a long silence, no 
boat name, no call sign, but somehow he 
knew it was me, that was bl***y clever wasn't 
it! He informed me they were sitting outside 
this bar / restaurant and he had taken the 
liberty to order me food that by this time was 
cold on the table. I was told to be there NOW 
to eat it. With no shower to freshen up I arrived 
at the table, looking like a scruffy tramp that 
had walked the streets for a month. 
There in front of me was this cold piece of 
meat (Covered with Garlic) some sweet potato 
and cabbage, (Just my kind of meal)! He knew 
I couldn't eat any of it and they just glared at 
me across the table as if I was the 3 year old. 
I shuffled it around for an hour and then the 
waiter finally got rid! God the atmosphere was 
appalling and you could sense that a row had 
taken place.
I sat there clutching a Carib bottle, slowly 
picking off the label and flicking the bits into 
an ashtray, staring at the table cloth and 
thinking how the hell do I get away from this 
situation. Suddenly I heard a voice from inside 
the bar and I was sure it was a guy from "Kay" a 
beautiful classic Danish yacht that 1 met in 
Trinidad, I leapt to my feet to investigate and 
sure enough it was, Yipeeeee! someone to talk 
to. I got to the bar to find it was full of Trini 
yachties and 5-6 of the boys from the 
Canadian boats. I returned now Happy as Larry 
to the Adams family table to excuse myself 
and there was another row in progress, this 
time about the food and the bill! I sneaked off 
inside again and by this time a good evening 
was on the cards. I was quiet happy at the bar 
talking to my buddies until a pointed finger 
flew at me like a crossbow bolt from you know 
who, and the familiar words "We're Leaving" 
were spat out of a red snake like face, well the 
bar went quiet and how embarrassing, 
everyone wanted to know who the hells that?
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It didn't work and there was screams of "first 
flight home" and "Sell the fu*****g Boat" as I 
giggled quietly to myself and listened through 
the hatch. This sailing lark is not the thing for 
Nicki and a 3 year old. Leave it to the people 
that enjoy it and go to a holiday camp instead.
John arrived on deck to calm down a bit and 
was immediately hit in the gob by a flying fish, 
and to top that the Mad Vulture's appeared 
from the last chapter! What sort of night was 
this? More stress than Caroline's wonderbra at a 
disco! The night continued and finally dawn 
broke and landfall was in sight. The plan was to 
head for "Prickly Bay" and anchor which we did 
with the normal hassle of "where's best". 

Once in the shelter of the bay the oilskins came 
off, the sun came out, and the tantums faded.
The bay was full of charter boats and there were 
a few familiar Skandie and Rum Race yachts as 
well. All I needed was a sleep but was told to 
drop the dinghy and head off to immigration for 
clearance, this is a process that can take 
anything up to 4 hours if your lucky and it did! 
By this time I was ready to drop and still had a 
taxi ride to the bank to suffer. Finally I returned 
to the boat to find everyone had been sleeping 
and now ready to go ashore to the beach, Great! 
I then had to ferry them ashore and rather than 
wait around I armed John with a hand held VHF 
and told him to call me when they were ready. 
So back to the boat and a very well deserved 
swim off the side before hitting my pit, by this 
time it was 3.30 pm. I was rudely awaken from 
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it).  Anyway I arrived and got to work, by this 
time they had him on deck and we made 
some immediate treatment with the ice and 
the splints. His leg by this time was the same 
size as the mast and rather than move him we 
shot ashore to call for an ambulance. 

The hospital told us 20 mins so we got him 
back in the dinghy and ashore waiting. 45 
mins later we rang again and the nice nurse on 
the phone said that our ambulance had gone 
to another emergency and we would have to 
get him there by taxi! I am surprised she didn't 
want him to bl**dy walk there! 1 hour of 
phoning around and we finally bribed a driver 
to get out of bed and get down here. 
Grenada's answer to Nigel Mansel arrived and 
spun the car in the car park. 
Oh dear, this was going to be a classic for the 
poor chap! If he arrived with "just" a broken 
leg it would be a miracle! They screeched off in 
a cloud of dust even after a lecture form me on 
speed limits and road safety. Well we had done 
all we could and now time to get back to the 
boat. I was 1.3Oam by now and I boarded the 
boat like a mouse wearing Hushpuppies! 
As I slid open the hatch I was greeted by the 
foulest language I have heard for a long time, 
and that was just the 3 year old, I was not in 
the mood to reply and just closed my cabin 
door.  I looked on my pillow to find a note, 
more four letter words than series of 
"Countdown” and they were not funny, 
What is this guy on? I screwed up the note a 
tossed it into the saloon, closely followed by a 
few quiet words of my own, this time I 
slammed the door and lay in my bunk, tired 
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(including Keith the bar man). I briefly explained 
and said I would be back. We arrived at the boat 
and not a word was said until I mentioned I was 
returning to my friends, I was threatened to be 
no later than lOpm as they all now wanted to 
sleep, I felt like asking him for some pocket 
money and label round my neck in case I got 
lost, "Tanker" (I never could spell)! I sped off at 
25 knots back to the bar and the "civil" people. 
I gave them the run down and was immediately 
offered a place on a Canadian boat, the problem 
was that there was no pay but I did look like a 
promising option. 
As it happened the party started to split around 
10 so I thought I would keep the peace and 
return to the boat. (Some sleep was another 
option). We got to the dinghy and Richard, from 
Kay stood on the jetty and the Crack! A plank 
had snapped in 2  and as he fell his leg got 
caught betwwen the remaining deck and then I 
th ought I heard a second crack, as he hit the 
ground and sure enough it was broken! 
There were only 3 of us left by then and 
someone had to do something. I examined it 
and said we had to get him to hospital. (Easier 
said than done in this place). He was going to 
need Passport, Money, Credit cards etc: and 
guess where they were, Yes, in a safe on his boat 
to which he had the only key and combination. 
This meant transporting him to his boat (with a 
broken leg, via a dinghy), eventually and in a lot 
of pain we had him down below on his own 
boat! "First Aid" is a wonderful thing if you have 
a "first aid kit", and amazingly he didn't so I said I 
would go and get the necessary to do what I 
could. I screamed back to SWG and grabbed 2, 
12" rulers, some pain killers and bandage. 
As I arrived low noise was not a priority and I 
was on a mission. The kid was already calling 
out as I arrived on the boat and I assumed that 
they all were still awake. I grabbed what I 
needed and left in less than 30 seconds, the 
marine version of M* A *S*H was on his way 
weaving through the unlit boats like a Drug 
dealer on chase, (or on drugs come to think of 



 

      

    

 

El’Capitino Log
mistake once again!
Just at that moment Bob called on the VHF, 
and so all could hear gave me a full hospital 
report and sent thanks for all I did that night 
and for the medical attention and support I 
offered a fellow seamen. also to let me know 
he had my rulers we used to make the splint.
At that stage they knew all I told them was 
totally correct and in amazement they actually 
apologised, Nicki was so embarrassed being a 
trained nurse herself and I'm sure her stay on 
the boat is going to be short lived! 
Well!  With that little drama sorted the rest of 
the day was spent with them off in a hire car 
out of the way, while I lazed on the beach. In 
the evening we went to St George for another 
meal and that was crap too. 
Prickly Point has a little Marina, Bar and 
Restaurant, small boatyard, and a shop. The 
atmosphere is good (apart from on the boat) 
and live "Pan" Steel band in the evenings. Our 
last night was a real party with the Canadians 
and remaining Skandies and not back to bed 
until 4am. This time without a lecture or 
broken legs. The next major passage was to 
Mount Hartman Bay, we prepared ourselves 
and the boat for this epic half an hour, 2.5 mile 
delivery round the corner! 

Amazingly enough no one was sea sick and I 
think even Nicki could just about cope with it! 
We anchored up and went ashore to a five * 
Hotel. I left them to it and spent the afternoon 
asleep. (Must of been the stress of the 
delivery)! It's so nice to get a little time to 
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and very confused of what terrible thing I must 
of done in helping a fellow seaman.
I woke around 7.30, climbed out of my hatch in 
the cabin so as to avoid everone I could now 
hear in the saloon, with a Coke and a packet of 
Biscuits. I sat on the forepeak staring at all the 
proper boats in the bay and thinking about Bob 
the Canadian's offer, weighing up the pro's and 
con's but my mind was so full of confusion. 
THEN! he arrived on deck to break the 
peacefulness! His first words were "Switch to 
receive mode"? (What does he think I am, some 
kind of automatic SSB Radio)? Then "don't say a 
word until I have finished" (Well no change 
there)! I Sat there picking the corking out of the 
teak, his next words were " Nicki is leaving on 
the next flight out of here" (Oh that's a shame). 
"The boat is being taken back to Trinidad and 
sold" (So he is buying a bigger boat). "I told you 
to be back at 10.30, (Hang on buddie I was there 
at 10 but carry on), You deliberately woke us all 
up and kept us awake all night" (bit like your 
daughter does every night to me), "It is ALL your 
fault that this decision has been made" (thought 
it might be), "When I tell you something I expect 
you to “DO IT" (don't pay me enough son), "You 
deliberately came back to cause trouble, pick up 
cases of booze and go pi**ing it up all night on 
that Skandie boat with those good for nothing 
bl**dy hooligans" (great idea boss but now you 
ARE taking the p**s)! I stood up and couldn't 
take anymore of this sh*t, I then said "Now listen 
buddy, I have got something to say and you 
wife needs to hear it as well" At that point I 
thought he was going to explode! With a look to 
kill he followed me down below, I had that "I'm 
going to get a knife in my back" feeling as the 
hair on my neck stuck up like a toothbrush. 
Firstly I put him right about the reason for my 
late arrival, and he replied with one of his 
"disbelieving" looks, 2nd his kid was already 
awake and 3rd if he wanted me to leave then 
fine, his boat is not the only one in the 
Caribbean and after a half hour of me talking he 
and his wife realised they had made a grave 
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yourself by the 3 million sand flies that live in 
the moz infested Mangrove swamp, Yep! 
Sounds a perfect day. Just perfect. 
I had the offer last night of going match racing 
in 24 ft boats similar to J's, with Grenada's top 
sailors versus the visitors. Sadly a trip to the 
Mangrove swamp was arranged for me 
instead! The kid took her Barbie doll ashore 
with the others as I opted for a peaceful day 
on the boat and a few hours of the Capitino 
Log. I had to laugh as they arrived on shore 
and the biggest tropical downpour so far 
arrived with them! The rain fell down like 
Carolines knickers on a Friday, Ha! I had made 
the right decision there! But having the big 
Brit stiff upper lip they continued to try and 
light a fire as I watched from the boat clasping 
a nice hot cup of tea and a Corned Beef sarny. 

You will be glad to know that I will defiantly be 
home some time in June for a while, don't 
know for how long yet but maybe a couple of 
months. So watch out Mr Pimm I may need 
some work, and Annie keep my bed free, 
Flooze keep my bed warm and Steve get the 
kettle on. I have got to come back to see this 
Rigger Balls up that I have heard so much 
about and to see Caroline, the sweet of my 
dreams and star in the El Capitino Log. 
 I made some phone calls the other day and at 
£3 a minute there won't be too many more of 
them, it was worth it though just for a few 
words and I hope the weather improves for 
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myself now and again without the continual 
wining and video racket. This boat can be very 
small when you need your own space! Sat 11th 
of March, 1800hrs, Time to find a bar and some 
night life!  We motored ashore and retuned to 
the Hotel, One round of drinks was £10 so that 
was short lived, back to the little beach bar and 
that closed at 7!  What sort of Saturday night 
was this going to be? John said Oh well let’s 
have a nice quiet night on the boat, Bo***ck's 
I thought, no way!  The thought of suffering a 
evening with Gums and playdays was as far 
from my thoughts as an evening with Keith 
Seddon! I dropped them back to the boat and 
got changed for a big night out on the town, 
I went to get in the dinghy and it had gone! 
Some F**k wit had not tied it on properly and 
there it was drifting away into the sunset. So, 
guess who had to swim for it? Eventually I got it 
back and then had to re-shower and change. 
By now I was really ready for a beer and there 
was nothing going to stop me! A £5 taxi ride 
and I was back at the Prickly bar and the first 3 
Carib's didn't hit the side. The local boys were 
planning a big night out and somehow I invited 
myself to join them. Also there was a Trini guy 
from "Legacy" a yacht we raced against in 
Barbados, and a single handed round the world 
sailor, I must say it was a change to talk to 
someone with a little bit of intelligence. 
We toured the night clubs and screamed 
around in a black route taxi like the "A Team" the 
driver even looked like TC without the Mohoch 
and the music blasting from the back was 
louder than the disco's themselves! A good 
swag and a fun night out.
The following day saw another half hour deliv-
ery and the arrival of Tiapan, (Swan 77) We 
picked our way through the coral reef and into 
Woburn Bay and Hogg Island.  John had read in 
a pilot somewhere that there was a traditional 
beach bar-bque every Sunday and we were 
going to join the hoard of other Pratt's playing 
badminton and eating half cooked garlic 
infested lumps of local liver while being eaten 
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there so I hope it won't be for long. Then to 
the top of the Island and Sandy Isle. 

The beaches there are supposed to be amaz-
ing. After that, the Island of Carriacou, and the 
rest of the Grenadine's.
It was time to leave the Prickly bay and move 
round to St George, but then I thought "hang 
on" the only place's I have seen on this island 
so far have been a handful of nightclubs and 
the by now the well visited marina bar! 
Can't come to Grenada and see the bottom of 
a Carib bottle and nothing else, so! 
The first EI Capitino Safari was introduced to 
Grenada and any interesting yachtie that may 
be interested in interesting places and were 
interested in joining me for a very interesting 
Robbie tour of an interesting Island, were 
welcome for $40 EC (Including Interest of 
course) and as long as they proved interesting 
people themselves! 
The ten lucky lucky people were selected by 
me, from the bar the night before and 
negotiations with "Cateye" the local Route Taxi 
driver were in force! 
The taxi was revving and raring to leave at 9.30 
the following morning. A gleaming Red 
example of a Toyota Hiace was booming away 
to the tune of Bob Marley as we piled in for 
what was going to be a Day Tour of the Island 
that all would remember. (No JW, NW, or 
Gums). The first stop needed to be a Bank so 
we could pay for the trip and we all stood 
around for 2 hours while the cashier, 
(Grenada's answer to Ronnie Biggs) counted   
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you all back there in the snow. The weather here 
is still a constant 90 degrees and I am finding 
myself looking for shade more and more. The 
cooler evening breeze's are more than welcome 
and anchoring off has it's advantages. I treated 
myself to some new snorkel gear the other 
week and some of the fish around here are just 
amazing, it really is like diving in an aquarium 
with amazing coral and plant formations on the 
reefs. Makes Hamble river look like a mud bath 
but you still have to watch out for the currents. 
John has some scuba gear on the boat and one 
day I will hire a bottle and be a bit more of an 
adventurist. I called my mate Tony in the States, 
Tony did our first leg Hamble to Gibraltar. 
The great thing is that he has got lots of free 
time in May and is coming out to join the boat 
in St Lucia. He will arrive when Nicki leaves and 
come with us to Antigua, spend a few weeks 
there and possibly do the trip down to Trinidad. 
If this works out at least it will give me someone 
to play with and then John will be left on his 
own for a change! 
I have been offered loads of places for Antigua 
Race Week so with extra crew not passengers on 
our boat things should start to improve and 
with the disposal of "Big Juice" at least we will 
have chance for the odd lie in. Well it was back 
to Prickly Bay and the Buzzin' Busy, Boogie 
Bangin' Beer Bar! By now I am well known for 
my bar tricks and the barman Keith gives me 
free beer if I keep the entertainment going. 
I have met some great new friends and sat on 
many different boats listening to Trini "Carnival 
Soca" until the early hours. Tim and Anna, 
Falmouth's answers to Pam Ayres and Robinson 
Crusoe have a beautiful old classic Schooner 
and are running sail training charters out of 
here. Many a night was spent on that boat 
especially as Tim has his own Popcorn machine. 
It sounds as if most people are
heading North from here and we are bound to 
all meet up on the way. I suppose that's the fun 
of sailing in these parts. We are now making 
plans to stop off at St George, it's a little "Shady" 
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between them, slid down onto a side track and 
into the fringe of the jungle, we stopped and 
were met by Ralph! Ralph was our Jungle 
guide and was going to take us BY FOOT" to 
the Annadale Falls. We knew this little walkies 
was part of the day so we were all well 
prepared! Small rucksack, long trousers, biking 
shoes, head band, fresh water and a few 
Carib's just in case there was no bar in the 
middle of the jungle! Grenada's answer to 
Crocodile Dundee (but black) complete with 
torn wellies led us to a path and the start of 
the hike. Within seconds of leaving the path 
we were knee deep in mud and battling 
through the dense undergrowth, Ralph pulled 
out a huge "Cutlass" (Sugar cane cutter), that's 
it I thought, he is going to rob us, cut us up 
and leave us for the lions! 
But like a forth musketeer, and with similar 
finesse he hacked through the tree creepers 
and cleared a path for all to follow. Up and 
down the slippery banks, through shallow 
rivers and rock formations, we climbed and 
crawled for what seemed forever. This place is 
definitely the place to be if you like Rats the 
size of Donkeys, Bugs, Snakes, Ants and 
Termites, and of course the screaming Mon-
keys and Parrots. I never thought I would ever 
find myself in this situation but I did and there 
was no turning back! 
After a while you started to get used to it and 
the fascination took over from the terror! 
Soon I was flying through the trees like Tarzan 
on heat and "Rummaging" through the leaves 
like David Bellamy on vacation. You see all 
these nature programmes on the telly but 
nothing is a as fascinating as actually "Being 
there". Every so often Ralph would dart off into 
the banana leaves and come back with 
something to "Taste, Smell, Chew, Rub on, or 
Wear. Nothing to smoke though, (Miserable 
Sod)! He did give me some Tree Bark that was 
supposed to be the strongest Aphrodisiac in 
the world, but "what do I need that for"? 
Never a promblemt there I thought!
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the freshly laundered money from the tumble 
dryer. I think he was trying to redesign the Visa 
banking system of something by the amount of 
paperwork we waded through. I'm sure opening 
an account or holding the bl**dy place up 
would of been quicker. Up to now I have been 
very impressed with this Barclay Connect card, 
in EVERY other country and Island visited all you 
do is stick it in the hole in the wall for instant 
local cash! The only holes in the walls here are 
the food shops and the customs officers. 
Anyway, wedged up and now a quarter of the 
tour eaten away, we were on the road to see the 
Cricket ground and the fort, (the one the Yanks 
blew up), it was all interesting stuff and fantastic 
views over St George (Capital) and the bays of 
the West coast. Next it was up the mountains 
and across to the Tropical Rain Forest. The 
temperature change was phenomenal as we 
arrived at the top of the Annadale pass. There is 
a Crater Lake there and from then on you travel 
down into the inner depths of the rain forest. 

"Cat eye" who I'm sure got his name by weaving 
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photos come out ok as it was the most 
memerable moment on the Island so far. 

We left the falls and continued down the river 
to the base camp to rejoin "Cateye". He was 
asleep in his cab and most impressed to be 
woken up and see us pile into the wagon, 
soaking wet through, covered in mud and 
sweat, chewing freshly cut chunks of sugar 
beet and with armfuls of spices. But I must say 
again one of the best days so far! 
The next stop was lunch, and a "Roti" was on 
the cards. (Kind of meat pastie). Washed down 
with a few cold Caribs. We left Grenville and 
scooted on up the island to Revera, another 
highlight was in the air in the shape of 
"The Rum Factory". "Rivers" the local rum is 
produced from machinery that is over 300 
years old, all driven by water wheels and the 
only ingredient is local cut Sugar Cane. 
Nothing added, nothing taken away. If you 
slug this stuff we found it added to the day 
and took away half your brain cells! 80-95% 
pure alcohol and a kick on it like Bobby 
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Grenada's second name is "Spice Island" and I 
found out why! Nutmeg, Cinnamon, Gloves, and 
another 200 spices and seasonings can but just 
picked up off the ground or torn from a tree. 
Banana's, Cocoa, Mango, Limes, you name it you 
can get it in this place, its possible to live here in 
the forest and eat better than on SWG. (Might 
be an option). Anyway one and a half hours of 
trekking and feeding monkeys we arrived at a 
small but very picturesque water fall in the 
middle of nowhere. We stopped for a breather 
while Ralph the Mouth gave us a up to date 
History/Nature lecture, very interesting bloke 
really and very knowledgeable. The next phase 
was a half hour climb up some very slippery 
rocks that were not the place for docksiders, 
who the hell told me we would need Cramp-
ons? Well we made it and my God it was worth 
every painful step. We arrived at a clearing and a 
roar of pure mountain water, the spray filled the 
air like Caroline's hair lacquer, the cold wind 
from the falling water was a real treat from the 
sticky humid air down below. There were 2 falls, 
one after the other, the first was the highest 
(around 30 feet) which fell vertically into a 
bottomless lake and then down a rock fall to the 
second. What a Place! What a place for a swim 
was the second thought. There was a mass entry 
of screaming yachties, just as if someone had 
called to abandon ship, followed by a breathless 
howl of "Jeeeeeeeesus Chrrrrrrrist" as you 
realised that you had just dived into a pool of 
Ice water near to freezing point. After a while 
and when your heart was no longer skipping 
every other beat the feeling was out of this 
world. The purest natural mountain spring 
water jacuzzi on the Island. The current was so 
strong and the sheer force of the water falling 
was incredible.
I managed to climbed up the inside of the fall 
and sat like a garden gnome, 15 feet up and 
being showered and almost jet washed until I 
dived into the pool through the falling mass of 
water! (I have always wanted to do that)! Don't 
know why, but I'm sure glad I did. I just hope the 
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few words to him about waking a certain Wife 
and Child up! (remember the last episode) 
I was told to shut up and then firmly pushed 
out of the dinghy and in to the water. 
(Here we go again). Little does he know but I 
always attach the dinghy Cut-Out key and 
start keys to my belt and of course they 
departed with me. The engine cut 
immediately and I was faced with a short 20 
yard swim to SWG. I quite enjoyed it and found 
the whole thing amusing as I saw him trying to 
restart the engine with no key while drifting 
slowly out to sea! There were calls of "Help" 
and "Come Back" but I chose to ignore him. I 
showered off and retired to my pit. I lay there 
chuckling to myself with the vision of a totally 
pis**d old fart paddling round in circles while 
drifting slowly back to Trinidad! Ha! 
EI Cap I-Owner O.
It was around an hour and a half later when he 
arrived back and that was only due to the kind 
assistance of a bloke from another yacht 
arriving in the bay. Nothing was said until the 
morning and by my complete amazement he 
came out with a very well rehearsed apology 
for his totally over the top and childish 
behavior. Well! A turn up for the books, I 
explained that the driver should always attach 
the cut out key to himself and swim away from 
unpredictable pi**ed people who he considers 
a danger to the water, to which he had to 
agree!!  The next stop was St George and was 
going to be first time SWG has been run 
aground! The entrance to the lagoon is poorly 
marked and the channel in is only 10ft deep 
and 30ft wide. We brushed the edge going in 
and a swift bit of astern engine got us off and 
saved the day. The navigation around here is 
hit and miss! There are very few marks and 
most of them are unlit, have no paint or colour, 
or just not there. The channel marks are 
opposite to the UK. and Europe (ie Green is 
Port)! (IALA System Bit) for the technically 
minded and the depths change daily with the 
shifting sand.
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Charlton. 20 minutes later you are taking the 
penalty and laying in the bushes. (Rivers, must 
remember that stuff). The tour was of course 
very interesting and "Joyce" the local tour 
person gave us all a fair idea of the process and 
how to make your own. "EI Capitino Morgan" 

The others crawled back to the red passion 
wagon and a death ride down hill to a Cocoa 
factory was our next stop. Not as interesting as 
the other places but definitely a No-No for any 
Chocaholics. We left after pigging out on choc's
and were each armed with a fresh pod to suck 
on the way home. By this time we were 
absolutely knackered and time to hit the marina 
bar for happy hour. Being a Friday there was live 
Pan music later but first it was to be light dinner 
on board SWG for all! 
Nicki had spent the day preparing a beautiful 
selection of Thai rice and noodle dishes and 
John had been to the local Super to stock up on 
Carib's and Rum/Coke's. We all arrived and 
polished the lot off within seconds. 
As the sound of the "Pan" rang across the bay 
and the sound of "Pan's" rattled down below I 
knew it was my cue for a shower and to put on 
the loud Carib trousers and party T-shirt. The 
evening was spent Jumpin to the Soca and Beer 
racing. All was well until John decided to take 
the pi*s out of a local Policeman and got very 
loud. I thought it best to get him back to the 
boat and tired to do so. As we approached in 
the dinghy John was getting louder and I had a 
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leaving. The wind and the current whip up an 
interesting little chop which follows you up 
the backside for around 3 miles. We stopped 
and threw over the hook, a much needed 
swim was on the cards and in I went with the 
full snorkel kit and a smile. The water was 
fantastically clear and it was if we had parked 
the boat in a botanical garden. 
The underwater plants and fish were so 
brightly coloured it was if Benetton had 
designed it! There were giant Clams, Water 
spout plants and Angel fish the size of 
footballs. I swam to the bottom to retrieve an 
old bottle, it didn't look as if it was going to 
make me a fortune so I swam back down and 
neatly placed it in the jaws of a giant Clam. 
(Now you need some Bottle to do that I can 
tell you), The shell closed and it looked like the 
bar had as well! I wasn't going to "shell out" for 
another so we left. Kick'em Jenny lived up to 
its name for an hour but lucky enough the 
females slept right through it!  We arrived in 
Tyrell Bay Carriacou around 5 and hit the 
shore. This is supposed to be Charter Land but 
there was surprisingly few boats. 3 bars and a 
restaurant 2 shops and that's your lot! 
They had an early night and it was my time to 
hit the "Rum Shop Bar" and get to know the 
locals. 
Brian the owner was a very knowledgeable 
guy and told me a lot about the local history in 
the Islands. He had a box full of Arawak 
pottery and some original stone tools that the 
Cannibals used to remove the meat off human 
bones! Lovely!! All these artifacts were 
apparently found while digging a hole for the 
toilet out the back, a 10ft hole in the ground 
with a very tasteful carved bog seat on it.
The lamp shades are all made from the shell of 
the Carabash fruit and after a bit of persuasion 
Brian knocked me up one for the boat. I wired 
it in to the cockpit and it makes a fantastic 
light to eat under or type the E.C.L. 
I have earnt some real browney points for that 
little idea and it also acts as a good night light

PASSAGE Grenada - Carricou

65

Other than that its plain sailing and you just 
have to eyeball most of it! We anchored in St 
George and the others went ashore to walk the 
child. I stayed in and had an early night, at least 
that way I would stay dry for the evening. 
The following day was spent touring the town 
and cleaning the boat, we went along side to 
get water and stayed the night on a pontoon, 
this is sheer bliss as it means you can come and 
go without the hassle of the dinghy and being 
tied down to the others. 
I found a little local bar in the bay owned by a 
character called "Mr Bones". Take one look at 
him and you see why, there was more meat on a 
butcher’s apron and more teeth in a goldfish, 
but Mr Bones sold the cheapest Carib so far on 
the island so he was God OK!  The fact that you 
had to wake him up every time you needed a 
beer was irrelevant, the local people and the 
American TV shows provided all the 
entertainment, The view across the bay was 
there if you needed it! Mr Bones also had a habit 
of getting stoned out of his mind on the local 
Rum and Backy so he forgot the amount of beer 
you ordered, so the evening turned out to be a 
cheap one. 

A day and a night in St George was enough for 
anyone so the next morning it was untie and off 
to Carriacou. The trip across was about 6 hours 
and we split it with a quick lunch stop in 
"Kick'em Jenny, a charming little Island which 
has a tendency to frighten its customers on 
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have no choice but to join them.
It was in the gap and throw the hook, throw 
on the trunks and throw yourself in! 

I swam the 10 metres or so to the reef and an 
EI Cousteau individual tour of the reef had 
begun. I am getting a little more used to the 
underwater scene now and everyday a little 
more confident to go deeper and explore 
things a little closer. Today’s find’s included 2 
Lobsters which I kept well clear of. (Someone 
once told me never to mess with the "Cray 
Twins"), some large Parrot fish, (high in 
"Polly-unsaturates") Brain Coral, Sea horse, and 
two "Octopus" making love, (now that's what 1 
call "Having One, Over the Eight)!..
There were the usual 1000's of small fish and 
this time the Reef was very much alight! 
I mean "Alive". The plant life was amazing, Sea 
Urchin's and Tube flower, waving their 
tentacles like the arms of people trying to get 
served in the Rigger! Great Stuff!!! Oh I wish I 
was in England. Rain, Cold, Poll Tax, Electric 
Bills, nothing on the telly! I miss it. Here's me 
having to sit on a dammed deserted white 
sandy Island with only the local birds to keep 
you company? (Sea Birds, Flooze)!  Trying to 
find some shade under the lush coconut 
palms and trying to stay a little whiter than the 
natives so you can tell who's who. The only 
Bills here are on the Pelicans and the only 
Pressure is the air in the dinghy. It wants to 
make me fly back and take a course in 
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to fend off the locals. The next morning at 7.30 
saw the arrival of the boat people, they arrive in 
anything that floats (Good job for Steve and 
Nice One I thought), they try and sell you 
anything ranging from Beer, Bread, Jewellery, 
French white wine from Martinique or take 
away your rubbish. Anything for a few bucks 
and some even arrive with Menu's and samples 
from the local restaurants. 
Well by 11.00 we had had enough of that and 
set sail for "White Island", an uninhabited lump 
of sand with a dozen palms and the biggest pile 
of Conch shells you will ever see. "Conch" or 
"Lambi" as they call it here is as wildly sold as 
Cheese burgers are in the Rigger. 
They taste like squid and just as revolting. Yuk! 
I wouldn't eat one, not even if I was Unconchus? 
The Reef round the Island is a dead as the K&Q 
and totally ruined by anchors from charter 
yachts, there are huge great scar's where the 
chains slide around, cutting down the plant life 
like guillotines. Shame really as It would of been 
a perfect setting. 
We landed ashore this time for lunch and sat in 
the baking heat like a bunch of tourists! It got 
unbearably hot and well above lOOf, even too 
hot for me! So back to the boat and a spinnaker 
run back to Tyrell. I swam for about an hour after 
that and felt like a baked Dorado all night. The 
next day was spent mostly on the boat and in 
the cool of the anchorage. I did go on a phone 
hunt but with no luck! Phones round here are as 
rare as a Ferrari and if you do find one you can 
bet it has been broken into!
Thursday 23rd of March. Again it’s time to make 
a move but first we have to be ripped off by the 
boat people! $20 EC for 4 loafs of bread deliv-
ered to the boat. (£5). If you get in the dingy and 
pick it up yourself it costs $8 but guess who has 
to have it delivered to boost his ego? Yes!  Well if 
he has money to burn let's up my salary a bit. 
We moved on to "Sandy Island" an hour round 
the coast and surrounded by reef. There were 
already a good number of local charter boats 
anchored but with an Island this beautiful you 
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and being discovered by so many people. 
Boring to some but nice to have a little 
knowledge of the area your sailing around. 
That evening I went ashore and back to the 
hotel with the others, John was like a bear 
with a sore head not being allowed to have his 
usual "Sun downer's". I decided to take a stroll 
into the village on my own and see what else I 
could find in the way of a local boozer. "The 
Hillsborough Pub” sign caught my eye and had 
to be the place to go! I could not believe it as I 
walked and was greeted by 6 Skandiehoolies, 
4 girls and 2 guys from "Ryvingen" one of the 
Trini party boats. Well all I can say is that this 
was going to be a long night! 
I whizzed back to take the others back to the 
boat and returned before my first beer got 
warm. By then there were a few more in the 
bar including a whole bunch of girls from 
Chicago, that were out here studying local art 
but didn't want me to pose for them! 
(No taste). The bar was owned by Eddie the 
Brit, an X electrician fresh from London and a 
dead ringer for Daley Thompson, built like a 
brick s**t house and breast fed on Steroids. 
The barman's name was Jerrico and he used to 
be a bricklayer (must have been good at 
Walls),  We soon had the place rolling with 
some pretty mean Rock 'n' rolling with the 
Yanks, and the party finished around 1. It was 
all back to Ryvingen for a nightcap and all I 
had to do then was find the dinghy. I left it tied 
up on a jetty and a stem line to a small 
mooring.  Some kind soul had let go of the 
bow line so now the dinghy was left hanging 
from a mooring about 30ft from the jetty! 
There was no way that I was going swimming 
so it was up to the Yanks. If they wanted to 
party THEY had to swim for the Dinghy! 
(fair deal I thought). Well without too much 
fuss the one of them dived in and came back 
swimming with the bow line in her teeth. I 
wish I had had my camera. So with one wetter 
than usual Yank, we arrived on the hoolieboat. 
"Mitta" the cook rustled up a light snack and 
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accountancy. (I Don't think I'll have any friends 
left in UK the now)! Oh well but seriously, Sandy 
Island is one of those dots of sand with 2 palms 
in an ocean of crystal turquoise water. The sort 
of scene that you see on the adverts or 
postcards, places like this do exist and we found 
one! Not really a suitable over night anchorage 
so it was off to Hillsborough (Capital) for the 
overnight stay. A quiet drink in the Local Hotel, a 
fry up on the boat and an early night. Bliss! I 
didn't mean to sleep until 11am but what the 
hell, I'm on holiday. ! Hang on, no I'm not, I'm 
supposed to be working! Well anyway the day 
for me started late but very early for John who 
didn't sleep a wink because of a mysterious 
lump that has appeared under his arm! 
We all had a go at analysing it but thought it 
better to go see the local witch doctor.

 We arrived at the gate and entered the porch 
via a guard dog, 4 goats, and a pile of goat sh*t. 
The doctor was laying out on a couch with a 
beer in one hand and a chicken wing in the 
other. He licked his fingers and shoved them 
under John's armpit, 1 was waiting for him to 
lick them again but he disappointed me. He said 
it was an Abscess and gave him some penicillin. 
(I was hoping for some goat sh*t to rub on it), 
John was told NO ALCOHOL for TEN days and 
you can imagine how that went down. All we 
have to do now is see how long all this will last, I 
give him 1 day Max: Next stop was the museum, 
I wanted to get a little more info on the Island 
and found the whole thing very interesting. 
The history behind these islands is quite 
extraordinary, changing hands so many times 
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are bound to meet up again. They have a boat 
full of dive gear so the next morning was 
spent cleaning the bottom of the boat and 
trying to get all the barnacles off! We had 
enough air left for a quick tour round the reef, 
but by then I got a little cold, and did not 
enjoy it as much as I should. Maybe another 
time. 
The following morning it was time to change 
Nations and fly the flag of St Vincent. We were 
heading back to the Union Island group 
toward Tobago Cays and Palm Island. 
On the chart I spotted a deserted dot of sand 
with a small horseshoe shaped reef 
surrounding it, a diversion to find it seemed 
like a good idea especially as I had stacks of 
time on my hands. As I approached the 
position I noticed a Sun Shade that seemed to 
be stuck in the middle of nowhere! The sea 
around it was the brightest turquoise green 
and at the base a small blob of pure white 
sand. It had to be the spot for lunch and a few 
photos. I anchored up just short of the reef 
and launched the dinghy, I insisted that I 
should go ashore first and "check it out" before 
it was spoilt by a screaming 3 year old and 
family. When I stepped on MY little paradise 
patch there was not a footprint to be seen, just 
golden sand and 1 seagull. (See, I can even 
find a loose Bird on a deserted Island)! 

Anyway I sat down and enjoyed the short lived 
peace and space. Soon I could see frantic 

PASSAGE Grenada - Carricou

68

we all tucked in. To my surprise I was really tasty 
and I asked what it was, CONCH! I don't believe 
it! I never thought I would eat and enjoy this 
slimy oversized Sea Snail. Yuk! I washed it down 
with a few Polars (South American Beer) and we 
all sat there until sunrise improving our 
Swedish/Norwegian. I arrived back on SWG 
around 6 and fell asleep on deck until 9. 
We were due to leave around 10 so with JW 
suffering alcoholic withdrawal symptoms and 
me needing sleep the atmosphere on the trip 
across to Petite Martinique was far from 
enjoyable. We arrived there and took on fuel 
and water. It’s not much of an Island and 
certainly not much to see. 
The option was to head over to Petite St Vincent 
which is less than a mile away and we could see 
sandy white beaches and a Hotel resort. Well we 
didn't take a lot of convincing and arrived in a 
beautiful anchorage between the Island and a 
reef. The beaches are equipped with thatched 
sun shades and hammocks! Just the place for El 
Cap to put his feet up and doze the day away. 
That evening we visited the Hotel and bar. 

$615 US Per Night for a double room so you can 
imagine the price of the beer! 3 times the price 
and no Carib. Huh! Better off on the boat, so we 
left. I was sitting in the cockpit and a dinghy 
arrived, it was Carl and boys from "Stardust" a 
Swedish boat that did the crossing with us. 
They clambered aboard armed with a bottle of 
Mount Gay and 2 bottles of Gin. I don't think I 
have to tell you about that night/morning. 
Carl is heading in the same direction as us so we 
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That leaves me with my bunk or the toilet to 
relax in. I have to shut all the doors to keep the 
noise out and then it becomes a circlo-therm 
oven with Sauna thrown in, "Happy Families" 
I think but  it’s only 4 weeks to go before a 
BWIA Jumbo Jet does me the biggest favour of 
my life and ships 75 % of the boats problems 
back home for good!
OH! MY GOD! We have just received a fax to 
say that 2 of his friends are coming out for a 
weeks holiday on the boat, Yipeeeee! Lets 
cram a few more on and sail it to Vietnam! 
Where are we going to put these people? 
(Looks like I have lost my toilet)! A Lawyer and 
his wife. (No good at anchor, but good in the 
Dock..) .. I will give 'em a fair trial for their 
money, Ha! Bet his wife's a bit of "Jail meat" as 
well!  But can't "Judge" people before you see 
them so I will look forward to that one and of 
course EI Cap will keep you posted! 
The good news is that "Tone" from the USA 
has confirmed his flights and definitely 
coming to Antigua.

Anyway back to Clifton and lOpm, John has 
now decided that they are not going ashore so 
I can now go out! As the music and the people 
are fading away.. I get to go ashore, while he 
was trying to design a "Wind Scoop" out of a 
beach towel! I headed off to the "Lambi" bar 
and restaurant, and the biggest shock so far... 
NO Carib!.. That's it, turn the boat round and 
head back to Grenada. The substitute is a brew 
called "Ecu", Tastes more like something you 
would drink in the Rigger and twice the price. 
To top that the steel band were playing 
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waving from the boat and it was I suppose time 
to go and pick up the others. The peaceful little 
blob was soon turned into a film set with video 
rolling and cameras clicking, what a bunch of 
tourists!  One day I will buy that little island and 
put a sign on it saying SOD OFF, IT'S MINE! 
It would be worth every penny to keep it un 
spoilt. It is said that it gets washed away during 
the Hurricane season and takes 3 months to 
reform again. About 500 metres away was a 
similar blob and that one was my own
personal patch, I was the only person to step on 
it and I left a polite message in the sand for the 
next visitor!  Well with lunch scoffed and the 
island now covered in more footprints than a 
football pitch in November, we lifted the hook 
and a slow drifting sail to "Clifton" Union Island. 
We arrived and anchored in the bay with a 
hoard of charter yachts, I thought, "This could 
be a potential party zone". I was on a mission 
and needed to get to a phone to wish the 
Flooze a happy birthday, impossible! not a 
phone card on the island and none due for 2 
days. I wrote a Fax and they could not get it to 
connect with the UK. After 3 hours of trying 
I had to admit defeat. 
People think I don't try but brother, you try and 
make contact with the outside world from some 
of these Islands, especially when there is now a 
5 hour time difference and we are usually sailing 
until 6pm anyway. (11pm UK time). John is still 
in alcohol free mode and is never in a rush to 
leave the boat or visit a bar, I can't be dropped 
off as I never can get back and he insists the 
dinghy is available for him to use 24hrs a day in 
case "Gums" has to go for a "Walkies". 
The saloon is occupied by the kid day and night, 
and the same old videos blaring out at full 
volume. The cockpit is occupied by Him, with 
his nose planted in a book and with a zombie 
type glare on his face, the Galley is occupied by 
her. Creating more washing up than a hotel chef 
with 250 guests to feed, using more water than 
the average power station and hoovering up 
more than a Pakastani office worker. 
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The first, (Saline Bay) had a cruise ship 
anchored in it and 500 sand starved Yanks had 
managed to turn the whole place into "Cony 
Island" for the day. As the average age of the 
passengers was between 80 and Dead, we 
decided to give it a miss on this occasion and 
motor up to Salt Whistle Bay, a narrow bay 
surrounded by reef, a very nice little beach and 
most importantly A BAR!  The bar as it turned 
out was run by a French couple and the prices 
were as high as her skirt. 

A guy from a charter yacht cut his foot open 
on some glass so that meant he was "Stitched 
Up" twice and that was about all that 
happened. This was not really the place to stay 
overnight so it was decided to return to "Cony 
Bay" and see if they really were filming a 
remake of "Cocoon" the movie. As we left 
guess who arrived, Yes, the skandie blondies in 
the big boob blue bottomed beer belching 
brothel boat. Where were we going? In the 
opposite direction to a "Quiet Bay" to watch 
over tipped deck workers in smart white 
shorts drag dead wrinkleys off the sand and 
back to the ships freezers.
We arrived and anchored. The boat was 
pitching all over the place and someone 
suggested that it would be very 
uncomfortable trying to sleep and cook etc 
with all this movement and Union Island 
would be flat calm and a far better bet! 
(I wonder who that was)? Well it worked and 
within the hour we were back in Clifton. I shot 
ashore to local shop but still no phone cards. 
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 Westernised music on steel pans and the place 
was full of Germans. It still qualified as being 
more interesting than sitting on the boat so 
I stuck with it until closing time. So an early 
night on the cards again and most of the 
evening missed. When I returned I was amazed 
to see this contraption that had been erected 
from a broomstick and a beach towel, held 
together with various pieces of string and rope 
it had been designed to funnel the cool air into 
the aft cabin. I had to laugh about an hour later 
and I know it's cruel but we suddenly found 
ourselves in amongst the biggest sudden 
downpour of tropical rain since my waterfall, of 
course a wind funnel also doubles as a water 
chute and within minutes there was a fit of 
panic as 50 gallons or so poured onto the aft 
bunk! As a result of that Nicki got no sleep at all 
and nor did I for laughing too much. 
The next morning was again a phone card hunt 
and this time involved a 3 mile walk and still 
nothing, "ET" is now standing a better chance of 
phoning home than me! 
We picked up some fresh bread and provisions 
and it was time for the off. John insisted on 
going round to Chatham Bay, probably the most 
remote bay on Union. As we left a Skandie boat 
pulled in. The crew consisted of 6 girls, all 
blonde and all wearing short blue matching 
dresses. Wow! We were leaving? Why? To go to 
the remotest bay on the Island to sit and read 
books, that's why! 
We arrived 1500. No beach, No Bar, No other 
boats, No idea this guy! His idea of a good time, 
my idea of a nightmare. God what a boring day 
and night. Got to be one of the most boring 
days so far. 
This is the sort of place that if someone is likely 
to come on board and rob you, it will be here. 
(Hope I'm still alive to finish this episode in the 
morning....... Well I'm still here and wondering 
why!  We are leaving this God forsaken place 
and that's all that matters. Next stop the Island 
of "Mayreau", about the size of Hamble and just 
as dead, there are 2 options for anchor. 
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another Conch or Lambi. Sea food paradise for 
some but looking at the prices in the 
restaurant most of these beasts are going to 
growing beards before some mug eats them, 
that's for sure!  We returned to the boat to find 
it converted into a Chinese Laundry, there was 
not a guard rail on the boat that had not been 
decorated with a pair of knickers or a 
children's T-shirt. (So that's what they mean by 
"Dressing a boat Overall"). Wanted to set off for 
"Tobago Cays" (pronounced "Keys"), but had to 
sit around waiting for it all to dry while getting 
very strange looks from the locals. With 70% of 
the fresh water now used up it seemed a fair 
option to run the water maker for an hour. 
I fired it up and Nicki instantly used the toilet. 
No real problem until you see yards of toilet 
roll swirling around in the Pre Filters. Another 
of SWG's little design faults is putting a 
saltwater inlet next to a sewer outlet! Yuk! 
So with that little problem sorted and the 
washing half dry we headed off to Tobago 
Cays. A group of 5 Islands surrounded by a 
Horseshoe reef. The trip in was a little tricky 
and many a boat has come a cropper by trying 
to take short cuts!  We made it ok and 
anchored up in the Lee of Baradal, one of the 
only islands that was not covered in tourists or 
charter guests. Again there are no bars, no 
phones and nothing to do but sit on the boat 
watching Playdays and the French women 
taking naked showers on the back of French 
built boats. I took a quick whiz round in the 
dinghy to see if I could spot anyone I knew... 
but the place was full of French and Italian 
charter boats and sod all else. It is now 9.30 
pm and I am the only one awake, these late 
nights are a killer but it does give me no 
excuse not to write a little more in the old E.C.L 
and bore everyone at home as much as I am.
Because of my Megga early night, I was awake 
and kicking at 0645. The sun was already hot 
and a perfect time for a Snorkel round "
Horseshoe Reef".  The peace and tranquility of 
an early morning tour around the largest 
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The next option was Happy hour at Lambi's 
which seemed a good idea. 5-7pm, drinks 2 for 
1, the problem was that it was 1.30am before I 
got back to the boat! I just found a few 
interesting people to talk to and have a beer 
with and one thing led to another. I had a bop 
with a couple of German's, Olly and Gabrielle, 
one was an optician and had the eye for me 
(luckily I wasn't framed) and the other a librarian 
but we will "keep quiet" about that one! 
I also met a Dutch pilot who was mad as a hatter 
and "high as a kite". The evening cost me an arm 
and a leg but luckily Mr. Visa came to the rescue 
and I will pay dearly for that little excursion later 
I'm sure. The next morning was find a bank day 
and our last time for 2 weeks to get cash. 
We are likely to be small island hopping for a 
while and money does not grow on palm trees 
out here! The usual 1 hour wait and loads of 
forms etc. The crazy thing this time was they 
took my card and would only cash $US, from it 
Via Miami, then I had to exchange it into $EC 
and loose another wedge in commission. 
What a rip off but you get no choice. So it was 
into the yacht club and a well needed espresso 
coffee. Outside the yacht club there is a large 
pool, not the sort of place you would take a 
swim as it is full of Sharks! The ideal pool for 
Gums to cut her teeth in and learn to swim. 

They say that they will not harm you but you 
know me, I wouldn't trust them even if they 
were served up in front of me on a plate! Best 
place for these things is back at the Bank! 
Another pool contains Cray and Lobsters, and 
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Holidays! (You have to ask the Flooze about 
that one)! It's shaped a little like "Corfu" and 
smells like it as well! (Cor, Phew)! The first stop 
was South Glossy Bay and the Jetty smelt 
worst than Rollo's socks on the first trip. It was 
made of some strange wood that sure could 
use some "Odour Eaters". The sail there was a 
good one a chance to give JW a few lessons on 
anchoring and leaving under sail which was 
change from the normal motor. Well that was 
lunch and soon we moved around the island 
to Charleston an equally boring bay but a little 
sweeter smelling. There is a very nice Hotel 
here but again it is owned by the French who 
think money is always no object. JW said it was 
his treat so I ordered a few "Gin Fizzes" as by 
now I am getting very used to  ‘Sorry No 
Carib’-!
Occasionally when the 3 year old finally hits 
the pit, we get the chance to watch the odd 
video. There's nothing like watching an old 
Clint Eastwood movie while anchored off a 
deserted island, supping hot cups of coffee 
and working your way through the last packet 
of stale digestives. 
We bought a whole stack of old films from 
Gibraltar and were given some real strange 
ones from the "Jane Anne" crew. I have now 
seen them all and craving for some real action 
and drama, (ie: Coronation Street). My mother 
informs me that I now have 70 episodes 
waiting for me in the UK! If only I could 
transport them out here somehow!  Yes!! 
Anyway "Clint" it was and not a bad movie at 
that. Following that I put on a head scarf and 
Madame Capitino did some of the old "Tarot" 
card stuff!  Now that was very interesting to 
say the least and God if they work out I am in 
for some real surprises!! It doesn't look as I am 
going to win the Lottery but that's not 
surprising as they don't sell tickets here! 
(Stupid), Buying a bl**dy phone cards hard 
enough and that's definitely worth a prize if 
you manage to find one! The following 
morning was April Fool’s Day! I remembered
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doorstep aquarium in the Caribbean was a 
must. I took the dinghy and headed toward a 
small channel through the vast maze of reef. 
There are a few Dinghy moorings that have 
been especially laid to stop Dingbats anchoring 
and destroying the plant life. I tied up and 
donned the old fins and mask. I was joined by a 
few more insomniacs as we swam through the 
shallow water on the leeward side, and toward 
the depths of the wave crunching windward 
cliff. The variety of life was astonishing as you 
skimmed the tops of the coral, masses and 
masses of Technicolour fishies with more stripes 
than you see at a pyjama party, they were 
taking less notice of me than Caroline would do 
if I was wearing pyjamas in the Rigger but I 
won't continue on that subject. 
Suddenly the water changed from it's normal 
transparent self and turned jet black! The 2 
metres I was swimming in was now 50 and the 
Reef shelved away to nothing. The deeper you 
dived the bigger the fish! -This is what you call 
snorkeling! I must have spent an hour scanning 
the coral, mesmerised by the beauty of it all and 
really in a different world! Yo! I returned to the 
boat and by that time all were up and kicking, I 
cooked myself a thunderous fry up breakfast 
and enjoyed every moment. It was soon time to 
sail and I really wished I could go back with JW's 
underwater camera. 

Everyone wanted to leave so it was up and away 
to Canouan, another of these small Grenadine 
Islands which offers as much life as Thompson 
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go by! Our log since we left Hamble now reads 
6225.5 miles. So-24,902 / 4=6225.50.... by 
amazing coincidence we have now sailed the 
equivalent of a quarter the way around the 
word! If that's not a good enough excuse for a 
cold Carib what is!  While they were chilling 
down I thought I would see what fishies were 
around and slung over a new White and Gold 
Lure that I found in Union Island. Around 20 
minutes later the reel started to freak out and I 
was into my first game fish. The line kept 
going slack, then tight, then slack again and a 
few times I thought I had lost him, but as the 
end came near I saw a large silver glow and 
new this was a biggy. Nicki arrived on deck 
with the video and El Capitino Birds'eye did his 
stuff. What is it? And how are we going to land 
this one? As it broke the surface near the boat 
he displayed a finer set of teeth than Ester 
Ranson! I thought SH*T, and suddenly realised 
it was a "Barracuda". Gulp! Talk about teeth! 
This thing was around 1.5 metres long and 
looked to weigh around 15 pound. 

John said that we mustn't loose it as they 
make better eating than any fish in the 
Caribbean.
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but no one else did, (Shame) 1 or 2 great wind 
up's regarding the boat equipment and the fact 
that we were sinking!  Well it was fun while it 
lasted until Nicki had the last laugh. She calmly 
said that the Aft Head was blocked and would 
not flush! Well we all laughed and said her joke 
was a little late and not that funny at all. Joke! 
Not! Somehow the Inlet got completely blocked 
and managed to seize up the whole system. 
Great! That's all you need first thing in the 
morning. I removed the hose and connected 
the dinghy pump to it, it was a long shot but a 
burst of compressed air may save stripping the 
complete head. I stamped on the pump and 
with the same intensity of a second world war 
Torpedo, a large mass of soggy bog roll leaving 
a streak of bubbles shot across the anchorage 
and hit the French Bare Boobies boat next door. 
(Well not quite, but I have to liven the story up 
somehow)! The next island to stake a claim on 
was "Mustique", a real rich bast**d's paradise if 
ever you saw one. The trip across took a couple 
of hours and as usual Nicki and Gums slept most 
of the way. there was a fair bit of breeze and a 
good swell, JW and I had further talks regarding 
this Tobago Charter Co, and I think his mind is 
pretty well set on the idea! It sounds a good 
idea and there is very little in the way of 
competition. If I got involved, it could be very 
profitable and just the sort of thing to keep me 
busy for a long time. We will see!

EI Capitino Log, Musuque/BequialSt Vincent. 
6225.5 Miles. 2nd April. 
Mustique is a complete opposite to what we 
have seen so far. Princess Margaret, Raquel 
Welch, Mick Jagger and David Bowie all have 
holiday mansions here and which reflects in the 
prices of everything else. Mr Visa stays well and 
truly locked away in this little paradise where a 
beer will cost you $10EC. (£2.50). + service + tax. 
JW has now finished his course of Penicillin. 
He was looking for an excuse for a beer so I 
found one. The circumference of the world is 
24,902 miles, if my school days were anything to 
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was trying to get a tune from it! I had to do 
something and getting rid of the contents 
seemed the only solution. I won't go into 
details but Barry was caught, gutted, grilled, 
eaten and returned to the sea in less than 12 
hours! (Not eating Barracuda again). The 
following morning started with the generator 
NOT starting, there was a problem with the 
charger and we decided "Bequia” was a better 
bet than this place to get the parts and get it 
sorted. 

The sail over was a good one and the 20 miles 
or so were very enjoyable. We arrived in 
Admiralty Bay and found a great spot to 
anchor that was in the heart of the action. 
The rest of my day was spent with my head in 
the bilge while the others took a leisurely stroll 
around the town. 
There is supposed to be a little more life here 
than the other local islands but I will wait and 
see! At Easter they have a Regatta which is 
usually very lively, the most important detail 
to note is that it is sponsored by Carib! 
Well enough said, we will definitely return here 
for Easter. I still had the generator in bits at 
9pm and couldn't face going ashore, so an 
early night and busy morning ahead by the 
look of things.
My day started early in the cool of 7am dawn 
chorus and getting stuck into a full on cooked 
brecky before getting stuck into the bilges 
seemed a good plan. I'm not sure the others 
were happy to be up that early but this job 
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Out came the Gaff and all we had to do was 
hook it! After around 10 attempts to knock it out 
and 20 to get the gaff into it, we secured it with 
a rope and hauled it on board. Phew! "Barry the 
Barracuda" had joined the "crew list", or as I 
would put it, "Big Bad Barry the Barracuda from 
Bequia, Bravely and Boldly Basking in Britannia 
Bay, Bit the Bait! Biffed and Bruised on the Brains 
By a Bent Boat hook, Badly Bleeding, he 
Boarded the Boat and Bitterly Bit the Bucket'" 
Then came the biggest challenge, how the hell 
do you get the hook out of its mouth without 
losing your fingers? "Mole Grips" that's how! 
Assisted by a long piece of rope round his neck. 
We were towing the dinghy at the time and all 
agreed that we would all feel a lot safer if he 
travelled the remainder of the trip in there 
instead of at our feet in the cockpit. 
We arrived in Britannia Bay Mustique around 5 
and did a quick rekky ashore, John had chatted 
up a guy called "Bentley" who agreed to cook 
Barry for us that night. The bar was called 
"Bazil's Bar" and quite a famous place, Mick 
Jagger sometimes sings there when he is at his 
holiday home, and again the prices were 
extortionate! So, sundowners that night were 
on the boat and I had to break into the final case 
of Trini Carib's. 
Later that evening we took Barry ashore in a box 
to fling him on the hot coals. I had never eaten 
Barracuda before but after a few beers I was 
"Game" for it! As it happened he was very tasty 
and with a few potatoes and a garnish of salad 
his white flaky meat was more appealing than 
his looks. So you could say,. "Bygone Barry, 
Boxed and Bound in a Body Bag, was Brought to 
Bazil's Bar. Brazed, Boiled, Baked, Broiled, or 
Barbied, Bentley the Big Black Bent Bajan 
Barman from Bazil's Bar, Bathed Barry in 
Bergomot and Braised him on a Barbie, I 
Belched on a Beer and felt Busted! (There's no 
hope for me as a Sun Newspaper Editor),
It was either too much beer or Barracuda but I 
felt a little grim in the night, my stomach felt as 
tight as a drum and as if a steel band Pan player 
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to the Whale bone bar where there was some 
live music and a whole bunch of plebs. There's 
a whole bunch of boats here but no one we 
know, I met up with a Swede who had a 
Brazilian wife and chatted away in Portuguese 
/Swedish /English /Rasta? Whatever it was is 
was hard work so I went back to the bar. (Nice 
couple though), (Her's)!! There was an old 
English couple at the bar who had been to the 
Trini Carnival, we were having a great little 
chat about things and I mentioned my travel's 
and the EI Capitino Novel! As it's getting to be 
by now. (Nearly 100 pages so far you know)! 
We were then 
interrupted by this obnoxious old Cow who 
turned out to be a publisher!  Well I don't think 
the Old Cap Log is quite Mills and Boon yet 
and she misread the whole conversation. She 
thought I was writing a Travel Guide and told 
me that no one would be interested "My 
Personal opinion" anyway! Excuse Me! You Old 
Wagon! I will have you know that EI Capitino 
has a mass circulation of 5 and at present 
Channel No 5 are negotiating Full colour Full 
page advertising. (BI***y Cheek). Well things 
started to get a little out of hand and then 
some "Butt Head" American joined in, followed 
by a stuck up Brit women that had about as 
much intelligence as a fish, less Fizz than 2 
Junior Aspro's and had travelled less than a 
bottle of Beaujolais! Now you know me, not 
one to wind people up! But what else was 
there to do on a quiet evening. Within 20 
minutes I had the whole bar involved and 
everyone was slagging everyone else! Great 
evening! 
Tuesday 4th of April and finally I found a 
phone card. £10 for 6 words to wish the flooze 
a happy belated Birthday, they really do sting 
you on these phones, I don't understand why 
phoning the UK is so expensive as the Brits 
installed the phone system here and in most 
of the British speaking Islands to start with. 
"BT" I suppose! The rest of the day was spent 
installing the new charger which was of course 
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meant ripping up all the sole boards in the 
saloon and galley then crawling around like a 
contortionist to remove what I had now 
discovered to be a Fxxxed 12V charger. Not a 
job you want to do in the l00 degree midday 
sun. Well I got them off the boat and the 
charger out of its ferret hole. The guy from the 
yacht services shop ashore confirmed my 
analysis and a new unit had to be sent from St 
Vincent. I thought we were going to have to 
wait around 3 weeks for it but by my 
amazement it was shipped in by ferry and on 
the boat by 3pm. Wow! Sometimes people do 
move in the Caribbean! While all this was going 
on the other challenge was to top up the fridge 
gas, quite a simple job, and after the problems 
in Barbados I made very sure that we now have 
all the gear for the job. The only exception was 
that "Benson" the heavy handed Bajan who was 
the last to touch it, Had tightened the bl**dy 
thing up so much that it now made it 
impossible to get the gas inlet valve undone! 
Why the F**K is it that there is never a simple 
job on this ******* boat!!!  This is going to mean 
a complete new valve in St Lucia and no fridge 
in the mean time. Well I'm not a miracle worker 
so it will have to wait. There's a few other jobs 
that have been waiting for Bequia like the Davit 
wires and water maker filters/service, 100% 
guarantee that's not going to be straight 
forward either but we will see! 

The day went from bad to worst and a beer in 
the bar that evening was a must. The others 
chose to stay on the boat, so I boogied on down 
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opener, 2 with a cheap plastic lighter, or 3 by 
using another full bottle. (2&3 require skill and 
a lot of practice)! I personally use method 3 
Although I was taught method 2 by the 
Skandiehoolies! The record still stands at 1.68 
seconds to down a full bottle and a case of 24 
usually lasts around 2 hours. 

I will bring a few sample bottles back home 
with me and leave you to make your own 
opinion. So with Davit's done we set sail for St 
Vincent. A 3 hour sail to "Young Island Cut" 
and we were greeted by Anthony, a water taxi 
guy who also runs a company called "Sam 
Taxi" who offer moorings for $10 US a night, 
and anything from Ice cubes to a new engine 
Sam Taxi can supply it! I thought this would be 
a good place for someone to look at the gas 
valve on the fridge compressor, so "Gerry" the 
fridge, and St Vincent's answer to the laughing 
policeman chuckled his way on board with a 
smile. I laughed even louder than him when I 
found out that the only problem was that a 
"left handed" skipper was trying to undo the 
valve "right handed", all this time and I don't 
know my left from right! So 30 seconds later 
we were re-gassed and the beer was chilling 
down. Gerry wasn't sure what to charge for his 
services and I pointed out that it should be 
"Free-on" this occasion! We gave him $50 and 
he giggled his way home. A bit embarrassing 
but even a Super-Skipper like myself does 
make a mistake now and again.
That evening was spent in paradise!
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twice the size of the original and 3 times the 
hassle, and had another go at the fridge without 
any luck. No Fridge, no cold beer. JW is now 
talking a lightning trip up to St Lucia to get 
them sorted and then returning here for the 
Regatta. I don't mind but I'm sure it's going to 
go down as well as a inflatable anchor with 
Nicki and Gums! I renewed the davit wire and 
sorted a few other jobs before I slashed open 
my finger on a tin of tomato soup! 
Just what I needed and right on the nuckle. 
The main bar was directly opposite our boat (by 
pure fluke of course). The "Frangipani" Bar as it’s 
called is I suppose to be the Rigger of Admiralty 
Bay.  The bar staff are friendly but again no 
Carib. (Sounds as if this trip is just one big Pi** 
Up, well it is)!  Every sentence involves a bar 
somehow and life revolves around the coldest 
Carib! I do eat occasionally so that evening was 
spent at "Mac's Pizzeria" and one of the best 
meals for weeks. This place actually sold Carib 
and soon Gum's was swigging the dregs from 
the bottles. (little trick she has picked up from 
somewhere)? I have also taught her to give me 
"High, low, knuckles and thumb" Fives. And she 
spends most of the time saying "Easy Tiger"! 
Her and I have our own space but sometimes 
she can be a gem. 
The local kids are always around and queue up 
to look after the dinghy when you go ashore. 
Some ask for a dollar and others for a ride 
around the other boats, either way its brightens 
up their day and you stand a little less chance of 
losing your dinghy. Let me tell you about 
-CARIB- as it seems to be ruling my life at the 
moment and I'm sure I haven't given you the full 
run down yet! Carib is brewed in Trinidad by 
"Champs Fleurs" brewery and comes in a clear 
275ml bottle with a distinct Blue and Yellow 
label. It is a Lager beer and golden in colour. It's 
5.2% proof and has to be served "Ice Cold", not 
cold, but ice cold! It is also brewed under licence 
in Grenada, but there it comes in sh***y brown 
bottles and shabby printing on it. There are 3 
ways to open a bottle, 1 with a Carib bottle 
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shorts and T-shirt. Somehow JW invited 
himself and the brood, to the Yankee film crew 
private function, he chatted up the manager 
and after buying tickets for $45US each I 
dropped them off. I decided to take a rain 
check on this one as I couldn't be bothered 
climbing the steps and someone might 
recognise me as the driver of the speedboat! 

I limed out at the Lime'n bar and got talking to 
a few of the locals. One chap was a local 
charter skipper and we arranged to meet up 
later to see the night life in Kingstown 
together. (Well that was the plan)! Shortly after 
that I received a call on the radio and a very 
pi**ed owner was on the other end, he was 
ready to be picked up so it was back into the 
dingy and back to the Island. I arrived and you 
would not believe how totally gone he was, he 
literally fell into the boat and nearly tipped 
everyone else into the water! Oh God another 
of those evenings and it was only 8.30. Nicki 
was ready for an early night and he wasn't, 
then he tried to persuade me to go ashore 
with him and head into town! NO WAY! After 
the last time, he wanted to be very loud and I 
knew it would end in disaster. He got into a 
strop and left on his own, weaving through 
the water like a lost Turtle he finally hit the 
beach! 8.45 and I was stranded on the boat,
nowhere to go and my evening ruined. 
0300hrs the dinghy hit the side of the boat 
and on he came. There was a good row for a 
while and then Gum's started calling out, 
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The "Lime'n Bar". We met up with "Jeff Bridges" 
some actor guy who starred in "The Fabulous 
Baker Boys" I don't know him from Adam and 
the tart he was with sure didn't look like Eve! 
They are making some Yankee film called "White 
Squall, and all shot on a old square rigger 
(I wonder if they know Caroline) called 
"Albatross" and set in the 1900's, They were 
really impressed as I motored by in the dinghy 
and screams of “CUT” were heard across the bay 
from the Director and his camera men. With 20 
actors and 300 extra's holding their heads in 
their hands, I thought the best thing to do was 
to at least wave as we went motoring by! 
Whoops! Still it was fun to see that they all had 
to climb down from the rigging and shoot the 
whole scene all again. 
I remember the time's that people ruined my 
photo set-up's and knew I would get my own 
back one day!  The "Lime'n bar is the place to be 
but you do have to keep a low profile when the 
film crew walk in!! Cold ‘C’ (saves writing Carib 
every time) Pizza, English cooked food, deep 
fried onion rings and a real pub type place. 
(They even have a Dart Board)! An excellent 
evening and met some interesting people. 
They have their own jetty so no problem with 
the dinghy. The prices and music are good and 
they open till late. We are staying here for a few 
more days and I should imagine I will return 
there on the odd occasion!  The next day was 
spent touring around "Kingstown" (Capital) and 
trying to buy a handheld VHF, not one on the 
island so a waste of time that was! There was a 
small consolation in the way of a "KFC" so lunch 
wasn't a hard decision. I licked my fingers and it 
was back to the boat with "Clint" the Mad Maxi 
Taxi driver. That night was a different story. 
Just around the headland from the mooring is 
an Island called "Fort Duvemette". It is a huge 
rock with nothing but a fort at the top. The 275 
steps leading to the top are lit with flaming 
torches and there is a buffet type restaurant at 
the top which usually caters for very wealthy 
private parties. Not the place for E1 Cap and his 
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to catch up on the E.C.L and watch a carpet of 
fish clean the Antifowl!
Now once in a while I have to have my blonde 
locks cut off!  When we were in Tobago Nicki 
cut my hair and made an excellent job of it. 
She used to do a lot of cutting before she 
qualified as a nurse but doesn't get an awful 
lot of practice now on John's Bald patch! 
So I sat in the bar ashore and astonished locals 
looked on as I received my final cut before 
Nicki leaves on the 23rd. It was as good as the

last time and a quick dip in the sea washed 
away the loose ends. John was reading a book 
on board so Nicki and I sat in the bar 
afterwards and had a long chat! It was 
interesting as I don't get that many chances 
for a real chinwag. I asked her a lot of 
questions about the trip and her feelings 
towards the whole thing. It sounds as if she is 
making a huge sacrifice herself just to keep 
John happy! All interesting stuff but a bit 
complex for you lot! 
The next morning saw the arrival of Adolf! A 
loud mouth cocky little German who anchored 
across everyone's moorings and caused havoc 
in the bay. It was ours and I think everyone 
else's cue to move on so we all untied and left 
as quick as they did at Dunkirk! 
The West coast of St Vincent has less to see 
than Stevie Wonder.  There's nowhere really to 
stay and the night life non existent. It was 
decided to head back to Young Island Cut, the 
beach, and the Lime'n bar. 
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say no more but guess who woke up on the 
sofa! (Will he ever learn)? A hangover was 
inevitable and things were very quiet the next 
day as we set sail for Wallilabou, a small bay on 
the West coast of St Vincent. Another of these 
out of the way places with nothing but the local 
boat boys to drive you round the bend. 
They pester you day and night wanting money 
for nothing and trying to fob you off with with 
anything from bread to prostitutes! It's best to 
totally ignore them but within minutes Nicki 
had transformed the boat into a rotting fruit 
market! I took a stroll up to a natural waterfall 
for a shower, a small fall of around 15 feet but 
with a lot of pressure. My peaceful shower was 
rudely interrupted by a shower of very loud 
Yanks! A women arrived with the strangest of 
clothing I had ever witnessed! If you could 
imaging a very fat women with huge boobies 
Topless! But not quite topless! "Stuck" on to 
these monsters were paper flowers in the shape 
of a bikini top, (if you get my drift), This I had to 
see as she stepped boldly into the torrent of 
falling water. Whoosh, they were gone, Ha! An 
American bra I thought, One Yank and it was off! 
So with nothing to wear she wondered off into 
the jungle to look for some Fig leaves. That 
evening was spent in the Anchorage Bar. A nice 
little bar on stilts that over looked the bay and 
the by now 6 boats at anchor. On the menu 
were Lamb Chops, peas, carrots and rice. A must 
for anyone! It arrived and I was astonished to 
see that there was No Gravy or Mint sauce! 
A major whiz back to the boat and some instant 
Bisto Granules accompanied by some of 
Mummies Mint from England saved the 
evening. (Bit of Vinegar as well)! Again there was 
no one much to talk to apart from the locals, so 
another History lecture on the Island kept the 
interest level until closing. Most bars close 
around 10/11 (worst than the UK) so yet another 
early night. We have a few days to waste before 
returning to the Bequia Regatta and wasting the 
next day was all we did. The weather turned a 
bit grim and the heaven's opened. A good time 
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missing out on Tobago Week. He knows how 
much I want to do the race and the only thing 
the generator is needed for would be to keep 
his b*oody beers cold. Well I have a coolbox 
and some ice to do that job. (what do all the 
other boats do)? I think he is looking to cut the 
trip short once he has dumped off his wife and 
also this way he can save some of his precious 
cash! He said the other day that he needs to 
get back to Trinidad and the UK as soon as 
possible. Well this one WILL be interesting and 
I won't be letting go too easily! 
The following morning he had already 
arranged a tour of the island by taxi for all of 
us. The last thing I was going to do that day 
was go off with him and act like a tourist! 
Nothing was said about Antigua and my only 
intention was to get the covers off the Gen 
and find out what's wrong. 

Nicki thought It was such a shame, me having 
to work instead of joining them for a picnic. (If 
only she knew)! Well I got rid of them and got 
down to it. The main bearing in the Gen seems 
ok (I hope) and if anything it could be the 
bearing on the impeller pump. If it is I can 
maybe get one from Bequia and get it fitted. 
He really wants to do the regatta in Bequia and 
if there is no Antigua he can do it on his own! 
(Bitter? Not Me)!  They arrived after a heavy 
day and wanted to stay on the boat for the 
evening, I had a heavy day on the boat and 
needed food and a drink! So after a brief run 
down on the gen problem and me assuring 
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I tried a bit of fishing but this time not a Barry in 
sight. We arrived and moored next to “Onix", a 
very large yacht with its matching Laser dinghy 
and tender. The others went ashore while I had 
a scan round to see what was about. Nothing 
was the answer to that and by 5pm I was bored 
stiff and well in the need to get ashore and find 
something to do. 10 minutes later they arrived 
back to inform me that there were 6 guests 
coming onto the boat for Cocktails. I had 1 and 
half hours to clean the boat and prepare the bar. 
Great! there goes my sun downers ashore for 
sure! The time came to pick them all up and the 
6 now turned to 2. (They would have had 
second thoughts as well if they had any sense)! 
The Cocktails turned into dinner which turned 
into nightcaps. I sat there like a Lemon listening 
to the same old cr*p and pondering whether to 
"Swim" ashore to get away from it all. 11.30 
arrived and they left. JW was as pi**ed as a f**t 
so it was up to me to get them ashore. By this 
time as usual all the bars were closed and yet 
Another Early Night was on the cards! I arrived 
back to find the generator running and some 
strange noises from the bilges, It sounded as if 
the bearings had gone! We discussed the 
problem and then he came out with the words 
that no yachtie in the Caribbean would ever 
want to here. --Oh Well, Cancel Antigua Week-!!!! 
-WHAT-' "We will drop Nicki off and head 
straight back to Trinidad"! (You might be Buddy 
but this is where I get off)! I was speechless for 
the first time in my life! All I could do was to 
glare at him then go down below to my pit. I lay 
there and thought about it. Tony has already 
booked his flights (non refundable) My chance 
to race on the "Classics" and then the big 
"Swan's" was out of the porthole, Miss out on 
the biggest party in the Caribbean, Blow my 
only real chance of a bigger boat and meeting 
the right people, my only chance to meet up 
with old friend, (Maximizer) as well as loosing 
my reward for sticking with this heap of S**T for 
9 months and putting up with all the cr*p and 
his family for last 4. This will of course also mean 
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over 30 minutes! (The fish that is)! Finally John 
got a gaff into it and it took both of us to haul 
it aboard. Nearly 4 feet long and a total of 26 
and a half pound. Woh! So a quick photo shoot 
and into the dinghy with him. Kingfish look a 
little like Marlin without the spike on the front, 
not so many teeth as Barry but a large scissor 
like jaw that could still open a tin of corned 
beef without the key. This one was a prime 
specimen and for a change I suggested that 
we should try to sell him rather than eat him 
when we arrived in Bequia. Feeling a little 
chuffed with myself we arrived in Admiralty 
Bay and I shot ashore in the dinghy. 
Kevin was hauled onto the pontoon and the 
crowd started to gather. (As they do when 
they see me arrive)! Ahem! Anyway Kingfish 
around here fetches $5 a pound and the 
bidding had started. "Sold" to the lady from 
the Frangapani hotel! "$130. and heeee's yor's 
darlin", (In a true Billingsgate fashion). JW and I 
split the loot and split to the bar. 
It was at that time that the heavens opened 
with another one of these freak waterfall 
down pours. It was just the right excuse to stay 
in the bar until panic hit on Johns face! The by 
now famous wind scoop had been left up and 
the hatch wide open... I am now thinking of 
fitting a bilge pump in his bunk as his t
reasured Persian rug floated merrily into the 
saloon followed by most of his clothes and his 
Teddy!  
With the panic sort of under control I returned 
ashore to get to the bank etc, it was Easter 
Thursday and all was about to close for the 
holiday and the Regatta celebrations. 
John wanted to race the boat the next day 
despite the almost guaranteed light winds and 
no chance of even getting across the start. 
The other interesting variable of having the 
pleasure of Nicki and Gums on board and no 
crew was still not enough to save the 
embarrassment of turning up at the race 
briefing! There was one slight thing that I 
forgot about and that was the fact "Carib" 
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him that it would be fine for the next ten years 
and that Antigua would stupid to miss, I left for 
the Lime'n pub. The owner of the bar was in the 
process of designing a new "Lime" coloured and 
tasting cocktail, packed full of Rum and Vodka 
as a promotion, and looking for a punter to try it 
out. 0h Really!  Well what can I say other than 
there were more than 10 attempts before we 
got it right and by then I was looking a little 
Lime Green myself! A pizza, a few beers, and a 
chat with some Yankee soldiers before returning 
to the boat and a 9am start in the morning. The 
trip back to Bequia was a smooth one, hot sun, 
no wind and a motor all the way. A little bored I 
decided to do a little fishing. Now, I'm not sure if 
it was pure skill or luck but in less than 10 
minutes "Kevin the Kingfish" had taken a liking 
to my very tasteless white latex Octopus lure 
and had joined the temporary crew list with a 
little more local sailing knowledge than Nicki!

At first I was convinced that I had hooked my 
first Shark, as it broke the surface as there was a 
large fin and a streak of blue. I had met my 
match this time and had to play with it for well 
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there yet" from Nicki and the fact the video 
was on the blink, was enough to decided to 
call an end to it. 
Yet another DNF was chalked up for SWG so 
RE, JW, DH, and A&S motored on back to the 
B.A.R. 0n the way back we saw some small 
local fishing boats, under sail and practising 
for their 3 day event the following day. We all 
admired the way these things were trucking 
along and all agreed it would be a fun thing to 
do! Well say no more! John had then decided 
that he wanted to play in one and enter a race. 
Ha! The chances of finding an available boat 
were very slim and even if he could who 
would drive? We arrived back on shore and 
"Curtis" the local taxi driver was propping up 
the bar! We casually asked him about the local 
racing and he told us the story of big cash 
prizes, all the fishermen compete, and the 
whole thing is very serious. 

The locals put big money bets on the boats 
and as you would expect spare boats are not 
easy to find and you never see tourists racing! 
That was it! Curtis should not have said that! 
Guess who now had a mission to find a boat? 
An hour passed before a very excited owner 
reappeared skipping along like a 2 year old. 
He had found a boat! $l00US for 1 day seemed 
too good for him to resist. There were certain 
questions that needed answers, firstly what 
was wrong with it? And who was going to sail 
it? Apparently the owner had built a new boat 
and he was sailing that one with his brother. 
Because of previous dinghy racing yours truly 
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were the main sponsors!  Well that seemed to 
be enough incentive for me to fill out the forms 
and this time get quite a good rating. 
Things started to look a little better as Dave and 
his girlfriend Deb's, (the USA couple from 
Grenada) turned up and agreed to share in the 
racing (thank God)! which unfortunately meant 
Gum's had lost her job on the Coffee Grinder, 
and as secondary tactician! 
I returned to the bar and could not believe it! 
Alex and Sian from Hamble were sat there with 
a beer, having left at the same time from the UK 
as me, they had arrived in their boat "Blaze" 
(Nic 35) after a tour of the Leewards. Yo! I must 
say it was fantastic to see them again and also 
to catch up on the latest "Hot Hamble Gossip".

I introduced them to JW and he introduced 
them to the idea of going racing. 
The crew list had doubled in less than an hour 
and I could see that this race was well on the 
way to being a day out on the p**s. The first race 
started around noon and we all tried to get the 
boat going, we made the start just about and as 
predicted the winds were very light so it soon 
developed into a "wait for us" syndrome! 27 ton 
of floating bar doesn't stand a lot of chance 
against the locals. 3 hours later we had just 
about got half way, with screams of " Are we 
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call. The race in the morning was due to start 
around 12, but my first job was to drop a CV 
off on Chris's boat without John getting the 
word!  He did mention in front of JW that he 
was a little concerned about a leaky seacock 
and a keel bolt that may of worked loose, so I 
quickly volunteered to check it out for him 
that morning. 
So with CV disguised in a scuba flipper I was 
off to meet him at 7am. I had a good look over 
the boat and we talked further.
More loot, and the owner only spends 2 weeks 
a time on the boat! Non of this epic 1 year 
torture that I am putting up with at the 
moment! I said I was a bit short of time but as 
he was leaving at lunchtime I would dive 
down and check his keel for him even if it was 
to just earn a few brownie points! 

So in I went and an EI Cap survey was under 
way. Things down there looked fine until... I 
just happened to look up and there I was Face 
to Face with a bl**dy king size Barracuda! Just 
sitting under the boat in the shade of the hull. 
How I didn't **** myself I will never know but 
you would never see anyone exit the water 
faster! I don't know what happened to Barry's 
Big Brother or whether he was more shocked 
than I was. People say that they are like 
Snakes, and they don't attack unless you 
provoke them! (I will let someone else find that 
out). Chris was so impressed at the way I 
boarded the boat without the use of steps. I 
tried to make it look as if it was all in a day’s 
work but it sort of gave the game away as the 
hot sweet tea he had made me was spilling on 
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had been chosen to drive it with Alex on the jib 
and JW acting as ballast!  (Promotion for him at 
last)!  Now we thought we better go and have a 
look at this baby before making rash decisions, 
so Curtis who was now the most 
knowledgeable sailor in the whole of Bequia 
drove us to Friendship Bay while giving us all 
the local tips on how to keep these things 
upright and stop them sinking! We arrived, 
stopped, stood on the beach and gazed with 
amazement at "Hard to Beat"! A 14 foot double 
ender (pointed both ends) sail boat, still stinking 
of fish and with maybe 2 flakes of pale paint still 
on the hull! 
Made from local rain forest hard wood and the 
most technical part of it was the rubber bung in 
the bottom!  Bamboo Sprit and Boom, 
hardwood mast and rudder with a bamboo tiller 
and a rope extension. (“Harken” eat your heart 
out)!  These things have no keel or centre board 
to speak of and the rig is tensioned by sliding a 
piece of rope up the mast which is held in place 
by sand paper. No blocks, No cleats, and No 
buoyancy! Hard to beat was going to be hard to 
keep afloat but I looked at Alex and he returned 
the reaction. 
The challenge was on and the money was 
irrelevant. We chuckled our way back to the taxi 
and words like "Liferaft" and "Lifejacket" were 
muttered in on the odd occasion! That evening 
in the bar I was approached by Chris Shave, an 
owner that I met in Gibraltar who was 
pondering over buying a 60 footer. I remember 
saying to him "go for it" and "give us a job" if 
you buy it!  Well he did and now he is looking 
for a skipper!... Hang on! Things are looking a bit 
on the good side. He dragged me away and 
immediately started talking business. 
(bit embarrassing in front of John)! He invited 
me on the boat and she is a nice bit of kit! (The 
cook that is)! Only joking as usual but it is the 
kind of boat that I have been looking for. He's 
sailing up the East Coast of the States and then 
maybe the Pacific, I told him I would be in touch 
and it seems that he is anxiously awaiting my 
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confidence was there and we concentrated on 
trimming the sails and working out the best 
boat trim. Sailing down wind was similar to 
making love in a hammock standing up, and 
she rolled like a bitch. Alex said that he needed 
a stick to pole out the jib on the runs so it was 
into the shore to see what we could find. 
Andy was there to meet us and gave us a high 
five for our efforts, apparently we are the only 
whiteeee's to sail these things for years and 
there were a lot of impressed people around 
to pass comment. Andy shot off into the 
bushes and returned with a willow branch to 
use as a pole! (Yachtmail Chandlery eat your 
heart out), all I can say is that it worked and no 
different to anyone else's.
Other boats started to arrive and some even 
had mod cons like Harken main blocks and 
travellers, there was also the odd fully 
battened mainsail and one boat was even 
rigged with a trapeze! Hang on, this is a bit off 
we thought so we introduced a high tech bit 
of kit to ours in the form of a sail tie for a Vang! 
Soon there were nearly 40 boats of various 
class and it was nearly time to start. 
We looked around and finally found the by 
then half pi**ed race officer and asked him 
what time our start was? His reply was "Well 
Mun! Last year we started around noon, but 
this year who knows? Great! He said that 
people had to eat and then they had to have 
the official opening. The fee to race was $25 
EC, this included your food, free drinks and a 
very nice Carib/Regatta T-Shirt. 
These were presented to all the racers and 
they were impossible to buy. A collector’s item 
if ever there was one! Suddenly there was a 
slurred voice from a megaphone and it was all 
about to happen.
The starts are done from the beach and you 
just get shoved off on a whistle. (RORC could 
learn from this one)! It was our turn and this 
was it, I found Anna from Grenada on the 
beach and a few of her crew volunteered to 
give us a shove. As it happened we got a flier! 
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his decks from my increasingly trembling hands!
We chatted for a while before a firm handshake 
from who could easily be my new boss. 
The next challenge was Hard to Beat! (Literally) 
We had arranged with Andy the owner to meet 
at 9 and rig the boat before our maiden sail in 
front of what was already a crowded beach full 
of locals. We asked one guy that was there 
already drinking a Carib what the plan was and 
found out he was actually the race officer! 
The wind by this time was picking up by the 
minute. Typical sods law! There we were faced 
with our first time out in this thing and straight 
into a gale. We rigged the boat and played with 
the bits of bamboo until we run out of excuses. 

It was time to go and what made it worst was 
the calls of "look at the whiteeee's mun" from 
the locals!  They all crowded round as we 
launched the boat and tried to get the rudder 
on. They were all laughing, joking and almost 
placing bets on whether the boat would sink on 
the first tack! As it happened we screamed off 
from the beach and the old dinghy skills were 
quickly revised. I threw in a few tacks and gybe’s 
and was amazed at the speed these things 
travelled at.  Within a few minute's the 
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for tack to the finish, on each tack we took the 
lead and then lost it on the next, the finish was 
so close and we missed winning by 2 seconds. 
The crowd on the cliff were ecstatic and a 
whole bunch of high five’s hit the air from the 
finish boat. Again that night was a party and a 
first class EI Cap style pizza and some 
"Somosa" was well deserved. We met up with 
Shaun O'brien, the owner of the "Tel Star" 
record company who was a friend of Johns 
and absolutely loaded. He was out here on a 
chartered Swan 60 and dishing out free 
cassette tapes to all. Debbie and Chris or 
"Barby and Ken" as we called them, from Yacht 
"Pelican" also joined us for dinner. They were a 
great couple from the USA and she was a dead 
ringer for Kim Basinger? People still think she 
is when I show them this photo. So I let them!

The other good thing was that they owned a 
pretty mean windsurfer and let me use it from 
time to time. The following day saw the last 
race and Easter Monday. 
The locals here celebrate it more than Xmas 
and go wild with the music and street party's. 
Just about all and sundry arrived on the beach 
to see the start and as usual our start was a 
flier. The winds were very light so we dumped 
all our ballast, and it was going to be a battle 
of the currents and local knowledge!
We did ok but it would of been nice to win it! 
But 2nd overall was not a bad effort and all of 
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While other boats sat in amazement we were 
off, trimmed in and on our way to the first mark. 
We rounded in first place then headed off round 
the reef and the run down to West Cay, we 
weren't sure how close we could sail to the rock 
so a few of local risked all and gained on us, 
about six boats had caught up and a 3 and a 
half mile gybing duel was about to begin. 
The boat by this time was rolling like a pig and 
the rig looked more like a Metronome! We all 
arrived at the next mark together and the locals 
were looking a little worried. The beat to the 
finish was around 5 miles, into big seas and 
current. John was bailing like hell as the waves 
broke on the bow. Alex was taking the full lot in 
the face while I was hanging onto the tiller like a 
Bull's horns. It was tack for tack with "Wendy" 
the past 3 year champion and Alec the skipper 
was enjoying every moment of it. The finish was 
in Admiralty Bay and there was a crowd of 
around 500 on top of the rocks. 
We crossed the line in 2nd place and I don't 
know who was more amazed, the local boats 
behind, or us! 
We sailed into the beach and there was crowd 
to congratulate us, It was like winning a Grand 
Prix or something and the atmosphere was 
electric. The following day saw a lot more wind. 
As we were preparing the boat we noticed that 
the locals were loading rocks and car inner 
tube's full of sand into their boats! "Easy Tiger" 
what's the game here? Apparently you need 
ballast in these things when the stronger winds 
blow to help keep the thing upright and in a 
straight line! We found some rocks and some 
local fishermen gave us a few sandbags. The call 
is that if the boat turns over you have to dump 
all the ballast otherwise you sink! Great! 
Another twist to it all and why not add a little 
more danger!
Race 2 was similar in many ways to the first, we 
got a flier from the beach and rounded in first 
place. The stronger wind seemed to suit us very 
well and it was all down to a tacking battle with 
Wendy. In true America's Cup fashion it was tack 
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April 18 and 7000 miles from home. 
My first job of the day was to enter two 
weypoints into the GPS!  The first being the 
Airport in St Lucia and the second the well 
known "Copper & Lumber Bar",  English 
Harbour Antigua!  We were on our way north 
and the anticipation of it all was too much for 
me to cope with. After an extremely boring 
motorsail from Bequia to St Lucia, we arrived 
with no vomit in the bay of the "Pitons", the 
first available stop on the West coast
of "St Almost There", is a bay between two 
massive volcanic lumps of mountain which 
resemble Rachel Welch laying in a bath!

 We anchored in the lee of the cleavage and I 
felt like an ant on the fastening strap of a front 
loading "Wonderbra". The heat and the view 
were amazing and so were my dreams that 
night! (Poor Lad)! Sian and Alex dropped by for 
dinner and I was the only one not to get 
ashore. The pure excitement of being "on 
heat" in this place was too much and an early 
night was preferred. 
There was another of those glitsey yank hotel 
complexes and at $600 US a night you were 
welcome to it!  What a rip off price to lay in a 
sauna for days on end with nothing but the 
pile of spotty jellyfish (and the dirty thoughts) 
to keep you company. I think you can tell I was 
not impressed and the call to leave at 8 the 
following morning was a welcome decision. 
Next stop "Marigot Harbour" a mere 2/3 hours 
motor up the coast but a delightful harbour 
where the British hid to out smart the Froggies 
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of us had not had so much fun in years! 
A nice meal on Blaze (on my own for a change) 
and a good chin wag with Sian before the prize 
giving. We returned on shore to find JW and Co 
in less than a good mood! He could not find the 
keys to the dinghy (because the were In my 
pocket) and had to row ashore. Nicki had 
electrocuted herself (nearly) on the waste 
disposal and Gums had the "Squits'" A Recipe 
for a disastrous evening once again I think. 

We arrived at the prize giving and just as we 
were due to collect our prize the heavens 
opened! The crowd ran for cover and I just stood 
in the rain laughing! This was one of those 
nights! I collected our prize which was a brown 
envelope! $420 EC!! The fishermen only race for 
money and it made me feel rather guilty about 
taking it off them and as we had so much fun  
we decided to give it to the owner of the boat 
and proud that he took it! 
They do say that Bequia can be more fun than 
Antiguia and so far we proved it can be! 
Well that was Bequia and after a very late night 
it was an early start for St Lucia via St Vincent 
and only 4 days to go before Tony arriving and 
the exit of Nicki and Monster Poo Poo or "Mega 
squirt" as it is at the moment! The latest news is 
that we are still off to Antigua! 
Tony and I by the way go back many years and 
we had a company together. As photographers 
we travelled the world and been buddies ever 
since. I am really looking forward to picking up 
the Handheal VHF he’s bringing me from the US.
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disbelieving final bite from a half eaten Pizza! 
These people don't want time on their own! 
Alone!  Without Me!  To say goodbye!  or 
whatever?? I won't see you for months 
Darling!!! Goodbye, and all that sort of thing! 
That was it and I was out of it, down to the "A" 
Pub for a game of pool and a Carib and let 
them get on with it. 
I nipped away early to pick up Tony from the 
airport. The ride across the Island was more 
than interesting as a rain shower on the 
mountain tested the tyres to the full!  How we 
stayed on the road I will never know but by 
then I seemed not to care. The driver was 
ltalian / Bequian? And was as "Rasta" as they 
come. What a combination! You could say he 
was a "Pasta Rasta" I suppose! Tony's flight was 
bang on time and boy was I pleased to see an 
old "bud". 
We chatted for a while in a bar and I was 
presented with my new "all singing, all danc-
ing handheld VHF".  The smallest ICOM 
(waterproof ) and half the cost anywhere else. 
The states are so cheap for this sort of thing 
and so I decided to treat myself! (Why not)? 
We arrived back in the marina and I was told 
that Tone couldn't stay on the boat until N&G 
had left the following morning. 

(Not even sleep on deck)!  So with tears and 
amazement we drove off into the sunset (by 
then) looking for a room or a place to stay. 
I managed to fix him up and a nice little black 
version of Annie Walton looked after his

PASSAGE Bequia - St Lucia

86

during the invasions. (Cool move)!  The trip up 
saw the capture of a large Tuna which was 
promptly given away to a local fisherman in a 
row boat that looked more in need of it than 
me! (Saves me cleaning the blood off My Decks)! 
We arrived to find a nice little bar/cafe called 
"Doolittles" and a bloke making hats and bowls 
from the local coconut leaves. 
This solved most of Nicki's "going home" (YES) 
presents, and I was awarded a trendy tropical 
trillby for my troubles. (Fits a treat but do I look 
like a tourist or what)? 

That night  Gumbs and I had a heart to heart 
and she told me how much she was going to 
miss me and that could I come to visit her when 
I get back home. Awwwwww! what a sweety. 
Gumbs and I had respect for each others space 
but she did trust me looking after her. secretly I 
will miss her in a way and just a shame she has 
such an AxxHole of a dad!
Well I disappeared off to the bar and gave JW 
the chance to start giving away a few 
goodbye's!  Wrong!  2 minutes later they were 
all in the same bar and it was another one of our 
little family "Get togethers". Oh well! I tried at 
least!  After a morning of phone calls to check 
flights etc: we were off to "Rodney Bay" and 
Nicki's final destination before the off! Tony was 
due in that following morning so I tried to keep 
clear and give as much space as possible. I was 
amazed when I returned to find "all" on deck, 
"cleaning" the boat and giving me a "where the 
f*** have you been look as I took and 
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very large Barracudas. (God those things are 
ugly). No one could be bothered to cook them 
so we decided to sell them off in Martinique. 
We arrived around sunset and were greeted 
first by a rain storm and then a shower of black 
ash! The locals must of been burning off cane 
in the fields or something as to my delight the 
decks were black as hell and great lumps of 
the stuff was drifting into the hatches and 
settling on the upholstery. I have passed 
caring now and the only thing to do was to 
lock up and get ashore as soon as possible. 
As this place was owned by the French and we 
were only spending the night there we didn't 
bother checking in. The hassle of all that was 
just not worth it and anyway the French took it 
from us in the first place! 
Armed with 2 fishes and no French francs we 
scouted for a bar. Eventually we found a mug 
with passion for "Barry's" and palmed them off 
for the grand total of l00ff. The problem was 
that the 3 beers we ordered came to 120ff and 
it took a lot of persuasion to get a discount! 
I ask you £5 nearly a beer!  Who do these frogs 
think they are? Of all the Islands so far this one 
is the worst. You may as well be in St Tropez, 
not a black local in sight and full of modem 
shops and glitzy restaurants. 
The people are darned right rude and the 
refuse to speak English, the women walk 
around as if they have a toffee up their 
backsides and all supporting a snappy dog 
under their hairy armpits! They play all western 
music and not a Soca or Carib in sight. They do 
not deserve to have an Island out here and it 
will be a long long time before EI Cap comes 
back for sure! 
About an hour later we found a "Hole in the 
wall" and all drew out enough money for a few 
drinks, We were directed to the yacht bar and 
found the French Yachties worst than the staff! 
We ordered the booze and I stood there with a 
half empty glass of very expensive froth 
glaring at people and speaking very loudly in 
English to all that walked by, while John and 
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needs! (With breakfast of course). We did keep 
well away that night as Tony was obviously not 
welcome and I just about woke up in time to see 
the departure of crew list no: 3&4. There was a 
sad goodbye from Gums as she gave me the 

only big hug I have had since Xmas, and I think 
she really meant it! In a way I will miss her and 
her funny ways but God was it a relief to think 
we could now go where we wanted, when we 
wanted and not have to worry about the odd 
wave or wind over 5 knots! Yipeeeeeeeeeee! 
Freeeeeedom at last!  
Next stop Antigua via a quick detour to 
Dominica. The following morning we were on 
the ball and away quicker than a frightened 
flying fish, through the narrow Rodney bay 
passage and then up with the spinnaker. The 
trip across was a little rough, but not as rough as 
the look on Tonys face! He was a little green to 
say the least so I put him on the wheel and set 
up the fishing gear to take his mind off things.

 Within a few minutes we were into a couple of 
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camera clicking Yank tourists from a local 
cruise ship. It was our cue to leave but it was 
more than amusing to see them getting boiled 
alive while being nipped in the nuts by the 
unamused crustation natives!
Time was running short so after a quick breeze 
round the town and a Roti lunch it was back to 
the boat and a B line for Antigua.
I planned it as an overnight trip and to arrive 
in English Harbour at sunrise. The trip across 
was a good one, plenty of wind and a calm sea 
so we arrived a little early. 
John didn't want to risk entering in darkness 
even though the entrance is lit up more than 
Wembley Stadium on cup final night! So we 
sat around for 2 hours and drifted along with 
the current. Finally we arrived and all hit the 

pit for a few hours while JW checked us in and 
cooked breakfast. 
                              **PARTY TIME** 
had arrived and a well deserved sailing free 
week for me was going to go down a treat! 
(So I thought)! It was my intention to have 
some time ashore and maybe do one or two 
races on a local boat if I felt up to it. John had 
invited himself onto Maximizer and was given 
a job as a "Winch Monkey" and extra ballast! 
They went off race training while Tony and I hit 
the "Dock Bar and Grill" for lunch. 
All was going well until Rick Cunningham from 
a Barbados boat called "Mithrandir" came over 
for a chat. I met him at the Barbados Regatta 
and he was on the hunt for crew. His boat is a 
quick one and they had just won the St Martin 
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Tony got into a row with the barman over 
prices! Suddenly they walked out and I followed. 
As I left I was grabbed by the neck by a poncey 
little frog security guard! Apparently John had 
left without paying the bill and they were 
already way up the street! So with about 2 
francs in my pocket and no chance of escape I 
argued with this guy and found out he could 
speak English after all. After 10 minutes Tony 
arrived back and bailed me out with his Visa 
card (thank God) and we legged it back to the 
boat. When we arrived the boat was looking 
more like a Barbecue than ever and I had had 
enough! As morning broke we saluted the locals 
(V) and set sail for Dominica. 
I took down the French courtesy flag and float 
tested it while Tony made breakfast. The sail to 
Dominica took most of the day and we arrived 
just in time to witness a stunning sunset. 
John wanted a tour of the island so it was all 
ashore to the Anchorage Hotel to organise a taxi 
for early the following morning. 
Ronnie the cabbie pitched up around 7am and 
for $20US we were on our way to yet another 
waterfall and tropical forest. I think: JW was a 
little envious of my Grenada tour and wanted to 
do the same but this time without dragging a 
juice starved kid and a disinterested wife in tow! 
The hike to "Trafalgar Falls" was a long one and 
tony was beginning to suffer from the heat and 
humidity. (Well there was snow on the ground 
when he left the States)! After 2 hours of rock 
climbing and fighting through the undergrowth 
we arrived at the base of two falls, strangely 
enough, one cold, one HOT! The hot one was 
fed from the boiling pool of an active volcano 
and if you got it right and stood in the right 
place the two falls mixed together to form the 
power fullest warm water shower in the 
Caribbean. The only thing you had to watch out 
for was the giant Crab's that were lurking under 
the rocks, waiting for something to chew on! 
We sat in the shower for around an hour and 
then into the cold pool for a refreshing dip 
before we were suddenly joined by a hoard of 
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again getting one over the owner! The second 
race was just as good for us but not so good 
for our Mast Woman! She took a tumble on a 
spinnaker drop and straddled a stanchion! 

Now for a bloke that would of been the end, 
but she soldiered on and didn't realise the 
extent of the damage! Bleeding badly and not 
much any man could help with, she opted for 
pain killers and to sort herself out down below 
until the finish. (Poor Girl). I did offer some 
"Third Aid" but was more use on the bow 
apparently! We won that race in the end and a 
kind owner from the "Fling" rushed our Mast 
women to the local hospital to show her "the 
ropes", so to speak. She was ok after 3 stitches 
but not in any condition to except a mast! 
For a few weeks!  More celebration and 
Mithrandir was now local knowledge.
The races in Antigua take you all over the 
island and it becomes a pain in the ass taxi 
riding your way back and forth at rip off prices. 
God they sure know how to charge and the 
price of food/drinks, double or even triple on 
race week. 
They spread it around to give the whole island 
a chance to "Cash In" but what a rip off! Most 
of the local people here are doped up to the 
eyeballs on dope and crack, there is a very 
strange atmosphere and you learn very 
quickly not to trust anyone! (Not what it's 
"Cracked" up to be)! You could say. The third 
race saw "Desperado" (Swan 77) sitting on a 
reef for most of it with a very embarrassed 
crew hiked out on the boom! The biggest 
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the St Martin races so stood a good chance 
overall in Antigua. Somehow I found myself 
getting dragged in and to top the lot ended up 
back as a "Bowman". Oh well, let's give it a go 
I thought, at least for the first race. That evening 
was the Mount Gay party night and I met up 
again with Peter Marshal (managing director) 
who we got to know so well in Barbados. 
For my troubles I ended up with 2 hats and a 
new T-shirt! (That makes about 50 since the UK). 
A normal Rum Bash was had by all and a built in 
hangover for the first race! Tony was away that 
morning so a few goodbye's and a Taxi for him. 
As I wondered around the Rum Tent, all the old 
faces from Hamble started to appear! 
Guy Brown, (Ex K&Q), Tim, Sian, Alex, Pam Hale, 
looking as glam as ever and who is now living in 
Antigua, Ian the builder, Matt, Mark, Don, Steve, 
and Colin from "Dolphin and Youth". Jawsie from 
Enza, Shag and Standbridge, and around 1000 
more. In fact the whole of Hamble was there 
except Annie and the Flooze! What more can I 
say than "Oh no! It's going to be one of those 
weeks". The following day was spent preparing 
for racing and doing all the jobs on SWG that 
should of been sorted, ie: the fridges, generator 
and finding crew for the trip to Tobago and 
Trinidad. I put various notices up at the 
committee desk but without much in the way of 
luck. John said that It would be no problem for 
me to take the boat "single handed" with him 
sleeping of course, the whole 400 miles and that 
way at least he would not have to pay for 
anyone's food ect: (Tight Git)! I said that I would 
continue to look and that was that. 
The following day saw the first race and it 
started at some stupid time in the morning like 
8 am! We got a cracking start and sailed very 
well. So well in fact that we finished 1st in our 
class and fleet overall! (240 Boats)! In fact we did 
finish on corrected time 20 minutes in front of 
"Highland Fling". So feeling more than a little 
chuffed we strutted around that evening and 
occasionally asked John how he did! (5th in 
class, (out of 7) 123rd overall)!! Ha! EI Cap once 
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experienced sailor with an air ticket and 
looking to travel around Venezuela and up the 
Orinoco river. The trip to Tobago and Trinidad 
via a fuel stop in St Lucia seemed to tie in just 
fine. We headed down to G&T's beach to join 
in the festivities and were greeted by a fine 
selection of boobs, fresh from the wet T-shirt 
competition! Nice One Steve would have loved 
it! (Easy Tiger). I sat and watched the beer 
drinking games and wondered "Why do 
people make such prats of themselves". 
Still I suppose another opportunity for the 
locals to rip off the yachties and some people 
seemed to be enjoying it. I met up with a few 
old buddies, including Sian and Alex and then 
Sam from Maximizer pitched up with 2 blonde 
Swedish girls and a smile! These two Skandie-
hoolies were looking for a ride to Trinidad! 
Hang On!!!  Did they say Trinidad......**** Well! 
That's a bit of luck I thought, bumping into me. 
I stated to chuckle to myself as the thought of 
two 25 year old Swedish Aupairs on the same 
boat would cause more than a few raised 
eyebrows!  Well I chatted to them for a while 
and thought John is going to love this one, but 
we do need the crew!  Would the readers at 

home ever forgive me if I offered them the 
job!??? (Well one reader anyway). Not being 
the person on the boat that has any say, I said I 
would have to speak to the owner.
The rest of that day was spent buying 
overpriced T -Sheets and generally "taking it 
easy".  The party that night was held in a night 
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mistake was made when the skipper took a line 
from a fishing boat which ended up as a 
$750,000 writ on the mast for salvage. (Will that 
teach him to read his "Lloyd's open agreement 
or what)!  We had a close race with a Sigma 38 
and things ended a tight as Carolines knickers at 
a university orgie! 2 Races to go and 4 points in 
it. Next came the "Lay Day" but for me, more like 
a work day on Gypsy to keep the boss happy! I 
woke early and assumed John was still asleep, 
and I crept around the boat like a church mouse 
trying to get all the jobs done! After a while a 
guy called Mike from the US turned up in a 
dinghy and having read my plea for crew had 
come over to check out the situation. 
I talked to him for a while and he seemed very 
interested to join us. It was at that time I 
thought JW should at least meet the guy, so I 
dared to wake him up!  There was no response 
from his cabin so I investigated further to find 
out that he was not even on board! Had he left 
early, or just not arrived back yet. I told Mike to 
give me an hour to hoover and collect a gas 
refill and I would meet him in the "Limeys" bar 
for a coffee. 
I hurried through the chores of the day and 
sped ashore in the dinghy. We sat there chatting 
in the bar for a while before being rudely 
interrupted by a certain P***ed person wrapped 
in a torn beer soaked "Maximizer" T-Shirt! 
Well .. I said, Mike, "Meet the Owner"! He stood 
up and tried to shake John's already shaking 
hand and was told to come back later. 
I ask you, he had been out partying all night and 
I wonder what his wife would of thought! I was 
instructed to take him back to the boat and 
then told to leave him to sleep all day and go 
and loose myself at the Lay Day party. 
Well! I wasn't going to argue with that, so 
equipped with full party kit I was off quicker 
than the top from a cold Carib bottle. I met up 
with Mike for a quick lunch and he explained 
how he owned a Ski Bus company in Teluride 
(Very useful I thought) He's just got the crew job 
in one!  As it turned out he was a fairly 
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Sigmas. The final results hit the board around 
6pm and there it was. 1st in Class, (45 boats). 
2nd overall, (240), Beaten only by 12 seconds 
by the Sigma. 1st Caribbean boat, and 1st in 
over 10 year old class. Not bad for a bunch of 
old timers and a very happy owner. That 
evening we were bought dinner and partied 
all night nearly. John shot off with the Maxi-
mizer crowd and thank god we didn't see him 
all evening. The morning started around 11 
with both of us staring through red eyes at 4 
pieces of burnt toast that some how found 
themselves onto the table. Hungover was not 
the word and we still had to attend the 
presentation that evening! $30 US a ticket and 
Blazer compulsory! Luckily I still had mine on
the boat but for some reason John wasn't 
going! Was it the $30 or because his boat had 
no prizes to pick up? Either way it made a 
change not to have him around especially as it 
was a FREE bar and you can imagine what that 
would of lead to! 
The afternoon was spent watching "Big Fat 
Dennis" making the most expensive mistake in 
trying to beat the Kiwi's in the America’s Cup. 
The bar was packed and there was more noise 
than at the world cup. There was no way I 
would of been an American, sat there as the 
Kiwi's crossed the line for the first time. I am so 
glad that cup has found it's way to a proper 
sailing country at last.
The presentation was held on the top of a hill 
that I can't remember, (nice view though). I 
met a English Photographer that wants to buy 
all my old stuff so that will be a nice little 
bonus when I get back! The free drinks started 
to flow and as more and more people arrived, 
the more difficult it was to get one. There was 
only one solution and EI Cap found himself 
behind the bar in no time. 
Serving quicker than anyone it was, one for 
you, one for me,  so it was jacket off and 
sleeves rolled up and Caraline would of been 
pulling her hair out at the sight of me pulling 
these beers!! 
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called “Abracadabra's". In true Antigua fashion it 
ended abruptly when a local Munt arrived 
waving a shotgun and firing 2 shots into the air! 
(Where are we Miami)? Well that was the end of 
that evening and lucky to be alive I returned to 
the boat for safe keeping. If I go there again it 
would be a "Shot in the dark" decision! 
The race the following morning was a long one 
to Jolly Harbour. We raced well and ended up 
1st in class again. I could not be bothered to get 
a taxi back to the boat so I crashed out on 
Mithrandir that night. The only reason to go 
back was to run the fridges down and check 
things over, I also thought that it was time for 
John to do the honours for a change! 
Well waking up with a sore head and a sore 
neck after 4 hours sleep on a sailbag I staggered 
over the road for some brecky. 
My morning was made more interesting by the 
arrival of Sheena from the Dive shop in Tobago!

She was looking for a ride to England or the 
med so I advised her to join the 300 others 
already in the cue. She's turned out to be a real 
laugh and spent most of my breakfast time 
telling me how she hated the Antigians and 
hyped up regattas. We met up again that 
evening and a meal out in a proper restaurant 
was on the cards and a few nightcaps to follow. 
Assume what you will after that!  
Anyway the time arrived for the start of the last 
race and it all hinged on it! It was a long beat 
back to English Harbour and not the sort of 
course that suited us. We finished in good time 
and knew it would be a close thing with the 
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the plan's. (So you see it wasn't "My" choice). 
So Mike, Asa, & Pernilla joined the crew list and 
they are all very nice people. The girls are a 
little Chunky but very efficient and good 
sailors. Mike the yank is a bit of a dim wit and 
doesn't arf ask some stupid questions! 
Anyway at least it meant that we could have a 
decent watch system and EI Cap could get his 
beauty sleep for a change! The rest of the day 
was spent getting the boat ready for the next 
delivery and the cleaning that goes with it . 
There is a tradition in Antigua that the place to 
Lime and have Sunday Sun downer's is Shirley 
Heights. Another one of these hills with a view 
over English Harbour and Falmouth Bay. 
Live Pan and hot Roti, a Carib and 2 Swedish 
girls in tow what more could a man ask!?? 
(Easy Tiger)! Except that is to meet up with the 
ever bubbly Pam Hale from Hamble! She is 
now living and working there and returning to 
the UK shortly to sell up and get the hell out! 
We had a few drinks together and a good 
opportunity to catch up on all the latest 
gossip. Feeling a little rougher than Velcro it 
was time to hit the bus and head back. 
An early night was needed for a change and 
we had decided to head off south again the 
following morning. 
It was at this stage that I found out that the 
yank in the bunk above me, snored louder 
than a beached Walrus with toothache and 
despite me beating on the bottom of his bunk 
every 20 seconds, kept me and the rest of the 
crew awake for most of the night. There was 
defiantly going to be a snappy bit of watch 
keeping and designed in a way that kept him 
on deck while I was off watch!
The next morning the Skandies had breakfast 
on the table and the boat clean and ready to 
go! (Even JW was impressed). After walking 
around the Island looking for a shower that 
worked it was time to leave and head to St 
Lucia for fuel. With 2 days of wind on the nose 
and motor sailing, Swedish meatballs and 
never ending cups of tea we arrived in Rodney 
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Finally I was called away as it was time to 
stagger up the podium and collect the prizes. 
So Jacket on, tie straight and ready to collect 
the pots. We did pretty well considering the 
crew were thrown together for the first time and 
a big photo shoot ended the evening. 

Rick and the crew were bubbling with pride like 
the champaign in the glasses and it’s good to 
have such a string of Antiguia race wins to put 
on your CV as well as the T-shirts to go with it.
So with the presentations done it was back to 
SWG for drinks and a party, it’s gonna be a ball. 

Well it was a ball and waking up to a boat full of 
girls was an added bonus and to help with the 
cleanup and breakfast. I have no Idea how Anika 
made it into my bunk as I woke up on deck 2 of 
the other crew from Mithrandia . Mmmm..  
The following morning John mentioned the 
crew situation and it was time to get his 
reaction. By my utter amazement he wanted all 
3 and arranged a Brunch, so to meet and discuss 



 

      

    

 

El’Capitino Log
I said, "Nothing" was the reply!  Why is the 
engine off I asked. Because, he said, "I bought 
a boat so I could go sailing, I'm not sitting here 
listening to that bl***y engine anymore", (The 
guys mad). But John there's no wind and we 
are only doing 1.4 knots over the ground! I 
don't care he said, we are sailing the rest of the 
way and that’s final! Now, with 200 or so miles 
to go, at this speed we would probably arrive 
around Christmas, and be very hungry. 
What a Pri*k. I then told him that if he had 
bought a "Sailing Boat" in the first place, and 
not a heavy over built gadget bucket, with 
sails like a 25 year old Duvet Cover it would be 
a feasible idea, but unless we use this engine 
now, his skipper and crew would launch the 
dinghy and see him there! 

There was no way he was going to give in and 
insisted on sitting there for the next 8 hours 
on the wheel waiting for wind or a miracle. 
I had to laugh, what was the guy on? After a 
while and questions from all like, why have we 
been overtaken by a Turtle? I had had enough. 
I returned to my pit to cool down and cool 
down I did. I was laying there with the hatch 
open and he steered us into a freak wave. 
Without a word of warning 50 gallons of salt 
water came down the hatch and soaked me, 
my bed, and one of the Panthers. That was it, 
I was not in the mood to laugh or be polite.
With a spiel about his steering and a longer 
one about this stupid decision, I summed it all 
up with a creative string of short 4 letter 
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Bay around 10pm. The trip through the channel 
was an interesting one and made even more so 
when all the navigation lights go out on your 
boat!  Just what you need, but we arrived ok 
and time to hit the local "A Pub" bar for a night 
cap. Mike and I were the only ones to go as 
everyone else was too tired. After giving him a 
good thrashing on the Pool Table and finding 
out that Dennis was now 3 races down we hit 
the local Piton Beer before arriving back to join 
the others. This time Mike slept in the saloon 
but I could feel the snoring vibrations still 
travelling through the wood work like a Jew's 
Harp! The only solution was to put on my 
walkman and an hour of Trini soca did the trick. 
The following day we tried to check in with 
immigration but they were all on strike. 
The only way to buy duty free fuel is to have exit 
papers so most of the morning was spent 
forging the documentation. 
Well it worked and we set off for the jetty. 
Fuelled up we retuned to the marina and I took 
all the crew on a EI Cap shopping tour of 
Castries, while John made calls and sent faxes. 
I spent around 2 hours trying to find another 
bl**dy ink cartridge for my printer. With no luck 
it will just have to wait until Trinidad until the 
next publication of the log can be sent! (Sorry 
about that). There was some success in the day 
by finding a KFC and picking up some real fresh 
fruit. So back to the boat and a pizza in Joes. 
John told all that they had to contribute 
towards the food and drink, so embarrassingly 
he took their money and sat there with a sickly 
proud look on his face. (He really is a Sh*t).
The following day saw our departure to Tobago 
and some very light winds. We motored all day 
and John was getting more and more frustrated 
with having to use the engine. 
Then it was his watch and I hit my pit. About 10 
minutes later the engine was shut off and I 
thought we had a problem. I waited a few 
minutes for someone to tell me the bad news 
but it never happened! The suspense was too 
much and I went back on deck. "What's up" 
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constructed from scaffolding and the odd 
plank and designed especially for the regatta.
We dropped the dinghy down and John and I 
motored round to suss out the situation! 
Basically there was nowhere to land, so I 
suggested the obvious like move to Pigeon 
Point where we knew there was no swell and a 
proper jetty. John ummed and ah'd until it was 
nearly dark and then came out with one of his 
usual f**k wit comments. "No I think we will 
stay here until the morning and have a nice 
little quiet evening on the boat". 
Well can you imagine how that one went 
down! After 2 days of watching him make a 
plonker of himself trying desperately to prove 
that he had total control of everyone's lives, he 
now expected us all to sit there and act like 
luvey dovey friends of his, while being 
entertained by his pathetic attitude and 
behaviour. He made it positively clear that 
under NO circumstances was anyone going to 
use HIS precious dinghy to go ashore and have 
a good time. Especially Pigion Points bar. 

There was grave suspicion that he possessed 
something more than tobacco to put into a 
cigarette! ** In other words it looked as if his 
evening was sorted and we were the one's 
that would have to sit and watch his childish 2 
year old mental mind which was now even 
more warped than ever and look wonderfully 
amused. "I THINK NOT'"  His next offer was to 
cook a wonderful selection of fried rice for all 
to enjoy and pour out large rum and cokes to
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words. The others looked in amazement as he 
suddenly realised I was right and the engine 
was back on. Now travelling around 7 knots I 
was able to work out a plan that would get us to 
Tobago by sunset the following day! 
The Autohelm was back on and so was the 
kettle. More Swedish meatballs and bowl of 
mixed fruit topped the evening meal off to a 
tee!  The next morning I was on the Sunrise 
watch and time for a bit of fishing. Pernilla said 
she would cook what we caught, so over the 
side with the gear. Around a half an hour later 
we had hooked a biggie! I stated to reel it in and 
got it to the back of the boat. It was a nice sized 
Bonito. Just as I was calling for the gaff there 
was a tremendous splash and the water turned 
white for a second. When the panic was over, so 
was our lunch! All that was left was a head and 
amazing glazed look on my face. 
Something a little bigger than what we caught, 
took a fancy to it and I couldn't argue with it! 
Shark or maybe Barracuda, who will ever know. 
Pernella then amazed me as I threw what was 
left over the side. "Why did you do that" she 
asked? It could of made a nice soup" I may not 
be a "head" of this food lark but no way was I 
going to eat boiled eye's! Yuk! Finally Tobago hit 
the horizon and so did the rain. John and Mike 
were on watch standing like a pair of Gene 
Kelly's taking advantage of the fresh water and 
cooling rain. 
As we approached Store bay we passed Pigeon 
Point,  We all assumed that we were going to 
anchor off our usual place and head strait for 
the bar and the beach! Wrong! JW had made the 
decision to anchor in Store Bay and Join the 
sparse selection of local race boats that had 
gathered for the forth coming regatta. 
We anchored up and there was quite a swell in 
the bay. Pigeon Pont would of been a far better 
choice especially as the only place to land 
ashore was small strip of beach with Hawaii 
style 50 ft waves crashing through the rocks and 
smashing peoples dinghies to matchwood! The 
other option of course was the makeshift pier 
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who owned the boat, I had the pleasure of 
running him ashore as the swell had died 
down enough during the night to do so. 
The first thing to do was to clear into 
immigration and find Mike. Unknown to all, 
Mike had got a lift ashore, arranged himself a 
car and air conditioned apartment for the 
night. For some unknown reason he had had 
enough of SWG and made his own plan to 
leave the boat straight away. (I just can't 
understand why)!  The next decision over the 
VHF was that we were now moving the boat to 
Pigeon but as JW could not trust me to move 
the boat all of 300 yards It was back again to 
the shore and pick him up. 

We were greeted to the news that an urgent 
fax was waiting for him at Customs to inform 
him of a meeting he had to attend in Paris on 
the 19th. 
This meant that we would have to leave after 3 
days and make a B-line for Trinidad! Oh well 
there went Tobago Race Week!  We finally got 
ashore at Pigeon, and a relaxing day on the 
beach was had by all. Mike had pitched up to 
remove his stuff from the boat but in true 
Wilson style John made him wait 2 hours 
before running him back to the boat. 
That evening saw the run up to the regatta 
party and a few drinks were had in the tent. 
Following that came an interesting game of 
Domino's with the Bajan yachties followed by 
a p**s up in the "Peacock Mill restaurant. 
By that time we were all a little merry to say 
the least and opted for a night out in
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try and create a cozy little evening, only to be 
controlled by him alone, "His Way"! Our blondie 
friends from 60 degrees North in the forepeak, 
wished that they were 6O N, and having their 
own fun elsewhere, while EI Cap was wishing he 
was in hell so that he would of been having a 
better time. BUT Mike the creep, was actually 
being slowly sucked in by the offer being fed for 
the first time on the trip and getting his sniff of 
the action! That was it! Raging mad, I ran 
through my by now usual routine of testing the 
strength of every door hinge on the boat, as I 
slammed my way back to my pit. There were 
offers of food and Rum spoken through the 
woodwork but I chose to ignore them. The girls 
had the same idea as well and I think that 
someone understood our silent protest.
After a while and obviously after at least one 
joint, the smell of burning rice was drifting 
through the boat. Closely followed by the sound 
of shattering glass as a partly demented owner 
tried to use a full bottle of Mount Gay as a 
makeshift ice pick! Even Sharon Stone would 
not have been that thick! 5 kilo's of solid ice is a 
little harder than glass, but as he was the owner, 
he was now the proud owner of the largest Rum 
on the Rocks in Tobago. Only one problem 
remained and that was that he was going to 
have to drink it from the sink and the floor. 
After an hour of picking up glass and mopping 
up his mess the girls and I sat in the saloon 
reading Tarot cards and looking for a life, while 
he and Mike returned on deck to mess their 
brains up even more! 
Eventually I came to the impression that we 
were stuck on this boat for the evening and that 
was that. The only thing left to do was to sleep it 
away and see what the morning had to offer. 
The following morning saw a violently hung 
over owner and the disappearance of Mike! 
He must of got ashore somehow and John was 
not impressed. He was even less impressed that 
there was no bread and no cold water in the 
cool box to sooth his shrunken dehydrated 
brain. After a formal lecture and reminder of 
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decided to stay on the Island and we arranged 
to meet up with him in Trinidad, “after" the 
departure of John. 
He said his reason to stay was simple, At 45 
years old be was quiet old enough to look 
after himself and not be told What to do, and 
when, by an owner 5 years junior! (Didn't take 
him long, Did it)! 

Well with only a long day sail to go it wasn't as 
if we had lost our mast, so we set off down 
wind to Carnival land once again! This time 
there was no questions about the engine 
being used as all that interested John was to 
get to Trinidad and the first flight out. The trip 
down was a boring one, a little bit of wind, 
autohelm on, and everyone sitting around 
reading books. Somehow you could sense that 
the whole trip was coming to an end as my 
enthusiasm was falling quicker than local rain. 
I sat right on the Pulpit for a while, staring out 
across the sea and thinking of some memories 
and moments of this epic trip. 
Suddenly a very large black shape and a huge 
fin slowly drifted across the bow, missing the 
boat by a matter of feet. I leaped to my feet 
and screamed at the others. It was a extremely 
large Humpback whale, (I think), well over 40 
feet in length and moving so gracefully 
though the water, it almost looked like a 
partially submerged submarine and was 
certainly the closest I have ever been to the 
real thing. It soon dived down and 
disappeared and that was the last we saw of it, 
there are apparently a lot of these things 
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"The Starting Gate" Tobago's answer to 
Stringfellows is a natty little club that decorates 
you with a cute little horse tattoo on entry. 
By this stage somehow I seemed to have 
collected enough horses to re run the National 
but don't ask me how!  We limed and Wined the 
night away and after a epic drive home and 
even more interesting dinghy ride, somehow 
we arrived on the boat. As it was so hot I opted 
to crash out on the deck, in the cool and 
wedged up against a guard rail, I lay until I was 
woken up around 11. With the sun already high 
in the sky and baking hot, I must say it was the 
first time I had got a sun tan while still asleep! 
(People always said I was "Hot in Bed"). Easy.. 
After a very, very lazy day and a quick scan of 
the beach it was back to the boat sundowners 
and then ashore for dinner and the opening 
party for the racers. 
Steel band, burgers, loads of people and beer. I 
met up with a crowd of Trini's, Bajans, Bequian's 
and locals, and a good evening was had by all. 
The entire event was sponsored by Angostura 
Rum and unlike our old friends Mount Gay, 
there wasn't a sniff of free rum, OR a cap and 
T-shirt on the Island. However, you know me 
well enough by now and I just happened to 
know one of the organisers and ended up with 
a Angostura Yachting World Polo shirt for my 
effort! (I think I now have more polo shirts than 
Prince Charles). To top the evening off, a brief 
visit to "Sunday School”.  This is a local area full 
of very local locals. Loud local music, local Rom, 
and crazy local people. The sort of local area 
that you can regret being in unless you know 
what your doing, otherwise you could end up 
under "Local Anaesthetic!  Blonde skandies are 
an amusing feature in an area such as this, 
(White meat, Good to eat). After a while we met 
up with a few shady people and thought it best 
to leave while the going was good. One thing 
that I have learnt in the West Indies is never 
overstay you welcome! We were leaving the 
following day so we didn't over do it and this 
time returned sober to the boat. Mike had 
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into the action. They are looking now for a 
boat to take them to South America and John 
agreed to let them stay on the boat until then, 
providing they worked for 4 hours a day 
cleaning and getting things done for the 
lay-up. That evening was a late one and a few 
friends came back to the boat for a nightcap. 
The next day was going to be a long one, 
cleaning and washing the boat prior to the lift 
out. All the jobs could have been done in 2 
days but we kept busy and made it look as if 
the owner was getting his moneys worth. 
JW hired a car and raced into town to organise 
his flight and get the necessary paperwork 
done. He returned with the tickets and one for 
me.  A RETURN to Trinidad. 2nd June out, 1st 
October in. It would have been nice for him to 
ask if I wanted to return but in his normal way 
just did it his way! 
That evening we had a bit of a chat and he 
assumed that I was going to leave here, kick 
around (unpaid) for 4 months in the UK and 
then return to supervise all the refit and work, 
to get the boat up and running and ready to 
sail. Huh!! No sign of any incentive or major 
increase in salary! We will see! Finally the day 
came and he was due to leave around noon. 
The first job was to lift the boat out of the 

water and get it positioned in a prime spot 
ashore. It was due to come out at 8 but ended 
up nearer 11 due to Trinidad timing! So it 
wasn't surprising that just about everything 
was left to me. 12 o'clock came and the 
fanfare's started to ring out all over the 
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around here and a huge amount of other large 
fish that can be seen. Well with that little 
episode over we rounded Galleon point and 
passed through the gap between Trinidad and 
Venezuela. There was a strange look on John's 
face and I think a lot of emotion tied up in there 
somewhere. 
His trip was coming to an end and probably our 
last sail together!  We arrived back at 
Powerboats and there was only one available 
space on the jetty. It was going to be tight and 
with 10 knots of cross wind, time for a last 
disaster!  You can only come in "Bow to" which 
means laying out a kedge anchor and praying 
that nothing goes wrong!  We came in and I 
jumped ashore with the bow lines. There are no 
cleats to tie off on which means fumbling with a 
bowline between the boards of the pontoon. I 
was starting to panic as the wind caught the 
bow and was slowly pushing us up against the 
next boat. In the middle of all this there was a 
very loud American voice from another boat 
which said "God that's an Ugly boat, Jesus what 
an ugly boat". " I fact your an ugly man, a very 
ugly man". Well as you can imagine that's the 
last thing you need when you hanging on to bar 
tight line and 27 tons of Gelcoat! I could not 
believe it, who was this guy? and wait till I get 
my hands free! I took a second glance and 
discovered it was Barby's husband "Ken" from 
Bequia!  Bas***d.  What a wind up!  Well we had 
a laugh about it and it was great to see them 
again. Eventually they gave us a hand and we 
were in. Instruments off for the final time and 
the log book filled in. "That's that I suppose, 
"Job Done" .... 6882.5 Nautical Miles in total.

First stop for John was the office, first stop for us 
was the "Lifeline Bar"! We made our entrance 
and were greeted as if we had never left. All the 
same faces and the same cheap prices. I 
scanned around the bar and seemed to know 
everyone, some things never change and this 
place is one of them. Very soon the Caribs were 
flowing Carnival fashion and the skandie's were 
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someone (his new skipper) amused. Like the 
odd fuse and trip switch than you can't see, 
but will bring the whole boat to a standstill! 
(Would I be so cruel)? Not worth the hassle but 
a great idea!
The following day saw the start of the 
weekend and I was determined to make my 
first weekend off since Christmas! It started at 
5am by watching the F.A. Cup. It seemed 
strange sitting in Lifeline with cup of coffee 
and watching live UK football, but what the 
hell. A good game and a good crowd. Around 
10.30 they started to come round with buckets 
of beer and chicken wings, and that I'm afraid 
was the end of that day, especially when it was 
made worst by the arrival of "Snake and Skull". 
2 guys from the south that I met at Carnival, 

who knew JW very well and drove all the way 
up to see him. They came bearing gifts of Roti 
and local moonshine rum, fresh Mango and 
steel pan drum. Oh God! what a day, especially 
as it ended at the Pier 1 night club and lime 
and wine at St James around 3am. Trini's only 
know one thing and that's how to party. 24 
hours a day, 365 days a year. How they ever 
drove the 60 odd miles back home I will never 
know!
I was not in a rush to wake up the next 
morning and still in the football mood found 
out that there was a game in the Port of Spain 
stadium. Trinidad versus Aston Villa! (Who are 
they)? 12 of us from the yard decided to go 
and grabbed a local maxi taxi. £2 a ticket and 
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the Port of Spain. The time had suddenly come 
and all that remained was to shake hands and 
say goodbye! No thank you’s No bonus, No well 
done's, just don't do's and don't forget's! 
And "a see you in England". The car door closed 
and he sped off down the boat yard. From then 
on it was "down tools" and time to relax. I sat in 
lifeline with a beer thought about the past year, 
then started to rethink my life. A few phone calls 
home and a long chat to the Flooze. The next 
main thing to do was to call Chris Shave, the 
guy with the 60 footer that I met in Gibraltar 
and Bequia. I am going to have to work 
somewhere so at least I had my first contact. I 
was amazed to find him in and on the other end 
of the phone on the first attempt. He was so 
pleased to hear from me and as soon as I told 
him I had no further real commitment to SWG 
he arranged a meeting for the day after I arrive 
home! (Not bad I thought). His boat "Mystique" 
is sitting in the west coast of America at the 
moment and he is planning to cruise round for a 
while starting the end of June. The great thing 
about him is that he only uses the boat about 2 
weeks in 6 and needs someone to run and 
deliver it to where ever! More style, more money 
and he really is a nice bloke as well. 
He sounds more than keen for me to run it and 
sounds like a quick meeting in the UK is all that 
it will take. JW has no idea about all this yet and 
it will be a cracker when he finds out. If he wants 
to know why, I may just give him a copy of the El 
Cap to digest and he can read for himself. 
The main problem he will face is, seeing how I 
am the one who is taking everything apart right 
now, who is he going to find to put it all back 
together again?  And of course how much will it 
cost him? I know this boat better than anyone 
and if he wants to pay me more than a few 
thousand to spend 2 weeks here to do it, then 
maybe he may have a deal. 
I'm sure I could get the time off somehow! 
Depending on the scene when I reach the UK 
(and if I get a good reference and a large bonus) 
I may or may not find a few things to keep 
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us and the guy's I have employed to scrape off 
the antifowl and sand the decks. They charge 
around £7.50 a day! Yes, a Day, and work from 
7.3Oam till 5. (Madness)! It also saw a power 
cut so food had to be cooked on the boat for a 
change and by now most of the main jobs had 
been done and it was looking to be an easy 
remaining 10 days. 
At this stage I thought it was about time that I 
called JW and tell him that his boat was burnt 
to the ground. Just a joke but I did think of 
doing it to see what he would do! One of the 
main reasons for the call was to let him know 
how much he owes me and drop subtle hints 
about dropping a large tip into my account. 
(No chance). I told him that things were ahead 
of schedule and he actually suggested for me 
to take a few days off! Wow! 
I thought about and then decided to treat 
myself to a holiday. Tobago would be a good 
idea so I made some enquiries.. Amazing! £20 
for a return flight, £10 a night for a hotel with 
an air condition room and TV, on the beach 
and a stones throw from Pigeon Point. That's it, 
come Sunday I'm off! 4 Days and nights away 
from this heap and all other boats! 

Bliss. I feel I may have eared it, but can't help 
thinking it would of been nicer for you know 
who to pick up the bill. £100 if I'm extravagant! 
I have spent a bit of time looking at the piles of 
gear I have on the boat. What the hell am I 
going to do with it? Baggage allowance 30 
kilo's, El Caps crap, 4 Tons! 
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what a game. We arrived in the stadium to a 
large crowd of 10,000, unlike your UK game 
there are steel bands, beers, deck chairs, and the 
place is full of women! (E.T). The first goal was 
scored by the Trini's and then A.V. got the 
equaliser. It finished 2-1 to Trinidad and the 
crowd went mad! Not a bad word heard, not a 
problem, and no trouble. The F.A could learn a 
bit here I think! 
A really fun day out, we found our taxi driver 
and he then took us to Smokie & Bunties. What 
a bar that was, full of local party animals and 
very entertaining. I ended up jumpin (dancing) 
with the largest Mama you have ever seen! 
What a laugh! The music was supplied by 4 guys 
beating the hell out of a table full of "Car
spares", wheel hubs, exhaust pipe, brake liners, 
wing mirrors you name it. The sound they got 
was amazing and in perfect tune! The Carnival 
atmosphere was electric and we wined all night, 
God knows how many beers kept coming from 
the kitty but non of us really remember the trip 
home! (One of the best days in Trinidad I have 
ever had)! The next day arrived with a stoke of 
luck! 
A guy called Mark from the boatyard hires his 
car for around £8 per day. I suggested a trip to 
Maracus Bay to the Skandies and we were off.
It is about and hour's drive, right up through the 
rain forest and over the mountain. The views are 
stunning and the so is the beach at the other 
end. They specialise in "Shark and Bake" which is 
exactly that. Very strong fish which is a tuff as 
they are in the water! Wrapped in a sort of 
pastry and baked in oil. But you have to try 
these things at least once so we did. Yuk! 
I lay on the beach and played in the surf while a 
local Pan Band kept everyone else awake! It was 
time to leave before being bitten to death by 
sand flies, so off we went via the local shopping 
mall for proper food and a look round. 
That night it was all back to St James and a 
quick drink before a very hot kip amongst the 
mosquitoes on the boat.
Monday saw a lot of work being done both by 
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staff had knocked up a vast selection of spicy 
nibbles and Steve got the 500 watt sound 
system to send the Soca across the bay. 
A guaranteed "Good Night" and it was. It 
started around 8 and fInished at 2! (Guess who 
had to get up at 6 to get to the airport). the 
place was packed and there were all the family 
there as well. Her mother looked about 40 but 
is really 86! .. 33 grandchildren and 11 great 
grand children! (Expensive Christmas and 
Birthdays, I bet)! Well with more Carib in me 
than the fridge you can imagine who looked 
his best that morning when Mark the driver 
turned up. I fumbled with the batteries and 
breakers, locked the hatches, threw the girls 
off and armed them with a blanket then left. 
Tobago here I come again! The airport drive 
takes around an hour and I arrived more hung 
over than the wings on the Aircraft! 
A sweet little turbo prop plane was awaiting 
and but first I couldn't resist a KFC for 
breakfast. I boarded the plane chewing the 
wing! (Chicken that is), and 14 minutes later 
touched down in a very sunny Crown Point 
airport.
Now look! I know Tobago quite well but! 
With a hang over and being my first time at 
the airport I lost a bit of coordination! I piled 
into a taxi and told to him the name of the 
hoteL He looked at me for a while with a very 
strange expression, shrugged his shoulders 
and drove me across the road and into a 
driveway. Ah! The fact that I could of thrown 
my bag from the airport and over the fence of 
the hotel was irrelevant, it was the
embarrassment of ignorance that you had to 
laugh at and not the fact he charged me $25 
(£2,50 minimum charge) for the privilege! 
Great start! Have you ever had that feeling of 
"God was anyone watching", Well I was in. 
The Tropkisk Hotel, a natty little big hotel with 
a pool and a beach. I checked in, got the key, 
and opened the door to -40 ice cold air! I 
donned my snow shoes and chipped my way 
through the ice to the bed. "Wonderful" 
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Air freight is so expensive and by sea it takes at 
least a year! At least! Either I give it away or 
suffer the hassle and the cost. When I look 
around the boat and think of what is mine, and 
if I took it he would have nothing left. Tools, 
duvets, cutlery, navigation stuff, books, Oh hell! 
It's going to be one of those ruthless operations 
that one has to swallow once in a while! 
I think I will leave most of it on the boat and tell 
him to send it to me later in the year, that way at 
least I won't have the worry of where it is or the 
cost. 
Saturday night and my flight to Tobago booked 
for tomorrow!  Ya Hoo! My first holiday since 
skiing and a real bed instead of a moz coffin! 
Air conditioning and room service. No alarm 
clocks, flogging sails, or the early morning calls 
of a local Munt chipping off the antifowl. 
The girls have got to find somewhere to sleep as 
I am locking it all up and leaving. I have also 
taken the liberty of booking myself an 
apartment for the last few days on Johns 
account, so my last night’s kip aboard "Yacht 
Saltwater Gypsy" (Shame)!. But first it's "Party 
Night" in the Lifeline due to the sad departure 
of "Donna" the bar manageress. 

We have known each other since my first arrival, 
and is Trinidad’s answer to Annie. Endless cups 
of coffee and chin wags, and she has all the 
answers. She was the one that suggested I go 
on a holiday, so the least I could do was to 
attend her leaving doo! During the past 2 weeks 
everyone in the bar has been chipping in and 
forming a kitty to buy all the beers. The kitchen 
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place on the main Store Bay road. If anything a 
better room, location, nicer people and half 
the price! Next door was a car hire company 
and £10 a day worth every penny. Tobago is 
one of those islands that you need transport 
as everything is spread out and the evening 
party could be the other side of the street or 
island. The whole of that day was spent on 
Pigeon beach and time to try out my 
windsurfing skills again, and to snorkel the 
reef in search of the giant Leatherback Turtles 
that have now retuned to lay their eggs. 
You only see them come ashore at night but 
they often drift around waiting for the safety 
of the dark. These Turtles apparently almost 
swim round the world before returning to 
their birthplace and Trinidad and Tobago 
being home to many of them. 

Well I didn't see any on this occasion but I did 
manage to stay upright on the windsurf after 
nearly 2 years out of it. Our little crowd of 10 
regular beach bums and party animals has 
now grown to around 20! Including a crowd of 
doctors from Spain and the UK, and a bunch of 
Germans who save our place with their towels 
every morning! A great Multi National crowd 
and they really did make the whole holiday a 
fun time. Another tagger on was a big fat Brit 
called Ernie, who made his living from writing 
horoscopes and reading Tarots for people. He 
was a very interesting guy to talk to and said 
there was not much he could tell me other 
than carrying on with what I was doing and try 
to head to New Zealand and Australia. (Why 
do they all say that)? 
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A extra large double, "Yes Double" bed and a 
view over Store Bay where we used to sit in the 
boat and have lovely little evenings with JW 
smashing rum bottles. By this time it was 
around 10 and time for a quick shower and 
head to Pigeon Point. With a bag full of snorkel 
gear I hailed a taxi, (not the same one) and 
arrived to see all the old faces. 
Remy the barman's only words were "Oh God", 
"Ooooohhhhh God" and immediately took the 
top off a Carib. Winston and Rob, Eddie and Ben 
all came over and sat with a beer while listening 
about all the gossip of SWG and slowly 
organising my day for me. What a great bunch 
of guys! I would recommend this island to 
anyone. They can never do enough for you but 
strangely enough all I wanted to do was lay on 
the beach and sleep. Only to be disturbed by 
the odd glance from some of the stunning 
white Trini women that always crowd round!! 
(In my dreams)!
The morning was wasted away in the baking 
sun and God was it hot! Every 10 minutes I just 
had to dip in the Turquoise sea and cool off. 
Come 2 o'clock it was time for a Lime in the 
shade of the bar and it wasn't long before our 
little group turned into a party joined by 6 
German guys and Francis the local tour rep. 
She asked where I was staying and then said 
"You don't want to do that" Leave it to me darlin 
and let me see you a car or sum tranzport. 
Oh well, who am I to argue! The bar on the 
beach usually closes at 6 or so but at 8 we were 
still there dressed in swim wear and by now 
heavily into jokes about Germans and having a 
ball. The pyramid of cans reached the ceiling 
and something had to fall, us or them! 
Well it was us and we piled into half a dozen 
cars and left. I got back to the fridge and 
crashed in a heap until 7 am! Coffee! was the call 
and it was down to the restaurant via a dip in 
the pool to warm up! (Bl***y  freezing in that 
room)! It was around 163 cups later when 
Frances arrived as promised and whisked me off 
to another hotel. Strange's was a sweet little 
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my last day cleaning and putting SWG to bed! 
Sad in a way but I will be so glad to see the 
back of it and all the hassle related to it. 
The even sadder thought is that this epic, 
stunning, well know and read “EI Capitino Log 
from the Yacht Saltwater Gypsy” will also 
shortly be coming to an end. (Shame)! But will 
it be reappear under a new title on the yacht 
"Mystique"? .... Who knows! Temperature 100f, 
Humidity 80% I'm off for a swim! Right! Back 
from the swim and off to my new fridge for a 
shower before hitting the Lifeline for the last 
and final time! 

Somehow I think that there are going to be a 
few beers flowing on this occasion to mark the 
end of a very long trip from Ferryside. Well I 
was right and all were there to see me off. 
With a suntan to kill for my buddy Pascal was 
looking a bit pale. 
The only problem was that I first had to meet 
Steven Delacosta, a friend of John' who is 
going to keep an eye on things in the absence 
of super skip and the owner, Steven is a nice 
guy and a local aerial photographer who was 
responsible for most of the postcards and pilot 
book photo's that you see round the islands. 
I showed him the checks that needed carrying 
out and showed him round the boat. 
Afterward I realised that I had very little TT$ on 
me so he kindly gave me a lift to the next town 
"Glencoe" to go to the hole in the wall! I 
invited a few of the locals and workers in the 
yard to join me that evening and had to fund it 
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Well after a day doing nothing and not a boat in 
sight we found ourselves in a new bar called 
"Bonkers" of all things, nice food and once again 
an overdose of Carib. I am thinking of taking out 
a lawsuit against Carib for "Attempted Murder"! 
I'm sure that stuff will kill us all of in the end! 
The evening finished in the morning with a last 
visit to the "Deep". A disco type bar with pool 
tables and a dart board. The dart game was 
decided more by who could actually hit the 
board rather than any scoring! 
We left the deep of the "Deep" to be greeted by 
"Daylight" and 5.30 am Cockerels. What a night, 
but a short kip in the fridge followed but a 
longer one on the beach sorted most of us out! 
Then it was same again and the early evening 
party at the beach bar set us up for this time for 
a crawl around the nightclubs, which ended at 
the "Starting Gate" around the same sort of time 
but this time with not so many horse tattoos! 
Wednesday morning arrived which saw the end 
to my epic holiday. Just enough time for a swim 
in the sea and say goodbye to all before packing 
my stuff and arriving at the airport to hand back 
the car. 
The short flight was good and on time and I 
arrived back to Port of Spain where amazingly 
enough Mark was there to meet me and drive 
me back to the boat. I arrived back at 
Powerboats and checked into my air 
conditioned apartment courtesy of John, (but 
he doesn't know that yet)! The guys have been 
working hard on the boat and she looks a lot 
better for it. New boot top stripe and the 
Gelcoat cut back to its original colour, The NEW 
skipper should have no problem keeping it 
polished and looking good! The Skandie's have 
found a lift to Venezuela leaving on Saturday, 
and are sleeping on deck until then. Lifeline 
were pleased to see me back as their profits 
have halved since I had been away, and the nice 
thing to hear was that it had been pi****g down
with rain here since I left! Well Timed that little 
trip well! So, an early night for a change and a 
few early morning phone calls before spending 
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(A Seat) no seriously the man was defiantly 
going to con me somehow so I asked him, "Ok 
how much to powerboats"? He stared at me 
through his slitty eyes and said, "well mun, see 
this is me girl, and we plannin a night here". 
Ok then how much more would it take for him 
to give in? Sly bas**d! Eventually he agreed to 
take me home for $20 (10 times the normal 
rate), and we left! 
He spent the whole trip back with his arm 
around this girl and one finger on the wheel 
while leaning at 45 degrees towards the 
passenger seat as 2 wheels left the ground on 
every bend!  Was I going to die on the day 
before I fly out! Well I didn't, and I have never 
been so glad to see the front gates of 
powerboats.

After that I needed a beer and headed for 
Lifeline. By this time the bar was full and in full 
swing. I bought a few cases for the locals and 
we all sat there until 4 telling stories about our 
travels. Friday the 2nd of June, and my last day 
with SWG. I have spent at least 2 weeks doing 
a report for John and went back on board to 
print it. A few last minute jobs and final checks 
and that was it! 1 climbed down the steps and
as I hit the bottom one, the biggest blackest 
cloud, burst above me and it p***ed down! 
The start of the rain season and time to leave 
for sure. (I always thought there was a bit of a 
grey cloud over that boat)! I then spent the 
following 2 hours trying to track down a local 
contractor who borrowed my Tungsten 
paint/varnish scrapers over a week ago. 
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somehow. Well he dropped me off at the 
machine and I got the loot. He did offer to run 
me back, but as there is a route taxi every 2 
minutes I told him I would be ok! I stood in the 
road like a traffic cop for about an hour, waving 
my arms and waiting for one of these things to 
stop, but they all went whizzing by full up with 
local workers and totally ignored me! Great! 
there I was in the middle of Glencoe, by now 
pitch black and with more money in my wallet 
than 10 bus full’s of business men! (Not the 
place to be)!  Finally Trinidads version of 
"Catweasle" complete with micro thin 
sunglasses and a strange looking fag hanging 
from his gob, stopped with a totally full bus and 
let me on.  Well, at least I was on my way even if 
I did have to kneel down on the floor through 
lack of seats and be thrown around like a coke 
can as he flew round the comers like a madman! 
Was I going to survive this ride was the question 
of the evening. Suddenly the door flew open 
and a rather large women stepped out! I dived 
in her seat before the guy getting in got there 
and now at least I had something to hang on to, 
even though I was sat next to biggest mamma 
that I have see so far in the Caribbean! I couldn't 
work out what was worst, being a Coke can or 
being crushed against the window on every left 
hand bend as 2 ton of fat came sliding in my 
direction!  Brother! What a trip! We rattled our 
way down the main road until suddenly he 
hung a right and headed through one of the 
worst areas on the island. I sat there terrified as 
more and more people got out and we drove 
further into the "no go zone", Finally there was 
only me and a girl sitting in the front left and in 
a very squeaky voice said "Powerboats please"! 
He stopped the bus and told me this was home 
for him and as far as he goes! Oh Sh*t!! Now I 
was stuck in the middle of nowhere and loaded 
up to the brim with cash! I felt like a zoo animal 
as all the weird local Munts stared in the 
windows. Noooooo Way was I getting out here! I 
would of rather gone 10 rounds with Mike Tyson 
than this lot! Suddenly I saw what he was on! 
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not flinch an inch as I hauled 2 lumps of rock 
disguised as sailing gear onto the scales. 
Labels on and cute little smile she sent them 
on their way! Typical! Just bloody typical! I 
could have brought the lot and it would of 
made not a slightest difference. (I would had 
had to buy a bigger bag though), Oh well, 
about time I got rid of some of it. 
The flight left on time and we had to make a 
short stop in Barbados which
no one mentioned to me, to pick up a load of 
grockels from the hotel clan. The plain is a 500 
series Airbus and quite a big one. Flight time 7 
hrs 50 mins. Then came the biggest bummer 
of the trip so far! They dished out some 
headphones and we all settled in to watch the 
video after a typical Trini type meal. And the 
movie was?? “Jungle Book”!! Poxy Poxy Jugle 
Book.. Only the same poxy video that I have 
had rammed down my stuffing neck by 
monster poo poo herself, every day on the 
boat for 3 months! Poxy "Jungle book" of all 
films to have on an aircraft! Is someone trying 
to torture me or what! Well I know who's not 
staying awake if he can help it! Well I didn't 
sleep and just sat there bored stiff the whole 
flight and sat drinking beer till touchdown. 
We arrived to a damp miserable day and the 
cold air that hits you for the first time in 7 
months! John was at the airport to meet me 
and the usual grilling and 1000 questions 
about the boat. He has come up with some 
new ideas to tempt me into staying with the 
boat but it’s all going to hinge on a phone call 
to Chris on Monday. Well I finally arrived back 
in the sunny village of Hamble. Why I don't 
know but first stop was my mums and my first 
proper cup of tea for ages! They were pleased 
to see me.  Next to arrive was the Flooze and 
then it was down to my old room at Ferryside.
A full 360 degree loop was completed as I 
stood on the pontoon at Hamble where it all 
started6882.5 Nautical Miles in total. SWG is 
stuck in a yard in Trinidad and I am stuck in 
Hamble, for how long though?
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Conveniently he had forgotten all about them 
and I was lucky to track him down. They are not 
of much value to most but save endless hours of 
sandpaper rubbing and if I do get this new job I 
will need them for the toe rails. Well I got them 
back and then the task of getting everything 
else in the bags was on. I had shifted all the kit 
to the apartment so it made it easier to lay it all 
out and decide what was going on its holidays. 
"Spick and Mex" the panthers were first in 
followed by "Woofie and Growler", the endless 
new T-shirts and new snorkel gear. The space 
began to fill and I still had more gear in that 
room than what you would find at the average 
car boot sale! That's it more stuff had to go! 
I sorted some old cloths out and various bits 
and bobs and donated them to the one of the 
guys doing the painting, he loved them and 
couldn't believe his luck! 
One tennis and one squash racquet, a pair of 
flipflops and a pile of note books went to some 
kids and only then things were just starting to 
fit in! I just about managed to get the zips 
closed but lifting them was another matter. 
Jesus H Christ, overweight or what! The handle 
stretched longer than Caroline's bra straps (poor 
Caroline) and probably bared the same weight. 
So all packed it was time to scan round the yard 
for a few goodbye's and the one last look at the 
boat. My God, Ken and Barby were right, "What 
an ugly boat"! Well not that bad but a 60 footer 
could be a little more my style! 
I nipped into the office to hand in the keys and 
the girls there (who are real sweeties) presented 
me with yet another blo**y T-Shirt! Well I 
couldn't refuse and managed to squeeze it in 
somehow. The trip to the airport was made 
interesting by a "lady driver"! Don't get excited 
she was as wide as she was tall and black as the 
clouds that had reappeared above our heads! 
So! good bye SWG, Powerboats and Trinidad. 
The drive up to the airport was good and she 
drove very well considering the other maniac's 
on the road. I arrived in good time and checked 
in. To my utter amazement the check in girl did 
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The plane was a hour and a half late taking off 
due to a wonky door or something, but we did 
eventually take off once every passenger had 
read the life jacket details, and the in flight 
magazine at least 20 times, worked out how to 
get the head rest cover off the seat in front, 
and get the table up and down. As the wheels 
of the plane left the ground and the people 
started to look like ants on the ground, it hit 
me. I was off on my tod to the land of Soca and 
Carib beer. The land of music and sandy 
beaches. It was then, that I started to think of 
just how crazy my 6 months in taxland had 
been. Sitting next to me should of been a 
rather attractive, wild and adventure seeking, 
South American lady, with a smile on her face.

 
(Chica the new love of my life) As the wheels 
left the ground I knew it was too late to turn 
back and even if I did would it had made any 
difference. No, I suppose the answer to that 
question would be. You offer people the 
chance to spend a life of leisure instead of 
misery, and get it thrown back in your face.

PASSAGE Powerboats Yard Trinidad W.I

114

From the yacht SALTWATER GYPSY
Total distance sailed to date  
6882.5 Nautical Miles. 
Date, 2nd December 1995. 
Location, Trinidad West Indies.

Well! Here we go again. I sat on the BWIA 900 
flight to Trinidad via Barbados. The thoughts of 
a very mad, very strange summer in England 
went through my mind as quick as the bullet 
did through JFK's. Pow! Suddenly I have found 
myself heading back to the boat I never thought 
I would see again. 
Good O’l SWG. Annie and Roger were kind 
enough to drive me to the airport and the plan 
was to have some other company there as well. 
As usual it didn't happen so after a few sad 
phone calls goodbye, and endless cups of black 
coffee to dampen the effect that D'jango's night 
club had left me, it was farewell all, and farewell 
again to the place that I am suppose to call 
home. 
You are supposed to know where home is, 
because apparently that's where you pay 
income tax to! Ahem. Well as you all know, Old 
EI Cap doesn't have that problem, because 
through amazing deception and calculation he 
is exempt. So if he is exempt then technically he 
is "Homeless"! That is why he spends his life 
wondering around the world looking for a place 
to pitch his Mount Gay hat, and find himself a 
Mrs. El Cap to enjoy this totally free life with. 
(This is sounding like a 10.30 Heineken Export 
conversation with my good buddy Stefarnos) . 
So tax free and single (Once again), I find myself 
sitting next to a rather tasty young Swedish girl 
on the plane. (As you do). She is sort of attrac-
tive in a way, but the Oval Tortoise shell specks, 
and the spot on the end of her nose, stopped 
me from leaping over the armrest and being 
hauled from the plane by a Trini speaking, hard 
hitting Hostie. So we sat and smiled at each 
other, and after an hour or so I finally broke the 
ice with her. (Fancy BWIA making you share ice 
with the person next to you)!
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a further 1 hour wonky door delay we were 
back in the air. Orval Wright this time amazed 
us with his 50 degree left wing bank, and once 
we uncovered ourselves from the pile of hand 
luggage and empty Rum bottles, we were 
given one can of Carib each to keep us 
amused for the remainder of the short one 
hour flight. By this time it was nightfall and a 
stunning sunset lit up Tobago as we flew over. 
The glistening lights of Scarborogh and 
Pigeon point. I could clearly see "Bucko reef", 
and the anchorage that will shortly become 
Gypsy's home for most of January through to 
March. My stomach at this stage was churning, 
and I was not sure whether it was due to the 
sentiment, or the fact that very shortly we 
were all due for another of Orval's rhythm 
packed landings! 
As we skimmed over the northern hills of 
Trinidad and toward the runway you could see 
all the little black hands, gripping the seats in 
front of them, and slowly turning white with 
anticipation. .. Then suddenly and without 
even slight jolt, Orval laid us down on the 
runway like a woman putting a baby into bed. 
So, he can fly after all! Well I never. So was it 
the fact that the runway in Barbados was full 
of pot holes, or the fact that this time, maybe 
his mum was watching! 
We will never know, but what we did know 
was, that finally after 12 and a half hours of 
boredom, "We were back to the land of social 
madness". I stood at the top of the rickety 
steps and suddenly the spice filled, tropically 
heated fresh Trini air, hit me like a punch from 
Bruno's glove. 
As I skipped along the tarmac and headed for 
customs, the sweat started to pour through 
my "I love England so much, Union Jack 
T-shirt". I was greeted by a queue of people 
waiting for the usual, one immigration officer, 
studying the seams and stitching on every-
one's passport, while asking the usual 
ridiculous questions such as, "What are you 
doing here"? "How did you get here"? 

Oh well, I am sure some other South American 
will fall from a palm tree one day, to serenade 
me in romantic Spanish words, and whoosh me 
off my feet. Well the hostie came round with the 
drink trolley and as it was after midday, I 
thought I would take advantage of the 
complementary cans of Ice cold "Carib". I 
snatched it from her like a baby takes a toy, and 
then stared at it for a while, watching the 
condensation slide down the edge of the can. 
Yo, suddenly all the Trini carnival songs started 
up in my mind, and as I pulled off the lid, and 
slowly poured it into the tacky plastic cup, I 
thought, "Oh No" here we go again. Trinidad, 
Trinidad, De land of mayhem and parties. 
Carnival and festival, the "Lifeline bar" and 
"Smokey and Buntys". Roti, Tottie and "Chief Hot 
Sauce". It was then, even on the plane and with 
the sound of the Trini voices from the heads in 
front, I thought "Welcome Home El Cap". 
Not that dismal country that you can no longer 
see through the by now frosty window, but the 
memories of the happy people, without all the 
stress and constant need for money and 
possessions. So seven and a half hours later we 
are skidding through the cloud with Barbados 
underneath us, after being entertained by 2 
movies and the amazingly fat ladies trying to 
squeeze thought the impossible gap, between 
the hostie trolley and the seat. This time I had 
not seen the 2 movies before, one was called 
"The Net" and the other I can't remember. So 
Bang, bang, bounce, shake bang, bang, thud, 
and Trinidad's answer to the Wright brothers 
had landed the plane like they was playing a 
Steel Pan drum. At one stage I thought the 
wheels were coming through the seats, and I 
would have matching skid marks, both inside 
and outside of my jeans! Well most of the 
passengers got off, including "Sally the Swede, 
and her matching oval hand luggage. The 
hosties came for a chat and I raided the toffee 
basket while waiting for the one hour period of 
frantic cleaning and refueling to take place. A 
few people got on, though not many, and after 
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as I know I will never need those for the next 8 
months! It was then back out in the hair drier 
heat for a quick stroll around, and to see if the 
"Lifeline" bar was still in one piece after the so 
called recent Hurricane season. Well 
I passed by the boat and saw exactly what I 
expected. A lot of work! 
There was bits of newspaper still stuck on the 
hull from the last paint bodge job, grass about 
2 feet high underneath, and a very sad feeling 
that this boat that had brought me all this far. 
The craft that I had worked so hard on, for so 
long, was now a totally rejected and neglected 
piece of glass fibre, that now needed "Super 
skipper" to offer some much needed T.L.C, to 
restore her to her former glory. 
God knows what the interior was going to be 
like, but for now, that was not the priority. 
A Cold Carib at Lifeline seemed more 
important than entering a black hole of 
surprises. So, I looked back and then 
wondered forward, towards the Soca music 
and the marina bar. It was as if I had never left. 
Suddenly there were black hands coming from 
all directions, with "High fives", Low fives, 
Nucks, Shakes and the largest display of 
shining white smiling teeth I had seen in a life 
time. There was screams of "Robbie", "Skip", 
"Fella" and "He Reach Man. (Reach, means to 
arrive at your final destination for the day) by 
the way. 

What a welcome, soon I spotted Joe and Alan, 
Barbie and Ken from Bequia, Dave and Dougie. 
They were all still here and if I took the same 
photo as I did on my last day here, 

What does he mean, "How did we get there"? 
He is sitting in an airport, so what the hell is he 
on? So we shuffle along, through the pools of 
sweat that were left by each new arrival, until it 
was my turn. I told him Captain Kirk sent me, 
but I will be off as soon as I find enough Krypton 
to fire up the main engines, and I had to borrow 
this passport because they don't sell them on 
planet Zogg! He believed me and waved me 
through like you would Lady Di standing 
outside a public lavatory. 
I was expecting all kinds of problems, the fact 
that I did not have a return flight ticket, or speak 
with a Trini accent, but I just walked straight 
through. Customs were the same, and the fact 
that I had a larger stock of tools and parts than 
B&Q, didn't seem to bother him. He was more 
interested in my sextant, than what I was 
blatantly smuggling into his third world Island. 
Oh well, off I went to be stung $10 TT, (about a 
pound for the not so intelligent), by the luggage 
man who took it all of ten yards to a taxi. 
So there to greet me was "Chuckling Charlie" 
and his not so reliable Toyota taxi. We sped off 
into the sunset while he demonstrated how well 
he knew where to find every pothole. (Must be 
Ovals brother). We drove down the wrong road 
a few times and he demonstrated all the usual 
overtaking on the wrong side manoeuvres. But 
no one seemed to care, and we chuckled 
together at all the cars with bald tyres and no 
lights. Charlie gave me the run down of all that I 
had missed, until finally we arrived at 
"Powerboats". As we skidded in, I caught a 
glimpse of the boat and it all started to come 
back. What the Fxxc was I doing back here.. 
John had booked me into an apartment in the 
boat yard for a week, so I hauled the 3 hundred 
weight of luggage up the steps and into pure 
pleasure! "Air Conditioning" Yes! I fell onto the 
bed and for the first time that day felt that all 
had been worthwhile. So, after the removal of 
my by now, Wet, Cold, Clothes, it was into a cold 
shower and then into the shorts and a T-shirt. 
I packed away the jacket and the long trousers, 
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legion decided to turn up for breakfast at 
5.45am. That accent of theirs is annoying 
enough, but to be waken up by it, at full 
volume through solid concrete walls, then 
well! Tired as I was, I reached for the remote 
once more, and gave them all a double dose of 
Trinidad's answer to Ann Diamond. I had to 
suffer it as well but it was worth it. (Including 
the terrible commercials with tacky jingles)! 
I grabbed a shower and a cup of coffee, and 
sat on the balcony to survey the world. 
Trinidad suffered a little damage from one of 
the recent tropical storms, and you could see 
now that it was light, the new sheds and 
construction, the missing pontoon and fuel 
jetty, and the odd tree that isn't there 
anymore. I could also see the boat and the 
green decks. Oh what fun, who did I ever 
allow, to talk me into returning back to Gypsy. 
I know, but I won't say. Alas, on with the flip 
flops, and on with a full Robbie tour of the 
yard, with a quick stop off for coffee at the L,L. 
(I wrote LL there by the way to save writing 
"Lifeline" again you see, otherwise if I would of 
written Lifeline in full it would have taken up 
so much memory in my computer, and then I 
would not have enough to tell you all about 
Trinidad, OK). Right, so with coffee in hand, 
and the sun already beating down at some 
unbelievable temperature, I was off.
There were a few boats blown down during 
the winds, but no real damage. The pontoon 
and fuel dock was washed away but now 
rebuilt like most things. They cannot afford to 
hang around, and the odd little disaster is 
good news for the local builders. Some big 
new sheds and a host of new little shops, a 
new chandlery with empty shelves at the 
moment, but generally an improvement to 
what I had left. They say the waves in the bay 
reached around 20 feet, and most of the 
yachts had to motor on there chains to 
prevent loosing their holdings. That must of 
been an uncomfortable 48 hrs. Well all this 
happened while I was sipping Gin and Tonic 

there would be no difference. I tried to compare 
it with the welcome I received in the Rigger. 
There is no comparison. People here are 
genuine, and are glad to see you back, in 
Hamble their attitude is one of, God, what are 
you doing back here! So with all te fella's wavin' 
a Carib, and all the "Engine's (Women)! comin 
for a wine, El Cap had arrived at last. I sat there 
with the crowd, and started a short and sad 
story to explain why I had left, what I had done, 
and why I was back. 
I suppose that was the time that it all became 
truth, and every moment of the summer 
whizzed through my brain, with only the 
frustration of being here alone, that proved 
otherwise, and that I was doing the right thing 
once more. So, now with all the emotional 
bulls**t out of the way, let's down a few Caribs 
and turn up the beat. I had been travelling all 
day, and what with losing another 4 hours time 
difference, I was ready to peel myself away from 
the crowd and head back to the fridge. I was by 
this time exhausted and lay on the bed, 
I thought I would see what was on the local box, 
so I reached for the remote control. As soon as 
the dot appeared on the screen, I was scared 
out of my mind by a irate French Froggie Hag in 
the apartment next door, that assumed that 
everyone should be French, and be in bed and 
asleep by 8pm. Well woman, I have got news for 
you. The volume of the set was barely above 
arguing level at the Rigger, and no way could 
she have reason to complain. 
But being French of course they now feel as if 
they can rule the buildings as well as the water 
and every other person. So... I raise up my 
docksider, and planted a very firm Soca rhythm 
on the wall by my bed. Just where I thought he 
head would be! And then in a mumbled fury of 
Finish and Swahili, told her exactly what I 
thought of her, and her Garlic breath nationals. 
Ha! Sort that one out darlin.! As I did not get a 
reply I assumed it was, EI Cap 1, Froggies 0. Until 
the next morning of course, when half the 
French fishing fleet, and part of the foreign 
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the sunlight in, it reviled total chaos. 
Everything from the floorboards to the deck 
head was covered in a fine black Mildew dust. 
When you leave a boat for this length of time 
in a hot tropical humid climate, and no one to 
look after it what do you expect. This only 
meant one thing! The fella that John had been 
paying to come on board once or twice a 
week, to ventilate and clean, had cleaned up 
the cash and blown away in the wind. I doubt 
whether this boat had been opened once in 
the six months that it has sat here. 

Typical. I thought, right that's it, time to take 
some pictures and show John what a 
challenge he has left me. I started to climb 
down the steps only to notice two little 
birdies, has decided that SWG's dinghy was a 
nice little spot to build a home and family. 
2 nests, 6 young, what could I do? Twaaack, 
No, I will be patient and wait the week or so for 
them to fly off for themselves. Then terror hit 
me, as I climbed a little further down I notice a 
wasp flying into the Davit arm. (Holds the 
dinghy on the back of the boat, for the non 
nautical). So I thought I would give it a little 
tap with the EI cap stick. 

on the patio at Ferryside. So what you don't see, 
you don't worry about. Well eventually I arrived 
at the boat, and the first job was to find a 
suitable ladder to get on board. 

I walked around the hull casually flicking off the 
spiders, and studying with great detail, the 
hexagon shaped home of a very unfriendly Jack 
spaniel wasp,  These things give you a hard time 
if they sting you so, Thwaaack, That's your lot 
Jack. It was either my stick or the antifowl, but 
you ain't staying. I had left all the seacocks 
closed so there was a good chance that no 
other little chaps like him, would be lurking 
under the toilet seats, but just in case I thought 
I would shove a high pressure hose up the 
holes, and flush them out in a more hygienic 
way. So I climbed the steps and stood on board. 
Jesus H Christ! These decks were not green, 
there was 2 inches of top soil and a lawn up 
here. The Ants had built a golf course and the 
planners were thinking of a race course and a 
sport stadium. 
My poor decks, all that work for nothing. 
Well that's what they were like when I first took 
on the boat, so it is possible to save them once 
again. Now came the moment of truth. I turned 
the key and slid back the hatch. That's clever I 
thought, someone has turned the interior into a 
culture farm. As I climbed down the steps and 
the smell of "Must" hit me, I thought, "Must get 
on the first plane home"! I had covered many of 
the south facing hatches with tin foil before I 
left, and as started to peel it away, so as to let 
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the waitress. The fact they were her sister and 
her sister in law, had nothing to do with it, 
they were the best in the business and that's 
that. (If you saw Nichole you wouldn't argue 
with her word either). So the two ladies 
arrived. "Bingo" I thought, now EI Cap can get 
on with the finer points of his job like sitting in 
lifeline with a cold Carib .......No, things like 
getting some power on the boat, so as I may 
see the light one of these days. (Hey that was a 
cool line ). Oh yes and most important thing of 
the lot, getting the coolbox cold.
So as my 2 little dark ladies were cleaning like 
a white tornado's, I was doing my best to fix 
the electric. Well all plugged in and ready to 
go. Will it work? Will it ****, (One question at a 
time please). Electricity always amazes me. You 
don't even have to touch it, not to make it not 
work. So with my head under the floorboards 
and the fear of being trampled by a busy Mrs 
Mopp, I battled on. I spent the whole day 
testing every circuit in sight, one after another, 
and at the end I was exhausted. (Not enough 
"Circuit" training before, I hear you say). 
So I plugged away for another hour or so until 
clasping both heads in my hand. "What a 
Prixx"! Before I left I tripped out a hidden 
switch so that if another so called "Super 
Skipper" like myself took over instead of me, it 
would give him something to do for a few 
days. God man, what a stupid thing to forget. 
So with a quick flick of the switch, Presto! The 
girls started dancing and we were in business 
once again.
So time to celebrate and a good full days work 
in the bag. The girls started at 7am and 
worked through till 5pm. I am paying them 
top whack which is $70 TT a day each. (About 
£6.50) Imaging getting a ten hour day from a 
brit for that price. Not! (Well not unless your 
names Russell of course)!! So back to the fridge 
and then a "Lime" in the Lifeline. A lime by the 
way, in case you have forgotten, is a word for 
just sitting around, doing nothing, with 
friends. Talking shit, sipping Rum, 

There was a sudden "Buzz " in the air after that, 
and the residents of my Davit took as kindly to 
me waking them up, as I did old Garlic breath 
this morning. Well you know me and wasps, Ho, 
Ho... Not! I leaped from the ladder and dropped 
the 20 feet or so feet without the aid of a safety 
net. Waving my arms in the usual manner and 
expressing my feelings loudly, as the rather 
amused locals on the boat next door looked on. 
Now I may be kind to animals but there was no 
way I was going to sit and wait for these little 
babies to grow up and sod off at their leisure. 
So a quick visit to Trinidad's pest control centre, 
and back I come with "Peter", Trinidad's version 
of David Bellamy with his own little stick and 
packet of dusty stuff. I watched from the bar as 
Peter the "Wasp eater" scaled the boat and did 
his stuff. Ten minutes later, and once I had been 
"Stung" for 25 quid, it was all over. 
EI Cap went back on board, this time armed 
with a camera. I wondered around like a cop at a 
murder scene. Flashing away at the evidence of 
which was clearly to be in need of the biggest 
cleanup operation since Kuwait. Well I am not 
lazy, and I do know how to clean a boat, but 
when you are only 3 days from calling this 
floating tropical animal sanctuary a home, then 
it is far more fun to employ a couple of local 
ladies to help out. Enter "Donna" and "Marcia" .. 

(Well if they could squeeze down the hatch that 
is)!   Two highly recommended cleaning ladies, 
who were highly recommended by "Nichole" 
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them. As we emptied each cupboard in turn 
we found thousands of Roaches. From 
microscopic ones to the largest at around 3 
feet. (almost). No, the biggest was only around 
half and inch, but as they can lay eggs at that 
size, they are a big problem. So with "Super 
Shell" bug destroying spray in each band, we 
blitz every comer of the boat. Any sign of 
movement and "Zapp". It was just like 
dropping a bag of marbles, they shot off in 
every direction. Well I decided to go the whole 
hog and send all the laundry, curtains, uphol-
stery and bedding off for professional 
cleaning. If you think I am sharing my bed with 
a dozen eggs, and a family of man eating 
females, then think again. So, with a 
completely bare and bug free boat, it was now 
time to move in, out of the comfort of air 
conditioning and croaking frogs to a mosquito 
infected steam room. I met a guy called Alan. 
He is Trini's answer to Michael Cane, and not a 
lot of people know that. He looks just like him. 
He is a great guy and an engineer by trade. He 
left the UK in 1967, married a Finish woman, 
and now lives on his boat with a South 
American. (How canny), Well we all can if we 
want. Anyway, for $10 US an hour he is going 
to help me put the new drive bearings into the 
Generator. (Simple job)! With a the upholstery 
out of the way it was the ideal time to lift up 
the sole boards and simply dig it out of it's 
little hole where it has sat ticking away for the 
past 6 years. (Simple job). So we donned on 
our Williams pit crew overalls and set about 
the 10 minute job of undoing 6 simple bolts.
The following day I thought bugger this! 
The whole lot has got to come out. The bolts 
were in an impossible position, (as they are), 
so the complete unit had to come out. (Simple 
job). Until that is, you notice that to do this 
simple job, you have to remove all the cooling 
hoses, fuel system, exhaust, water pump and 
just about everything but lower the dinghy. 
(Ex birdies). Finally after 2 days and an awful 
lot of wires it was being hoisted up and away

and generally wasting the time away. Most 
Trini's Lime for a living, so why not join them. 
So there I was, Liming away, and in walks 
another couple of old friends. Jonas the Dane, 
and Toolbourg the Swede. My chance's of ever 
leaving the bar sober, had fallen to about one to 
one million. It was now looking to be a familiar 
rerun to *Carnival*! That night there was a steel 
pan band in Lifeline, and Michael the new 
manager is organising different events right up 
to and over the new year. He is an ex Brit 
(Scouse), but has been living here for 15 years, 

and is married to a local Trini. Suzanne, his wife 
has this lovely solid black lump of wire wool for 
a hairdoo, and the main feature is a beautiful 
peroxide blonde streak running back to front, 
down the middle. She looks as if she fell asleep 
in the road while they were "White lining". The 
Menu has not changed much. Still the normal 
Steaks and spicy Chicken wings, Roti, Pows, and 
Nigel the 127 stone softest heart in Trinidad, 
cooks a great special each day. The average 2 
course meal, with all the trimmings cost around 
£1.20, and with a Carib at $3TT still, you can see 
it is a little cheaper than the Rigger. I cook some 
mean dishes on the boat but it seems a little 
pointless at these prices.
So anyway, back to the boat, or should I say 
"The Roach Hotel". Yes you guessed it! The other 
job the guy was suppose to do was "debug" the 
boat before my arrival. Now, if you can call 2 
cans of roach spray left each end of the boat 
debugging, then I will eat each and every one of 
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with a chisel, to get things made up. All the 
sails are being recut, and some new covers, 
and sunshades being made for the cockpit. 
(Most essential). Once I have cleaned the grass 
off the decks then hopefully SWG will be half 
way there. So, back to the life line, to write 
some more letters. So far I have written 
another 20 pages to you know “Chica” who 
and as usual had no incoming reply's from. 
Seems all I do all day is write letters, and is it all 
worth it I say. I have had a few faxes from 
Steve, and one from Annie. Not always 
necessarily what I wanted to hear, but at least 
some form of communication. 
Looks like my good buddy Stepharnos may 
grace me and the local bars with his company, 
and remember the offer is still out there for 
the rest of you.  Well, here she comes again .. 
The delectable "Maria", a Venezuelan chick, 

who is hounding for my company, and wants 
to teach me a little Spanish! (What is it about 
me, why South Americans)? She and her 4 
buddies often come over and sit with us. Maria 
has a bloke on her boat, that calls himself a 
husband. He treats her like s**t and now she 
wants out. She keeps asking me if I need crew 
for Tobago", but there must be a lesson to be 
learnt, somewhere along the line. But who 
knows, I might get my Spanish lessons after all, 
and this time personally.
I can never understand men that abuse 
women especially onboard a yacht. this guy is 
a ponsy looking creep and nobody likes him.

like the Mary Rose. Oooh eeey up she rises, 
oooh ee....Until that is, to remove it those last 
couple of inches, it now seems necessary to 
remove the complete immersion heater, 
freshwater pump AND part of the main engine. 
For Christ sake Wilson, think again before giving 
me a boat like this to play with. It's all right for 
him, sitting in England with Sunday Times on his 
lap, but what about me? He would have no idea 
of all the hassle, and probably just winge
about the price of the job. So out came the 
camera as the final couple of inches were 
conquered. I have taken photos of all these little 
hassles and it will be interesting to show him as 
he reaches for his cheque book. As a quick note 
I sent him all the original photos and never got 
them back for all the El Cap readers to view. 
Regrets again! 
Next simple job was to split the unit and replace 
4 little pieces of nylon. (not mentioning those 
hassles). Well to cut a boring story short, we got 
it in bits, it wasn't the bearing, and the whole 
thing was bent as a 9 dollar note. So frantic 
faxes to John and I was greeted by the news 
that he would have a new one flown out right 
away. (Money for you). Well in the meantime the 
pieces form a rather attractive coffee table and 
are little use for anything else. The boat is being 
painted again, and this time by someone who 
knows what the are doing. Enter "Alan" and the 
Gladhepainers. A great bunch of locals that have 
been rubbing down and spraying for a week 
now. 
If Steve was here, it would be just the job for 
him! So the boat is looking better, and as long 
as Skip provides the Caribs, the boys keep on 
trucking away. As soon as that little job is done 
then SWG can hit the cool of the Caribbean sea 
once more. Away from the mozzies and even 
further from the French. I am having a new 
cockpit table made, and a couple of folding 
deck chairs for the beach. (Sorry for those still 
sitting in the cold). The teak here is unbelievably 
cheap and a little silly not to take advantage of 
it, even if you do have to stand behind them 
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the story that is almost true to life anyway. 
There will be plenty of time in the months to 
come, when all I have to do, is sit on beaches 
again! I was not even going to bother about 
writing another El Cap, but after reading the 
last one, thought it may continue the epic 
story to annoy everyone. So, keep reading. 
"Cor Blimey" 19th December already and Xmas 
is looming on, but not as quick as my first 
charter. Trinidad at Xmas is like any other day. 
You don't need an excuse to party here and 
generally people think of Carnival, not poxy 
Christmas. The only difference is that the Xmas 
Carols are to a Soca beat, and the thought of a 
White Xmas, well you just have to look at the 
faces around you. 
Turkey is replaced by Roti, Sherry by Carib. 
There is a sort of thing hanging from the 
timbers of the Lifeline, but you could hardly 
call it a decoration. Father Xmas is Black, and 
the Sleigh is pulled by the local pot hounds 
(dogs). Jingle Bells, becomes Jungle Drums, 
and Boxing Day is spent Wrestling with a Rum 
"Punch Off. Otherwise, just like England, but 
with the temperature at 100f instead of 
freezing in the snow and fog.
Tonight we are off to "Smokey and Bunty's", a 
lively little bar, with a reputation to stay open 
rather late. Well to be truthful they only close it 
for 10 mins a day, and that's just to wash the 
floors. So, I will tell you all about that little 
night out another time. Last night there was 
another Pan Band playing. They are starting to 
come up with all the new Carnival songs, and 
use these evenings to rehearse. So far the top 
tune is "Swinging your Engine, Grease your 
Gearbox" and I won't go into detail about the 
rest of the lyrics. The carnival madness will 
start soon after "Old years night" as they call it 
here, and continue to the end of February. 
Well the paint is finished and the Birdies have 
fled. Time to drop the dinghy down and give it 
a service. As I took off the cover most of the 
dinghy released itself from the davits, com-
plete with birds nest and another family of 

Also enter "Victor". Vick, or "Stumpy" as he is 
known to his friends, he often comes over for a 
Lime. He is a local Rasta and has the most 
amazing glasses you have ever seen. I am not 
saying they are thick but when you see the 
whites of his eyes, it's like turning the light on. 

Stumpy is a local fishing character, and enjoys 
telling stories about locals, and the sea. His crew 
are "Callis and Phil", equally chatty and solid 
white rum drinkers. Callis plays a pan drum and 
is going to supply one and teach me. That 
should be a useful weapon against the French, 
especially when I am learning. 
Exit Maria, enter Michelle. Now there's a tasty 
local lass. White Trini, slightly Indian looking, 
and the most amazing rasta accent. Yo, She 
works in the office and a good enough excuse 
for any man to go and check his mail box! 
She keeps telling me there is only one post a 
day, and not 20, but I am waiting for a lot of 
letters and do need lots of phone cards. Talking 
of phone cards, Wayne the cool dude barman, 
gave me a hot tip on how to reuse the old cards, 
by painting nail varnish on the back. As per 
usual, not so cool Wayne was totally wrong and 
all I did achieve was buggering up the phone. 
So with new phone installed, I was ringing the 
UK. £100's worth so far, and I am sure there will 
be a lot more, until I am out of here on the 15 
Jan, and out of touch for good. Ha! Sail away 
and you all have to guess where I am. My movie 
has taken a rain check at the moment. Captain 
Spielburg is not in any frame yet, to continue 



El’Capitino Log

123

PASSAGE Powerboats Yard Trinidad

for a place to put his head down for a few 
nights. Well he moved in and is doing his bit 
for the Gypsy cause. A great guy, totally crazy a 
barrel of laughs a minute and anyone that fills 
my coolbox with cold beer, is welcome any day 
on my boat! So. Just a few days left now until 
Xmas. Tonight's party's are aboard two vessels 
of different nature. The first on board, 
"Diamond", an Emirate registered "Superyacht" 
with slightly more comforts than Gypsy. 
The skipper is a yank called, "Monty" and 
cocktails will be served by the delicious 
blonde haired, untouchable, "Karina". She is so 
posh, she say's "I'm arriving" but after a few 
Rums we may be able to loosen her up a little. 
Following that there is a BBQ on board "The Sir 
Eric Sharp". A brit owned cable laying vessel, 
that is working out of here, laying cables to 
Grenada. A wild bunch of crew, with a 
reputation to lay more in Trinidad than the 
odd cable. It has a "Phoney" skipper called 
Alan, and his face has a certain "Ring" about 
it..! Yes folks, the old one's are still the best! 
0745am and back on the boat. Well, that night 
out lived up to it's name, and as Karina refused 
to entertain anyone other than herself, the 
drinks on board Diamond, were a "Cut" above 
the rest, and once everyone got sufficiently 
"Stoned", we decided to "Ring" the Telecom 
boat, for a courtesy ride across the Arcon bay. 
Baked potatoes, Steak, Porky sausages, Carib, 
and Branston Pickle. "That's more like it". A true 
Brit style barbey, aboard a very new, and 
comfortable, modern merchant ship. Plenty of 
music, food and yes, "Women".! The only 
problem was the fact they were all wives of 
the crew, but that was not enough to deter 
even the soberest of Scandihoolies.
So, an excellent night was had by all, plus a 
very interesting tour, of a very high tech piece 
of kit. Alas, Christmas eve, and time is running 
out. At present no generator, no dinghy, and 
no person working anywhere. The saloon is 
like my fathers garage and to top the lot, some 
friendly spider or mosquito has stung me on 

of roaches on a camping trip. The rubber has all 
come away from the rigid bit, and all there was 
left, was the engine and a half eaten 
cheeseburger that I forgot was in there. 
So frantic fax no 346 to Mr Wilson, and this time 
he wasn't so chirpy as the residents that had 
just left. The constant heat and rain during the 
past months, destroys anything that just sits 
there. The heat had desolved all the glue and 
there is little point trying to repair it. So, new 
dinghy please ... Unless he would like his charter 
guests to swim for their money of course. 
Let me tell you now, the story of the long 
blonde haired Swede, that has taken up 
residence on my boat. This person just came up 
to me in the bar and asked if I could offer 
accommodation in return for favours I might 
like. Yo,  I hear you say. I can cook, I can clean, 
and I can keep you company. Yo Yo!! What more 
could a lonely sailor ask for? Well for that person 
to have been female would of been nice, but 
instead, come in, "Toolbourg" a 6 foot 3 "Man" 

who I met all over the islands last time, and has 
now chartered his boat for a while, and looking 



El’Capitino Log

124

PASSAGE Powerboats Yard Trinidad

Cricket soon. It seems the thing to do around 
here. So far no one has mentioned the 
Christmas word, and if it stays like that, it will 
be a good one.
Well after a fine innings of 23, taken 2 wickets, 
and a set of pads, Captain Lara is back in the 
bar, with "The team", for a well deserved "Apre 
Bat".  With 3 cases lined up on the table and a 
further 10 in the cooler, this is the way to 
spend this lousy day. It has been so hot out in 
the field, but now one of Trini' s short sweet 
tropical showers, has cooled the air, and the 
souls of the loser's. Ha! So, lunch at 9.30 at 
night, and thank God KFC was open. 
That evening was spent at good ol Smokey 
and Bandits. (Bunty's) The only "Bandit" was 
the taxi driver, who thought for some strange 
reason, and because it was 5.30 in the 
morning, would charge an additional $5 for 
the privilege. "What"!  We could buy the bl**dy 
car for that! But after a 30 minute argument at 
the gate of Powerboats, Jonus and I decided 
that a Xmas tip may be in order after all. 
So 50p lighter I crept back to the boat to think 
of you all, sitting there with the cold turkey, 
and trying to smile away the agony of next few 
days. (By the way, talking of cold turkey, a jar 
of home made pickle onions would go down a 
treat)! (Any offers)? 
Boxing day ....... Well, after a, sort of late start, it 
was back to the Ol' lifepad to the biggest 
shock so far! "CLOSED ! What! Closed on 
Boxing Day! Well, I can tell you, the sight of a 
hundred thirsty yachties and a mean bunch of 
local fishermen, hovering around with enough 
knives to make Crocodile Dundee look like a 
Boy Scout, is not a sociable sight. Next stop 
“The Cove", A tidy little club up the road, with 
enough Hoare's to make the Rigger look like a 
Convent! 
But, it is open. It has cold Carib and a pool 
table. Why they put the tables in a swimming 
pool I will never know! But, a cool swim and a 
beer, is El Caps way of spending Boxing Day. 
We limed and dined on a few Roti's and the 

the eyelid, and I look as if I have just lost a round 
to Mike Tyson. Happy Christmas to me. 
Toolbourg has just flown to Tobago where the 
charter skipper on his boat, has hit a reef and in 
need of some assistance. (Good, someone 
having a worse day than me). So Xmas is here 
and the whole country has ground to a halt. 
"Captain Bug's Eye" is now left on his Todd while 
the rest of the world play Happy Families. So I 
made a few calls to the UK and received a few 
letters from my Mommy. No Coronation Street 
to watch, and no repeats from Morcombe and 
Wise. So I walked through the yard and was 
invited by "Tipo" the tractor driver, to join a local 
party for the workers. So we sat liming away 
until the sun went down, and a few games or 
cricket before a fish (Grouper), supper. 
Grouper by the way are those ugly looking fish, 
that lay in deep water and lime out themselves. 
Yuk, With faces like Janice Street Porter, you 
would not like to meet one in a dark rockpool. 
Then a short Xmas drink with Barbie and Ken, 
and then into St James by courtesy of Alan, and 
his mean machine. 
I have got to tell you about Alan's car. He is one 
of these people that because he is a mechanic, 
he drives the worst specimen on the road. 
Believe me if you saw this car, you would agree. 
It would be a miracle if it passed a cyclist, let 
alone a M.O.T. The back wheels often overtake 
the front, and every time you hit a pot hole, 
something falls off it. 
The windows are covered in this black reflective 
stuff and all it needs are some fluffy dice. Still, 
it's wheels I suppose, and still in better 
condition than some of the local taxi's! 
"Christmas Day", and as usual who needs it. The 
lifeline is closing early, the marina is like a death 
town, and not much happening anywhere. 
There was a big breakfast party, and everyone 
chipped in to supply the fruit, coffee, and 
cornflakes. I have just rung home with the usual 
festive greeting, and the only thing that has got 
me thinking of England, is the thought of "Paxo" 
stuffing and "Bisto" gravy. We are all off to play 
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the food "Wrapped Up" for the evening. 
A final phone call, and sincere greetings from 
the manager, sent our little man, in his little 
van, back to the biggest bol***ing of his life. 
His excuse at the time was, "I got lost". How 
you could do that on a straight road, with a 
dead end was beyond us, but "Cheers KFC" 
Happy Christmas! To celebrate Jonas decided 
to leave a reminder of the success, and a 
temptation to any stray dog that may be 
passing, by Nailing a foresaid piece of the 
spicy stuff, on the "Barter or Trade" notice 
board. So, with as many legs as a Miss world 
contest, and enough chips to bankrupt a 
Monte Carlo Casino, we dived in, while wining 
to the sounds of Vic and his boys, who with a 
chicken bone in each hand, tapped out the 
"Tunes" on any available empty Carib bottle.
After a few hours the music was drowned by 
the "The table banging, Soca sounding, newly 
formed, KFC band". The rhythm was so cool it 
kept the beer cold. 
It was then, we decided to write for ourselves, 
a new Carnival Calypso on behalf of the 
Lifeline not being open. Before long we had 
created more number 1 hits than Elvis, and all 
through the night, the sounds and chorus 
echoed round the yard.
Well that was Xmas out the way for another 
year, and time to get on with some work. The 
yard had come back to as near "to life" as 
anyone could expect in Trinidad, and the never 
ending task of getting this heap of **** back in 
the water was on. 
By some amazing luck, or chance, or miracle, 
there was a tap on the boat. "**The Generator 
has arrived""**. Wow! Who would of believed 
that the custom system would ever of worked! 
With frantic anticipation, I greeted the 
package as if it was a certain South American, 
but low and behold, disappointment again. 
As I peeled off the wrapper and looked at the 
contents, it was not entirely what I expected to 
find. The wrong size, the wrong shape, and a 
completely different model. Great! 

the odd cheeseburger, until "Steve and Vic" 
decided that they could knock some music 
together back at life line, and create a "Mother 
of all Party's" Unquote.
So 12 cases of the cold stuff, 4 Massive speakers, 
and the tiniest hy-fi system, created a party 
bigger than the Tories. Yo! All that seemed to be 
missing by around 12 was the nosh. 

What, Where, and How. Answer... "Jonas" and 
the biggest phone in, home delivery, that KFC 
were likely to pull off until Carnival.
KFC have a large ad in the phone book, that 
reads. "If your order is not delivered in 30 mins; 
then the order is "FREE".. Well, the challenge was 
on. Jonus on the phone, and the Stopwatch 
ticking away. We sat and waited. and waited, 
and waited. Anyway, 30 minutes up, and 4 
people were injured in the rush for the phone. 
Jonas fought his way to the front, and with a 
few chosen Danish words, started the 
negotiations with the manager. "It's on it's way" 
said the panic stricken Trini, as he could see 
nearly $400 worth of his prime chicken legs, 
running out on him. Ha! Let's wait for the driver! 
Well, 1 hour later, and after a further 12 calls, 
just to wind them up, Colonel Crapping himself, 
turned up to be greeted by a bigger round of 
applause than Joan Collins on a running 
machine. (Think that one carefully)!....... 
New paragraph. So, anyway, it finally did "Wing" 
it's way to lifeline, and after all it was a "Fry Day", 
(Tuesday, didn't get a one liner), So we didn't 
have to "Chip In" after all, and that was that was 
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boats either side of me were dancing to the 
music of the Anchorage. Yes, you guest it, 
"EARTHQUAKE"!! 15 seconds, measuring 5 on 
the Recta scale. (How do you spell Recta)? 
Anyway, that word that Peter Snow uses 
during an election! At one stage I thought I 
was a Gonna! A boat that is firmly on land, and 
acting like it is at sea, is not the place for EI Cap 
to be! (Poet). But by the time I had kissed all 
the girls goodbye and prepared a packed 
lunch, it was all over. This time I left the 
topsides quicker than the wasp's managed to 
persuade me, and stood on the ground, 
staring up at the boat and waiting for the 
moment when my "New paint job", was 
literally going to hit the dust. As it happened, 
she stood there, boldly as I did in my pyjamas. 
A little shaken, but not stirred, I checked all the 
shore's and was then joined by all the other 
yachties to assess and discuss the whole 
situation. 
Then Jonas arrived with an armfull of Carib, 
and had not felt a thing. He just saw 20 people 
standing together, and naturally assumed it 
was a party. 

(Sad man). 2 yachts and a powerboat, had 
fallen in the yard, and Maria had whipped over 
to see whether I had fallen for her yet! 
So, something to talk about over coffee the 

All this waiting around, and what do they send 
me. So after a great deal of trouble, time, hassle, 
humping around, banging, screwing, shouting, 
lifting, dropping on it's back, and the hands of a 
real man, in all the right places, it was firmly in 
it's place! (Actually, this even sounds like it was a 
South American). 
Still, work must go on, and eventually after the 2 
coffee tables had been skillfully manipulated 
into one, the beast had been lowered into it's 
hole, like a Ferret on holiday. My Hair dryer was 
working! "240 volts gloriously pumping out 
more power than me, on a Friday Night! 2 days 
later, Job done. Time for the next 3000 tasks. 
Work, work work, was the rhythm of the 
following week. No letters, no faxes, and still no 
dinghy. New year's eve, (Old years night) for 
those that remembered, was the next on the 
agenda. There were more choices open than 
Joan Collins has men, but we finally decided to 
stay local. Everyone has a different idea on how 
to celebrate, but as long as the music is loud, 
the beer is cold, and the night has no end, who 
gives a stuff. So, a Quick phone call to Mom, 
then the Rigger and then off to "Peak's" 
followed by Lifeline, followed by "Anchorage" 
night club, followed by "Eric Sharp" and finally 
the finest display of duff distress flare's, and 
Venezuelan fireworks you will ever see, outside 
Jean Michael Jare's concert at Docklands. 
Running around like loonies, frightened to miss 
out on all the action, EI cap and his intrepid 
followers hit the lights of Port of Spain. 
At 5.34, 1st Jan, and as I just reached my pit, 
there was an shake on the boat! "Jonas", was my 
first thought, where does he want to party now? 
Wrong! As the following 3-4 shakes made the 
rigs rattle, I thought either he is desperate or the 
boat is falling over. As the boat jumped about a 
foot in the air, and then started to lean, I 
thought it was time to hit the deck and find out 
whether I was going to die, or just that the tide 
had come into the boatyard. As I crawled up on 
deck, I was shaken to my knee's. S**T, was nearly 
the first word I came up with, as I noticed the 2 
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English. Welcome 3.30 am! Why are we here, 
standing in the middle of the road, while Joe is 
showing his stockings in the remote attempt 
of stopping a car for a ride. "Never Again", will I 
go out with Jonas. ! 1 hour later, a taxi arrived, 
with the kind offer of ripping us off, up, down, 
and across, to take us home to Powerboats. 
Well needless to say. $100 seemed to do the 
trick and that is the last time I watch a Bond 
movie.
Come in, January the 4th. The paint is on, the 
bugs are off, and the boat is sort of ready to be 
dropped back in the Oggin. Today the name 
went back on, and the Hydraulic hoses came 
off! Seems that 4 weeks notice is not enough 
to get 2 hoses put together and screw them to 
the system. 
The sails came on, and the cockpit table came 
off again. If only they had used the right glue, 
the top would not have fallen off in the heat. 
(Trini's)! Now that the running rigging is on, 
EI Cap is off! Off for a very well, well, well 
deserved Carib and a bite to eat. Talking of 
eating, I found the long lost, "Bremmel Toasted 
Sandwich Maker" today, and, am now the envy 
of just about everyone in sniffing distance. 
Bacon and cheese for starters, followed by 
Blackberry and Pineapple for afters, 
complemented by a very large glass, of pure 
fruit punch. (No alcohol). Lunch will now be 
"Pure Bliss" . Some good news today in the 
shape of a wonderful new 10hp, Johnson 
outboard. Waiting for collection, anytime I 
want it. (Still no dinghy to put it on, but 
patients is virtue). I am going to have some fun 
with this little baby, and have already entered 
the local formula 1 team. Yo! Alas, back in the 
lifeline and waiting patiently for my Beef 
"special" to arrive. 
Jonas and the mob are way down the other 
end of the patio, and for a change, I am staying 
well clear. He is off on Sunday, with a charter of 
Dane's so a rest for us all. Well, a quick invasion 
there from Maria and America, and now the 
nosh has arrived. 

coffee the next morning, but most people in the 
bay, didn't feel a thing. SWG had fallen about 5 
degrees, but I soon put it right, being the 
straight guy I am. Tuesday the 2nd of Jan. 
Slightly hung over, everyone was waiting for the 
next big shake down. They say on the news, that 
there is more to come, but if their information is 
as reliable as their post office, it will be some 
time next month. So, big decision time, and the 
mob opted for a night at the cinema, to greet 
James Bond and Golden Eye, to the "Ritzy". $2 
later, and feeling the shock of a half hour Route 
Taxi, we arrive in the most amazing cinema, you 
will ever see. Built in the thirties, it resembles 
the Albert hall without Victoria. 
There is comfy seating, waiter service on tap, 
Carib, Roti, ashtrays, and a big sign saying 
"Please refrain from Smoking Marijuana'" 
What a place! Watching a movie in your own 
home. Just like the old days but with 200 Trini's 
cheering the good guys, and booing the bad. 
Like the Rocky Horror show but without the 
stockings. Well, Joe may have had some on, but 
we won't go into that. So, we arrived and looked 
for a seat. I thought the place was empty, until 
something funny came up on the screen, and I 
saw it was full up! (You find a seat, by looking for 
a large gap in the white teeth). (Think about it)!
Well "Golden Eye" soon became "Shut Eye", and 
after a long days work, I was ready for my pit. 
We stood outside for about 20 minutes, waiting 
for a taxi. Jonus whipped around the corner, and 
reappears with a Pick Up, a driver, and yes, a 
handful of beers. 
Oh no! But with little option left, we are off. 
Through the street of P.O.S, ll pm, in the back of 
an open pick up, sipping on a Carib, and praying 
for our lives, as Trini's answer to John Boy 
Walton, show's us how to jump speed ramps as 
well as Red Rum with 2 broken legs. Alas we 
stop. White knuckles, sore backsides, and in the 
totally opposite direction to where we want to 
go. All out, and into "Pelican". The famous 
expression of "We will just stay here for one" is 
once again slurred from Jonas, in broken 
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anything to do with it! Across the way, say Ciao 
to Mrs and Mrs Italian hairy legs. She has more 
hair than the average broom, and generally 
supports a lively little "G" string number, while 
shouting at hubby and waving her arms at the 
baby. So, there are another 1000 or so that I 
could tell you about, but it would take forever.
Well, it is now time to mow the lawn, and to do 
this I hired a high pressure hose. As the water 
hit the deck, the ants hit the air, and as I 
rounded the 17th green, it reviled that there 
was teak on top of the boat after all. 
With a further day spent cleaning the white 
work and chrome, SWG started looking like 
SWG, and a little more how I had left it. 
The next day was panic time. One day before 
launch and it was going to be, "One of those 
days". 
Everything I looked at, touched, thought 
about, and shouted at, broke down on me. 
"Peaks" is the yard next door, and has a big 
Chandlery. It's ok if your boat is American, and 
12 volt. English, Wilson owned and 24 volt, 
forget it. Endless trips and each time I returned 
with nothing.  Spare's are a thing of the past 
now, so, bodge it as always! Firstly the engine 
would not start, followed by the fridges, 
followed by the chargers, followed by ..... Every 
single system on the boat seemed to have a 
laugh at me. But finally after I had hurled every 
spanner and tool, out of the windows and 
across the yard, I sort of considered it was 
finally time to hit the water. 
"Big mistake No: 1". Why I ever came back to 
this over complicated, over rated, over the top 
boat I will never know. You need a degree in 
Electronics, refrigeration, engineering, and 
let’s not forget "Toilet Maintenance". I'm not an 
Ocean skipper, I'm a Lavatory attendant! 
Well along came Ray in his Raybans, and as 
they lifted the boat, I thought, too late to 
bother. As she trundled through the yard, and 
the locals stopped to admire my handy work, I 
did feel proud in a way. The boat looks good, if 
only I could get the cocky looking outsides,

No wonder it takes me so long to write this 
damned log. (Bon Appetite and see you soon). 
If you like spicy beef then you would of loved 
what I just eaten. Wow! Hot or what! I now
find myself with the burning ambition to find a 
toilet, so, back in a minute. I will take a little 
space to tell you about some of the characters, 
parked up around me. On my left we have the 
local fishing boys. Callis the skipper and worker, 
and his 4 crew, or should I say Foremen.. 
They watch, he works. Once a day, the owner 
turns up and rearranges all the words in a 
dictionary to start with the letter "F". Then in 
front of them is Mr Dickhead, in the shabbiest 
Westerly Ocean you have ever seen. A 
connoisseur of all, and the knowledge of a Ant. 
He has done it, seen it, and definitely needs a 
new T-shirt. His principle is to use a boat, not 
look at it. I think the fact be was jealous, may 
have had something to do with it. Across from 
her we have Siren "Cindy", a yank with more

range to her mouth than the best quality SSB 
radio, and she can be heard anywhere, at any 
time. She is in love with Kangaroo "Ken" from 
down under, who equally has a big mouth, and 
drinks solidly from dawn to dusk. Anyway, on 
my right we have Phil. A single handed sailor 
from St Croix US Virgins. His boat is the same 
size as my old dinghy, but has spent I month so 
far to sand the bottom.  He fires up his sander at 
around 7 am every morning, and one day soon 
he will feel a little rough himself, if I have 



El’Capitino Log

129

PASSAGE Powerboats Yard Trinidad

awake rather than hit his pit. 

(Well that was the plan)! At 8, Joe rowed 
ashore to find Jonas, sat against the toilet wall 
and fast asleep. 
Panic was not the word! The flying Dane 
leaped in his dinghy and sped of across the 
bay, to A, Clean the boat, B, get the anchor up, 
and the boat to the jetty, and C, refuel and get 
to the Hotel. They hauled on the anchor, but it 
was well and truly stuck. Like Steve at last 
orders in the Rigger, It was going nowhere 
until it was ready. So Claus, whipped off his 
shirt and swam down the 8 metres, to discover 
a well placed engine block had found a friend 
to hitch on to! 
After the 3rd attempt it was free, so
"Columbine" screamed back to the fuel dock. 
We suggested refueling, so Jonas, now already 
half hour late, could speed off in a taxi to meet 
his guests, in the same clothes from the night 
before. (Complete with rip in the sleeve.) 2 
hours later, back he came, with 4 very 
unhappy looking guests. As he climbed on the 
boat, there was this very strong smell of fish? 
Apparently, there were no taxis to be found, 
and being quick thinking, Jonas decided that a 
lift in the back of a fish truck, was better than 
being later, than he already was!
So, the smell of fish, and Danish Bacon has 
finally left Trinidad, and with less of a risk of 
alcohol poisoning from the company of Jonas, 
time once again to hit the kids dinghy, and 
wet my backside. 

to have a friendly chat with the problems inside! 
As it hit the water and I hit a large Rum, I closed 
my eyes and turned the key. To my amazement 
the engine fired up first stroke, the generator 
and the watermaker did the same, even the 
instruments came on with sympathy. 
Had it all been a bad dream, or was I just about 
to untie one? Well I slid off out to sea, and after a 
quick sail past the Lifeline, things started to fall 
back into place. A very long way from being 
perfect, but it all sort of worked. Joe and Lasse 
came for the ride, and we motored around like a 
tourist in a motor boat. I have been desperately 
trying to get a pontoon spot for a few days, but 
as usual the French had beaten me to it. 
So after around an hour of cruising up and 
down, trying to look as if we knew what we 
were doing, I chose a nice little spot outside the 
Lifeline, to sling down an anchor, and wait for a 
frog to leap back to Martinique where they 
belong, and give me back my space on the 
dock. 
As I was still awaiting my new dinghy from the 
States, Joe kindly lent me his spare. With the 
usual anticipation, we unrolled the package, 
and started to inflate it. Now Joe being a single 
handed sailor, meant that he only needs a 1 
man dinghy! 5ft long and with ice lolly sticks for 
oars, all you could do was laugh. So after a 
celebratory Carib and a bite to eat, we decided 
L.L was the next call. We somehow clambered 
into the dinghy, and laughed our way ashore, 
with wet backsides, 1 rowing, and 2 praying.
As we sat liming in the bar, admiring the boat, 
and feeling quite chuffed with our achievement, 
Enter Jonas! His last night before an early 
charter, and with us all feeling the need to 
celebrate, "Anchorage" night club here we 
come! Jonas said he was going to take it easy 
because of his charter the following morning, so 
just stuck to the one case of Carib. Come 4 am, 
and after a cracking evening singing away to 
the live sound of Mood Indigo, we staggered of 
back down the road to the boat. Jonas had to be 
at the Hilton hotel by 9, so decided to stay 
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with his tester and give us a yes or no for a 
replacement. Not! He said he couldn't do 
anything for a week because he was too busy. 
If so, tell me how he can spend so long in the 
Lifeline. Tosspot! Anyway he did finally admit 
he could spare the 2 minutes to give an 
opinion, and so, welcome on board. One and a 
half minutes later he presented his opinion, as 
well as a bill for $100USD for his time. Ha! "Low 
down Les" then received the biggest "Shock" 
of his career, as I grabbed him by the neck and 
held him over the side. Assault and "Battery" 
did not need to come into it, but after a while, 
he agreed it would be better to assume that 
he did it for a favour, and a rather red faced, 
bright spark, toddled off into the sunset. 
Basically the batteries were F**ked and had to 
be replaced. After taking out more cells than a 
SAS invasion of Wentworth prison, we finally 
hauled the 96th and final one, out of it's hole, 
and into the saloon. Ni-Cad cells are about a 
foot long, a foot across, and 6 inches wide. 
They weigh more than a suitcase full of Carib, 
and the pool of sweat, slushing around in the 
Galley told the whole story. Until of course 
until you find that you cannot get any 
replacements, and they all have to go back 
home again. 

My condition at the end of it all was almost 
"Terminal", with negative achieved and “
positively” time for a Carib. With less power 
than Steve in a gymnasium, there only one 
answer. Shore power! Well that is if there was 
any. The storms took out all the wires, so a 
1000 ft lead from the shed up the road was the 

The small things that are left to do on the boat 
should not cause too many problems, and at 
this stage it looked as if the boat would be 
ready and the first charter a possibility. Wrong! 
Try again!. Apart from the minor problems still 
with the fridge, the lights, and water pumps, 
the following morning saw Major problem 
no: 7453. That morning I noticed that there was 
a gap on the pontoon, nothing was going to 
stop me from firing up the engine, and shooting 
across the bay, like a cross bow bolt, and into 
the only available space on the island. I tried to 
start the engine! All I could do was laugh as I 
discovered that my so called start batteries were 
as dead as Picasso, and drawing as many Amps. 
Great, there we were drifting slowly round on 
the anchor, toward a rather large Buoy, that 
would leave more than it's name on my new 
paint job. To top the lot, a thick headed Frog, 
anchored across my stem line, and totally f****d 
the whole chance of recovery. 
So only one solution! Row out a kedge anchor in 
the rubber ring, and shove it into the path of 
anything within arms length. So, 30 pounds of 
sunken Bruce anchor was loaded in, and thrown 
through the side of the nearest Frog Catamaran. 
Meanwhile frantic, and with generator running 
to try to bring the batteries, back up to amps I 
finally got things under some kind of control. 
After a full day of charging, we were in the same 
situation as we started
The cells were as much use as a Chocolate 
Kettle, and nothing was going to turn this thing 
over. So, into the dinghy and following a 4 hour 
trip around P.O.S, we arrive back to the boat 
with 2 mother of all mother start batteries. Now 
these things could turn a sleeping Cyril Smith 
over, let alone a 70hp Mercedes: Phil found a 
few jump leads and she fired up though the 
floorboards. Yo! Anchor up, and like a dart I flew 
across the bay, just in time to stop a loud 
mouthed German, nicking my spot. Relief at 
last, and back home safe and sound. Now then! 
Enter "Mr Alternator man", I assumed that 
"Lesley" the lead acid man, would stroll across 
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of 20p or 40p to travel anywhere on the island. 
Most of the busses have no windows, and 
timetables are non existent. "That's Trinidad". 
So "Cool man Phil" and I, rip out the 
compressor, and a step by step lecture on 
Freon, followed by more technical data than a 
NASA mission, allows me to rebuild the system 
myself again if needed at sea, and away it 
went. -15c and just slightly cooler than me on 
a Friday night. Talking of Friday nights, that 
evening was spent Liming away at the 
Anchorage, and now that Carnival is getting 
close, the Fete's are starting to draw in all the 
big bands. The race is on to draw the crowds 
and make the Mass. There are about 6 popular 
songs, that are played by all, and now all the 
memories of the mud flinging Juvet madness, 
are slowly coming back. Is it really a year 
already, since our first visit? So, here we go 
again, hangover number ***? And the new 
problem of rewiring the entire engine start 
system is the call of the day. 
With my head back down the bilge, Phil and I 
are trying to find the space for the proposed 
100ft of additional cable that will now 
transform Gypsy into floating electrical 
warehouse. So, back to P.O.S, and another 5 hr 
epic all round trip, this time by route taxi. It 
took 5 hrs, because it does help if you 
remember to take your wallet with you on the 
first trip! This year has not started on a very 
good footing. I decided that while I was there, 
a KFC could not be missed. So, off to 
Independent Square, via a trendy little shoe 
shop, where I just had to by this outrageous 
pair of not so trendy Flip Flops. At £2 they 
were a must, and the only thing I have bought 
myself since I arrived. Now I will be the envy of 
the Anchorage, and hope they improve my 
Soca steps. That evening hosted a Mime show 
at the Lifeline, and Marcel Marcel, a visiting 
Belgian, put on a show and a half for the 
yachties. Taking the p**s out of just about 
everything in TT, while the beer and laughter 
flowed as it does.

only solution. With all systems now trickling 
away, it was time for EI Floyd, to muster up a 
quick Spaghetti Bog (Trini style) for Lasse 
Stumpy and Phil. We were all working a 18 hr 
day by now, and stoggie food stops, even at 2 in 
the morning, are a must.  Got to look after the 
boys who are doing so much to help and never 
expect anything in return. true Seamanship! 

The following day saw a fax from Steve, 2 letters 
from my Mom (Bless), and a very unexpected 
communication from you know who! 
So, people back there haven't forgotten me 
after all! It certainly put a spring back into my 
step that day, and finally gave me the 
enthusiasm to tackle the major problem of the 
fridge system. Now after 2 days of topping gas 
and fiddling, I was at the end of my usefulness, 
so enter "Phil the Fix it once again"! A great local 
guy and Trinidad's answer to Jimmy Savile. 
Anything and everything, fixed in a second, but 
not a tool to his name. So back into P.O.S, for 
another death ride, and back on the local bus, 
with 2 new valves and a set of gauges. As we sat 
there gripping the seats, there was a sudden 
outburst in the form of a Trumpet. There in the 
back of the bus was a local guy, the splitting 
image of Sammy Davis Junior. Head back, eyes 
closed, and with a massive pair of walkman 
headphones. He blew out his cheeks like a 
Bullfrog, and the best imitation of a jazz band 
was the result. Amazing sounds, and 
complemented by a loud political row in the 
seats at the front, it has to be the most 
entertaining bus ride so far. There is a set price 
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arriving in Barbados the following day, left me 
with a very simple. "Let him get on with it" 
attitude, and the biggest sore head so far. 
I laid in my bunk and just laughed. What if I 
had never come back here and another for 
skipper with a dream had to face this lot. Wow 
God help him if that was the case as I am sure 
he would have left weeks ago. SWG, does not 
want to leave this Island for some reason. 
Carnival, Carib, Soca, I don't know, but she is 
trying to tell me something! Perhaps she is 
waiting for the missing South American crew 
member? Maybe fate, but I am doing no more 
until JW arrives, and that is that. 1745, 19th of 
January. Sat in the LL and waiting for the 
owner. I employed Donna the cleaner to come 
on board this morning to give the boat the 
once over, and try to make things look as neat 
as possible, even though it still resembled a 
mechanics workshop inside. Now Donna is a 
good cleaner, and did a fine job while the boat 
was on land. But so as to keep my run of bad 
luck going, the moment she stepped on the 
boat she was seasick. 
Who could of believed it! So after the 
green/black lady was loaded back onto dry 
land, it was up to Lasse and I to do the dirty 
work, and just spend the day l
aughing off the building problems. So, sat in 
the lifeline, and soon to be disturbed by the 
loud sound of a pis**d brit, staggering round 
the corner, clutching a rum bottle in each 
hand, and a Carib down his trousers. 
Welcome home the owner! He had just 
finished the Atlantic race, and still in high 
spirit. I was amazed by the way he kept so 
relaxed about all the problems, slowly reeled 
off from the by now 4 page list. He knows me 
by now, and I think realised straight away, that 
the only solution to all this, was the very large 
cheque book he had in his pocket, and at least 
a week of more time.
So, plan A was put into operation, and the 
truth spoken very loud. With the aid of his hire 
car, muscle power, and wallet, it was decided 

This time around, the local yachties have made 
a bit of an effort, to provide entertainment for 
all, and the other night someone showed a 
couple of Videos that they had made during the 
Hurricanes in St Martin. 
Jesus, that was scary, and no way would I have 
liked to be sitting in those harbours, with bits of 
wriggly tin flying through the air like leaves off a 
tree!  With 6 days left until C day, (Charter), saw 
D.D.D.D.D. Day. Just don't ask! Disaster, Distress, 
Disappointment, Delusion, and Dinghy Day. 
I won't bore you with the details, just lay down 
the facts! The day started at 7am, and with no 
gas, so “no tea”!  Take away tea, take away the 
job list. Then the dinghy arrived from Miami, 
blow it up and the brand new high tech piece of 
junk, fills with water, due to a unglued section of 
the floor. Fix that, and add an engine. Start the 
New engine and there is a fuel leak:. Fix that and 
drive off.  Then find that the boat bends in half 
because of 2 missing struts that support the 
floor. Fix them and have them made locally and 
presto!  Then run the fridges, and find that the 
German boat next door has blown all the fuses 
and wiring. Fix that and there is a power cut in 
the whole marina. Sod that, and start the 
generator. Clang, Clang, the bearing has gone 
again. (Design fault Aparently). Don't bother 
fixing that, there is no way to replace it in time. 
Fax to UK. So, no generator equals =
No watermaker, electric cooking, battery 
chargers, TV video, sockets, microwave, etc, etc: 
So, start engine for power! Chug Chug, Bang! 
Head gaskets blown. Now folks, there is only a 
certain amount anyone can take, and EI Cap just 
reached there. 
A bullet through the head, would have solved 
all the problems. So, Phone and fax UK. Can't,
no power in the office. The only human solution 
was to get a bus to town and fax from there. It 
read! CANCEL CHARTER! I ain't going nowhere! 
Bus back, then get totally rat faced, on anything 
put in front of you, while everyone else just has 
to laugh. What a day. I had now got to the "Past 
Caring" stage in this little project and with JW 
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was that. I said nothing and showed no 
emotion, as Phil arrived with a massive 
welding kit that I had pre arranged from 
"Meltdown Melvin" who drives one of the 
cranes. John's face was a picture, he said 
nothing, and continued to swallow the rather 
large lump, that seemed lodged in his throat. 
With the aid of a some paper and spay glue, 
the bearing was centralised and the sparks 
began to fly. The inside of the boat then 
resembled a light house as Phil welded the 
two stainless parts to the shaft. John went to 
his cabin and as he looked back towards me, 
I gave him one of my "Say nothing and trust 
me", looks! The “A" Team eat your heart out, 
all we needed was the theme music, as the 
final spark hit the roof and a shaft spun like a 
top. High five to Phil and a low five for myself. 
The two halves were then suspended from the 
deck head, and slowly swayed in the swell as I 
completed a more complicated manoeuvre 
than Neil Armstrong, on Apollo 11. The 2 half's 
were docked together, the lines reconnected 
and the unit lowered back into it’s pit. 
Rewired, reconnected, refuelled, and rejoice. In 
less than 4 hours a miracle had been 
preformed. Purring away like a Tabby cat, the 
covers back on, the floor boards replaced, and 
a cup of tea in my hand.! "I am suppose to be 
hear sailing, not this ****". But it was fun to see 
JW's face, and even if I do have to admit it 
myself, "Super skipper, had done it again". 

We left Wilson to do the final cleanup and off 
ashore for a break and and the usual cold stuff.

that 1 week would be enough time, to get the 
boat in some kind of order, and at least to keep 
the second charter happy. The first couple were 
a little disappointed about missing the first 
week, but they have flown to Tobago, and are 
now lapping up the free holiday JW booked 
them, as some form of compensation. 
It was decided that the generator was going to 
come out completely, and shipped back to the 
UK, just in time for the lawsuit, that John has 
planned for HFL (The company that makes 
them). He rang them, and they said nothing 
could be done with it, but I am insisting this 
time, he lets me have a play, because I have a 
gut feeling, I could make a few Robbie major 
revamps, that may save the day. 
Lets face it, I can't bugger it up anymore than it 
is now!  This morning work started up on the 
removal of most of the engine. Back to the head 
down the bilge syndrome, and covered from 
head to foot, in lovely black grease! Yuk! I had 
better stay away from immigration for a while, 
otherwise they may offer me citizenship! 
But after a full day of grind for Phil and myself, it 
was totally in bits and the new parts ordered 
from the UK. Stephen has a friend, who is a 
BWIA pilot and is flying to England and back on 
Tuesday. Hopefully he will bring back all the 
spares, and that will leave me 2 days to get it 
together and get to Grenada. Alas, the owner 
flips on the generator problem. The instruction 
to the skipper was "Run it to destruction". 
Well sinking the boat would of been a better 
solution, but, now my big chance for a say in the 
matter. With tongue in cheek. and my job on the 
line, I ask him for one day of time, and total 
control of the problem. 
As he pulled the last hair from his ever thinning 
head, John agreed. So, with no restrictions, no 
outside interference, and no bullsh*ting 
mechanics, Lasse and I had the mother of all 
generators out of it's hole and once again set up 
as a coffee table, in less than 2 hours. As I split 
the 2 units once again, it reviled exactly what I 
expected. The coupling was shot again and that 
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in all the best Malls. Long Circular Mall, is a 
good place to start, especially as the entire top 
floor is dedicated to bars and restaurants, from 
all over the world. One of the best Chinese 
nosh up's for a long time, was followed by a 
stroll round the stores, and the laziest day so 
far. My first true day off since I arrived here and 
not one sign of guilt was felt.
Back to the boat to receive yet another treat in 
the form of a stunning new Norwegian 
blonde, who had parked her boat in the spot 
next to mine. (Good taste, these Skandies). 
As she drifts around her decks in the skimpiest 
black bikini, the chances of ever getting a job 
done now, is about 3200/1 against. Marianne, 
is unfortunately accompanied by a Gorilla of a 
boy friend, but if you throw him the odd 
Banana, he sometimes excuses you for 
letching at his girlfriend and continues his 
work. 
That night saw a little drama, as Phil the 
welder discovered that welding without a 
mask, pay's it's price. "Arc Eye" is very painful 
and by midnight the guy obviously needed 
some medical attention. So, as I had the car, I 
volunteered to run him into the hospital, while 
Alan was supposed to look after his boat. 
Now Phil's boat has a short story behind it in 
the way of a Salvage success. It is an old 60 ft 
fishing trawler, he and 2 other guys refloated, 
after someone deserted it during the storms. 
The only problem with it, is the 2 foot hole in 
the side, and the fact it takes in more water 
than a whale with a puncture! 
Every 6 hours he has to pump it out, otherwise 
it will sink back to where it came from. Alan 
said he would help out and assured Phil, he 
would run the pump at 2 am. So, off we go to 
Trinidad's answer to M* A *S*H. A tasteful little 
building with a maze of wards and corridors. 
As we weaved our way around I noticed all 
these people laying asleep on the benches 
outside the building. So with ignorance, I 
asked Phil if the hospital was full and short of 
beds! No, he replied..... 

So, today is the 24th, the charter is arriving in 2 
days. JW is leaving today, and all I have to do 
now, is rebuild the engine, replace all the 
batteries and chargers, rewire the systems, fix 
the fridges, service the watermaker, clean the 
boat inside and out, provision, sort out
immigration, laundry, and get the dinghy 
operational. A small list for a genius like myself, 
but we will see. 20 hours a day at the moment, 
and that does not include the accounts, reports, 
or this letter to you. John has left me more cash 
than I have seen for a lifetime, and the 
temptation to buy a ticket to Rio with it, is still  
very much a temptation. Just keep an eye on 
the postmark, when I send off the next El Cap.
Friday the 26th of January. I should be in 
Tobago, or Grenada. I should have 2 charter 
guests on board, and everything should be 
working and operational. So where am I? I'm 
sitting in the "Pow Pow Patch', with the PPP 
"Compound kids". We have renamed, the 
Lifeline at long last, and there are enough of us 
now that are stuck here, to form a committee, 
and a regular meeting. Am I ever going to leave 
Trinidad I wonder? The reason I am still here is 
so simple. When an engine is all put back 
together by professionally registered Mercedes 
engineers, one would assume that it would all 
work. Wrong! As the final bolts were tightened 
down on the head, and the engine turned over, I 
asked the simple question. "Why is water 
coming out of that hole there"? AH! Said they, 
that's not suppose to do that. 
As a result it was discovered that the heat 
exchanger is Kafunked, and it's all got to come 
out again. Yes! Cancel another charter, and give 
JW yet another heart attack. This time it has 
nothing to do with me, and again time to sit and 
have a beer, and just laugh about it. So, plan 
number 7 is to leave here on the 2nd of Feb, just 
in time to pick up the following charter of 4, on 
the 4th. So, "Relax", what could possibly go 
wrong now! JW left me the car for a few days, so 
off 1 trot into P.O.S, with a car full of the Pow 
Pow club, for a EI Cap shopping trip, and a lime 
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Doorman is behind the bar, so the hunt had 
started to find Mr Ice, somewhere amongst the 
dying millions, in almost as many darkened 
wards.
After around a hour of creeping through pitch 
black rooms full of very confused, half asleep 
people, I spotted the familiar white teeth, 
luminous shorts, and braided pony tail, of my 
good buddy Phil. Laying there patiently, with 
white patches over his eye's. He nearly shot 
through the roof as I planted a cold beer in his 
hand, and pack of fags in the other. Well when 
he came back down from the ceiling, he told 
me that they were keeping him in there for the 
night, so I had done all I could.
I crept back through the ward and it was time 
to find the car once again, and head back to 
Powerboats, for some well deserved kip, and 
drop by his boat to make sure Alan had 
pumped it out ok! 
When I arrived back, his boat looked pretty 
upright, and as if it had been pumped as 
promised. The next morning I took a stroll 
back along to the pier and could not believe 
what I saw. There was Phils boat laying on its 
side, in around 10 foot of water and not a 
single sign of Alan anywhere. Poor boat, and 
poor Phil! Months of effort down the drain, 
and there had better been a blo**y good 
explanation from someone. 
Eventually I did find Alan, sitting in Peaks 
restaurant, with a new local girlfriend, looking 
very guilty while chomping away on a bacon 
roll. Apparently, he went out to a night club, 
got drunk, and could not make it back in time 
to do a fellow seaman a costly favour. 
Alan suddenly has now lost all his favourability 
with me for certain, and with most of the 
yachties. So, not so long after, back came Phil 
to find his boat on it's side, and what was left 
of his personal stuff, full of water and fish. 
I must admit I have never seen anyone take a 
situation like that so cool, but you could see in 
his face he was not happy. As some kind of a 
token, I invited him to stay on SWG for the rest 

"They are the security guards"! 
So, with no one awake to assist, we finally 
arrived at the casualty doctor, and woke him up. 
He gave Phil a blood pressure test, and for a 
laugh I had mine done as well! I thought after 
the traumas I had been through with the boat, 
this piece of kit would be totally overloaded, but 
to my amazement it showed a perfect constant 
pressure, better than in the inflatable doll on 
Jonas's boat. 
So, next stage was the eye doctor who insisted 
on keeping him in for the night. Well the guy 
had no money, cigarettes or Carib. Well, how 
could I leave him in that state, so off I go with 
the porter, who assured me he knew a little bar, 
that would be open at 3am. Deeper and deeper 
we drove, and further into the part of Port of 
Spain, your mother would warn you about. 
Suddenly we found ourselves parked up on a 
street comer, outside one of the sleaziest 
looking bars I have seen since the King and 
Queen! Talk about rough, this area made the 
New York Bronx look like play school. 
I gave the guy $20 dollars, sent him out of the 
car, then locked all the doors, no extra points for 
being a hero in this part of town. 
Very soon I realised that I had done the right 
thing. Sitting in a smart hire car, being white, 
and looking totally lost, are the perfect signs for 
any undesirable, to move on in! And they did. 
Within 30 seconds the car was completely 
surrounded with begging hands and calls of 
"Yankee, give me a dollar". S**T, I ain't hanging 
round here for long I thought, and then by 
sheer luck, and just before the mob arrived to 
remove the wheels, and the battery, out 
popped Mr Medicine Man, armed with my 
shopping, but unfortunately having to give 90% 
of it away, to even get back in the car. Great! 
Back to square one, and only a pack of 10 
cigarettes and 1 Carib to show for my $20 and 
efforts. I drove off through the crowd, and strait 
through the 6 red lights on the way back to the 
hospital. When we arrived, the place looked 
even more deserted than the Rigger when Neil 
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Maracas via a cool swift Carib in Bobby's Bar. 
The coldest Carib in the whole of Trinidad, and 
at 25p a bottle, who could resist it! Next stop 
the beach. Nice 10 foot waves off the 
Northern coast, and some of the best body 
surfing in the Southern Caribbean. 

Great fun and a great end to a great day, apart 
from the next bit. I drove off back into POS to 
drop off the car. We were a little late in arriving 
and the old hag in the car hire office was not 
pleased at all. 
I then found out I had parked up in the wrong 
car park, so had to drive 2 miles around a 
stupid one way system just to park it outside 
her office, rather than the 20 yards away, 
originally thought to be ok! 
Now, as it happened, this car park was about 
half a mile long with her office at one end. She 
insisted the car had to be parked in this park, 
but unfortunately for her, she didn't state at 
which end. Ha! El Cap 1, Old hag 0. It was so 
amusing to see her walk the half mile to check 
the car, and as you can gather, she was not 
amused. We toddled off in the other direction 
to find a route bus to Powerboats, and on the 
way just couldn't resist a Chicken Roti and 
another beer, this time in "Munchkins" . A cafe 
by day, a fine hoare house in the evenings. 
(So I have heard)! Well, the following day saw 
the arrival of the new head gasket and bits to 
get the engine back in order and hopefully do 
at least one charter this season. To celebrate 
this wonderful occasion, a great night out, at 

of my time in Trinidad, or at least until they 
found a solution to refloat her. Anyway the rest 
of that day Alan kept a very low profile, while 
we all did that we could to help. 
As a little added extra for Phil, that night we 
treated him to a few beers and a meal, at good 
'0l Smokey and Bunty's. The following day saw 
the return of the hire car, so it was decided to 
make the most of it in the way of an El Cap Tour 
of Port of Spain, and Maracus Bay for a spot of 
body surfing. So, Joe, Phil, Stumpy, and Lester, 
joined me in well earned day out. First stop was 
Independent Square, where I was trying to find 
all the latest Carnival cassettes, together with a 
small compact tape player, that I could take to 
beaches etc: Well, AAA Electrical seemed to be 
the recommended place, so in we went. I 
noticed a great little Jap unit with some nice 
little speakers that were detachable, so decided 
to buy it.
Apparently 10w Speakers, according to Stumpy 
and Phil, were not loud enough for real Soca 
music. So next thing I know is, my brand new 1 
minute old music system was now in bits on the 
counter, while Phil and 15 other local loitering 
Trini's discussed and argued, how and what was 
needed to be added in order to bring it up to 
somewhere near Carnival standard! 
1 hour and £15 worth of alterations later, out I 
came with the loudest little Brixton Briefcase 
you have ever heard. 80w in each side and a pile 
of Soca tapes at £2 a piece. Yo! My own 
travelling disco kit, with all the best tunes, and 
the whole lot for under 50 squid! Try that in 
London! So, back in the car and off into 
Woodbrook, to visit all the local "Pan Yards". 
Each of these yards have their own band for 
Carnival, and on this occasion you could see 
them beating the old oil drums from nothing 
but tin cans, to fine "Tenor Pans", and finely 
tuning each note to perfection. Great to see 
such skills, and the workers ranged from 8 to 80. 
So guess who is now the proud owner of his 
very own Pan, to add to his already booming 
Carnival kit bag? Next stop, KFC, and then on to 
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suppose",  otherwise you might as well rename 
the Caribbean, " Hamble ". By now more and 
more boats are arriving for "''''"Carnival"'''''' and 
more of the old faces are returning to the 
Lifeline. This year John has booked me a 
charter during that week, so if they chose not 
to be here, more fool them, and I will not be a 
happy puppy anymore. 
This years tunes are as good as last, and by 
now most of us know all the words and 
meanings. "Swinging you engine", "Greasing 
the gearbox"? "Playing the water", "Bringin the 
Daughter"! To quote just one or two, and each 
and every one would certainly never be played 
by Simon Bates, on Radio 1... Well that's what 
Carnival is all about, freedom of speech, and 
filthy lyrics. What Fun! 
The next day saw the arrival of Davy the 
dynamic Mercedes Mechanic. Complete with 
Hog Nail boots, dirty overalls and his 2 side 
kicks. It was not long before the engine was 
once again stripped to the block and new 
head gaskets flying thought the air. 
There was still no real solution to this water in 
the exhaust problem and no one really knew 
whether it would solve it this time, but it all 
went back together and fired up first time. 
I phoned JW with the good news, and his 
instructions were to get the boat, without 
delay to Tobago. I explained the need to run 
some tests, but those were greeted in the 
normal fashion. So, the panic was on to get the 
boat ready, tested and operational within 2 
days and up to meet the first set of Grockles. 

The following day Phil and I worked our butts

Anchorage "Fete", was had by all, and another of 
these "Pay £3, to party and drink free all night" 
so hangover number 308 was inevitable.
The following day saw some real activity. Firstly 
the return of Jonas. (Oh God), then Joe's boat 
came out, John's went in, and a celebratory 
party aboard SWG. Joe had a small problem in 
renewing his cutlass, so a case of Carib was 
loaded aboard while we all looked at it for the 
afternoon, and offered him some useless advise. 
John's boat wouldn't start, and to top the lot, he 
lost a brand new Vhf over the side. Jonas 
supplied the booze and I cooked the food that 
evening. It started off as a Curry for 4, and 
ended up a meal for 9. Just as well I had enough 
Chicken but there was a small delay in finding a 
pan big enough for the boiled and fried rice. 
Still, an excellent meal, a great laugh, loads of 
Carib, Rum cocktails, and a tasty Gallon of 
Califorinan red wine donated by Joe. Trini Soca 
on my new "Real" machine, and at 3am we were 
still going great guns. That to me, is what life out 
here is all about. Friends, good times, and 
laughter. Goodbye England for ever! 
As the pressure was off until the next charter, it 
was decided that as it was Sunday, and we all 
felt a little tired after our night in, that a day 
Liming on Fantasy Island, was a lot better an 
idea, than working on our boats! Fantasy is a 
local island and within easy reach by dinghy's. 
So with similar style to a D Day landing, the Pow 
Pow Patch Compound Kids, were off again, to 
paint yet another island red! 
We arrived in style and with 12 of us, including 3 
Skandies, it was off to the beach resort for a well 
deserved lime around. The water there is full of 
big fish, and often caught by the local spear 
fishermen. If you like Barracuda and Kingfish 
you would love this place. After a while all the 
white Trini's arrived and the music started up. 
Suddenly it was another of those impromptu 
parties that just happened to happen in 
Trinidad. It's a sad life when every day is full of 
sunshine and wild people, but as I always say, 
"Someone just has to be here to do it, I 
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places I would rather have been!
The water cooling hose had come off the heat 
exchanger, and the bilge pump was sort of on 
fire due to being totally blocked by a oil 
drenched piece of rag, that some short sighted 
bl**dy mechanic must of left under the sump. 
So off with the engine, and I must say the 
quickest repair you have ever seen. I seemed 
that when you are drifting backwards at 2 
knots, into a rather sharp piece of Venezuela, 
there was no time for a cup of tea first! 
God knows what I would of done without Phil 
and his casual attitude to the whole thing. 
Maybe he saw another salvage job looming in 
front of him? Well engine back on, and EI Cap 
is now outside on the manual bilge pump, 
pumping away faster than Sharon Stone at a 
movie audition! 
Eventually we were out of the Buccus, and 
things started to calm down. It was then Phil 
decided he wanted tea! Well talk about a 
laugh. Seeing him being thrown around down 
below, with a kettle in one hand, a mug in the 
other, and obviously trying his best to get 
some sort of result. Well, eventually he arrived 
back on deck, and presented me with about 
an egg cup full of tea with around 5 sugars in 
it, before bursting into laughter. (Great Guy).

So up the northern coast of Trinidad, and now 
time to tack to Tobago, and battle through the 
4 knot cross current. As we tacked over we 
were then greeted by daylight and the biggest 
cloud burst since the rain season. This was not 
going to be a comfortable trip for some 

off, to test all the systems. Suddenly the fridges 
stopped working, the GPS refused to get a 
position, and we once again had a pile of 
electrical problems. To top the lot there were 
reports from the local fishermen that a big 
storm was on it's way and only a mug would sail 
through it. So back on the phone to JW with the 
news. Well as usual I might of well been talking 
to a brick wall. The reply was whatever 
happened, the boat MUST be in Tobago the 
next day, as he had confirmed the charter, and 
basically they were on their way. Great, what 
good is it even trying to explain. I was due to 
take the boat single handed, through the night 
with no navigation equipment, and a handful of 
other problems to deal with. Phil decided that it 
could have been a bit risky on my own so kindly 
volunteered to be a crew member for the trip. 
Thank god for that was all I had to say! That 
night at 2 am we crept out of powerboats, after 
a sort of impromptu leaving party. 
As we entered the Bucus straights between the 
islands and Venezuela, we suddenly realised 
what the fishing guys meant by being totally 
mad to try it! Suddenly we were faced with 30 
foot waves and a headwind that would of just 
sunk "Nice One" in one attempt. Jesus, talk 
about wet! The water was coming over the bow 
in green tidal waves, and at one stage it turned 
the cockpit into a Jaccuzi! Even the Liferaft was 
floating around as if to tell us something.
 Just at that stage and about a mile out, the 
engine alarms went off and she was 
overheating.
I dived down to see what could be done, and 
after smacking my head at least 20 times on the 
underside of the saloon table, finally managed 
to lift the covers. As I did so I was greeted with a 
face full of rusty hot water and a very strong 
burning smell. I won't go into too much detail, 
but I thought S**t! At 2 in the morning, pitch 
black, being thrown around like a baby in the 
mouth of a Pitbull, and getting the odd 50 
gallons of water pouring down your neck from 
an open hatch cover, there are a few better 
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just about everything. Did no one tell them 
about good old practical tin cans'! 
More glass than St Pauls Cathedral, and all in 
Roach infested wriggly cardboard. So 3 trips in 
the dinghy later, it was all neatly stowed 
aboard, and most of the bottles wedged in 
with toilet rolls and pillows. Fond farewells to 
Phil the fridge, and the patient wait to see 
what was about to invade my home. 
5pm arrived very soon, and suddenly on the 
jetty arrived 4 pensioners with Zimmer frames. 
Cocoon the movie was about to be reenacted 
in Tobago, and the first SWG EI Cap charter 
had unfortunately begun. Welcome, Richard, 
Penelope, Michael, and Fiona! With names like 
that, you guessed it. More toffee nosed than 
Winnie the Poo, and as public as public school 
voices could ever be! Yar, Super, Triff, Super 
super darling splendid, super people. ! Jeeesus 
... I greeted them in true El Cap manor ..
"Or rite then lads, who's the tarts then". 
Michael looks like Dennis Healey. Eyebrows 
that resemble yard brushes, and a chinless 
wonder if ever I saw one. White socks, Jesus 
sandals, and checked shorts. Richard was a 
dead ringer for Robert Robinson from "Call my 
Bluff", and he certainly wasn't. Less hair than 
the average orange, and the same bright red 
cheeks as your average untrustworthy car 
salesman. Next, come in Penelope, 

Knightsbridge breed, looks like a beached 
whale crossed with Gloria Hunniford and as 
Yar as Yar. She made lady Di sound like a bin 
woman. Bigger thighs than a Jurasic park 

and there was nothing we could do about it. 
So as Phil and I stood on deck in the rain, 
singing at the top of our voices to all the new 
Carnival tunes, water dripping off his denim 
jacket and unusual red silk shorts, and filling the 
pockets in my tatty Rohans, (Sailing Shorts) we 
both then agreed that we would rather be in the 
Lifeline. So 3pm, the sun was now out to warm 
the day, and to light up Crown Point on the 
horizon. Gypsy was back home at last, and as we 
slung the hook on the reef of Pigeon Point, 
there was slightly more than relief for both of 
us. The unfortunate thing was the next 10 hours 
of cleaning and trying to fix the bilge pump. By 
this time we were both totally knackered, but 
with a Charter standing on the jetty at 9 am the 
next morning, we had little option.
 The early part of the morning was spent trying 
to re-gas the fridges, and sorting out the decks. 
So off to meet the "Grockles" and see what sort 
of pompous Brits, JW had arranged to live on 
board for the next 7 days. 
Phil decided for some reason to fly back to 
Trinidad rather than a Ferry! I wonder why? 
Anyway, we arrived on the jetty in my smart 
new SWG cap and matching T-Shirt, only to find 
no one was waiting, but there was a message. 
"Gone off for the day, see you at 5, please load 
the provisions that are waiting in the beach 
restaurant." Great, finally a little 5 minute 
breathing space for a change, and first stop had 
to be the Pigeon Beach bar. Well welcome 
"Terrence" the barman, as well as Winston, 
Eddie, and Rob from last year. It all seemed as if I 
was there only the other day and as usual a 
fantastic warm welcome. I was then taken 
behind the scenes to be greeted by the biggest 
pile of provisions ever seen, since the collection 
for "Live Aid”. JW had apparently told them to 
buy all they needed for the whole trip, in one 
shop at the local Supermarket. Melons, Papaya 
fruit and veg, in fact everything that was about 
to rot in the following hour, or had already 
started!
Bottles of Carib, Bottles of Tonic, and bottles of 
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of the passports, and with a certain "Good luck 
man, you need it" look, handed me the 
clearance paper as he smiled in disbelief. 
That afternoon we all sat in the cockpit like 
good little children where I delivered my by 
then well rehearsed safety briefing pointing 
out the life jackets and other items they might 
like to take note of if I decided to throw them 
over the side, asses who I would appoint as 
First officer if anything happened to me, i.e. 
suicide, and then it was time to haul up the 
anchor and a little sail around Bucca reef to 
see just how little my junior sailing squad 
knew about boats. 
Well, about as much as grave digger from 
Birmingham was the answer to that question, 
so back to the anchorage for a little chat. 
We decided that an overnight sail to Grenada 
was the best option, at least that way, they 
could sleep through it if need be. So 10pm saw 
us lift the hook and head off west to Prickley 
Bay Grenada. 
The trip across was quite smooth, but 
unfortunately not smooth enough to ensure 
Richards Caviar dinner was not retuned to the 
sea. They all slept and as usual I was the one 
on the wheel all night. As day light hit, out 
came the fishing rod and after around an hour, 
my new dayglow green 4 inch octopus lure, 
had conned yet another fine specimen, to join 
the crew list! "Dave the Dorado" was certainly 

the largest of his kind that I have ever caught. 
Yo! He must of been 40 pound to say the least. 
Bright blue and green, he kept me amused for 
around half and hour, before Richard arrived 
to do his bit with the gaff.

grasshopper, and someone really should tell her 
that Cuban heel shoes and my decks would 
never meet! 
Finally Fiona the late fifties Furgie. Similar in 
attitude and pale skin that was very shortly 
going to turn into Crisp bread. Freckles, Redish 
hair, the perfect combination for one week of 
blazing Caribbean sunny sailing.  Well, the 
normal introductions and smiles, until they 
noticed the 6 foot drop off the jetty with no 
steps, to a 9 ft dinghy. That changed the faces a 
little, and seeing me nearly drop the first solid 
Samsonite suitcase in the water definitely got 
their tiny minds thinking about lifejackets! Ha. 
Well after loading on more luggage than the 
average Gatwick baggage handler does in a day 
shift, there was no room for them. So off I 
scream at 30 knots, just to impress them with 
my new 10 horse outboard, and see if they were 
into powerboat racing! 
Was this really happening to me, or was it one of 
those daytime nightmares'! Anyway back to the 
jetty after dislodging half my backbones, lifting 
3 hundred weight of Timothy Whites aftersun 
lotion on deck, to find them with this slightly 
anxious look on their faces and fairly "Yarless". 
As it happened, I got them onboard with 
reasonable success, and left them clinging to 
the guard rails, as I made a well deserved cup of 
char for myself. They were quite impressed by 
the boat, and after all it was immaculate. So, a 
full tour of the boat, and down to the business 
of deciding where I was going to take them. 
After a quiet night in and 3 games of bridge, the 
following day saw the first in many painful 
hours to be spent in various immigration offices. 
Out here it is essential to clear in and out, of 
every Island visited, and this little exercise can 
be a nightmare to the un experienced! EI Cap 
found out a long time ago, that a bottle of 
Scotch neatly placed between the paperwork, 
can speed things up some what, and give you a 
certain advantage over other waiting skippers 
and crew. So, it wasn't long before Tobago's 
answer to the flying squad, scanned the photo's 
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As I tightened each fuel injector and 
connector, one suddenly sheered of in my 
hand. Great, not a Mercedes dealer on the 
island for any hope of a spare, so it was into 
St Georges to get one made up. When I arrived 
back, they were all dressed in ball gowns, and 
waiting for a drop ashore to eat at the "Red 
Snapper"! The most expensive restaurant in 
Grenada, but apparently recommended by the 
Queen mother or someone, so a must for 
them to try. 
I settled for a Robbie special on the boat, and 
this time even Egon Ronay would have had 
second helpings. So the next morning I had 
arranged an Island tour for them. Welcome 
back "Cat Eye", in his ever familiar Red Toyota 
bus, to ferry then off into the rain forest, and 
hopefully leave them for the lions. 

Apparently they could not eat most of the 
meal last night, and at around $200us, felt a 
little ripped off. 
So being a kind hearted sort of Skipper, I 
invited them to eat one of my meals that 
night, and would have it all ready by the time 
they returned back. So the wondering tired
supersnobs returned back to Prickly Bay to the 
smell of a wonderful El Cap Chicken Curry. 
Wafer thin slices of fresh fried Flying fish for 
starters, followed by the Curry, then a fine 
selection of freshly picked fruits, marinated in 
the most potent mixture of Rum and Liquors 
that I could find on the boat.
As it happened they had the tour of a lifetime, 
and Cateye as usual lived up to his reputation. 

What a To**pot! 6 attempts and suddenly a poor 
fish with more holes in it than your average tea 
strainer, had fled the hook and returned to the 
deep. Well that was dinner gone for the next 
month, and I reckon I could of probably sold 
Dave for around 250 EC $'s. (Plonker)! Well with 
all the excitement over, it was into Prickly and 
my usual spot off the Carabash Beach hotel. 
The Grenada sailing regatta was in town and 
there were just a few boats to say the least. So 
after a few hours in the sack, I awoke to find 
hoards of Mount Gay flags flying in the palm 
trees, and the familiar sound of Pan, ringing 
through the bay. Yes, you guessed it, "A Mount 
Gay Party" had started! Yo! Suddenly the 
evening looked as if it may be a good one, until 
Mr. "F**k Wit" and Co, asked the most amazing 
question, ever heard aboard any yacht, 
anywhere in the world... Q: "What is Mount 
Gay"?? A:.. "," "," " .!? Gob smacked, speechless, 
and totally amazed! Need I describe these 
people further, and need I say more? The next 
comment was "I hope those people are not 
going to play that terrible "TIN, Music" all night? 
Frightful row.... 
The time had come to hold my head in my 
hands once more, and pretend it was all a bad 
dream. What do they expect at the Grenada 
regatta, Pavoroti and Claret perhaps? What a 
brilliant suggestion for me to drop them off at 
the other side of the bay, in a sleezy little local 
restaurant for the evening, while I just checked 
out to see if they needed a hand, shifting any 
cases at the party. I left them the dinghy and 
told them not to worry if I didn't come back for 
a few days. (No idea)! Well as it happened there 
were just a few buddies kicking around, and 
without them, things even felt as if they were 
returning to normal. 
The race was also sponsored by Heineken, so no 
shortage of golden nectar, or free T-shirts, until 
Champie the local sailing hero, dropped me at 
the boat, to join the sleeping snob babies, at 
4am. The following morning they spent on the 
beach, while I ran some checks on the engine. 
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the high seas again for the 70 mile hike to Mini 
Soca land. The trip across was a good one. 
Cracking bit of wind, and good boat speed. As 
usual I was left on the wheel, while they all 
played bridge and worked out who was going 
to be the first to feed the fishes. 
As usual I put out a rod, but this time only 
caught a small Tuna that lucky for me didn't 
need to be gaffed. 
We arrived at Pigeon Point just before dark, 
and with only one full day left of their charter, 
decided that a nice little sail to Grand Anse in 
the morning, would finish things off nicely. 
Well that morning started badly with Fiona 
waking up with sun burnt lips. Talk about a 
laugh! Ha! I thought for a moment that Ivy 
Tilsley from Corrie, had risen from the dead! 
Lips like rubber tyres, and so much potential 
for at least 5 one liners. 
Well breakfast was had, and after Fiona had 
dribbled the remains of her Earl Grey over the 
tablecloth, we were all ready for the off. 
Well that is until I tried to start Eva! Eva by the 
way is the Engine, being as she is German, a 
pain in the ass, and Hitler temperament. 
As I turned the key in the usual manor, Eva just 
clicked! Great, either the starter, flat batteries, 
or a bad earth. Wrong! On doing the usual 
checks and reassuring my guests that we 
would be away shortly, I noticed a small 
amount of water dribbling from the rocker 
cover. I quickly looked up to see if Fiona was 
standing over me, but as she was in the head, 
admiring her new liposuction, I realised I had a 
tad of a problem. I unscrewed the oil filler cap 
to find the whole engine full of salt water, 
instead of the oil that is usually supposed to 
be there. We ain't going nowhere thought I. 
Ah! So the next job was to break the news to 
the charter, that their little day out was is need 
of a car, and not the boat that they had paid so 
dearly for. As it happened they understood the 
situation and were very concerned for me, as 
well as being very relieved that the situation 
did not happen in Grenada, or worst still, on 

Their last stop was the local Rum factory, so as 
well as their usual "Half Cut" look they carried, 
there was also a new red faced, glazed eyed, 
childish, giggly expression to their faces, so this 
evening, was going to be an interesting one. 
They all had too much sun that day, so spent 20 
minutes each in the water, while I mixed the 
Rum Punch "Sun Downers". As it happened they 
all enjoyed the meal, and after a further 4 
bottles of French...(Spit), wine, they all hit the 
sack early. 
I was left to do the washing up before I could hit 
the shore, but soon it was back to the old beach 
bar, and straight into a very interesting 
conversation, with a stunning Dutch Blonde. 
The only problem was her jealous Italian 
boyfriend.  What a creep! As all Italians he 
treated her like 10 day old Pizza, and smacked 
her about a bit. 
Now, she I can tell you, was a fine example of a 
female crew, and just the sort EI Cap could 
pamper, and teach a few tricks to, while cruising 
around the remaining Caribbean Islands. But as 
usual, the ugly spick dragged her off by the hair 
before I had real chance to convince her to 
switch boats!  So .. , bye bye Monica, hello 
Heather!  The next in line for my smooth talk 
was a delightful Trini lady called Heather, with 
this time a real Dork American possessive pr**k, 
with more mouth than "Portsmouth", as a 
boyfriend. 
God how do these women find such prats to 
spend their life with? (Ask a certain South 
American if you like)! But Heather assured me 
that on my return to Trinidad, she and I would 
go for a Lime, and she has also promised to 
introduce me to some very attractive White 
Trini's, who just may be available for a tad of 
sailing. Wait and see! So back to the boat, and as 
time is running short it was decided to crack off 
early, and back to Tobago the following morn-
ing, before the wrinkley’s got too settled into 
thinking I was going to mummy coddle them 
for the rest of the trip. So after loading the 
dinghy, and a few goodbyes to friends, we hit 
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me, but I may ring him for advise on where to 
hide it. So Fiona did turn out as tight as her 
lips, and I hope they get a 300 hour delay. 
Time for a cup of tea, and this time put 
together a real "Sail" plan for Trinidad, other 
than the normal straight line trip. 
The questions in mind were, Do I go on my 
own, or con a local into a free trip south? 
Either way it was going to be a long trip and I 
knew for sure, if I was to stand any chance of 
meeting the following charter, I would have to 
leave that same night.
I had around 5 days to get there, repair. and 
return. Not much time, but as usual, JW had 
given me little choice. So! I made the decision 
to go ashore, see if I could find some crew. If 
not, leave at 5pm to do an overnight to 
hopefully arrive in Trinidad at around lunch 
time. 
So, off to the beach bar and by a total stroke of 
luck, bumped into "Mike", a Yankee friend of 
mine who often holiday's on the island. Great, 
he was with a group of three other guy's and 
the perfect crew if ever I saw some. 
The problem was that they were off to Trinidad 
themselves, but by plane. They had arranged a 
big Dive trip down there, but sods law said 
they had to be there in P.O.S, by 8am... S**t! 
Well by this time it was around 4pm and time 
had run out. So a quick visit to say goodbye to 
Winston and I was away. Winston runs the 
resort, and when he knew I had to do the trip 
on my own, made a few phone calls. Still no 
luck until he looked me in the eyes and said, 
"Oh well, I can't sail, but if you need a second 
pair of hands, then I fancy a Trip on the boat". 
Yo! Alas a crew. He bundled up a few clothes 
and off we went in the dingy to get the boat 
ready for a very quick off. When we arrived I 
made some coffee and showed him the ropes. 
Yuk! What terrible coffee he said, I slurped 
mine, and had to agree. I boiled the kettle 
again and this time made tea. Double Yuk! so I 
tasted the tap water, Triple Yuk! Seawater in 
the tanks. 150 gallons of fine Tobago salt 

day one. So off they went while I looked for a 
phonecard to ring JW with the good news! 
As you can imagine he was highly delighted, 
and immediately instructed me to return to 
Trinidad. Well first things first, I did have 4 
people to check off onto a flight, and no engine 
meant no battery charger, instruments, 
hydraulics, sail furling, or security through the 
Bucas straits of Venezuela! But sitting at anchor 
on Pigeon Point Tobago, with nothing more 
than white sand and cold Carib, would not be a 
solution. 
A cold beer seemed a good idea as I sat on the 
beach staring at this hell minded boat, and 
trying to piece together a plan. The others had a 
good day on the beach and being the last night, 
invited me to eat with them in Scarborough. 
Nice idea, but with so much to do I decided to 
give that a rain check and see if I could achieve a 
miracle while they partied off into the sunset. I 
tried everything, but Eva refused to comment. 
She was locked up better than the Yorkshire 
Ripper, and with the limited tools and help I 
had, I decided to bite the bullet and somehow 
get to Trinidad. 
The others returned late and as you can imagine 
the next morning was a bit of a panic. I shot off 
to Scarborough with "Marjorie" the taxi lady to 
clear them off the crew list. My mate the 
whiskey addict was there to greet me, and with 
the promise of another bottle at another date, I 
cleared like greased lightning, and returned just 
in time to not help them off with the 15 ton of 
luggage and tacky souvenirs that they had 
collected in the 7 days. 
So packed into Marge's taxi, it was goodbye my 
little snobbies, and hello to the next real 
problem. I must admit despite all the problems, 
there still is a fantastic feeling of getting your 
home back to yourself and "Wow, hang on! 
What's that on the chart table"? A small enve-
lope with EI Caps name on it! A tip of all tips, 
£20. I say 20 measly quid for slaving away, 
cleaning and cooking for 7 long hard days! Well 
Rio, here I come. Ronnie Biggs has nothing on 
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other shipping, so out came the torches. I left 
Winston on the wheel and slid down below to 
do my bit on the chart table. By this time we 
were only a mile off, but already the sea was 
beginning to grow, and the wind increasing to 
20 knots. Suddenly there was the familiar 
sound of someone's lunch hitting the sea, 
joined with some erratic steering if ever I saw 
some. I poked my head out of the hatch, and 
saw the worst! Winston with his head through 
the guardrail, decorating the Transom! 
Brilliant, Marvellous, Super I thought. This is all 
I need, and went out on deck to check him 
out. He was ill all right and looking very pale. 
It was too late to turn back and too dark to 
anchor back at the reef. Sorry Winnie old chap, 
but you did say you wanted to go to Trinidad. 
Well when he was sure there was nothing left 
to offer the queue of fish following the boat, I 
told him to get some rest in the aft cabin. 
He had to stay dry and warm, and basically 
"That was the last I saw of him". (Until Trinidad 
that is). So, single handed again, in the black of 
night. No moon, nothing in sight, and the 
compass light finally bit the bucket. all that 
was left were the stars, so I knew by keeping 
the boat pointing somewhere between Venus 
and the small section of the Southern Cross, it 
should give me the course I wanted until 
hopefully sight of land at daybreak. (Well that 
was the theory). By this time it was only 
around 2100, and I was getting a tad tired. The 
wind had increased, the sea had got to around 
3 metres and without Winnie or "Tom" the 
auto helm, (Robinson, by the way) It made it 
impossible to leave the wheel for anything 
longer than about 20 seconds. As the surf was 
biting the stern, so was the dinghy!
Occasionally I saw it overtaking the boat, and 
the strain on the 2 lines rigged on it, was 
taking it's toll. Suddenly one broke free. It had 
to happen to me on this occasion. 
Why oh why does it always have to happen 
when you are on your own, knackered, dark, 
and in huge sea's, Huh! 

flowing around the pipes of Gypsy. As it 
happened, one of the snobbies had placed a 
rope in the locker and knocked "Wally" the 
watermaker's salinity switch to "Impure Store"! 
When will anything go right on this dammed 
boat? 
Anyway, with all taps left running to clear the 
tanks, Winston and I started to manually unfurl 
the sails from the hydraulic system, and start the 
long haul process of bringing up 50m of heavy 
chain, that was holding 27 tons of trouble onto 
Buccu Reef. God, what a job that was, and by 
hand would have given me more than enough 
problems on my own! To add to the problems, 
once we has lifted the hook, there was the 
matter of a reef on each side of us, 3 Kraut 
yachts behind us and about 2 boat lengths to 
turn around in, and get clear water. 
Well it was time for the old experience to prove 
it's self, and this time, any slight mistake would 
make a bigger dent in JW's wallet than could 
ever be made in the keel! 
Having spent enless hours improving my skills 
of anchoring and getting away under sail alone 
it was a matter of tacking my way up the anchor 
chain to ease the tention while manually pulling 
it in by hand utill she was on deck and away.
Then it was a case of backing the Mizzen against 
the drive of the headsail. As hoped she span on 
her keel length, and I had just enough way on to 
thread through the German defense better than 
Bobby Charlton in the 66 World Cup!. Phew, 
clear water and only 80 miles to go!
I decided to tow, rather than stow the dingy, as 
a failsafe for running out of wind in the problem 
areas. At least that was, I may be able to use it to 
tow or something, if the S**t really "Did" hit the 
fan, so to speak. So off we went and all was fine 
for a while. With no navigation equipment, no 
radio other than my hand held, no auto helm 
and no tea other than my emergency ration 
waterI decided to plot my bearings as it was still 
light, and take a final check on the chart. I had a 
little bit of power left in the battery's but chose 
to save that for navigation lights, should I see 
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my life so far, other than when I was waiting 
for a certain South American to make up her 
mind if she was coming with me. 
It's amazing what goes through your 
thoughts! All the mistakes, comments, people, 
decisions, friends, relationships, and most of 
all, "What do I do if this happens", "Or that". 13 
hours from lifting the hook, the sun started to 
rise. There on the bow was the North Eastern 
tip of Soca land, and my Astro proved to be 
more than useful. The dinghy was still with me, 
and so was Winston. I checked him a few times 
in the night, but could tell by the snoring 
heard through the little aft hatch, that he was 
away with the fairies. Desperate for a hot drink 
and a biscuit, I had to disturb him from his 
dreams and this time he lasted just long 
enough for the kettle to boil! Boy that guy 
knew how to throw up! 
So around 10am and the Bucas straights, 
straight ahead. Not a lot of wind and big seas. 
This was the bit I was not looking forward to, 
as the water started to wash over the side, the 
sails flogging in all directions, and the dinghy 
doing somersaults. I suddenly thought of the 
trip with Phil and could have certainly used 
some of his help. 
I am getting to know this area very well now, 
and as I passed "Chacashacare" knew the 
worse was over. Suddenly there was a Trini on 
the radio, calling the boat! 
It's was 2 friends of mine Bruce and Mark. Then 
as if by magic from around the headland, 
appeared a familiar "Parouge" fishing boat, 
screaming through the waves. These boats do 
about 40 knots on flat seas, and boy was I 
pleased to see them. So with next to no wind 
they came along side while Brucie boarded 
with a hot Roti and a 6 pack of Carib. 
How do these boys do it? Everything in 
Trinidad revolves around a Carib, and with the 
towline attached we were off back to 
Powerboats. Apparently someone phoned 
from Tobago, to say we were on our way, and 
through a friend of a friend the boys got word 

Well I tried to rig some sort of compromise, 
while continuing to steer the boat with my right 
foot! In the end I thought sod it, if I loose it, then 
that's tuff.  With a final attempt to gybe the boat 
and get the dinghy along side i got my first bit 
of luck. Thanks to a perfectly timed wave the 
bow cut through the swel and I was able to 
complete the gybe. Now I was able to lash down 
the wheel and wait for the timing to get a 
second line back on the dinghy. 
On the hull of the dinghy there is a round 
towing ring below the inflatable section. It has 
been designed to take the stress needed but 
getting a line on it during the very short time it 
was in reach was the REAL challange. 
During my many years on the internation racing 
circuit as a bowman taught me many things 
than can help to save the rig, yourself and the 
gear and sails. It was all about Speed and  quick 
decision making. I decided I was not going to 
loose this dinghy not because of what JW or 
what anyone else would have said but becuse 
there was a challange and it was my job to find 
the solution. Many years back I was taught to tie 
a Bowline knot very fast and using only one 
hand. After going overboard in a race in the UK 
this technique actually saved me allwed others 
to get me back on board and we also saved the 
race. So with that little time travel experience 
over with its on the task in hand. With the wheel 
lashed down I probably had 20 seconds or so to 
swing the dinghy towas the rail, dive on the 
deck between the stancions, thread the new 
line throught the ring, get it tied and get back to 
the wheel before the boat broched in the swell 
and all hell let loose. 
You can imaging the smile on my face as that 
knot got tied onto a ring I could not see. I 
screamed “Made” with delight as I was able to 
tie off the new painter and all was well once 
more. With Winston still out of it down below 
there wasn’t even away to grab a beer or 
something to celebrate. Not even Tea!! 
All I wanted to do now was to get there, and let 
me tell you, that night was one of the longest of 
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and Stumpy arrived, it was suddenly llpm. 47 
hours with no sleep, but still they were trying 
to now convince me that a night out at the 
Anchorage until 4 am would do me good.... 
No, No, No. With machsticks holding up my 
eyelids, I motored back to the boat and this 
time managed to lock the door on the Trini's 
and place a rather large "Do not disturb" 
notice on the aft steps! So Tuesday morning 
the 13th of Feb, 4 days to the next charted out 
of Tobago, and I suppose you could say, "The 
race is on"! I wake up 7 am, and after a half 
hour shower and a strong cup of coffee, it is off 
to the Pow Patch Office to collect the mail and 
faxes. So, who loves me this time enough to 
write or fax? My Mom! That's all! 3 letters, (1 
per week), and all the clippings from the local 
news, plus what news there is from the God 
forsaken grot hole of Southampton! 
But even still, the only true woman of my life 
that cares enough to let me know she thinks of 
me, and to prove to others that there is time to 
put a few simple words to paper, and 
communicate with the great EI Capitino of the 
Caribbean Oceans, wherever he may be. 
In other words children ....Have you all 
forgotten me already? (I know someone has, 
but SHE will remain nameless). So shall I stop 
this log here, as a protest to world ignorance, 
or continue in the hope of some response 
soon? There is no excuse! I will return to 
Powerboats, time and time again, until I leave 
for Antigua on the 24th of April. Miss Walton, 
Sir Perrin, My dearest Mom, and Mrs Benad .. 
sorry, Hoggie, all have the address, so no 
excuse! Right, so it was off to the Lifeline to 
read the gossip, and find out that my brother 
has got a new girlie.... Wooooo! I was then 
joined by the mob, and a plan of the day, and 
week was drawn up. Back to the boat with 
Lindon, Cheryl, and Phil. Lin & Cher, are a 
lovely local Trini couple, and for a very small 
fee offered to clean the boat inside and out, as 
Phil and I looked at the awaiting nightmare 
that lay under the sole boards, 

of it. "BI**dy Magic" is what I say, true friendship, 
and proper human people. Imagine that 
happening in the Solent! Not!  Well suddenly 
out of the woodwork came Winston. Looking a 
little confused on how we had acquired 2 more 
crew and a tow, but at least feeling himself 
again. (Not on this boat, Please). Soon we were 
tied up alongside the fuel jetty and amongst the 
1500 boats newly arrived for Carnival. 

I was so tired I was wide awake, and the first job 
was to find a haul out or berth to fix these 
bl**dy problems. As I shot off to the office, the 
boys flushed out the water tanks for me, and 
when I came back, found another 5 of my 
buddies sitting on the boat with a view to offer 
help. 
Because of Carnival and the mass of yachts, it 
was impossible to stay alongside for long, so 
Mark kindly towed me to the nearest anchorage 
(Almost Venezuela) so as for me to sleep while 
they found me some mechanics. Well, we got 
there, slung the hook and then all I had to do 
was to drop Winston ashore before hitting my 
pit. Now, Trinidad does not let you off the easy 
way. As soon as I arrived back in the dinghy, 
there was Bruce with another Carib in hand and 
insisting that I have just one more with them in 
the Lifeline, before I go to look at the insides of 
my eyelids! (Now 36hrs with no sleep). By this 
time it was 4 pm and my chances of seeing my 
bunk were slowly diminishing. So there we are, 
and in walk the remaining Pow Pow Patch 
Compound Kids! That's it then, and when Phil 
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Jesus, even I thought that one was funny! Goot 
Elf, Diesel! Dry Zick, humour once again, 
I knew I could "Count" on the Germans! Oh 
God, the older I get, the more stupid they get, 
but you have to have a sense of humour on 
this boat.. (In case you are admitting to be a bit 
slow, try counting in German) Get it! Settle 
down, settle down. 
Right! Next was to remove the oil and flush the 
system. 6 oil changes later, and in walks Mark 
with another mechanic. With amazement they 
stand and stare, as Phil and I are still lying on 
the floor, getting over the last joke! But the 
problem seems to be solved and now to find 
the reason for the water in the first place. As it 
happened, we also traced a hose to the hull, 
which I will let you know, stop's water being 
siphoned back through the exhaust! Ah Ha, 
Well to cut a long story short, when you 
repaint a boat, just make sure that some Munt 
of a paint sprayer, doesn't fair over the hole 
with filler! Yes, simple, but who would of 
thought of looking there! (Except EI Cap of 
course). So with the vent drilled clear again 
Eva is back in action, JW has no invoice for the 
job, and if ever I deserved a Cold one, it's now. 
So the pow pow committee have regrouped, 
and the Anchorage is waiting with yet another 
Fete!

That night was "Valentine's" and as I had not 
received a card or message from the UK, 
thought I would send one myself.  Well, in 
Trinidad they have a different tradition! You let 
people know at midnight on the 13th, and 
then wait for a reply during the 14th. 

while waiting for Mark to arrive with Davey the 
Mercedes mechanic. To save time Phil and 
started to strip Eva, while Cheryl attacked the 
talcum powder covered heads, and removed 
the mass of empty gin bottles and Bridge game 
I.O.U's, and Lindon scraped the Timothy whites 
off the decks, and wiped Fiona's dribble from 
the white work, as well as dining out from all the 
flying fish that had leaped on deck during the 
delivery. Just as we got to the cylinder head and 
injectors, Mark arrived with the news that Davey 
was unable to come and sort it, due to an 
important job on the Trinidad Ambassador's car! 
Yo! If JW ever got to hear that some government 
officials car was more important than Gypsy, 
then Wow! God help him. 
So with little choice, even fewer tools, and the 
help of a cow syringe that I use for topping the 
batteries, the only option was to try out my long 
unpracticed skills once taught to me by my 
father. Injectors out, fuel lines off, water sucked 
out of the cylinders, and 2 large cans of WD40 
later, together with the bottom third of the 
sump drained from the water and oil mix, I was 
ready to turn over the engine. We prayed that it 
hadn't seized up as we turned the key, but 
hoped that it had, as one litre of WD40 
redecorated the whole of the saloon, including 
the curtains and upholstery. Whooops! 
But the good news was that it turned over, so 
the next stop was to remove the curtains and so 
forth for cleaning, while we changed all the oil 
and filters! Well as the injectors etc went back in, 
and the pushrods back into their holes, all that 
was left to do was pray once again. I closed my 
eyes and turned the key a second time. Eh, Eh, 
Eh, spit, spit, gas, gas, and a Zeeck Hile later, Eva 
spluttered back to life, as Phil and I danced in 
the saloon, with high fives and a click of the 
heels, while standing with our finger under our 
noses! "Get this one fella's".... Eine's, Fine and 
Dry, Fear's Eva! Fumf, Fumf and near perfect Zex, 
but closer to Zeaven, she went, Octain 1 Nine! 
Diesel, she said! Your in Zain we said! Good Elf, 
with Tvelve Hundard Revs, she replied! Ha, Ha,  
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hour! (ha). Well a 200 tt$ phone conversation 
later and an interesting chat, life sort of came 
to an abrupt end, as far as a friendship I 
thought I may one day of had. Seems people 
play different jokes on people, when they live 
in Hamble. 
So life has to go on, and I had work to do. 
Anyway, Fiona was carefully looked on by Phil, 
and I left Lindon and Cheryl to do the rest, 
while I nipped into "Hi Lo". Trinidad's answer to 
Tesco, without the fat, lazy, homeless, single 
parent, lesbians, behind the tills. (Bitter? Not 
me), Well 2 massive trolley loads, and a free lift 
to the boat, (Complementary) It was back to 
Powerboats to anxiously await the arrival of 
Barry, Yvonne, and Nigel. 52, 49, and 28 
respectively, they arrived on time, and met me 
at the Lifeline. 
This time JW had picked me some proper 
charter guests, who unlike others wanted to 
see the real side of life here, and not lock 
themselves away around a card table. So, 
welcome onboard "Barry", no, not a Barracuda, 
but a guy from Jersey who runs and owns a 
photographic processing joint. 

Although he has bad Arthritis, he is a keen 
Hobie Cat sailor, and has been around a bit. 
They are all keen Scuba Divers although 
Yvonne, (Barry's wife), doesn't go down as 
much as she should say's Barry! And after an 
elbow in the ribs, he is often short of air! 
Anyway Yvonne is not the most attractive 
woman in the world, but likes her Rum, 

So Phil is now on the phone to 0144-1703-
458xxxx He has to traditionally call on my 
behalf, so Ring Ring? The fact that it was 4am in 
the UK didn't seem to bother us, just made it 
more fun! So in his best Spanish, Phil gets put 
on to a certain lady that lived once nearer 
Trinidad than she does now, and the message 
gets relayed! Apparently, certain people don't 
like other strange men ringing their wife at
4 am for some stupid reason, and there was me 
thinking it would be a fun thing to do! Oh well, 
Boring old England I suppose.
Well with that little effort going down like an 
inflatable anchor, and much like all the other 
efforts, it was time to spend some good times, 
with some good people, at a good fete, in a 
good location, with some good music! Good, 
that means the 2 minute walk down the road to 
"The Anchorage" Yo! With all the carnival music, 
plus the free Carib, you just can't beat a good 
Fete. The atmosphere is Awesome, as the yanks 
would say, and really puts you into the spirit of 
the celebrations. 
With the big problem now sorted, and a little 
time to spare, what the hell! So, it was a good 
5am before hitting the bunk once again, and a 
few hours kip before yet another progress 
phone call to JW, and his twin bearing wife 
Nicki. Actually I reckon with her twins, and his 
Kittens he keeps having, they are shortly going 
to have rather a large family! Anyway, I give him 
some good news and he gives me the best 
news so far! He has now arranged for the guests, 
to be flown from Tobago to Trinidad, (Private 
Plane), as they have heard of the problems, and 
the fact also that Carnival is on! Apparently, they 
want to "Play Mass" too! Yahoooooo! EI Cap, 
can't believe his luck. 
I knew that stupid boat just wanted to play 
mass, and would do everything possible to stay 
in the land of Soca. Well, 2 days left, and a few 
problems to sort out with the renamed "Fiona" 
the fridge, but that's all folks, and then *Party 
Party Party*. Apart from a sort of apology phone 
call to hers truly, for waking his nibs at such an 
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Karen"! Yo! 2 very attractive Dutch blondes, 
with more clout than the average wind mill 
blade.
Well of course, the conversation had to 
change, and when they joined our ever 
increasing table of 20, and sat next to us. 
Phil and I couldn't believe our luck. Michaeline 
(41) and a fitness instructor from St Martin, 
who as it happens also owns a part share in a 
bar! She is the ex wife of "Yog", a local cargo 
skipper, who now lives in Trinidad, but 
unfortunately, she only visits for holidays, and 
Carnival. Still, a very nice woman, and of 
course, "very fit" as they would say! "Karen", 
also lives in St Martin, and is studding to be a 
doctor. Again a exceptionally nice girl, and 
around the same age. Phil seemed to take an 
instant shine to her, and you will hear more on 
that subject later! 
Anyway, back at the L,L, we managed to 
persuade M and K, to play mass with us the 
following day, so this should be quite a mud 
bath this year! After a few more Caribs just to 
keep in practice it was back to the boat for 
possibly the last sleep for the next 3 days. 
Barry wasn't too keen to stay around for the 
whole event, and I suppose they did come 
here to sail not drink and party. (Apart from 
Yvonne). So it was decided to do the first 2 
days of mass and then shoot off for Grenada 
on the Tuesday night.
"D'Juvert Morning" Carnival is back again, and 
every Trini in the world will be starting to get 
ready for the Party of all Parties! For those who 
were not around when El Cap described the 
last one, this is what you are missing. "Mad-
ness", total mayhem, and something you can 
only experience, not write about. So, I won't! 
Barry and the others spent the day exploring 
and looking around the other boat yards, 
while I did all the last minute checks, that 
would have to last 2 nights and 3 days. 
Suddenly time was here for the big meet, but 
firstly you have to prepare yourself correctly, 
and make sure you have all you need. 

ne is not the most attractive woman in the 
world, but likes her Rum, and has a bit of a 
reputation as a Party Animal. (Definitely in the 
right Island for that)!  Then comes Nigel, when 
he is awake, Nigel is 28, and ok until he told me 
he use to be an Accountant for Coopers and 
Lybrand... Spit, spit, gasp, yawn! But, now he has 
a much more exciting job, with much more 
interesting outlooks and future, as a Civil 
Servant! So, after a brief introduction and a few 
beers in the Pow Pow Patch, I help them load 
the this time 3 ton of Dive Gear onto the boat, 
and they settle in. This gear weighed a ton, and 
the only place to put it all, was under the saloon 
table. Now I will tell you now, that if I moved 
that bag once over the 14 days, then I moved it 
l000! At one stage I was going to find out if it 
could dive on it's own, without the aid of a 
person with a passion to expose himself to the 
Sharks inside it! 
Well, after a quick tour of the boat, and 
instructions on how not to block the toilets with 
tampons, pages of Diver's Monthly, or calculator 
batteries, Yvonne was starting to get "Rum" 
withdrawal symptoms, so it was off back to 
Lifeline, via a quickie in "The Bight" at Peaks. 
As we arrived in the L,L, we were cautiously met 
by Brucie, Mark, and Stephen, as well as the 
normal Compound Kids. A quiet evening was 
not a possibility at that stage, but all of them 
took to it very well, while listening to Brucie's 
crude fishing stories, Mark's airline disasters, and 
shop talk of Stevens similar photo lab. I think I 
was going to like this crowd, and such a change 
from the Snob Babies! So we sat, and after the 
Carib Initiation ceremony had taken it's toll, 
discussed the plan for ""D'Juvert"" . 
Now apparently they all wanted to get as 
involved as possible, so it was agreed by all, that 
a good starting point, would be Smokies at St 
James. It was their first time in Trinidad, and first 
ever Carnival, so all kinds of advise, and 
instruction, was being slurred out by Brucie, 
until the arrival of 2 friends of his.. Enter, "Big 
time and with total glam" "Michaeline, and 
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Well I will tell you. So as not to feel left out of 
course, I thought I had better find a female to 
wine with for a while, so grabbing the nearest 
local woman I was off, much to the sudden 
amazement of Yvonne etc: And I tell you this 
woman could wine! Soon the others did the 
same, and it really did turn into a free for all. 
Just grab the nearest available female, as you 
would in D'Jango's if wearing Steve's white 
"Cardie". But then I just happened to notice 
that one of the Dutch girls looked a bit lonely 
and left out while she was standing there with 
around 100 hungry fella' s moving in. So what 
else could I do, but with a Carib in each hand, 
walk straight up behind her, placed a beer in 
her pocket, fit the jump leads, and fire her up 
for the evening! For a first timer, she certainly 
had the right action, and there were more 
than a few, jealous looks from the locals.
After around a hour of wining with the 
delectable Michaeline, EI cap, shoots off for a 
round of beers, and as he clambered through 
the thickening crowd, get's asked on many 
occasions, "Who she you wine with, Mon"! 
Well, "She I wine with, is my lime, Mon"! EI Cap 
replies, meaning "Wife" ...... So she your wife? 
Yep!  And that the way it stays, Mon!  Oh, ok 
Mon! Right brother, just jump to the left and 
let me reach. (Get to where I'm going). So, 
eventually I reach the bar, and return through 
the now 500 locals that have got word that 
Michaeline is my real wife, and not to be 
touched! Now what did amaze me, when I 
found her again and placed a beer in her hand, 
she said "Thanks Hubby"! Whoops, I thought, 
and continued to wine. Now was I dreaming, 
or did word get through that street, quicker 
than the Gossip in the K&Q. No, impossible. 
But impressive! Anyway, by this time the band 
were in top gear, and the hubby and wife 
thing was continued as a good laugh, as the 
even more jealous locals, now "Respectively" 
looked on and my wining skills. By then it was 
around 11, and as if by magic, there was a 
deep booming bass beat coming from down 

 all you need.  1, A totally clean white t-shirt, 
2, Carnival mug and whistle, 3, A bit of cash, 
spread equally between pockets, 4, Walking 
shoes, 5, A bunch of wild friends, and 6, The 
right party attitude! From now on you will have 
no control over the next 48hrs, just go with the 
flow. So, we arrive at the Pow Patch, 20 or so 
wild yachties, three fishermen, a local fridge 
expert and two glam Dutch Blonde Babes. 
Bruce started it all off with 2 cases of Carib, then 
it was off to the front gates to find a Maxi Taxi or 
two, to transport us once again to Smokie and 
Bunty's. It was around 9 as we arrived into St 
James, and suddenly the street became blocked 
and impassable by bus. So, all out that want to 
play mass. They call it mass because of the 
Masscarade, and the 1.5 million people or so 
that will walk the streets of Port of Spain, in the 
hours to come. As we leaped from the taxi the 
sound of Soca, hit you like a thunderbolt as you 
start to join the crowd, and head somewhere in 
the direction of Smokies. You have no choice 
but to dance and jump with the rhythm The 
smell of the Roti's, the clinking of Carib bottles, 
the singing and laughter. I say again, an unex-
plainable atmosphere. So, we arrived at 
Smokies. A small bar with a big welcome. It's 
right on the street side, and from the thousands 
passing by, maybe 300 people were noticeably 
hanging around outside, and enjoying the local 
band, playing superb beat Soca, from nothing 
but engine parts, pieces of angle iron, and 
wheel hubs. Well our little group soon got into 
the groove, and after a few more beers, 
everyone was in the Carnival spirit. "Jumpin to 
de left, Jumpin to te right and movin ...Up 
North, Down South" Yo! Barry and the other first 
timers were just amazed at the music and 
volume of people. They soon learnt a few lines 
of lyrics, and dance steps to go with them. 
Most of the dancing during Carnival is what 
they call "Wining", Standing pressed up behind 
a woman, with your arms around her hips, while 
she dictates the movement and beat Ah hum .... 
I hear you say, so what's old El Cap up to then? 
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of the band of all bands .... "Byron Lee, and the 
Druganee's .. Yo! Watch out whiteeeee's, here 
come de mud. Suddenly the whole of Smokies 
is now Muddies, and the first real taste of a 
mud band! When I mean "Taste" I mean taste! 
Suddenly Wining has turned into "Mud 
Wrestling" and we all came to the same quick 
decision, "THIS, is our band". So, stock up on 
Carib, and the El Cap squelching followers, 
begin the 15 mile wine to the Savanna Port of 
Spain, with the company of a few thousand 
others! Street after street, more bands mix and 
merge, and like the Pied Piper we follow de 
music, and by this time (5am) everyone know's 
the tunes, and the words, to every Soca sound. 
6.30am, and sort of sunrise saw us arriving at 
Independent Square, or as it's now known, 
"Lara Promenade". This is the biggest traffic 
jam in the world, and all the bands, Jam in 
competition with each other, to win the 
Decibel War. This was the highlight of D'Juvert 
for me... Michaeline and Karen decided that 
they wanted to see the pan playing in a little 
more detail. So, Phil and I jumped up on the 
band wagon, and hauled them both on board. 
As we stood there on the stage, one of the 
Bass drum players, handed us a set of pan 
sticks, and stood aside. Well, my pan playing 
might not be as good as the average 12 year 
old  Trini, but when it comes to a bass rhythm, 
I reckon I can keep in contact with the others! 
So a little burst of a few bars of "Swingin your 
engine" and by my surprise got the thumbs up 
from the other players. Yo! I was honoured, El 
Capi-Pan, had joined the "Byron Lee big bass 
Boys". 
Phil of course was strait onto the pan next to 
me, and we were off. One of the most amazing 
highlights of the trip so far, to be honoured 
enough to actually, "Play" Mass.. The girls were 
really into the swing by then and dancing on 
the stage with the others. The atmosphere 
seemed to double, and keeping a constant 
beat with the rest of the band, soon became as 
natural as singing along to your favourite 

 the street. The first major band was on it's way, 
so clear the road, and if you want, join in behind 
it. On D'Juvert evening most of the bands don't 
have much in the way of costume. It is tradition 
to throw mud, paint, or oil, at the awaiting 
crowds, so each band has it's own supply of one 
or the other. The general opinion was that we 
wanted to follow a mud band, so, the best 
answer was to hang on in at Smokie's and to see 
what drifted by. As the first band arrived, the 
crowd thickened and following the trailer of 50 
pan players, were another 1000 people or so. 
Now this is where the white Tshirt comes in. 
You stand and watch, then suddenly as the 
music goes by, all hell lets loose! The biggest 
"Paint fight since Berger and Dulux then takes 
place, and if you happen to be wearing white, 
then "Splattttt"! 
Decorated from head to foot with blue paint on 
this occasion. We decided although the music 
was good, and the mass obviously enjoying 
themselves, we would stick around for a while 
yet where we were. So the "Blues brothers" carry 
on wining, and there is absolutely no point in 
complaining about the fact you look as if you 
have been standing in a toilet all night! Next 
band along was a Yellow band, and after that 
passed, everyone looked like a bottle of Carib. 
Next was an Oil band, and that's the one you try 
to avoid most. 
Gallons of old engine oil get spayed around like 
"Red Adair" getting his own back. (10 points for 
anyone who gets that gag)! Because, Oil and 
teak decks, are not the most popular of friends, 
plus, your hair will take about a month to 
recover! Anyway Phil unfortunately got the raw 
deal and we all thought he was black enough 
already, but, the wining continued and by this 
time we all smelt like an apprentice from 
Hamble motors, but after all, "That's Carnival". 
So, now we are really into the spirit of things, 
and most of us look like an exhibit from the 
"Tate" gallery, or something "Picasso" created 
after too many Carib's, but, then comes the 
Boom boom de smackaty smack smack smack, 
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being out of training needed to sleep the rest 
of the day, and have a quiet night in. So, they 
kindly excused me to hit the town once more, 
and after a quick bite to eat, and a lift ashore 
by Nigel, it was back to regroup at the Lifeline! 
Freedom at last, and off we go with the girls 
and a few taggers on, in the hope of finding 
our band, somewhere amongst the millions. 
Now, by this time, I am starting to see a little 
interest developing between Phil and Karen. 
Ah Ha!, so Michealine and I decide that we 
were going to do a bit of match making, as we 
were already thought to be hubby and wife. 
So off we trot again, and into the forest of 
people still jumping. By now most band 
members are wearing more costume, and as 
the night came closer, we found our band and 
once again joined in. This time the real players 
were on pan, so we followed in the normal 
tradition, through the night, and, Partied, 
Partied, Partied.
We stopped off a few times for food and a 
beer, and if I could explain or describe the 
noise, colour, and action, we saw drift by, I 
would be writing news reels! Amazing 
experience, and it was again daylight before 
setting off back in the direction of the 
boatyard. Well, 2 days of wildness, and I'm 
afraid the end of another Carnival for poor old 
El Cap! Cut short due to a charter of divers, 
who prefer simulated drowning, to 
syncopated drumming. (Strange people). But! 
A very interesting trip home before hitting the 
pit, but, I am afraid, that story, is one you will 
have to wait for. 
Well my little book worms, how did we leave 
it? Ah yes, the trip back to the boat, with the 
delectable Michealine, Phil and Karen. Well I 
won't go into detail, and I'm sure you guessed 
that Phil and Karen are now an item, El Cap 
and the new wife also had a great time, tucked 
his cloggs under the bunk, and ready at this 
stage to live in a windmill. But! However, he 
does have an open invitation at anytime, to 
visit St Martin, and get lots of exercise, 

song. So, 4 hours later and with the sun now 
high in the sky, we reached the Savanna. The 
end of the road for D'Juvert, and time for a quick 
rest back on the boat, to clean off all the paint, 
and start preparations for the next marathon 
through the streets of P.O.S. By now, there are 
other people just laying asleep on the streets, 
and we grabbed a quick beer to join them. 
Our little group by now had lost a few members 
so the perfect spot to sit and wait for them to 
catch up. I had lost my charter some time back, 
so though I had better go back to the boat and 
check things out. So into an awaiting route bus, 
and off to powerboats, looking as if we had 
been fighting with "Rolfe Harris" all night! 
As I arrived at the gate, there was Brucie. he had 
come back to pick up his car, so I tried to get 
him to give me a lift back to the jetty. No Way, 
looking like that pal, he said, as he admired my 
colourful attire! His seats would have been 
ruined, so I opted for a lift on the bonnet 
instead! He took a bit persuading, but finally 
agreed. So off we shot down the boatyard, with 
me looking like Salvador Dati's version of the 
"Flying Lady" from a roller. As we arrived at the 
Lifeline, Bruce jammed on the brakes, and I flew 
off the car and into the sand. Arriving in true 
style, and with a standing ovation from the 30 
or so punters, quietly having lunch! So, now 
looking like John Major, after a walk about 
following the Brighton Conference, it was time 
to find the dinghy! As it happened, it wasn't 
there, so assuming the others had used it to get 
back to the boat, I hitched a lift with a surprised 
looking American yachtie, and explained the 
evening he had missed, on the trip over. 
Well, I arrived on the boat to find no dinghy, no 
Charter guests. Whoops! Where for art they, I 
thought. Ah ha, as I scanned the horizon to see 
the dinghy outside the Bight restaurant, with 
obviously 3 hungry divers, inside having lunch. 
So, good time for a shower, and as the paint 
flowed down the deck drains and off to 
Venezuela, I saw them arrive back to the boat. 
Apparently they had a time of a lifetime, but 
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the coolest thing I could ever do in Trinidad, 
apart from to sit in a freezer amongst a stack of 
Carib's!
So, 5.30am, time to lift the hook, and point the 
bow somewhere in the direction of Grenada. 
Barry and Nigel are keen to get going, but 
Yvonne remains down below, nursing yet 
another hangover. The trip through the 
straights was a smooth one, and apart from 
Jennifer (The Generator), packing up on me 
due to blocked fuel filter, and Fiona (fridge) in 
desperate need of her weekly dose of Freon, 
things went as smooth as a Racing Snake, all 
the way across. It takes around 12 hrs to make 
the crossing, and the perfect time to find out 
all the info on your charter guest's. This time as 
we were all long time dinghy sailors, the boat 
was set up to it's best sail trim, and flying 
along at 8.5 knots. It really makes a difference 
when people have done competitive sailing, 
and non of this lazy, casual attitude shown by 
the previous bunch of ok Yar day trippers. Well, 
with Prickly bay on the bow, and a good lunch 
in the old beer belly, it was all up to "Brian the 
Bonito" to provide the entertainment, as he 
joined the crew list. Brian was around 30 
pound, and certainly almost gave me a
better work out, than a certain blonde Cloggy 
fitness instructor. 
This time Nigel managed to Gaff him first time, 
but it took the three of us, to haul him on 
board. Bonito are similar looking to Tuna, and 
can grow to a massive size. Yvonne wanted to 
cook some, so it was up to El Cap Bird's eye, to 
do his bit with the knife. Within half an hour 
and with more precision than Dr Bernardo, 4 
fine fillets found the frying fat! Mmmmm. The 
only problem that remained, was what to do 
with the remajning 28 pound, of unwanted 
meat, currently blocking the companion way. 
Well as it happened there was a small local 
fishing boat nearby, and donating food for his 
family for the next 6 weeks, certainly beat 
leaving him for the sharks. So that was the 
"Life of Brian" so to speak, 

andadd's another exceedingly nice girl, to his 
ever increasing list of birdies, in his little black 
book! So, after a few hours kip in an oil and 
paint stained bunk, I scrape myself together to 
get on with the charter. 
The next stage was to grab some lunch, and 
then some fuel before the jetty closed up for the 
Ash Wednesday holiday. We had decided to 
make a move, very early the next morning, so it 
was good bye Trinidad Carnival once again, and 
as we waved our rags to the crowd of well 
wishers in the Life Line, set off for Chacashacare. 
There is a remote little anchorage called Scot-
land Bay, tucked away in a corner, just before 

the Bucus straights. The perfect place for an 
early departure, and a romantic setting for 
dinner. So it was pasta and chicken, washed 
down with a bottle of red, before hitting the pit 
for a much needed bit of eye resting. 
Ash Wednesday is the last day of Carnival, and it 
all finishes exactly at midnight. It is the weirdest 
thing you can ever experience, if you happen to 
be in the middle of town at that time. One 
minute you have total madness, and the next, 
total silence! It is just as if someone throws the 
master switch to the music, and it's so silent you 
could hear Joan Collin's knickers drop! 
People just stop in their tracks, fall over, and 
pass out. 3 days of jumping, waving, and 
drinking, before the week long hangover. 
Total madness, but I can tell you now, there is no 
way I will miss the next one, or the one after 
that! My big ambition has to be, playing Tennor 
Pan, in the front row of the band. That, would be 
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had sailed down from St Lucia, for a bit of a 
holiday. It was great to see her, and being her 
first time in the Caribbean, the whole thing 
proved to be a bit of an eye opener. She kept 
comparing things with Hamble, but realised 
when she was actually there with us, just how 
pathetic the yachtie people and scene is back 
in the good 0l' UK. 
Anyway, 2 days of parties later, and a meal on 
the boat, Mandy sadly had to leave for home 
(and work) Ha! As she was going back to 
Hamble I armed her with a few Caribs and a 
selection of this years Trini Carnival tapes, for 
my good buddy Stepharnos aboard Nice One 
enterprises UK. (Just to keep him happy and 
feeling wanted)! During this time the BYN's 
had been kept amused by "Cat Eye" and been 
touring around the island and the capital St 
Georges. Barry donned the old dive gear on 
one occasion to clean the bottom of the boat, 
and at long last I had chance to fix a dodgey 
Seacock connected to the water maker. So, the 
20th of Feb already, and the season kicking on 
by. Nearer comes the thought of one day 
being unfortunately heading North and East, 
and toward the grey sky's and sewerage 
drenched waters of the Hamble. So, better 
make the most of the crystal waters of 
Grenada and take up on Barry's offer of some 
free dive lessons, with him and Nigel. Diving 
has been something I have always thought to 
be a useful qualification in my trade, and a 
useful thing to have under your "water belt"! 
So feeling a little bit of a pratt, there was EI 
Cap Cousteau, in 3 foot of water, flapping 
around like a beached Barracuda, while Barry 
ran through all the important do's and dont's. 
Well after a while I was off on into deeper 
water, and making a better job of staying on 
the sea bed than Robert Maxwell could ever of 
hoped for! Great fun, and a real change not 
having to come up for air as much as David 
Copperfield. (No one will get that one)!!! 
(Steve maybe, if he still remembers my warped 
sense of humour). 

and as we arrived in Prickly bay Grenada, the 
sun was about to fall into the sea, and bring one 
of the best days for a long time, to an end. As 
the anchor hit the water just off the Calabash 
Hotel, we hit the water likewise, to cool off our 
salt spayed skin. I always dive down to check the 
anchor, and after that, it was off in the dinghy, to 
clear immigration, and see how the Spice Island 
bar, had managed to stay in business, since my 
last visit. 
The "BYN's as we shall now call them, (Barry, 
Yvonne, Nigel), preferred to eat out every 
evening, and that sure suited me. They wanted 
to sample all the local dishes, and if I could of 
found one with a Swedish accent, I would of 
done the same! But Swedish Grenadaens don't 
seem to be 2 a penny, so usual story, and I 
suppose I will have to continue waiting for a 
certain South American to arrive! 
Anyway, a great evening, and a steel band 
thrown in for good measure. My friend Cat Eye, 
provided some interesting conversation, and 
managed to persuade the BYN's, to join him the 
following day, for yet another Island Rum 
Drinking Tour. The following morning, saw the 
BYN's packed off in the revving red Toyota, and 
me down in the bilge for the first 3 hours fitting 
a new filter to Jennifer, and giving Eva and Fiona 
the once over. All these women I have to look 
after, gives a man an appetite, and this time I 
thought I would treat myself to a tasty snack 
ashore, and write a bit to the old El Cap. So, after 
my usual swim, it was off in the dinghy, to find 
myself a quiet little spot, on the Spice Bar 
terrace, Well there I sat, in the peace and 
tranquillity of the bar, and not a soul in sight. 
Then by my utter amazement, who should walk 
by but "Mandy Merrit" from Hamble.! Well 
bugger me I thought, of all the people you 
wouldn't expect to meet under a palm tree in 
Grenada, it would of been Mandy. So, after the 
initial gob smacked greeting and massive hugs, 
there was lunch on the table, Carib in hand, and 
the Hamble bullshit gossip update had begun! 
Mandy was staying on Sally's boat "Harry", and 
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Hannah the Hammock, named after a former 
girlfriend who was herself, born in the "rock 
and rolling swinging sixties, tied up, laid back, 
highly strung, 4ft 6 high, and was always more 
than a little difficult to get in to"! (Ropey jokes 
again once more). But one of my better 
investments for the boat, and at £5 "net" from 
a Pigeon Point Tobago beach stall, definitely 
the cheapest bed in the Caribbean, and "Knot" 
to be missed! I usually string her up on the 
forepeak between the main mast and the clew 
of the Genoa. The night time breeze is a luxury 
compared to the sauna below, but the only 
downfall being the early morning alarm call by 
a rather large hot thing, blazing down at you 
around 5.30am! Well, can't have it all way's. 
Anyway back to hauling up the chain once 
more and the 6 or so hour trip to Carriacou, via 
Kick'em Jenny rock. A cracking sail by all 
accounts and a brief stop off at ll De Ronde, for 
lunch. This rock has a small sheltered bay, and 
the snorkelling is fantastic. Like a tropical 
underwater garden, and the BYN's loved it. 
Just their cup of tea. (While I had mine). 
Then on to Tyrell bay after catching yet 
another Brian the Bonito. This fishing lark is 
becoming a doddle after buying that new 6 
mile drift net! So, into Tyrell once more to be 
welcomed by the hoards of frantic boat boys 
(and girls), touting for business from any pink 
faced stranger looking whiteee. 
Well I left the others fighting over the price of 
a bottle of cheap plonk and a lobster, while I 
checked the anchor once more and took the 
opportunity to scrub the waterline and the 
prop. As night fall came and the last 
sundowner cocktail hit the sides, it was soon 
time to hit the shore and choose a place to eat. 
Tonight's choice was a return trip for me to the 
unforgettable "Turtle Dove" Restaurant. 
A charming little laid back shack on the beach, 
run by a family, and with a welcome that 
would make you just have to go back. Enter 
"Bubbles" the Ma Ma, Leroy the waiter, and 
Allison the beer wench.

Anyway. After a few hours of playing, it was time 
to hit the bar for the last time and to see what 
Lucy and Danny the local bar staff had to offer. 
Just for a change I took along some natty little 
bar tricks, and it wasn't long before I found a 
natty little blonde to volunteer for an audience. 
Enter, Marie Anne! Yet another "Cloggy Yachtie"! 
Dutch blonde's this year are sprouting up like 
Tulip bulbs and this one sure had "Two Lips" 
that could, and would make anyone "Stalk" her! 
Looking as cool as Joanna Lumley, she was 
amazed how swiftly I made the coins
disappear, and then plucked them back from 
inside her bra strap! But as usual her "strapping" 
dork head boyfriend didn't find it so "uplifting" 
and this time it only took 2 cold Caribs to 
persuade him to drop the winch handle he was 
holding! Ah!
Well, shortly after that little incident, back came 
the arrival of Mary Bryant, and the Onieden lines 
answer to Pam Ares. Anna! She's a bit of a 
sweetie and I have now lost count on the 
amount of times we have bumped into each 
other this season. So, another round of beers, 
and another update on what's new in the 
Caribbean. Anna is doing a similar circuit to me 
this year, and has her very own brand of f**k 
wits to contend with. Her charters, being a 
classic yacht, are mostly, Aruun jumper, polar 
neck brigade, with horse whip scars and buck 
teeth. You can spot them a mile off in the bar, 
with a table full of "Real" lemonade, and 
lashings of Ginger Beer! Sitting with a pipes 
sticking out their faces, while making fender 
cloths from any available piece of itchy string, 
and humming away to the wild rhythm of a 
"Jews Harp", while breathing the unmistakable 
unleaded fumes from the leaking "Seagull 40+" 
outboard, delicately placed beneath the table, 
with the neatly scrubbed yellow wellies and 
ships cat! Someone should of told them that 
"Scotland Bay" was not in Aberdeen! Anyway, 
after a few more hours, it was time to hit the 
hammock and prepare to set sail in the 
morning. Oh! I didn't tell you about "Hannah". 
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sitting down impossible, he sculled his way to 
another boat, while muttering something 
about bloody Americans. 
Well 2 hours later and a full bottle of "T" cut, 
the hull was looking something nearer to how 
it should, and it was time to nip round the 
corner to Sandy Island, so as some more 
advanced diving could be found. 

Well, now anchored off the paradise white 
sand of a totally uninhabited island, and with 
the water looking like crystal glass, Baz and 
Nig don the old fins and hit the tide. I decided 
that today's dive was a bit out of my depth, so 
Yvonne and I took the easier option of a 
snorkel round the reef. Now! as it happened, 
we stumbled across more than we bargained 
for. Firstly a Barry, not the one in a wetsuit and 
dive tanks, but the Big teeth variety Barry, in 
the form of a 4-5 foot Barracuda. Ah! There we 
were, face down in 20 foot of coral decorated 
water, staring face to face with a sarcastic sly 
uninteresting looking lump of useless docile 
flesh. Just like Neil Dorman, and with probably 
as much hair! 
Anyway, we won the staring competition, and 
he slowly drifted by while I re arranged the 
back of my swimsuit. Finally when my heart 
stopped beating to a soca rhythmn we carried 
on drifting through the reef until I saw one of 
the most spectacular sights so far. Slightly 
smaller than a 747, and from a cloud of spin-
ning sand saw the arrival of Sid the Stingray! 
Jeeeeesus! The biggest problem was, that this 
little baby did not have the usual strings on it,  

As yacht skippers bring in the trade, they always 
get a free feed, and a few cold beers to wash it 
down with. So, thank you kindly. Barracuda, 
Pella rice and a Carib will do nicely! After a final 
cup of fresh coffee and the last of the jokes were 
heard across the table, it was time to head back 
to the boat, but not without a quick visit to one 
of Carriacou's 3000 Rum shops. 
This Island is known for it's Rum, and Alice's bar 
offers any rum from anywhere in the world. 
Annie Walton eat your heart out. (Or drink it, as 
the case would be). Alice and Brian are the 
owners, and Victoria the 104 year old barmaid, 
does in time manage to get round to serving 
you. Half speed and Island time later, we had 
stocked up, and were lazed out on the terrace 
with the rest of the local. This Island really is as 
laid back as any of the Grenadine's. Totally 
unspoilt and free from tourism, apart from the 
odd passing yacht. Most people remembered 
me from last season, and one young lad called 
"Timo" presented me with a small nodding head 
Turtle called "Eric" ...! Well Eric is now on the 
boat, and has taken pride and place on the Nav 
table. The following morning, Yvonne and I took 
a spin in the dinghy around to the Mangrove 
swamp, while B&N took an early morning dive 
on the reef. The Mangroves swamps are small 
Hurricane shelters, and acres of mirror like 
waters, that spread half a mile or so inland. 
Attached to the roots of the mangroves, are 
thousands of fresh water Oysters, and are 
farmed by the locals in season. An interesting 
little tour, and a real chance to find out the real 
top speed of the new dinghy... Yo!
As we got back to the boat, there was another 
of the locals trying to sell the others some 
cheap Martinique wine and some ice, and as we 
drew closer I noticed that his tacky old rowing 
boat was clunking up against my new paint-
work! Why oh why did I bother putting out 3 
carefully placed fenders, when prats like him 
totally ignore them? Well needless to say, he left 
the boat quicker than he arrived, and with one 
oar delicately placed in a position to make 
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Unlike most Nazis he is a very pleasant man 
without the jackboot arrogance that one 
normally experiences from this nationality, 
and this morning saw a dive off "The Sister's 
rock". Somehow diving and I are not 
passionate friends, and I always get that weird 
feeling of insecurity, especially when being 
rushed by other people. But, it has to be done 
whence in the crystal waters of the Caribbean, 
and the sights of natural coral formations and 
fish are truly mind blowing. 
So, after a warm shower and a laze in the sun, 
it was back to the boat, and a mega fry up 
breakfast.

Next on the agenda was a phone call to JW to 
see what he had in stall for the next charter. (If 
there was one). Sure enough and in true 
Wilson fashion, he had booked one for me. 
Arriving 1 hour after the BYN's were due to 
leave the boat, and basically on the same 
flight. Great! 
No time to provision, clean, launder, and in 
Tobago, no place to come along side to water 
and fuel. Single handed and facing an 
impossible task. Where have I heard that 
before. Well not a lot I could do, but the by 
now, the usual Bob Oakley White laugh, and to 
pray I would not get a major problem in the 
remaining 5 days of this charter. So that 
evening was spent back at Eddies, and the 
following day saw a sail round Union Island, 
and finally anchored off Petite St Vincent. A 
real glam Island resort, that would cost you 
$6OOUS a night per person should you want 

and with Troy Tempest sitting up the front! 
This fella made our Barry look as friendly as a 
goldfish, and when you see this big black sting 
hanging from the back, you don't for some 
strange reason get the urge to go and pat him 
on the head. Motionless was not the word! 
Stunned, Comatosed, Gobsmacked may have 
been more accurate, but never have I been 
more relieved to see something swim off in the 
opposite direction. Well back to the boat and a 
well deserved Large Rum and Tonic, we sat 
discussing our sightings until the boys arrived 
back. Needless to say they believed nothing of 
our tales, as they had seen **** all that morning. 
Well, I can assure you, no part of that story was 
exaggerated, apart from the bit about the 
Goldfish. Well that evening we motored on into 
Hillsborough, and slung the hook outside the 
Silver Dive shop. Hillsborough is the capital so 
to speak of Carriacou, and about the size of 
Netley High street. The Local bar is the 
Hillsborough Pub, and ran by an ex electrician 
from Birmingham UK. Eddie as he's known, is a 
bit of a lad, and looks similar to Mike Tyson. 
When he asked me to help him fix his jeep that 
night, I helped him fix his jeep! Electrician 
maybe, but mechanic not. So El Cap once again 
finds himself under the bonnet of a car, with the 
distributor and carburetor in bits, and neatly 
placed around the pavement. 
Well, Eddie is an old friend, and I spent a great 
deal of time in his bar last year. (So nothing to 
do with the fact he is a gorilla). So, and hour 
later, a new set of points, a clean carb and a 
tweak on the advance and retard, saw Eddie the 
Eagle wing his way up the road for a test drive, 
with unfortunately me in the back! 
Well we did eventually return, after 4 stops in 
local Rum Shops, and a Roti Take away. The 
BYN's in the meantime were tucking into a local 
fish dish, and put it this way, that evening cost 
me nothing! Well the beginning of another 
perfect day. 
Early morning dive with Nigel and Barry (9am) 
at the Silver Dive Shop with Max the Gerry. 
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"Moray Eels" and Octopus with more suckers 
than you see in the local night club on a Friday 
Night! 
That's not to mention the 2 Shark, 3 French 
Hens and a couple of Ducks! "Booby Island" 
should in my opinion be full of topless 
Swedish Blonde's with "Fish Net" tights, and 
figures of 36-24-& 20$ a pound, not something 
out of a Jacques Cousteau horror movie! 
But put it down to another SWG experience, 
and I suppose it will be the last time I will see 
Sharks until I arrive in Antigua. 
Anyway, as we were suppose to check back 
into Tobago before prancing about at the 
North of the Island, I thought it best to make a 
move back to Pigeon Point the next morning. 
Well, after a few hours of pleasant motoring, 
we arrive back to the land of beaches and 
Sarong clad ladies, and as usual there was 
Marjorie waiting to run me into town to clear 
immigration once again. 
So our last few days were spent lazing around 
the beach while Nigel went off for one final 
dive and to see whether he could perforate his 
eardrums before the flight home. 
Well he managed that alright, and my 
afternoon was spent in Tobago's hospital, 
while a team of witch doctors, filled him up 
with Snake's eye's and Leeches. 
(Silly boy), it was just a good job it didn't 
happen on day one!  Well that was the end of a 
superb charter. Nice people, good fun, and left 
feeling they must return. All my efforts were 
rewarded, and all that was left to do was to 
drop them off at the airport, and then simply 
clean the boat, do the laundry, make water, 
refuel, provision, shower and change, and get 
back to the airport in less than an hour. 
Simple! Now there is taking the p**s, but this 
time JW WAS taking the f****in p**s. So with 
all 3 hands full and a deck brush up my ****, 
somehow, I managed to fit it all in and be on 
time at the airport. 
As luck would have it. (For me, not the BYN's) 
Their flight was delayed by 5 hours.

to stay in the hotel. I ask you, Who in their right 
minds would pay such bl***dy stupid money, to 
sit on the same beach as we were anchored off! 
Lady Di, That's who! Apparently the stuck up 
cow spends a few weeks a year here, and no 
wonder the royal family are almost broke. 
Well this year she had already been there, so she 
missed out on my company, and her loss once 
again. 
The following day saw more reef diving and a 
short sail to Petite Martinique, where you can 
enjoy buying the most expensive diesel and 
water in the Caribbean. Unfortunately there is 
no choice, and at 40c us a gallon, who needs a 
watermaker? Well we filled up, and the BYN's 
decided that they wanted to stick around that 
evening and try the local food ashore. (AMEX 
here we come)! This place unfortunately does 
not give FREE skip meals (Being French) so I 
settled for a mega expensive Pizza at the 
charterers expense instead.
 Well, after a very enjoyable 10 days with the 
BYN's it was time to set sail and head East in the 
general direction of Tobago once again. This 
time we headed for the North of the Island, and 
Man of War Bay. The trip across was a good one 
and the sea and wind kind to me at long last. 
We arrived at day break, and after the usual 
Mega breakfast, it was time for some well 
deserved kip in Hannah, while the others took 
the dinghy ashore to explore. 
Parked up next to me were John and Joe from 
Trinidad, and the chance of me getting any 
peace on deck were about 1000 to 1. So, with 
hatches closed and fans on, the morning disap-
peared, until the others re appeared. 
They were off for another snorkel, so I was 
eventually persuaded to join them, before an 
impromptu party aboard Joe's classic wooden 
boat. Splosh, and flap as we wormed our way 
toward the entrance to the lagoon, and into the 
depths of the surrounding "Booby Island". 
Now let me tell you! I thought I was off for a 
little look at some nice little colourful fishies, not 
some 30 foot across "Manta Rays"! 7ft long 
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"whipped" in, and "jumped" the queue for a 
beer. While I was "Jockey'ing" for position I got 
chatted up by some "Nosy Bag" Ha, and the 
chance of a dance were 15-1 on, and 3-1 
getting pushed off again. I could of been on 
the right "Track" if I would of "Edged" my "Bet" 
but was given the "Run along" as usual. Drinks 
were cheap because apparently the $TT is 
quite "Stable" against the "Pound" at the 
moment, so I had a "Red Rum" "chaser" with 
the Carib. (Hang on EI Cap, Don't "Gallop" son)! 
Well after that little patch of foal jokes, better 
get back to the airport.... SO time for the "Off", 
and back came Marjory with the passion 
wagon. When I arrived there was no sign of the 
BYN's, so one could only assume that B/Cal 
had finally arrived. + or - an engine! 
Well sure enough they announced the arrival 
and all that was left was to see what JW had 
sent me this time. As the hoards of people 
streamed passed custom's, (including some 
very tasty looking young ladies), the queue of 
people got less and less until suddenly there 
were only 4, white, pale faced, gormless, 
specimens of totally lost looking dim Wit Brit 
holiday makers! Yup! You guessed it. They had 
arrived. It was difficult to see them at first due 
to the scale model of Snowdonia being 
pushed on a trolley in front of them, which 
had been neatly arranged from a fine 
collection of hard Samsonite suitcases, and 
then on top of that, it began to rain. So, a not 
so warm welcome for my darling little punters.
Staring me in the face, was probably the 
Adams Family, UK relatives. You just have to 
picture, "Mike, Audrey, Charles, and of course 
Rosemary". I tried to hide behind Marjorie, but 
she moved suddenly and I will never relive the 
embarrassment of those 4 white hands point-
ing at my paint stained, carnival scared, SWG 
T-shirt, and yelling, "Coooweee! Oh God, Well 
Marge looked at me, and I looked at Marge. 
She gave me one of those, "At least I've only 
got them in my Taxi for ten minutes" looks. 
And I gave her one of those, "Help me Marge,

Ha! And as the new f**k wits, as we shall 
rightfully call them, were arriving on the same 
plane, at least it gave me a bit of breathing 
space, and allowed me to lay on the beach with 
a few cold Caribs, while being fanned and fed 
grapes by a passing Trini gemstone. (In her 
dreams). Anyway, the BYN's drove off with 
Marge for a last tour round, while I headed back 
to the boat for some last minute tidy up's. 
I had arranged to meet up with again before 
they left, and as I arrived to a full pan band in 
the airport car park, I was greeted with the not 
so good news that the flight had now been 
further delayed by an additional 6 hours, due to 
some engine or other dropping off or 
something. Well only one thing to do, and that 
was to offer them all a meal at "Bonkers". 
A lively little joint just up the road, with it's own 
steel band and the best Chilli in Tobago. Well as 
it was probably the only thing Cbilli I was going 
to get this season, it was tuck in and enjoy the 
music. By then it was only around 10, and still a 
few hours to go. So, off we trot to the "Starting 
Gate". Being one of the more lively night spots 
of Tobago, and being a Saturday night, it wasn't 
long before we were all wining away to the 
remains of Carnival music, and having a last final 
bash before returning to the airport around 
2am. As we arrived, there was a further 
announcement that the flight was due in at 
4.4Oam, so I left the others to sleep, while 
Marge whipped me round to a nice little guest 
house, so as to book the f***w**ts in for the 
remainder of the night. The thought of having 
to load them on the boat by dinghy a 5 in the 
morning was too much to cope with, plus the 
fact I thought they might need a decent nights 
sleep after all the delays. So! booked in and 
ready to go, there still was the problem of what 
to do for the next 2 hours. "Starting Gate 
seemed a good option, so off we go back to the 
stable. This night club used to be an old Horse 
racing circuit (hence the name), and if you ask 
me, the ideal place to chat to the odd filly or 
two! So, with the "bit" between the teeth, I 
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about my latest little beauties, lets get them 
off to the hotel. Marge this time had to make 5 
trips. One for us, and 4 for the luggage. 
They didn't understand why I had booked 
them into a Hotel that night, But if they would 
have gone back to the boat in the dinghy, 
I think the 20 knots of wind and 6 foot waves 
would of been a reasonable reason for 
anyone. So, next morning, I arranged to meet 
them at 12, and start the freight forwarding 
mission to Pigeon Point beach Tobago, so back 
came Marge, with the wheels. Marge and I, are 
sort of good friends now, as she has run me all 
over the island during the season, and is a 
totally reliable source of transport. 
On this occasion, I was hoping she wouldn't 
turn up, but needless to say back we found 
ourselves at the hotel. As we arrived, I spotted 
the white legs and knotted hankies of my 
punters, sitting around the terrace breakfast 
table, trying to make head nor tale of the TT$ 
system, and wondering why the bacon didn't 
have "Danish" written down the side. 
It was the first time for all of them, in my part 
of the world, and amazing what bullshit you 
could fill their naive little heads with. (Great 
Fun). "Yes Rosemary, those are the man eating 
spiders that you read about in woman's 
weekly, and we often get them on the boat as 
well", "Still, not to worry, the lizards keep the 
numbers down"! Anyway they did buy me 
breakfast, even though they were totally 
amazed when I ordered a Carib instead of 
Coffee. 

So back to the boat, and this time assisted by 

don't let them on my boat" looks in return. 
But folk's there was nothing either of us could 
do to stop them accelerating down the corridor, 
waving their arms and duty free carrier bags.
Well the sloppy handshakes were followed by 
the introductions. Firstly Mike,,, Michael, or as 
his wife insisted, Mikey Daaaarling. And as you 
guessed, a Charted accountant, ex Quantity 
Surveyor. You could say, "A man with a load on 
his mind, but no mind left to be loaded". 
Anyway, he would of stood a far better chance 
in life, as a stand in for Hitchcock movies, with 
his bottle bottom thick tri-focal glasses, white 
curly eyebrows, and rubber looking face. Now 
meet his wife Audrey... Now Audrey has one of 
those faces that you would assume, caught fire 
when she was a girl, and her best friend put it 
out with a shovel! More Chin's than a Chinese 
Yellow Pages, and more Buck Teeth than your 
average Sumo Wrestling audience. 
The teeth obviously came out at night, to allow 
room for the Plums. Other than that, what a 
lovely lady. As time told, she was the laziest 
lump of useless flesh known to man, and if it 
would of been possible to move her from time 
to time, then we would of risked a possible 
eclipse of the sun. Next to crawl from behind 
the trolley were Charles and Rosemary! Charles, 
a civil engineer from Lundun, who instantly 
assured me he was a Yachtmaster? "He said, Ello 
Cap, I'm a Yachtmaster"!  Well we know all about 
his kind, and at least I will have some fun on this 
charter. 
He was his own version of John Cleese and 
Tommy Cooper rolled into one, and at 6ft 4, was 
going to find more than one light fitting aboard 
SWG. Charlie boy, so as not to let the side down, 
had been everywhere, seen everything and 
obviously had his eyes shut the whole time.
Rosemary.....Bless! Dear little thing, made from 
glass, and permanently trembling with 
excitement. She is the sort of woman who will 
ask the question, "where do clouds come from 
Rob"? She must be curious I suppose, having 
spent so much time on them! Anyway, enough 
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Well, I couldn't find it at first, so I asked to look 
at theirs to give me a clue, and then out from 
under the sink, came "Kelvin". Bought second 
hand from Mark Thatcher, and looking a tad 
tattered from his days in the SUN. 
Well I proudly laid him out on the saloon table, 
and with 3 empty Carib bottles and a Zippo, 
pinned him flat for all to admire! Well, it was if I 
had nailed a Nazi flag on Winston Churchill's 
coffin! What! This chart was printed in 1927. ...
Well so it was. Was this to mean that it was as 
much use as Audrey, or, were they trying to tell 
me something. 
Well 3 hours later the only difference they 
could find was the coffee mug stain over Man 
of  War Bay, and an X on the shore line, where 
some decent topless tottie Spotting can be 
seen with the Naked Eye. (or keen eye). 
But they still insisted that Kelvin was out of 
date, even after I showed them the last survey 
date on theirs of 1927. 
Anyway, they were going to use theirs and 
that was that, while I stuck to a wet finger in 
the air and local knowledge. 
The next argument was about time zones. 
Apparently Tobago is 3 hours behind GMT, and 
not the 4 hours I had been thinking for the 
past 2 years. Well the charters always right, 
and if they want to continue getting up an 
hour early each day, then more fool them. 

By this time, Rosey Lee, had made the tea, and 
delicately placed the mugs in my new rack 
above the cockpit table. 
So we all sat out on deck, and then watched 

the complete fleet of Tobago taxi's, to cover the 
job in one trip. As we arrived on the beach, they 
also assumed that there would of been a small 
landing craft with a bosun dressed in white, and 
blowing a whistle. Wrong, meet "Dillan" and 
"Ermentrude" (Dinghy and Evenrude Motor), 
Anyway, the usual raised eyebrows, except from 
Charles of course, who being a Yachtmaster, had 
seen a dinghy before, so in went the luggage. 
As usual it took 5 trips to the anchorage, but this 
time I wore my weight lifting belt, to ease the 
situation. 
Well welcome on board, and now let's start the 
fight as to who has what cabin, while El Cap 
grabs a Coffee and slips into Hannah for 10 
Minutes! Once the bickering had died down, I 
slipped below to get the results. 
Well as expected, Charles being a Yachtmaster. 
had pulled rank over the Accountant, and 
assumed his rightful place in the Aft Cabin, 
while Audrey had got her teeth stuck into the 
Forepeak. Mike thought about the hammock, 
but being an accountant, couldn't get it to 
"Balance"! Ho! Ho! Rosemary on the other hand, 
was still on the beach, asking for directions!
Well, my next job was to find Marge once again, 
head to Immigration and sign this lot onto my 
crew list. It's always the fun bit of the trip, 
reading peoples passports. Finding out their 
"Real ages", to be referred to at a later date, and 
to check the visa pages, to find out whether 
they had ever travelled further than "Butlin's". 
The photo's in this case spoke for themselves, 
and of course, Charles had his RYA tie on, and 
skippers hat. Well Back to the boat to find 
Charles had discovered 10% of the seacocks, 
Audrey had blocked the heads, Mike was still 
calculating the TT$ against the pound, and 
Rosemary (bless) waiting for an air hostess. 
It was at that point shortly after, that I 
discovered Mike too, had read his Peter and Paul 
book on Navigation, and was huddled round his 
brand new Imray chart of Tobago, working out 
exactly where we were. Apparently they always 
bring their own charts, and asked to see mine. 
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for some fun. As we approached a darker 
patch of water (Sill in 20m of depth), I 
suddenly shouted, "Charles, Watch That Reef", 
The next thing is that he has thrown in a slam 
tack, and the lunch had hit the deck, with 
most of the others, while he dashed down 
below to frantically find out where he was on 
his new Imray chart. 
The look of panic on his face was a picture! 
So then I said, "Oh and mind that Coral Head", 
"and that one" and then just as he thought he 
knew where he was, said "No, you can't go 
over there", and he crash Gybed this time, 
nearly taking Audreys teeth out with the 
boom. Ha, Got you! (El Cap, sometimes you 
can be a right Bastard)! Finally he admitted he 
was not used to seeing the bottom at 10m 
where he came from, and so as not to cut his 
holiday short due to an early Cardiac Arrest, I 
finally regained control of my own vessel, and 
that was the last we saw of any chart that day.
To liven things up then, I decided to do a quick 
man over board drill, so threw Rosemary over 
the side. Nobody seem to notice, so we sailed 
on. Well the end of a perfect hours sailing soon 
came to an end. 
I cooked the meal before an early night, due to 
a first light set off, back to Dynamite City (T'nT) 
Trinidad and Tobago), ah forget it. 0700 saw 
the anchor rise with the sun, and an all day sail 
down to Trinidad. To add to the excitement I 
had a total breakdown of the furling gear, and 
redecorated the anchor locker with hydraulic 
fluid. Ah well, another little job for Curtis at 
Powerboats. 
Well the sail down was a sloppy one, with 
virtually no wind, and with the boat pitching 
and rolling like a Green Keeper at Wentworth, 
there were more than a few "Green" faces. Mr 
Yachtmaster was busy trying to trim the sails, 
while reading a copy of Yachting world, but in 
my opinion I wouldn't trust him to trim my 
lawn. (Will he ever give up). Audrey had got 
her teeth into another novel, which she 
bought for a Buck. 

and then watched Mike arrive, to lift the Teak 
table leaf up, and swiftly guillotine all the 
handles off the cups. Oooppps! Sorry, I am a 
little clumsy was his reaction. 
So there we sat, hands round handle less mugs, 
like a bricklayers T break, while El Cap did his 
usual safety briefing, and read out the list of do's 
and dont's. Most of the latter had already been 
done, so as usual I was wasting my time. 
That night was spent watching them play 
bridge, (Yes again) and listening to my Ripping 
Yarns of the life in the Caribbean. So, 0800, and 
time to belt ashore in the dinghy, and pick the 
remaining provisions. 
On my return, they were all in the water 
swimming, so I thought it would be an 
opportune time to use the aft head, and get my 
own back. Following that and a further half hour 
of drifting around the boat, I just happened to 
point out a few "Portuguese Man of War" Jelly 
fish, and sat back to enjoy the mass exit from 
the water, like a pack of wild Penguins.
Apparently Rosemary thought they were 
discarded Condoms from last night's beach 
party, and Charles assumed they were 
navigational buoys. Well, time for some 
breakfast, and to discover while I was away, they 
had been playing with every single button, 
knob, and dial, on my chart table. Ah! ... Don't 
do that children. That is like taking El Caps 
bottle of Ice cold Carib away. 
So I gave them all a smack and thought it well 
time to take them out on a little joyride through 
Store Bay, just to find out Exactly, what Mr 
bl***dy Yachtmaster, knew, or didn't. All night 
he was mouthing off about this and that, and 
now my chance for some real fun! 
So I began to hoist the anchor, while Charles did 
a passage plan and the others put on their 
oilskins, life jackets and harness. Well we were 
off and Chay Blyth immediately wanted to take 
control and impress the others with his skills. So, 
I put out some sail and let them get on with it. 
After 10 minutes of listing to his bul****t and 
numerous "Leeee, Hooooooe's, I thought time 
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Anyway, finally Victor the Taxi driver saved the 
day, by turning up to take them on hopefully a 
FULL day tour of Port of Spain, while Curtis did 
his bit, and Phil came on to give Fiona a 
medical. Fiona has not been well at present. 
She has been rejecting her Rl2 Fridge gas, and 
needed a transfusion to a more potent Freon. 
So, By Pass hoses connected, and dryer 
changed, the transfusion had begun. In the 
mean time, Cheryl and Lindon turned up to 
give the boat a full clean while I continued 
with my usual chores and faxes to JW. 
Well 1800 and back they come, armed with all 
sorts of fruit and local goodies. 
Rosie is nursing a unripened Papaya, which 
she has been ripped off $15 for, but insists it's 
a bargain, and was told it would ripen if left in 
the sun. Not! Well after dinner I introduced 
them all to the pow patch club (formally this 
timr), and they were really impressed by the 
way Jonas passed out at the table, and fell of 
his chair. Well, that's Jonas! Bruce taught them 
a whole new meaning to the "F" word, and I 
don't think they are quite ready for Trinidad at 
this moment in time. 
So, Plan "A" was to leave the next morning and 
head for Grenada. After another sleepless 
night next to the hog farm, we were greeted in 
the morning to the a selection of the strangest 
noises coming from the galley area? Oh God, 
was it Fiona, rejecting her new gas, or 
Jennifer's, bits playing her up again, or maybe 
even Eva taking on water and drowning once 
again? No! It's Super Mike, in the bathroom 
going through his morning work out of bodily 
functions! From gargling to farting, every 
sound possible to be made from the human 
body, is amplified through the woodwork, 
while he prepares himself for the day ahead. 
All I could do was to lay in my bunk and laugh 
aloud. Well still giggling into a cup of coffee, 
we set off into the sunrise, and they insisted 
on sailing out of Arcon Bay. even though there 
was absolutely no wind and 2 knots of current 
against us. 

Mike was in the galley "cooking the books" and 
Rosie' "Bless", was watching out for Submarine's 
like I told her to. 
Well we arrived back in the land of Soca 
madness that evening, and the normal greeting 
of a case of cold Carib from Mark and Bruce, was 
waiting on the dock. They all went to explore, 
while I continued to explore a few of these 
beers that were knocking around, with the rest 
of the Pow Pow patch compound kids. Barby 
and Ken were still around and couldn’t keep a 
straight face when they met my wonderful 
guests when they arrived back to the bar. 

Well that night I was kept awake most of the 
time, by what only could of been described as a 
Asthmatic pig in the forepeak! What a noise... 
Snoring like you have never witnessed, and 
even the roaches started to man the Liferaft. 
Well after half a ball of cotton wool was stuffed 
into my ears, and the radio and fan on full in my 
cabin, I finally sort of slept. Breakfast time the 
following morning and Curtis is waiting to 
board, so as to fix the hydraulics. T
hey are dragging out the breakfast thing as 
usual, with cups of honey sweetened Earl Grey, 
and Crunchy Nut cornflakes, especially brought 
in from the UK. I decided to settle for a cold beer 
and a piece of toast, and then witnessed the 
most impressive part of Charles's skills as a 
Yachtmaster!  There it was. A "Bowline" in the 
end of the bread bag! Impressed, or Knot? "Not'" 
What a div head. I just cut it off, and thought 
sod it. What next I wonder? "Sail ties" on the 
toilet roll perhaps?
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had happened. 
Well nearly 4 out of 4! So, on to Grenada, and 
no sign of the others until we finally chugged 
into Prickly bay once more. Then like a bunch 
of Daffodils, they appeared one by one, while 
making every excuse imaginable, apart from 
what they had really been doing for the past 
10 hours. Charlie boy said he just fancied a 
little kip, but I saw the green toast still stuck to 
his chin!
Well as usual, it was Mike this time that 
insisted on taking the wheel, while I sorted out 
the anchor, and looked for a spot to drop it. 
Now, Prickly Bay is about 5m deep all round, 
but there is one shallow uncharted sand bank, 
which I might add, I have never been able to 
find. But guess who did? Yep! 1st time. 
Well, we all flew forward, and Audrey missed 
falling over the side by the skin of her teeth, 
while  Chas, scanned a new Imray chart like he 
was filling in a "spot the ball" coupon. 

He was not impressed that his chart didn't 
show a hazard in that particular spot, and even 
less impressed when I drew a little "Wreck" on 
it, so as to bring it totally up to date for him. 
Anyway, for a laugh I put the anchor back in its 
locker, and muttered loudly, "We won't be 
needing that anymore'" But to save further 
face and embarrassment, I got us off, and 
threw the hook over, in my normal spot 
outside the Calabash Hotel. 
Well I dived over the side to check "Willis". 
Now Willis is the anchor, because it's called a 

So 4 hours later we were basically still outside 
the Lifeline, while the lunch eating locals looked 
on in amazement, and I lay on the forepeak with 
a sarny and copy of Tenor Pan Monthly. 
Eventually Mr Yachtmaster let me fire up Eva, 
and we trundled off through the Buccas, and 
toward Grenada. Well as usual the sea was a 
little choppy, and then Charles redecorated the 
transom with pre digested egg and marmalade. 
Followed by Mike, then Audrey. Now amazingly 
enough, Rosie, "Bless her", was the only survivor 
from the pack, and was happy as a sparrow 
perched on the rigging, singing at the top of her 
voice, and sounding like someone playing a 
Saw! (NB: bent wood saw with a violin bow). 
So, 3 out of 4 so far. After a while Rosie came 
down off her perch and began to show a little 
concern for the well being of the others. So I 
suggested she took a peep down below, to 
console her sweet little self. 
Well off she went, and as it was still a tad 
choppy and some salt spray over the deck, I 
closed the hatch behind her. Well an hour went 
passed, and I could vaguely see bodies strooned 
out on the bunks below through a small hatch 
on deck, so auto helm on, and I thought this 
time, I better investigate further. So, I leapt 
forward and swiftly slid back the hatch. 
Suddenly there was a bang followed by another 
a second later. Jesus, what was that I thought? 
Then as I looked down the steps, there was 
Rosie, flat on her back with her legs in the air, 
like a Roach after a dose of Shelltox! Whoops! 
Unbeknown to me, she was on her way up as I 
flung open the hatch, and was hit swiftly across 
the forehead, by a fine planed piece of Trinidad 
Teak, attached to the underside of the hatch. 
Luckily it didn't chip the varnish, but she did 
dent one of the soleboards as she landed. 
Sh*t, another job to put right. Anyway, 3 or 4 
minutes later when she woke up nursing a 
bump the size of a tennis ball, and in slightly 
more of a daze than usual, she sat complaining 
about the rough sea, while I had already 
resumed my place on the wheel, as if nothing 



El’Capitino Log

165

PASSAGE Trnidad - Grenada

had happened. 
Well nearly 4 out of 4! So, on to Grenada, and 
no sign of the others until we finally chugged 
into Prickly bay once more. Then like a bunch 
of Daffodils, they appeared one by one, while 
making every excuse imaginable, apart from 
what they had really been doing for the past 
10 hours. Charlie boy said he just fancied a 
little kip, but I saw the green toast still stuck to 
his chin!
Well as usual, it was Mike this time that 
insisted on taking the wheel, while I sorted out 
the anchor, and looked for a spot to drop it. 
Now, Prickly Bay is about 5m deep all round, 
but there is one shallow uncharted sand bank, 
which I might add, I have never been able to 
find. But guess who did? Yep! 1st time. 
Well, we all flew forward, and Audrey missed 
falling over the side by the skin of her teeth, 
while  Chas, scanned a new Imray chart like he 
was filling in a "spot the ball" coupon. 

He was not impressed that his chart didn't 
show a hazard in that particular spot, and even 
less impressed when I drew a little "Wreck" on 
it, so as to bring it totally up to date for him. 
Anyway, for a laugh I put the anchor back in its 
locker, and muttered loudly, "We won't be 
needing that anymore'" But to save further 
face and embarrassment, I got us off, and 
threw the hook over, in my normal spot 
outside the Calabash Hotel. 
Well I dived over the side to check "Willis". 
Now Willis is the anchor, because it's called a 

So 4 hours later we were basically still outside 
the Lifeline, while the lunch eating locals looked 
on in amazement, and I lay on the forepeak with 
a sarny and copy of Tenor Pan Monthly. 
Eventually Mr Yachtmaster let me fire up Eva, 
and we trundled off through the Buccas, and 
toward Grenada. Well as usual the sea was a 
little choppy, and then Charles redecorated the 
transom with pre digested egg and marmalade. 
Followed by Mike, then Audrey. Now amazingly 
enough, Rosie, "Bless her", was the only survivor 
from the pack, and was happy as a sparrow 
perched on the rigging, singing at the top of her 
voice, and sounding like someone playing a 
Saw! (NB: bent wood saw with a violin bow). 
So, 3 out of 4 so far. After a while Rosie came 
down off her perch and began to show a little 
concern for the well being of the others. So I 
suggested she took a peep down below, to 
console her sweet little self. 
Well off she went, and as it was still a tad 
choppy and some salt spray over the deck, I 
closed the hatch behind her. Well an hour went 
passed, and I could vaguely see bodies strooned 
out on the bunks below through a small hatch 
on deck, so auto helm on, and I thought this 
time, I better investigate further. So, I leapt 
forward and swiftly slid back the hatch. 
Suddenly there was a bang followed by another 
a second later. Jesus, what was that I thought? 
Then as I looked down the steps, there was 
Rosie, flat on her back with her legs in the air, 
like a Roach after a dose of Shelltox! Whoops! 
Unbeknown to me, she was on her way up as I 
flung open the hatch, and was hit swiftly across 
the forehead, by a fine planed piece of Trinidad 
Teak, attached to the underside of the hatch. 
Luckily it didn't chip the varnish, but she did 
dent one of the soleboards as she landed. 
Sh*t, another job to put right. Anyway, 3 or 4 
minutes later when she woke up nursing a 
bump the size of a tennis ball, and in slightly 
more of a daze than usual, she sat complaining 
about the rough sea, while I had already 
resumed my place on the wheel, as if nothing 
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back along side, and I casually lent out of the 
hammock to mention, "Oh, don't forget to 
turn the fuel on. “
 F**k wits! So on they clamber and with total 
amazement, I see half the sand off the beach. 
Rosemary was absolutely covered in head to 
foot, as if she had been coated in bread 
crumbs. Then! They proceeded to shower it all 
off in my bl**dy cockpit!  Then soaking wet, 
went and stood down below, then, they went 
back in for another swim! It was either boil my 
brain, or get ashore and leave them to it. So, I 
decided that me, and my friends the Garlic 
cloves, were off to the sanctuary of the bar. 
So hidden inside a copy of "Colditz" we went 
ashore to find a solution. Well, I got back 
around 10, and there was Audrey, giving 
Penfold (Mike with the glasses, and little dots 
for eyes), a ticking off for leaving the garlic in 
the taxi, and ruining the meal she had 
planned. 
Well, knowing she was going to cook, I did the 
Garlic a favour by float testing it on the way in.
The following morning saw a Garlic free sail to 
Carriacou, via the normal stop off at my little 
island. I wasn't going to bother making any 
other changes from the previous charter, as I 
just wanted to get on with it. The trip across 
was a little lumpy and this time only the 
women were puking, while I had "Danger 
mouse" and "Penfold" lecturing me about tidal 
vectors and layline's. I was going to lay a line 
neatly around his neck if it wasn't for the fact 
we caught a fish at the time. 
Well we arrived back at Tyrel for the last time 
this season, and the usual boat boys and girls, 
came up to greet me. It's kind of impressive 
when everyone in the Caribbean knows you 
by name, and comes bearing gifts, when all 
you offer in return, is information
as to who the biggest mug amongst the 
charter guests, and most venerable to part 
with a few EC$. Much to their amazement I 
handed over to a small boy, the fish we caught 
on the way from Grenada. 

"Bruce" but apart from that, he's the only thing 
on this boat, that could of possibly been "Laid" 
as many times as I have, and have more 
"Pulling" power than me, even if some of them 
did "Drag" on a bit. Anyway, after that, I stopped 
for a while to admire my newly sanded keel, 
before climbing back on board for a well 
deserved Sundowner. 
Well blow me down, a deck fitting has just 
moved across the boat and it's heading for the 
companionway. My God, it's Audrey she has 
moved for the first time in 2 days, and is going 
to mix the drinks!
I thought she was a permanent fitting, and was 
going to get her Chrome plated back in 
Trinidad. This woman is not only the laziest 
lump of whale meat you could ever meat, but 
just as clumsy as hubby is. The drinks she was 
supposed to have poured, ended up on the 
soleboards, and then she spilt a full bottle of 
Rum. God, get these people off my boat! 
That night I left them to it, and disappeared to 
the bar. The usual bunch were there, and a 
French skipper who was comparing charters, 
and having equally a good time with his bunch. 
Well a few Cases of Carib later and back to my 
bunk.
The following day saw Cateye the tour taxi, take 
full responsibility of them, while I had a day off 
at the beach. But unfortunately he bought them 
back that evening, with the usual souvenirs of 
Rum and Nutmeg, and my usual present from 
Cateye of 10 hands of bananas. But what's this I 
see? "Cloves of Garlic". Well how long does she 
think those are going to stay on my boat, and 
what was she planning to do with them 
anyway? 
Well, they wanted to go and spend a little time 
at the Calabash hotel, beach before a sunset 
drink on the terrace. So off they go in the 
dinghy, while I straddle Hannah with a cold 
beer. After a hour or so, I see them set off from 
the beach and head back in the direction of the 
boat. Then I see them getting out the oars, and 
paddling? Well, an hour and a half later they are 
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give her the benefit, she didn't panic, even 
when a Barracuda swam past, with bigger 
teeth than she had. Well, that little session was 
over, and time for the change over. 
As we arrived at the boat, the blokes were 
getting ready for their little session, but there 
was one slight problem. How was Penfold 
going to see underwater, without his 2" thick 
bottle bottom glasses? 
Well we all sat there with a cup of tea, until 
suddenly he came up with a brain wave! 
Remove the arms off his spare pair of glasses, 
and stick them inside the mask! 
Seemed feasible. Well after digging round the 
boat for an hour trying to find my jewellery 
screwdrivers, the arms were removed and the 
only problem now was how to stick his 
"Aphrodite" glasses to the inside. "Bluetack" I 
screamed. So down below again, and I surface 
with a big lump of the stuff, that I use for 
charter guest chewing gum. Well then came 
the ultimate! Penfold tore off a great lump of 
the stuff and stuck it right in the middle of the 
left hand lens, then stuck it into the mask. How 
the bloody hell was he going to see anything 
with a sodden great blue blob in the middle of 
the glasses? Well, he then proceeded to place 
the mask over his head, and as he adjusted it 
and looked toward me, he said and I quote 
....."That's great! I can see perfectly now"!!!! 
As I finally dragged myself from the deck, and 
recontrolled my hysterical state, I then realised 
after all this time, that the bloke actually had a 
"Glass Eye". ! 
You should of seen him, Jesus Christ I just 
cracked up. The funniest thing I had seen in 
my life. Well I had to go down below for about 
an hour, while I buried my face in a pillow, 
trying not to be heard in convolutions. 
Anyway, eventually I did manage to control 
myself, and get them both in the dinghy. 
So in we go and off we swim. 
Now I was all right until I happened to just 
turn round to see if they were still behind me. 
Well as I looked back all I could see was a big 

What they didn't realise was that the place 
where I took them to eat that night, was run by 
the boys mother, and they paid £20 a head to 
eat it back. Ha, "Latest Score" EI Cap 382
Charter "F" wits - 0. So a tasty bit of Kevin 
Kingfish, and Stella the owner rewarded me 
with beers all night, and a free nosh. 
The trip back to the boat included a few Rum 
Shops, as it does, and they decided that they 
wanted to go for a walk the next morning, 
round the hill to Hillsborough, The Capital 
(Town). I suggested to take the boat round 
myself, and meet them at the other end. 
That was warmly welcomed, but not so much as 
it was for me. So, 0800, body functions and 
noises done for the day, and off we trundle 
ashore in the dinghy. They all had their walking 
shoes on, and as I guessed, a taxi waiting for 
Audrey.  Well another peaceful day, and I was in 
no rush to slip "Willis" away, and enjoy the 
pleasant sail round to the sounds of the blazing 
Soca, and the heat of the blazing sunshine. 
Well I did eventually arrived to pick them up, 
once I had anchored, made some tea, read for a 
while, written 20 pages of EI Cap, and had a few 
hours swinging with Hannah. 
They had found another restaurant that night so 
I left them to it. By amazement the dinghy 
returned around 11, but by that time I was well 
away with the Mermaids. Well following day, 
saw the little half hour sail to Sandy Island, and 
time to don the snorkel and fins, to see what 
was lurking on the reef this time! 
So my job was to take the women first to see if 
we could find some sharks, then come back for 
the men. Well off we go in the dinghy, and tie it 
up on a coral loop head. We all dived in and 
then within seconds, Rosie starts to panic. 
Coughing and spluttering, she grabbed back 
hold of the dinghy. She was not used to snorkels 
and undoubtedly never had anything stuck in 
her mouth before! ? 
Well we left her there while I took the white 
whale to go and find some long lost relatives. 
As it happened we saw quite a lot, and I must 
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and see, "only out of interest", what sort of 
flights left from here. (Probably one's with 
wings and an engine I think) .. And it just so 
happens that they fly direct to Tobago from 
here. (Yes, Yes, Yes, Keep talking. Yes)! Aaaand, 
it's really cheap you know. (No I didn't but get 
on with it). 
Well what we are saying is that we like it here 
so much that we wondered whether we could 
fly from here instead of going back to Tobago 
by sea..... (What you mean is that your pathetic 
little wives have said they are not going to be 
seasick any more for no one right)!  
Well the girls (Here it comes) want to spend 
more time on the beach and and and. Well, 
you know me. I said "Well I don't know 
reaaaaaly (Yes, Yes, Yes,) ... Because it leaves me 
200 miles from Trinidad, on my own. (Yes)! and 
I will have to get the boat back somehow. 
(Bliss). "Well if it's going to be awkward", (No 
No No,,,). Well let me think about it for a while 
Yes ok that will be fine. Have another drink 
Rob, (Yes, after all I am celebrating).
Well, better luck than winning the lottery, and 
boy was I looking forward to the next 2 days. 
Well the following morning saw an early start, 
and due to the change of plan, a quick sail up 
around Union Island and lunch off Petite St 
Vincent, (Lady Di's place again). Now despite 
the fact that they bought the tickets, I 
assumed they were still going to be nice to 
me. Wrong! Back to the old, "I wouldn't anchor 
there old chap, too risky! and "The problem 
with this boat, is that it doesn't sail without 
lots of wind! (Right, Red rag to a Bull). 
Do you think you can manage by yourself all 
the way to Trinidad? Excuse me, and just sit 
there please, take it easy, and allow me to 
demonstrate. I then took over single handed, 
and under sails that don't work of course, left 
the anchorage and shot off down between the 
islands, while they sipped Gin and Tonic, and 
looked on. As we arrived back in Tyrel Bay, the 
winds grew lighter, and I won't say I started to 
get a little sweaty under the T-shirt collar, but 

blob of magnified blue tack staring me in the 
face. Oh God, can you imagine it. Trying to 
breath through a snorkel keeping a straight 
face, while returning to a doubled up state of 
convulsions. 
Well needless to say, I choked and choked, and 
swallowed more water than the average whale. 
In the end I had to give up, and laid half in the 
dinghy, half out, while I tried to get some air 
back into my lungs. Then just as I regained 
control, along he came to see if I was all right. 
He looked at me again, this time with a very 
concerned look, and I went through the whole 
process again! 
An hour it took me to finally crawl back into the 
dinghy, and think of enough suitable excuses to 
return to the boat. Well with that over and done 
with, it was still 2 days before I could even look 
at him in the face again. That night was spent 
back at Eddies, and a bit of a late one. The 
following morning they were all up and raring 
to go at about 8. Walking shoes back on, and off 
for another one of their little walkies. 
That suited me, as my head was as rough as the 
anchorage that night. There was a big swell 
coming in from the south all night, and we were 
rolling like a bitch on heat. I think one of the 
reasons they were all ready to get off so soon. 
Anyway, a peaceful day once again without 
them, until of course I got the radio call to
go and pick them up again. Well, I motored 
ashore, and there they were, propped in Eddie's 
bar once again, looking like a bunch of Soldiers 
after a 3 day exercise, but! Surprisingly friendly? 
"Rob, come and have a drink"?? Eh! Well a first 
time for everything, so I pulled up a chair. 
"Rob have you had a good day? and do you 
fancy some dinner"???  Well I sat there an hour, 
patiently awaiting the inevitable question for 
something. Then it came.. "Rooooooob, we were 
thinking! (Well that's a first for you all), How nice 
it is here. (What the bar, or the Island). And 
during our walk we passed by the airport. (You 
mean the strip of grass, with the graveyard at 
one end). And we thought we would stroll in 
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I have just got to get them ashore with the 
luggage, and into the nearest waiting fleet of 
taxis. 
Sad farewells and kissy kissies for all, they 
WERE GONE..... YA HOOOOO .... So, back in 
Dillan to the boat, and dancing on deck to the 
sound of Soca until sunset. Freedom, total 
freedom, to now do what I want, where I want, 
and for as long as I want. Within reason of 
course. The first thing was to get tidied up and 
get rid of all traces of them, and their junk they 
left behind, which incidentally included the 
still unripened 2 week old $15 Papaya from 
Trinidad, and the smelly Conch shell that had 
been collected from a local beach. 
Well as usual there was my little brown 
envelope awaiting on the chart table, and 
inside this time was $300 US tip! Yo! 
Thank you plebby heads. I take back what I 
said about the Conch shell, and will be 
delighted to spend that on a few beers. 
Once she was all tidy, the next stage had to be 
going ashore for a final beer with Brian and my 
friends, before hoisting the dinghy on deck, 
and preparing for an early start in the 
morning. I didn't see much point of hanging 
around in Carriacou, as swimming and diving 
was out due to the old perforated ear, and 
would of been too painful to think of, while 
looking at the fantastic coral reefs and pure 
white sandy beaches. 
So It was off to Grenada, and back to Prickly 
Bay, where I knew there was still loads of 
action left to be had, and that 3rd tour of the 
Island that I had been promising myself.

but were we going to make it under sail only, or 
was EI Cap going to look a little bit of a 
matching prat. Well as luck had it, that little bit 
of breeze that I knew of course was there, filled 
in, and off I go, slicing through the calm water 
like a shark on a mission, towards Stella's 
restaurant and the Rum shop. 
I then casually luffed the boat into wind, 
dropped the sail, hoisted the Mizzen and 
casually strolled up the front to give "Willis" a 
kick over the side. We then slid back into 
position, within a dinner plate of where I 
planned, while I casually sat down in the 
cockpit, crossed my legs, and took a sip of G&T, 
before the ice had chance to melt. 
Ha! Mr Yachtmaster, stick that in your logbook.
Well needless to say, the silence said it all, and 
all that was left to do was dive over the side, and 
check Willis had done his bit.
Well in I go and Aghhhh!.. As I hit the water, I felt 
a dreadful pain in my right ear. Now friends, I 
had just done what Nigel did on the last charter 
and perforated my ear drum. Ow! I haven't felt 
pain like that in my ear, since I used to wake up 
next to Danielle in the mornings! 
So, I shot out of the water, ignored all the 
useless advice, and quickly washed it through 
with fresh water. A few rum and cokes for pain 
killers, and hit my pit with the best excuse not to 
listen to anyone, that I had had in the last 2 
weeks. 
Well the following day was the last day of 
charter, and because of my ear, (That was 
feeling a lot better) was still so painful, it was 
decided that we would stay put, and have a lazy 
day. They all went off to the beach and I stayed 
on board to listen to some real loud Trini Soca, 
and drink Caribs. 
That night they treated me to yet another meal 
out, and in the morning I had no problem in 
helping them to pack! All that was left to then 
was nip into town, to sign them off the crew list, 
and a last goodbye to Eddie, via a few 
restaurants and bars.
Well it was all over. The experience of a life time. 



El’Capitino Log

170

PASSAGE Trnidad - Grenada

having never trusted any of my darling 
punters to set hand on him, in fear of the usual 
wrap around the rig, or float testing on the 
hoist. But we managed alone, and I sat there 
proudly on the wheel, under total full sail, 
while finishing the remains of a humungus 
bacon roll, I had of course prepared earlier! 
During the trip down I did a spot of fishing, 
and added "Yasmin" the yellow fin, to the crew 
list. Yellowfins are similar to Dorado, a little 
sweeter and smaller, but at 10 pound, she was 
enough to feed a small party on my arrival in 
Grenada. 
Well, I arrived back at the Calabash, and once I 
got rid of all the sail, Willis did his stuff. As I 
cruised in, I notice, "Mary Bryant, + Harry, 
Olivera, and Force Seven" in the anchorage, so 
the party that night was defiantly on! 
Well Dylan and I went for a spin round to all, 
just as you do, and finally Anna from MB, 
kindly and with no prompting what so ever, 
offered to cook that evening. Well we all sat on 
deck eating Fish this time to the sound of 
Soca, until all sorts of activities were spotted 
ashore.
Once a month, they have the Grenada Jazz 
Festival, and invite Jazz musicians and singers 
from all over the islands. Tonight the Venue 
was the Spice Island Bar, so, doorstep free 
entertainment not to be missed. 
Excellent music, and total variety in the world 
of Jazz. There was of course a band from 
Trinidad, with the steel pan, backed by 
trumpet and clarinets, (Brass) and the beat 
started flowing along with the usual Carib 
Chaser.
On this occasion, EI Cap, being the smooth 
suntanned superstud as he is, was once again 
chatted up by a tasty blonde!  This time quite a 
young American ..., I hear you cry while 
jumping to all kinds of dirty minded 
conclusions, but a sweetie as she was, I was 
put off a little by 2 main things. Firstly, and 
unfortunately one thing all Americans are 
born with. 

15th March Tyrel Bay, Carriacou. 
The Grenadines.  Log 9688.3 Nautical Miles. 

Well, the last and final charter completed, so 
time to move on down to Trinidad once more. 
Being, (for the first time this year), in "No Big 
Rush", I decided that a few days stop off in 
Grenada would be a well earn't little break. 
So up came Willis that morning, and off we 
chugged. This time it was just me and "The 
Girls", but as usual a few of the "SWG Boys like 
Willis and Dylan had to come along, as I needed 
them the other end. 

Well the sail down to Prickly Bay took about 11 
hours, and It felt a little strange to be so alone 
on the boat. Yet another time to sit and think 
how nice it would of been to have had some 
South American or Dutch company on board. 
But I wasn't really alone, I had the sound of 
Soca, a Large mug of tea, and Gary the Cruising 
Chute, pulling me further South. Well it's the 
first time Gary has been out of his bag this year, 
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experience, and not a lot else I could do at the 
time. Then, would you believe, another bl***dy 
fish on the line. Well, there are limits, and I am 
afraid apart from sticking the rod up my bum 
and reeling in with my teeth, this big son of a 
bitch wasn't going to hang around and join 
the crewlist. So, with 300 metres of fishing line, 
and my favourite lure gone with the wind and 
rain, I was left, now standing on deck in boiling 
sunshine and totally soaked shorts and T-shirt. 
So, being 80 miles from the nearest female 
screaming fan, I just whipped it all off, and 
hung it over the rail. (The wet clothes ladies.. 
the wet clothes)! 
Well, once my shorts and so forth were dry, I 
looked down at my newly appointed sun dial, 
and realised it must be time for some lunch. 
So returning on deck with a chicken samy cold 
coke and a little more respect, I took up my 
casual position of laying by the wheel with my 
feet perched on the mizzen sheet, block. It was 
only then that I realised, I was feeling a tad 
warm, around my hot bits! 
An hour may had been 59 minutes too long, to 
introduce my white bits to Caribbean sun for 
the first time in the season. Ah!  Well I won't go 
into details but if Sharon Stone was standing 
there naked and available, it would of been a 
week before I could even look at her!
10 mile off the coast of South America once 
again, and welcome back the Bucas straights. 
Big time surf this time, and enough of it to 
force me down below to reach for the Beach 
Boys album. So, singing away, (With equally 
High Pitched Voice, this time), I was through 
the gap and could hear the Soca, rattling from 
the Lifeline once more. 
Well as I arrived, there were a few things to get 
ready, and prepare to come "Bow To" on the 
powerboat jetty. I got a mini version of Willis 
called a kedge, and apart from preparing all 
the warps and fenders, he had to be dropped 
off the stern, just at the right moment, to 
secure the back end, and hopefully slow the 
boat down during the final approach. 

The loud drooling accent, and the 3000 
questions, and secondly, she already had a 
"Superstud" of her own! No, not a man friend, 
but the kind stuck through her nose like a punk 
rock bull. (Yuk)! I hate things like that! 
Well we stood chatting for an hour while I gazed 
into her face wondering how far this stud thing 
was going to fly if she sneezed, and thinking of 
a suitable way of expressing my hate for them. 
Until finally, and as usual, I seemed to upset her I 
think, but surely not by whipping out my 
"Leatherman" and offering to remove it for her 
one time.... Ah!, sense of humour failure, and it 
definitely looked as if I was then assumed to be 
the second little prick to get up her nose that 
evening! 
Well needless to say, El Cap spent a lonely night 
by himself for a change, and will have to wait for 
another little "Gem" to arrive and keep his toes 
wriggling and warm for him. The following day I 
did "Nothing" and that was that. 
The first day off in 4 months, so there JW! 
Well the next day saw my promised trip with 
Cateye, and after a another of his mystery Rum 
factory tours, I couldn't tell you what happened 
then either! The following day saw me get out of 
Grenada for another season, wave goodbye to 
all my buddies, and set off on my Joe Jack, 
down south to Trinidad once more. 
Well, after about 6 hours, it was all going quite 
well really. Full sail again, and the normal music, 
sunshine and rod out the back.
Then I sort of noticed this sort of black, sort of 
line across the sky in front of me. Now either the 
sky had a bit missing from it, or I may be due for 
a tad splash of rain or something. 
Well I sat patiently whistling, while it got closer 
and blacker, and then it sort of hit me. 
Whoooosh, horizontal boiling hot rain, that was 
not in drops but Sheet Form. It was, 
unfortunately accompanied by a gust of wind of 
around 35 knots, so I had little option other 
than to run with it, and I did. Well, talk about 
"hangin on in there",
Jesus, but what a laugh! Unbelievable 
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girl), and from the bottle she slugs, (Definitely 
my king of girl)! Well, she rolled her eyes at me. 
I picked them up and rolled them back. Then 
so as not to be too blunt about things, Bruce 
waves her over. (Trini Fashion).
By total chance and amazing coincidence, a 
chair that I had kicked just before she stood 
up, came to rest not inches from mine, and 
was the only available one around our table of 
twenty. Maybe, but not I think the reason she 
came especially to sit by me! 
Well, "Yuni" from Mallorca in the Med, started 
to give me the run down, as I sat, mouth open, 
wide eye, glazed looked, and thinking sandy 
beaches and midnight cocktails. 
She had spent the summer in St Martin, and 
unfortunately found the wrong end of a 
Hurricane. Their little wooden classic had 
suffered quite a lot of damage, and the reason 
for repairs in Trinidad. Now, "Howard" an ex 
pat Dance teacher, (Say no more), was by all 
accounts a tad wimpy, and had a raging 
temper. Strange combination I know, but 
probably new a little more about how to treat 
men, than a stunning blonde streaked, 
bronzed beach babies. They were obviously on 
the same boat under protest, and we all felt 
they should just go their separate ways. 
So that evening went on a bit, and Miss 
Majorca and I discussed the finer points of life 
on the oceans. Anyway, it was left at an open 
dinner invitation the following day on board 
Gypsy.
Well, that following day saw the start of the 
major work plan. Not only to put right all that 
was destroyed by the charters, but to organise 
a work force to take total advantage of cheap 
materials and labour, and get the boat looking 
as sweet at possible for the arrival of JW, and 
any potential buyer, that may be blind and 
narrow minded enough, to part with 
£120, 000, and take on the biggest challenge 
of their lifetime! Yeah like that was ever going 
to happen unless he’s planning on selling me 
as well... well that would be more like him!

Now all this may sound simple, but when on 
your own, with a cross wind, and "Brand New" 
paint job, it can prove a little tricky and require 
total concentration. 
Then, suddenly there was a scream of "Oi, 
Panman" from my by now good buddy, "Siren 
Cindy" from the US of A, waiting on the dock 
and offering to take a line for me. Well she stood 
there waiting and all was going to plan, until 
that is, slowly drifting across my bow was a 
small dinghy, being rowed by the most amazing 
"Racing Snake, blonde beauty" that EI Cap had 
seen for ages. All that was missing was the 
"Cornetto" Yo, "What a smooth action" I thought 
as my eyes followed the smile "and the wink" .... 
Well, Welcome Home! What I didn't realise was, 
that as my eyes were wondering to the left, so 
was the bow of the boat, and not quite in the 
direction it should of been! Ah, then suddenly I 
heard, Oi Romeo, follow the Tits! .... By which, 
Cindy had now lifted her shirt, and was bearing 
all to the marina, in some hope of regaining 
some of my intention. 
Well it was not a pretty sight, but it worked, and 
in I came. (Still sort of one eye facing 
backwards)!  Well after all the greetings, and a 
Cold Carib immediately thrusted into my palm 
by Bruce, is was off the Pow Pow Patch to see 
the others and catch up on all the gossip. 
Well, seems that "Miss Mallorca" as they call her, 
had been in Trinidad a few weeks, having 
arrived with an X boyfriend from Martinique, 
and looking for work on another boat. 
He is an X brit, and as usual treated everyone 
including her like S**t. Well, did this mean that 
she is young free and single and does this also 
mean that El Cap would have to join the list of 
3000 others with the same idea! 
Well we will just have to se...Hang on, here she 
comes! "Easy Tiger" .... Yo, dressed in a vivid 
yellow and blue sarong, and looking a tad, 
cooler than my Carib, she slides in to a seat by 
the sun terrace table, and Paul the waiter has 
suddenly moved for the first time since 
Christmas. A cold Carib ordered...(My type of 
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all pigged out as usual. The Carib flowed, then 
the wine, then the Rum, then the Shooters, 
then Bruce and Jonas turned up!  Bruce had 
bought "Pete" back to the boat for me, but 
between you and me, could of left Jonas in the 
bar! We was steaming more than the coffee 
pot by then, so we loaded him in Hannah, and 
left him swinging to the sounds of Soca, while 
nursing a large bottle of cold Guiness and 
singing out of tune. (In Danish as usual).
Well Pete, as he's known, is Peter the "Pan".! 
(As if not totally obvious by now), and Bruce 
had been looking after him for me, while I was 
having enough practice all ready, "Beating" my 
charter guests. So in came Pete, and was 
proudly hung up above the Chart table, for all 
to tinkle with. Pete is the only real thing I have 
treated myself to in the past 5 months, and at 
$1000TT, (£100) worth every penny. 
Bought second hand from one of the top 
Panorama bands in Trinidad, ("Phase 2") it was 
like buying Elvis's guitar before he pegged it. 
A rare instrument, and a new challenge to 
keep El Cap amused in the evenings, failing 
the appearance of a certain Miss Majorca, that 
is!  Well, for all you "Whiteeee's that know 
diddly squat about "Pete's, I will give you the 
run down. Pete is a "Tenor Pan" not to say he's 
worth a Tenner that is, but know better as a 
"Front line Pan". He is the highest pitch and 
noisiest pan in the band, and is the same 
basically as a lead guitar would be. 

The Pan bands for carnival can be as many as 
100 "Panists" of which 15-20, would be Pete's, 

So hunched over my little PSION computer,  
with it’s amazing 2 MB Memory (which by the 
way is what I have been using all this time to 
write the El Cap Log with) and I have to say 
done a great job all this time running 2 AA size 

batteries and a 128k flashcard, So with a large 
mug of brew and a bacon sarny, I started to 
scroll the 2000 or so jobs, into some kind of 
order, while watching the bikini basked, blonde 
Balerlc beauty, breeze across the table. 
Well I have to have some kind of interest in life! 
Anyway, not having heard from any other 
woman in my life, I thought it about time to 
start thinking of myself, for the first time since 
December. Well time ticked on, and after a 
useless day wasted, thinking about what to 
cook and what to wear, Ha! it was time to nip on 
over to the Lifeline and heard the cattle 
together for yet another feed. 
Well, on my arrival, there was Miss Glam, plus 
the hungry pack of wolves, waiting with the 
beer on Ice. For a change I had prepared yet 
another spicy Caribbean Curry, but this time 
(for no reason), made it a tad on the special side. 
So back to the boat. and time to introduce Yuni 
and the others to Eva, Jennifer, Fiona, Willis etc, 
etc, and not to forget the china dinner ware, and 
best silver service. 
Well we sat down to a real special this time, and 
for a change each course was faultless. We all 
tucked in while Phil admired the shiny forks for 
the first time, and wondered why they weren't 
white and a lot lighter. Well needless to say we 
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marital and relationship, problems. I told her 
the story of last summer, and it sounded as if 
hers was much the same. Well, time went on, 
and saw the return of Jonas, to round up the 
party animals for yet another late night at the 
Anchorage night club. I was otherwise 
engaged so off they all went, while I continued 
my conversation, and reached for another 
bottle! 
Well, talk we did, virtually all night until we 
finally woke up, in the hammock, 8am, blazing 
sun, and me clutching the remains of a wine 
bottle. Ah! There at the other end of the 
hammock was miss Majorca, and as the 
passers by, pasted by with more than a curious 
look, all we could do was just laugh. 
It was at that time that "Ackey" arrived. Ackey 
is the varnish guy, and had come to take away 
all the sole boards for sanding. Well, that left 
me with no floor in the boat, and pieces of 
wood lying everywhere within seconds. 
Time out was the call, and a large Coffee in the 
Lifeline seemed the lifesaver of the morning. 
So off we trot, and innocently stroll into the 
Lifeline. Ah Ha!  Went the looks, nudge nudge, 
wink wink, went the eyebrows! you wish, was 
the reply from my eyebrows. 
Silence was everything, but although all 
assumed all, no one knew nothing. (So to 
speak)!  Well one coffee followed another, and 
sitting there in the same clothes as the night 
before, was proving too tempting for sly 
comments, so, off to the shower.
When I eventually arrived back on the boat, 
there was not a great deal left of it. All the floor 
gone, plastic covers and sheets over every-
thing, and the sound of 5 power sanders 
versus my hangover, made me take the 
positive decision of a day off, and away from it. 
Well as it happened, Bruce drifted by with a 
perfect timed invite, for a Lime down the 
islands in his long line fishing boat "Reel 
Lucky". So, back to the LL, to join the rest of the 
limers, and after stocking up on all the 
essentials, we were off to Fantasy Island, to 

the remainder split between, Seconds, Guitars, 
Quads, Mid tones, Bass, and Percussion. So, ALL 
Pete's are made from old 50 gallon oil drums, 
(Original), and they are the only non electronic 
musical instrument to be invented in the 20th 
century! (By Trini's of course)! Tenors are very 
thin, and others range to the Bass pan, that is a 
set of 6 or 12 full size drums played by one 
person. (Good job I didn't take up Bass pan I 
hear you say)! Basically they are heated, cut, and 
then hammered (By hand only), into a hollow, 
then the 28 individual notes in 3 octaves are 
marked and tuned, before final chroming. 
Apparently you don't "Play" pan, you "Beat it 
Mon". And only a tourist would assume the 
former. 
Well! There you go. Pete joins the crew list once 
again, and the only thing I didn't mention, are 
the sticks you need to beat him with. These are 
about 6" long and the ends covered by wrapped 
rubber, or the more modern lump of surgical 
rubber hose, either way, that is the ONLY thing 
you ever beat him with, and anything else will 
put him immediately out of tune. (including 
fingernails) So! Anyone lays anything on Pete, 
apart for giving him a bit of stick from time to 
time, will get MY sticks, firmly Stuck in a Sticky 
place, where the sun don't shine.! 
So, back to the night in, which saw most of us, 
trying our best to get a tune from this beast, 
while Howard came along side to give Yuni 
some lip in one of their little disagreements. 
Ah! The result was him walking off in his usual 
fashion, and leaving her a little upset to say the 
least. She wondered out on deck, and as Jonas 
had fled the hammock, (Fallen overboard or 
something I suppose), sat watery eyed, in 
Hannah, looking a tad rejected. 
Now! Where and when, have I been through this 
before I wonder? So armed with a bottle of 
extremely chilled white wine and 2 glasses, I 
drifted to the rescue, and tried what I could to 
cheer her up. Well! After a while there we were. 
Both laying crossed legged in a hammock, 
bottle between us, and sorting out the worlds 
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flying fish looking with amazement. We finally 
managed to lift it out, and god that thing was 
heavy. 30 miles of thick Nylon Line, on a cast 
iron spool Well the rest of that day was spent 
picking off the remains of Bruce's masking 
tape, from the newly painted decks, while 
having a laugh about Brit Business men, and 
the sloppy way of life in the UK. Nicki is a top 
lawyer in Trinidad, and her friends work in 
advertising, so lots for EI cap to chat them up 
about, and a cracking day was had by all. That 
evening saw a live Pan band at Life Line, so 
welcome in.. "PanTastic" .. Edwin, Russ, Charles 
and the boys. A small local band of about 6 
guy's, but a great sound, good variety of 
sounds, and well admired amongst the locals. 
Well before they started to play, I had a word 
with the lead Tenor panist, "Russ", and told him 
all about Pete. They wanted to see him, so it 
was a quick trip back to the boat, and then 
there was Pete, placed with pride on the front 
row. I asked Russ to give me a short burst on 
him, just to hear it played properly for the first 
time. Well I tell you, the sound was amazing, 
and I never thought I would ever hear him 
played that well. Russ can play anything on 
pan, from Soca Calypso to Beethoven. 

Brilliant talent, and his hands moved quicker 
than Len's would through the till on a Friday 
night at the Rigger. Well after my little demo, 
he showed me the basic scale of "C" to 
practice, and said if I wanted to, come down 
the Panyard one day, and he would show me 
how to play a few tunes. Yo! Go For It! 

pick up Kangaroo Keith and a few others. 
Now Bruce had just done a new paint job on 
Lucky, and to cut a long story short, hadn't 
rebolted the main line reel back into the boat. 
Instead it was precariously resting on 2 planks 
above the open bait well, just forward of the 
wheel house. The bait well is a hole in the 
middle of the boat, where sea water flushes in 
and out, and is where all the live flying fish bait 
is kept prior to fixing on hooks. Well, all I will say 
is, Bruce, next time you go out in the boat 
before bolting things down, don't go near 
rough water. Needless to say, "large bang, 
followed by big splash"! 
Well after the drama and picking up Keith and 
the others, we chugged off to Scotland bay, to 
join the other 30 or so Trini boats, liming for the 
day. With us was Bruce's wife Nicki (Mega glam 
sweetie), their 2 great kids, her friend Caroline, 
then Cindy, Jude, and around 5 others. So, we

arrived, dropped the hook and within seconds 
there was a mass exit from the boat and in to 
the water for a swim. It was a piping hot day, 
but because of my newly perforated eardrum, 
thought it best to keep dry, and instead join 
Keith and Bruce, wetting the insides of our skins 
rather than out. The girls by this time were all 
floating away, singing at the top of their voices, 
each holing a cold Carib, and chicken Roti. Well, 
now came the challenge. How to get a 6ft across 
fishing reel, out of a hole in the middle of the 
boat. Well with more technical ideas between us 
than NASA, we finally opted for the "Get in there 
and lift it" approach. So, in we go with 2000 
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felt a bit young to be there, but cruised around 
regardless, being led by a super model, around 
what was already an audition for a miss world 
contest anyway. 
If Steve couldn't of pulled with his white Cardy 
in here, then he should retire to a Monastery. 
You have never, ever, seen so many stunning 
looking women in your life. Trinidad, white 
"Creme de la Creme". Oooooo-eeeee! 
Anyway we fought to the bar, and met up with 
Steve Del Cruz. A great friend of mine from last 
Carnival, who works at the airport. 
Introductions all round, and I did feel as if I 
fitted in, even if I had in a way kind of stolen 
someone else's girlfriend. Well, needless to say 
we partied and partied. The highlight of the 
day was when the camera crew from a local TV 
station, filmed us wining away, and then 
interviewed us about foreign visitors in 
Trinidad. Fame at last, and I suppose they bad 
to pick on someone. The party lasted till 
around 11, then it was back to the Lifeline, 
armed with coloured balloons and Carib, to 
find the others, and Howard, who by this time 
was totally off his brains and making the 
normal prat of himself. 
Yuni looked in embarrassment, I sat chatting, 
while she returned to the boat, for a long hard 
think about her future. She is looking for 
another boat as I said, but would prefer a high 
paid stewardess job, rather than just to cruise 
around expenses paid. She had most of her 
stuff stored in St Martin and Martinique, and 
Howard has the key. 
He was being a bit of an As***le about the 
whole thing, and at one stage refused to give 
her back her passport, or sign her off the crew 
list. So, you could say, he was sort of in control 
of a Spanish woman's life, and had her by the 
short and curly's. 
Anyway, I said I would do what I could to help, 
(As usual), and in a way I knew she would like 
to join my crew list. The thing I had to find out, 
was for "What Reason". (Something I think I am 
pretty good at)! Well the next day was full of 

Well, the band started playin, and soon the bar 
was in it's usual frenzy of mad Trini's wining and 
liming, Yuni was on top form, and Phil beating 
away on the table, with the usual Empty Carib 
bottle. That night there was a Swordfish Barby, 
and when things started to slow down, and the 
band finished, I had a good chat and a few beers 
with "Edwin" the pan leader. He gave me some 
directions to the yard in "Carenage", a part of 
Port of Spain, you would sometimes rather not 
drive through, let alone walk alone. Still I 
arranged to meet there on the Monday Night, 
and so thought, in for a penny in for pound. 
Free Pan lessons from the great artist's just had 
to be had.
Well the following day (Sunday) saw a late start 
by most, but an eventual meet up around 12. 
The choices open were, Cricket at the Oval St 
Clair, Football at St James, a film at the Ritzi, or a 
lime at "Pier One". Well, still in a sort of party 
spirit, Yuni and I decided to go for the Lime, 
while the others opted for the cricket. So off we 
went to get changed. "Pier One" is an open air 
Daytime/Night club. Live bands, tottie by the 
million, and basically just one mega all day and 
night party. 
So, you have to kind of dress for the occasion. 
I was waiting in the bar in the usual loud 
coloured trousers and carnival T-Shirt, then in 
she came. Yo! Yo! Ah hum!! The distinct suntan, 
this time was barely covered by a sort of suede 
skirt! I say sort of, because it was difficult to find. 
On top was not a lot more, and a short Sarong 
wrap, left the rest to the imagination. Well, with 
a body like a racing snake anyway, this outfit put 
her way in front of the glamour league. 
Well needless to say as we left for the Route Bus, 
half of the blokes in the yard must of thought 
"sod the cricket"! Pier one, here we come. 
As we arrived and paid our highly expensive £1 
to get in, Including 2 free drinks of course, the 
party was in full swing. Renegades were the 
band, and around 500 people were already well 
into the swing of things. Pier One, is more your 
younger 25-30 age group and as usual El Cap 
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look of total amazement I was getting from 
the locals, on trying to figure out what I was 
doing there with a Pan round my neck, and no 
police escort. 
Well from Edwins directions, I felt I sort of 
knew in what direction to walk through the 
silence, and then after 10 minutes, discovered 
the wooden gates of the panyard. I wasn't sure 
whether I was relieved to pass though those 
gates, or terrified to find what may be lurking 
behind them. 
Well, as it happened I could hear the faint 
sound of pan tuning, from a shed at the end, 
and I headed towards it. (God, I should write 
Mystery Novels instead of an EI Cap)! Anyway 
to my relief there was Edwin and Russ, and 
suddenly my heart was out of my underpants 
once more. I hooked up Pete on a vacant 
stand, and had a good look around. 
I found myself totally surrounded in bits of tin 
can, and various stages of beaten metal, slung 
in racks above us. This was a real Pan yard all 
right. 
By this time it was getting a little darker, and 
the boys lit some old oil lights. It was like 
going back in time 100 years, but somehow 
there was certainly some "electricity" in the air. 
Firstly I was told all about the history of the 
pan, it's inventor Sherman Fyfe, and how they 
are made, Ed then showed me a few scales, 
and to my amazement I picked them up 
reasonably quickly. 

Soon I was beating away to the rhythm of 
"Amazing grace" (Well you have to start 

pretty good at)! Well the next day was full of 
communication. A fax and a call from JW to say 
the guy that was coming out to Antigua to view 
the boat, basically wasn't, and the rush to get it 
finished was off. This left me thinking about my 
future with the boat, and was this to say he 
wanted it returning back to the UK? 
The others were a fax from Hamble and a few 
long conversations with my Mom, Annie, and 
another woman who has been lingering around 
my life for the past year. 
Well needless to say, it looked like my plans, life, 
or future could of change 20 times during the 
course of the next 48hrs, with promises of all 
descriptions. It doesn't rain in my life, it bl**dy 
pours! 
Well to cut a long story short, I then had Yuni 
needing to make a rapid decision, due to an 
offer she had from a Swan Owner, looking for a 
hostie up to the states, and then on to the 
Pacific. I didn't know at that stage "Who" was 
going to be joining my crewlist, so total 
confusion and 1000's of TT wasted in phone 
calls, to find out what I already knew. 
More games basically and at a time I needed 
them least. All that was left to do was wait. 
Well that night it was time for my first real pan 
lesson, and a chance to get out of the boat yard 
for a change, and see what sort of terrible sound 
I could create elsewhere. 
So, pan slung over the shoulder and off to the 
bus stop. Strange really how no one bats an 
eyelid at a bloody great lump of tin as you shove 
your way through 45 people on a crowded bus. 
But being Trinidad they must be used to being 
banged across the back of the head with a tin 
lid while reading their own copy of Soca 
monthly. 
Anyway, I arrive at Carenage and get off the bus. 
I find myself standing in the middle of an empty 
street, like a wild west gun slinger, as the bus 
leaves a trail of dust as it heads toward the 
sunset .Ah. I look round, and as I am the only 
white face within 20 miles, seem to attract a 
little attention. What made it strange was the 
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Frantically pinging away, and trying to 
remember what I had learnt from the night 
before. 
Work on SWG seemed to take a bit of back 
seat for the next few days, but what a great 
idea for a boat. "A Gimbled Instrument" to 
match the cooker. Yo! Anyway after a hard day 
banging away more than your average tart on 
a club 18-30 holiday, the call that night, was a 
visit to The Pelican, followed by Coconuts, and 
of course, Good Ol Smokey and Bunty's. 
Well the gang got together and this time 
Brucie provided the transport. The Pelican or 
"Pelo" as it's more well known, is the nearest 
thing you will ever get to an English Pub. 
Even a place for a dart board if you can be 
bothered to play, but a hive of activity, and the 
only place to start any evening. 
Mostly white Trini's early evening, straight 
from work and they hang around til 11 or so. 
Then the music hots up, and it becomes more 
of a local party place, that's the best time to hit 
Coconuts. 
"Coconuts" is a Members Only Club, rather like 
the Concord in England. Of course when you 
are El Cap and have a stunning woman under 
your arm, One, would assume you are a 
member anyway, and wave you through the 
door with no problem. That night saw a little 
more of a party, due to a wedding or 
something, and as they say, "Plenty Plenty 
Woman Man"!  Why is it, the only time I see 
hoards of Racing Snakes in one place together, 
I am with someone!? 
Well Yuni and I had a few hopps, and a few 
beers, and in a way her and I were starting to 
hit it off more and more. The fact Howard (X) 
was standing behind us didn't seem to worry 
either, and you could say it looked as if those 2 
had finished forever anyway. 
Well 4 am and time to hit Smokey and Bunty's. 
Carnival bar if ever there was one, and never 
closes. The problem is, it is on the way home, 
and once drawn in, daybreak usually beats you 
home. 

somewhere), and finally got really into 
"Yellow Bird".   Well 2 hours later, I was getting 
somewhere, and playing along with the others 
quite well, that is until Charles turned up 
without me knowing, and joined in with a bit of 
Bass. "Woooo, what the hell was that". 
Then 2 others arrived and before long I found 
my self totally surrounded by Pan of all 
descriptions, and EI Cap had joined a Panorama! 
Trying to concentrate and play this thing in time 
with everyone else was a nightmare. Any false 
note was like dropping a rumour in the K&Q, 
"Everyone got to hear it"! But what fun. I hadn't 
enjoyed myself like that in ages, and to 
celebrate we all nipped in to the bar next door 
after, at my expense of course. 
The boys were a little impressed about what I 
had picked up so quickly, and gave me an open 
invitation to come and practice any time. 
Soon I felt as if made some real good friends, 
and as the bus arrived to drop me by, I felt that a 
little bit of Black and white relations had been 
achieved, and they genuinely wanted to see a 
whiteeeee beat pan. 
Well the smirk was allover my face the whole 
way home in the bus, and the other punters on 
the bus seemed to enjoy it as well. Calls of, Hey 
Panman, were de toon's man, were echoing 
down the isle, and the way I felt, I should of 
given them a short burst. Meanwhile back at the 
Pow Patch, the others were desperately waiting 
to hear what I had learnt. My excuse was that I 
didn't have a stand to sling Pete in, but Keith 
soon put that right by hanging 2 belts from the 
ceiling, so I was left with no option. 
Well, they were impressed, and Bruce even said 
it sounded like I had been playing 3 months not 
hours. (Bless him). Well needless to say the 
following day saw Pete take pride and place 
strung up, (with Keith's idea) above the chart 
table on the boat, me standing on 2 planks of 
wood in the saloon, dressed in baggy shorts, 
panorama T-shirt, and Mount Gay hat on 
backwards, while Ackie and the boys were 
sanding and grinding wood around me. 
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shown an interest in coming away to the UK, 
so an ok from JW and he was No 1. I was still 
waiting from Stepharnos, and there was one 
other possibility of a girl called Jude. She was a 
great character and would of fitted in 
brilliantly. Unfortunately she wanted to go 
South more than North, but still remained a 
possible. Well that evening to cheer myself up 
a bit, Pete and I returned to the Panyard for yet 
another lesson that couldn't be "beat". 2 New 
tunes, and this time a bit of Carnival to 
practice. I took along a case of Carib, and it 
was great to see the locals recognise me again 
in the street. 
This time I got a few, "Hey doing Panman and 
2 kids ran across to help carry Pete for me. 
Not something anyone could expect in this 
particular area. (Must of been the fact I was 
showing an interest in them I suppose)? 
Anyway, we beat and limed, and this time 
Charles said he would call by the boat, and 
give Pete a bit of a tune-up for me. 
The next morning saw an early morning call 
from Bruce, to see if I wanted a drive south for 
the day, and help him pick up some fresh 
water Oysters he had to collect. Well, my 
southern tours were a little limited, so off we 
went.
We stopped off at a music store and this time I 
treated myself to a chrome stand for Pete, and 
some new books and Sticks. Bruce is a real Pan 
Fan, and knows all the bands, so big discounts 
of course. We arrived in San Fernando, and 
after an hour, had more Oysters in the back of 
the car, than you could ever imagine. 
Phew what a wiff, (There are plenty of one 
liners, but I will keep this page clean for a 
change)! Apparently he has a good little 
earner once a week, selling to the local 
Maraval punters, together with a potent Hot 
Sauce that believe me has an acquired taste to 
go with it!  Well a quick goodbye to his mate, 
with one of those "Clammy handshakes" a tour 
round, and then filled up with "Shell" petrol for 
the trip home. I "Clam-bered" back in the car, 

Well, Yuni and a few others decided an early 
night (or morning by then) was needed, and 
Bruce dropped them off while Phil, Howard, 
Stumpy, and myself were the sole survivors of 
the well known, "Just nip in for the one" Club! 
As usual we perched ourselves out side on the 
pavement, to what is becoming our regular 
spot. From there you can watch the world and 
his dog go by, and if it wasn't for the smell of 
chicken Roti, the thumping Soca, and the 
clinking of Carib bottles, you could be on a 
Parisian Sidewalk! Well, slowly we were chatted 
up by every passing woman on the game, and 
for a game of our own it was see how many 
beers and cigarettes you can con off the local 
passers by. 
As it happened we miss the action 20 minutes 
before, when Alan's girlfriend got into a scrap 
with another local and got half her face chewed 
off, while Alan broke it all up and was arrested 
for starting it!  Well that's Trinidad. He also wrote 
his wonder car off the other day, so not such a 
good week for him. 
Well as Alan spent the night in the comfort of a 
police cell, we waited for a route bus, still being 
bought beers from the delectable "Allison". 
Dressed in I don't know what, trying desperately 
to bed Howard, while we all lent back and 
admired his reaction. Got to laugh I suppose, 
but then it was 7,45 am, and I think time to 
return to the Pow Patch before they sent out the 
dogs looking for us. 
Well another fax waiting, and another totally 
confused telephone call to England, followed by 
a visit from Yuni to see whether she could join 
the crewlist, or whether she should take the 
Swan option. Well, my brain wasn't working very 
well at that time, and I tried to stall for time, 
But! too late as I found out a little later, as she 
returned with a US visa, and an advance to buy 
food for a trip to Mexico. Well, S**t!  Was all I 
could say. An opportunity wasted, and just 
because my another bunch of promises never 
happened. Right! enough said about that, and 
time to look for some real crew. Phil always had 
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difference between standing in a Pan Yard, 
having a Jam with a few friends, and standing 
front row, with the full band, and worst of all 
"At Full Speed"! 
Well we cracked into it, and the sweat was 
pouring off me. By the end I was bailing out 
Pete with my cap, but to my amazement a 
standing ovation. I Guess there can't be too 
many Whiteee' Pannist's or something. 
Even the security Guards were impressed! 
Well after 4 songs, I had come to the end of my 
practice pieces, so sat down still trembling 
while miss Mallorca tried to revive me with 
Carib and a huge hug. (Well, worth it after all). 

So one last performance at the end, and one 
of the most amazing evenings I have had for 
years. The following morning saw the 
departure, of my  Aussie Kieth, The Skandies 
from Denmark, and a few good mates that had 
made this visit so special and entertaining. 
After that it was a few cups of coffee in the LL, 
and to just plain relax for a moment and take it 
all infor a while. 
Then back to the work on the boat. Time was 
now running out, and with JW arriving in less 
than a week, Plenty Plenty doing as they say.

"The locals apparently eat these things all day. 
They stand up, spin round in circles, and then 
fall over for some reason". "Is this why they call 
them" an ... " Afro, Dizzy, Act" I wonder! 
Ha! I love these "Snappy" one liners. Settle down 
now, settle down. The next call was Back to Pow, 
to find  Yuni and Jim, (The Yank), almost ready to 
leave. Jim, a kind of rich American was about to 
take away the only female this year, that had hit 
a soft spot with 0l' EI Cap, but I know I will 
probably meet up again one day.  Jim had 
arranged a leaving party that evening with a 
free bar and food, and as a special, invited the 
band back to play. 
So, quite a night. Kind of sad in away, and I knew 
if I hadn't been so indecisive, she could of been 
coming back across the pond with me, instead 
of a grey haired, version of George Burns, with 
more money than sense! (Bitter, Na)!  Well the 
boys turned up and the beer flowed. The 
surprise came when Jim, unknown to me, 
announced in front of all, (Around 40), that I was 
learning pan, and wanted me to join in with the 
band for a couple of tunes! Ohhhh God! 
Then suddenly Phil arrived with Pete, and he 
was placed in the front row with the others. 

(Double Ohhh God), Well left with no choice, or 
available toilet paper, I came forward to stardom 
at last. Now I have been put in some spots, but 
this one topped the lot and when I heard those 
immortal words of 1,2, a 1-2-3-4, knew there 
was no turning back! Well "Yellow Bird was the 
starter, and I can tell you there is a huge 
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"Hell Yeah Cap" in reply.  JW was due in the 
following evening with his checkbook so 
figured out that the more I could get off the 
boat and into the repair shops, the less he 
would be able to stop me spending his money 
on things that really needed servicing and 
repairs.
As yachts are always women and men are 
always in control of them, we like to start at 
the top and work our way down. First job, 
climb the 75 foot of mast and go for the big 
inspection. We were up at first light and as the 
sea was like a millpond started the climb to 
the top. 

Climbing masts is always something you want 
to do while on water (remember the 
earthquake edition) so if something breaks 
you do have a better chance of hitting water 
than solid dry land. All was cool as I was 
hanging there in my harness as Phil was on 
deck controlling the halyards. THEN! As if by 
magic and out from behind the sea wall shot a 
local Stinkpot motor boat loaded up with beer 
and Trini's off on a fishing trip. As they opened 
the throttles to show just how much power 

As our next epic trip was a direct delivery to 
Antigua (Yup Race week of course) with maybe 
a quick pit stop at the Pitons in St Lucia for fuel if 
we need it, there was a lot checks that needed 
to be done in preparation for the next Trans 
Atlantic crossing and the ever increasing cold 
weather as we went north. 
Phil who has been staying onboard has been 
more than a superstar helping out on the boat 
after his own sunk while he was in hospital. 
I had a big list of spares shopping that I had to 
go to Port of Spain for, and was in true Trini style 
fashion that it turned into an all day job. 
Finally back to the boat and Phil was there on 
deck to help haul the endless bags of shiny new 
stuff onto the deck. All I needed was a cuppa tea 
so down below to put the kettle on.  "What the 
Hell!!" what's happened to the stove? Where did 
the new one come from and who bought it?  
I looked at Phil in amazement as the words 
"Well Cap" came from the 10 inch smile on his 
face. 
With mouth wide open I scanned every inch of 
it like is was part of an alien spaceship, and as I 
opened the door of the oven caught a reflection 
of my amazed looking face in the highly 
polished interior. What the **** did he do to 
turn a well knackered looking old gimballed 
stove into a showpiece. 6 Hours of hard labour 
that's what. 
He took out his zippo, lit the gas and gently 
placed the well awaited kettle in its place. 
He then pointed to a carefully laid out set of the 
weirdest looking tools on an old tea cloth. I am 
telling you this guys patients and determination 
was not going to allow a single spot of grease or 
soot on anything. Congats to you my boy you 
have just been promoted to chief restoration 
officer. 
Phil was really turning into one of the most 
useful guys ever on the boat and my friendship 
and trust in him doubled as each day to leaving 
grew nearer. I started to drop hints as to 
whether he might like to come on part of the 
next trip as a treat and finally got a 
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Fish arrived with the van and as I watched as 
the 2 of them folded all the canvas and neatly 
roll them up. 
I of course would of helped but due to my 
injury and all that heavy lifting.... Well! I did 
make the tea though so some credit please. 
At that time and just as we were ready to haul 
them off the bow and into the van, Jonus 
arrived to offer some help. (One of the only 
times I had seen him sober by the way). 
Phil (now known as Captain Kleen) was back 
on deck with hose and managed to remove all 
the blood off the decks and whitework. And 
then I saw him. Hose in hand. Sunglasses on. 
Staring up the rig. 
I knew it! I could tell by the smile, the 
challenge was on and he was going up there 
to clean that baby. Well it needed a bit of a 
scrub and who was I to stop him. Off he shot 
and promptly returned with a bucket full of 
pads, soap, lubricants and  ideas. Well into the 
harness and up there quicker than a rat up a 
drainpipe. The hose followed and as I really 
didn't need a second shower for the day 
pulled the hatches across and disappeared 
down below to start some lunch. 

As water was hitting the decks I suddenly hear 
"Hey Cap, Cap, Cap" as I thought there was a 
problem slid open the hatch and was greeted 
with a back full of water only to find he just 
wanted to tell me he could see the bow of his 
sunken boat from up here! 
Followed by hysterical laughter. I managed a 
smile as he was loving every minute of it, so 
time to continued with lunch. 

they had over the local boats, an enormous bow 
wave came steaming towards us. The screams of 
choice words from Phil and I were not going to 
help the 4 foot waves from hitting us beam on. 
Bah Boom! Was the sound as it hit the side and 
the boat healed over by 20 degrees in the berth. 
meanwhile Jo Jack at the top of the mast was 
whipped out of the rigging and was currently 
completing his fist of many 180 degree spins 
around the mast and into the rigging on the 
other side of the boat and back again.
Having been racing as a bowman for many 
years before I was used to this type of abuse but 
not as an intentional sign of bloody right 
foolishness, bad seamanship and ignorant 
********'s. On my final slam into the mast I hit 
hard and the palm of my hand had found to 
only split pin on the boat that was sticking out 
sidewise. As the jet of blood squirted upwards 
and then down to my beautiful clean teak decks 
and onto Phil.  I saw him begin to panic 
somewhat with concern as to what had 
happened up there. 
Once the swell had died down I was able to give 
it the ER inspection and with half a roll of 
electrical tape and some rag in my bits belt, 
managed a quick repair which was enough to 
get done what was needed to get the sails and 
running rigging free from that mast. 
Arriving back on deck Phil was off down below 
like a bullet, and back with 2 Carib's before I had 
had chance to get out of the harness. 
It was 6.30 in the morning but what the hell! 
With Nicki being a trained nurse we had one 
hell of first aid kit on board, and with a good 
clean up followed by the right dibs and dabs of 
antibiotic powders and a sexy hand dressing 
I found in the box, I had me back up and 
running. I thought I should test my grip so a 
next ice cold beer was pulled from the cool box 
and Yup! It passed the test, and chilled the pain. 
There was no wind on deck and no A**holes in 
sight, so it was down with all sails and halyards, 
and time to call "Fish" the local sailmaker on the 
radio to come and collect them. 
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complain ONCE!  A First in over 10,000 miles of 
sailing this thing. 
The second miracle was he took us out to 
dinner in a flash restaurant that night and then 
came the news. Nicki his wife was pregnant. 
Well done o'l boy was the response from me, 
(while thinking he finally put his nickname to 
use). Then the next news. He was only sailing 
as far as Antigua and had hitched a ride on 
Maximizer (77 foot racing beast) but was flying 
out directly after the last race and back to the 
UK, as he didn't want to leave Nicki on her 
own for too long . 
Oh God! The thought of a Trans-Atlantic 
without him was beyond all dreams. 
Phil could not understand my joy, but don't 
forget he had never sailed with him. 
Mmmmm. So the next morning it was up at 
dawn and all the charts on the table. 

This time he had given me total control of 
things to plan my way instead of his for a 
change. 
First subject-  Trinidad - Antigua. Crew? By this 
time Phil had got to know the boat so well 
with all the problems with the engine, fridges, 
electrics, generator of course he was an 
obvious choice and figured the 3 of us could 
easily manage the trip to Antigua. Then 
amazement struck again and asked why Phil 
couldn't do the whole trip to the UK and he 
would fly him back from there. 
Well that was it. The only question was would 
Phil agree.  Are you joking!!!! He was off down 
the pontoon screaming "I'm sailing to England, 
I'm sailing to England, I'm sailing to England, 

Every 10 minutes or so he would tap on the 
mast and I would surface to drop him a few feet 
down the rigging and onto the next dirty bit. 
By late afternoon he was safely back on deck 
and we both tucked into a Robbie Curry as his 
well just reward. 
That evening and after a good days work it was 
off to the lifeline deck to admire his work for the 
day. As the sun started to set it hit this 
immaculate mast in the marina and high fives 
all round, and a chink of glass. Bless him and 
cheers. 
The following evening arrived the sound 
nobody wanted to hear! The slurring voice of a 
semi p***ed English schoolboy putting on the 
worst Trinidadian accent. He's here! Bags on the 
boat and into the boozer to meet up with Bruce 
and the boys.

 

 This was the first time JW really had the chance 
to meet Phil properly and after seeing the stove 
agreed he could remain on the boat until we 
left, at least, and possibly do some sailing. The 
next day we went through all the repairs and 
stuff that had been done since he was last on 
the boat and by surprise he was very impressed 
especially with Phil and his many skills down 
below and electricals. 
Off we went to the sail loft to see Fish and get 
the report on the sails. When we arrived Fish 
had already done most of the work needed and 
made an excellent job I must say. Next was the 
machine shop and then the woodworkers then 
chandlers etc until all was paid for and delivered 
back on board. by Total amazement he did not 
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a waterfall. There in the front row of the band 
was Pete on his new chrome stand and the 
party was in full swing. 

Everybody by now had heard the Phil luggage 
story and laughter filled the place. Then came 
the announcement of all boats soon to be 
departing and when it came to ours my name 
was called out to come and join the band. 
JW looked astonished as I drew my pan sticks 
from my pocket like a revolver, slugged the 
rest of my beer for Dutch courage and stood in 
the front  row with the other tennor pans.
 Well here we go again and this time having 
had a lot more practice and beer inside me 
rattled off the 5 tunes I had learnt without a 
single mistake. Edwin had upped the tempo as 
well so it did sound a lot more impressive. 

As I returned to my seat through the applause 
JW was giving me a standing ovation. 
Then a HUG?!! WHAT! First ever since I have 
known him. This baby thing again maybe?
The dancing and party finished around 2 and 
we were up early to provision the boat with all 
MY goodies for a change.

until it faded away into the distant corners of 
the boatyard and beyond. JW and I looked at 
each other and agreed, "Well"! We will take that 
as a yes then. Phil finally returned after his 
marathon around the 5 boatyards here that he 
was off on an adventure of a lifetime. 
The furthest he had been north was Tobago so 
this was going to be special for him. I made a 
promise that by the time he reached the UK 
I would have made a yacht master out of him. 
After all if I could teach JW to sail he would be 
no problem at all. 
That afternoon Phil left to travel south to get his 
passport and other things for the trip while 
John and I serviced the rig, changed the 
navigation lights and put the sails back up on 
the boat. And surprise again as he took me out 
for beers and a burger. This baby thing has really 
changed him.
The next afternoon Phil was back on the boat 
and slid down below with a passport in his 
teeth and two Hi Lo (local supermarket) carrier 
bags. He dropped the bags and slapped the 
passport on the chart table screaming "Sign me 
up Cap" followed by hysterical chuckles. 
So, go get ya gear then boy I replied! At that 
moment he raised the 2 bags like Jesus on the 
cross and this was it. His life possessions were 
then neatly unpacked onto the saloon table. 
2 pairs of socks and underpants, 1 jeans, 4 
t-shirts a waterproof cape like you would ride on 
a bike , oh and a long sleeved shirt. 
Classic! Pure determination. We had to have a 
beer to kill the laughter on that one. 
Luckily there was some of my gear on the boat 
that fitted him like wet weather gear etc: and as 
JW still had the car we went to the mall to pick 
up some other essentials. 
That evening there was a big leaving do for all 
the boats heading north that week and we were 
one of them, you guessed the Pan Side was 
heading on down to the marina. Now, John had 
no knowledge of my newly acquired pan skills 
so it was going to be fun!
So the place filled up and the drinks flowed like 
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meals so people could have what they want 
when they want it. As we passed Grenada and 
Carricou it was a good opportunity to get Phil 
into his first real navigation lessons. I want to 
teach him all the old school methods as he will 
need these if he want to get his sailing papers 
in the UK. Never trust electronics at sea!!
The wind between the Islands is normally 
good for sailing but the when in the lee or 
shadow of each one it's engine on I'm afraid if 
we are going to get there in time. No room for 
holidays and day trips with this delivery guys, 
and I reminded John of his classic "I bought 
this thing to bloody well sail" comment he 
made off Tobago last time. Well buddy don't 
complain now. Each day closer Phil was 
impressing me more and more on how he 
picked up things so quickly. I had him sail 
trimming today like a race crew would and he 
loved every minute. 

Well with St Lucia 50 miles off the bow and its 
down below for a crew meeting and make 
some decisions. Firstly we would be passing 
Rodney Bay marina about lunchtime so a good 
time go in. 2-  We were  doing well with fuel,  
but cheaper here for sure than Antigua, 
3- everything was working fine and 4. we were 
established in our 3 hour on 4 off system. 
So Decision time. Into the bay, then a quicker 
refuel than a Le Mans pit stop and Out again. 
all agree. Good.
So In - Top up - Out sails up motor off and a 
bacon sarny for all to munch on. 

Time came to drop off the hire car and clear 
immigration to add Phil to the Crew list. 
Unknown to anyone I had already stashed 3 
cases of Carib in the forward locker to be 
opened in the UK only. 
While we were stowing the last goodies away 
We Hear Siren Cindy yelling "Phil come get it!" 
From the top of her voice. We all popped out of 
the hatches like mongoose to see what the deal 
was and there she stood with armfuls of Hi Lo 
carrier bags. Apparently after last night Cindy 
got on the radio and formed a whip round for 
Phil. Loads of different boats had sent him 
clothes, money, snacks and even Rum. 
WTF Now folks I will say this only once. This is 
what Cruising Yachts are all about. Great friends, 
true companions, and community spirit. 
Holding back the tears was difficult with this 
one I can tell you. 
The night saw the  departure, of my mate Yuni, 
with Jim on Swan 44 "Champaign". As they 
chugged off I stood on the quay, and sadly beat 
out a Soca version of "Jamaican Farewell" as 
they disappeared into the sunrise. As a few 
more boats left the horns began to blow and 
that sad thought you may never see these guys 
again.
I decided to leave at daylight so as to give 
everyone a good night sleep and give Phil a 
chance to make his first sail in daylight. 
Well we cast off and with some last minute 
goodbyes off into the sunrise. Breakfast and the 
kettle were on and though the Bocas to open 
sea. I had chosen to try and hit Antigua in one 
hit  as a 10 day or so passage to cover the 500 
miles needed. I did plan a stop off in St Lucia if 
needed for fuel.  So with the daylight coming to 
a close Phil was doing remarkably well as 
expected, nobody sick and the sailing was fast 
and making good ground. I had put a watch 
system in place and everyone happy. 
Oh I love having total control of things once 
more. we cooked some pre cooked meals in 
Trinidad and with the generator now working 
were able to freeze a nice selection of individual 
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need me? Apparently their 2nd bowman had 
got in a fight during the night and broken his 
wrist. With only 20 mins before the boat was 
due to head to the start they had nobody to fill 
the spot. These were great buddies of mine 
and although there was no way I considered 
racing this year, couldn't let the team down. 
So grab what I could and the o'l racing gear 
and we are off through the fleet like a navy 
seal on heat. 
We arrive as they are untying the boat and get 
hauled on board. Just to make my point I am 
wearing my Merit round the world t-shirt and 
Jade dry bottoms. Heheeh. Well we are off and 
the sail started to arrive on deck as we head to 
the start line, while Sam and Trev show me 
what's where. Now this is a 77 foot High Tech 
racing machine that can kill you up the front 
end or back come to think of it, with a simple 
mistake. so in other words you can't make any. 
Still my 2 guys and I are no strangers so we 
had our own little team right there. 
Time for the off and after 5  minutes of tacking 
and gybing for position we made a cracking 
start and were off. It didn't take long to find 
out who's doing what and suddenly got time 
to take it all in. 

So where was my precious JW and what was 
he up to? Oh my god .. All week he has been 
making out like he some kind of rock star and 
what he actually is.. wait for it! Is excess ballast 
and a grinder for the winches. Hahahahahah. 
A Winch Monkey as we used to call them. So as 
we passed each mark, hoisted spinnakers, dip 

As the days rolled on, so did the Islands we 
passed and as we passed Dominica Kevin the 
Kingfish Joined the crew list. Phil had that on 
the deck quicker than a woman and it was 
gutted, grilled and gobbled before it stopped 
flapping. Trini's love their food you know. 
Finally Antigua was in sight and it was an All on 
deck party and the fist beer of the trip. As we 
rounded the headland at Shirley Heights it was 
into English Harbour and the challenge of 
finding a mooring. As it happened we hit lucky 
and found something quite close to shore. 
So it was JW and I ashore in the dinghy to clear 
paperwork as Phil decided to get the boat 
packed away and a few hours kip. 
So Paperwork done and time to scan the bars. 
JW was on a mission to find his race boat for the 
weeks racing and then I spotted Sammy the 
bowman from Maximizer and friends for many 
years sailing together.  
He led us to a ranch style bar called Peppers and 
there they all were. I had a few beers to stay 
sociable but JW said he was staying ashore for 
the evening. My chance to get the hell out and 
get back to the boat to see my buddy who by 
that time was up showered and ready to go. 
We had a few more hours on the boat and 
something to eat and then madness for the next 
10 days. 
So back ashore for the evening and by then a 
very drunk JW greeting. I was introduced to the 
rest of the boys and the Argentinean Owner 
with the most glam chick as a wife. Money talks! 
The next 4 days were bliss on the boat a John 
decided to stay on the maxi between races and 
thank god for that so Phil and I had a rather nice 
leisurely time exploring the local sites including 
the racy bimbos and bars. Phil attracted women 
like crazy out here so of course was my best 
buddy. 
Seemed every night we found some new guests 
to cook for on the boat ... Anyway and moving 
on ... and 2 races remaining of the regatta. 
That morning a dinghy few up to the boat with 
Sammy and Trevor onboard screaming they 
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waiting to grind a winch when told to. 
El cap.. Cool it you are sounding too cocky.. 
smile!
So not to bore you all, the last race was better 
than the previous with more action wind and 
spray. Good teamwork and even tighter finish. 
the boat finished 2nd overall in class after all 
the point were added up etc: So good result, 
happy owner and time for the Presentation 
evening. So with the invitaion in hand and the 
Blazer and glad rags on, I was off.

Lucas Martina and Josh the skipper again 
thanked me for bailing them out and they 
offered me a place in any race I wanted to join 
them. Great people, great crew!
So needless to say I was also invited to join 
them for drinks while the cold stares from you 
know who were still pouring across the room 
like waves over the deck.
A great night and we each got our little crew 
medal and bunch of Mount Gay goodies. It 
was at the end of that night that JW chose to 
ride back on a Donkey than walk.

 

Photo opportunity. Flash, finally an ASS riding 
an ASS! Was Added to my scrapbook. Tut!

pole gybes and sail changes, the boys and I 
were now Koookin! As Phil would say. 
With only a boat length lead we crossed the line 
to take the line in our class.  With the crew 
jumping and a very happy owner it was back to 
the dock for a very well deserved dose of 
Champaign laced with Mount Gay Rum. 
With a special thanks and "A HUG" from "Lucas" 
the Owner (after only one race not like JW) I was 
certainly considered One Of The Maximizer 
Boys! Yo!  Question was amonst the crew can I 
crew again in the final race tomorrow?
.Lucas came over for a quiet word and said 
everyone enjoyed having me on the boat and 
he was happy to pay for me to be there to sail in 
the morning.  I told him I could not accept 
anything but happy to help him out. 
Yo. A second Hug! Back to the free beers and 
food and shit talk about tomorrows tactics. Nice!
It was about an hour later when Martina (The 
hotter than hot wife) arrived with a little 
package for me.. I felt like Phil as I unwrapped a 
brand new set of Maximizer Gear. Fantastic 
fleecy jacket Maxi shorts and 2 T-shits and a 
spray jacket. Yo this time MY chance to HUG. 
Mwaaa.. kissie kissie as the South Americans do.  
Well on went the jacket and a cheer from the 
boys, El Cap was on the crew list. You should 
have seen ONE persons face... Oh Yeah Baby 
only to also find out from Sam later that he 
actually PAID for his spot on this boat as a winch 
monkey, and was only given the one T-shirt 
which he had already cut the sleeves of to make 
him look the macho drinking rugby player that 
he always will be. Sleeeeveless P****k. 
Goes to show money can't buy respect, you 
have to earn it. 
Next morning I was onboard with the others in 
plenty of time and this time dressed to kill. 
There was JW sitting on deck on his own while 
us foredeck crew were on our patch up front 
discussing techniques and tactics, while the real 
guys in the back such as tactician, helmsman  
and sail trimmers were doing their bit at the 
back. Awwww poor boy was all alone and 
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another full nights rest before leaving the next 
day. In with the fuel and we were off. 
As we had done this exact trip 3 times now 
things went exactly to plan and they fitted in 
perfectly. I put Mike and Phil on the same 
watch so Phil could learn some different stuff 
from Mike as he was also a qualified skipper. 
Well back to Antigua and the normal tour 
ashore followed by a new passage plan to the 
Azores. 
The one thing I liked about both of them is the 
respect they showed from day one. We clicked 
together as a crew and that's the key to long 
distance sailing. by now the madness of race 
week had left the Island and more relaxing. 
2 Days checking and getting things prepared 
and we were ready to go. 
When heading East across the pond as they 
call it is different from East to West as there is a 
blob of high pressure in the middle that you 
have to avoid. Heading north east for the first 
five days you hit a lot of becalmed seas and no 
wind. I have a pile of flip cards in my 
navigation bag so a great time to pass some 
time  is a quiz on ships lights, sounds, weather, 
code flags and navigational marks.  

This is another one of these jelly fish zones but 
this time Portuguese men of war. So no 
swimming children. Soon the winds start to fill 
in and back to some real sailing. I am amazed 
at Phil and how much he has learnt and 
improved since we left, and with information 
coming in from every angle now, and HE'S still 
got that same grin on his face! At the moment 
we are still in shorts but he's feeling the cold 

The following morning Phil and I were on a 
cleanup mission and getting ready to prepare 
for the next 2300 mile sail to the Azores in mid 
Atlantic. WRONG. flights out of Antigua were 
overbooked, He was now leaving from St Lucia 
where we just came from, and as a Bonus 
invited 2 of his yuppie friends to sail with me 
and Phil to the Azores. What! 
In less than 24hrs. Someone's taking the P*** 
Me thinks. OR was it all to do with my Sexy Maxi 
Jacket sitting over the nav seat by the chart 
table. We were leaving now and that's final or he 
will miss his flight. Only and extra 360 miles 
there and back for us, 180 of which in the wrong 
direction to where we had to go. Typical!
We had less than 4 hours to prepare and leave 
so lucky that Phil had been well ahead on 
getting things ready. We knew we had to come 
back here again before the trip across so just 
took it on the chin. Well 3  days later and a fuel 
stop in  Guadeloupe (which cost him a Fortune 
by the way being French) we were mysteriously 
back in Rodney Bay St Lucia. Frantic packing 
immigration and car rental sorted,  he ordered 
me to get him to the airport and pick up the 2 
Mystery guests and crew arriving on the same 
flight . Well we made it and as we crossed paths 
with Mike and Amanda and a 10 second 
introduction he was gone through the gate like 
a greyhound. 
I needed a break and a coffee. 
Let me tell you about these two. Surprise! 2 of 
the nicest people I ever met. Mike a Civil 
Engineer from Brighton and his wife Amanda a 
teacher, were keen sailors and had just bought a 
yacht in the Med. John had given them this trip 
for free so as Mike (who already had his 
Yachtmaster) could get the miles and astro nav 
needed for his Yachtmaster Ocean that I already 
held. Back to the boat and all tired from 
travelling it was an early night for all. M&A took 
to Phil immediately and laughing every time he  
spoke about his island life style. JW had left an 
open credit card account at the marina office so 
it was ashore for breakfast and dinner and 
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below with a tray full of beers and nibbles as 
Phil leaped around the deck and then kissed 
seagull s**t covered wall. 
He didn't care Bout Dat.Na Cap,, Na worries...  
As It happens you clear customs here from a 
bar Called Peters Sport. Probably the most 
amazing place to spend the evening. Full of 
history and local information, and a yachties 
paradise spot to meet new people and catch 
up with old friends. 
Mike and Amanda are jumping ship here and 
heading for the remaining summer in the 
med. Sad to see them go but with a few drinks 
in the bar and some good luck cheer we 
parted waves.
I decided to go back to the harbour wall and 
add our yacht to the thousands of names that 
are painted on the walls each year. This has 
been a tradition for decades and you could 
spend a month here and only touch the 
surface of its history. 

By this time we were dead on our feet so back 
to the boat and a very welcome night in the 
cool air below. 
Lunchtime the next day and a message arrives 
on the boat that there is a fax awaiting in the 
office. YOU HAVE to be Joking. All change once 
again with the news he is flying out to Terceira 
in 2 days time and now wants the boat there 
waiting for his arrival. So a polite message 
back to him stating that due to bad weather, 
headwinds and a 260 mile trip which will take 
3 days once we leave makes his demand this 
time around an impossibility as there is now 
only Phil and I on board.  

cold and now jacket on complete with wooly 
hat! Bless! 
Mike is the same every time I get out the sextant 
and so far we have managed to get where we 
are with very little electronics at all. Hey, so now 
we have Mike taking sights, Phil plotting 
courses, Amanda trimming sails like a pro and El 
Cap sitting in the cockpit writing this stuff. 
With 7 days still to run the wind is filling in 
nicely and making real speed across the ground. 
We had some nice waves but everything under 
control, eating well, and everyone more than 
happy. today we had low gas pressure in the 
fridges but to everyone's amazement Phil had 
that solved and re-gassed with his eyes shut. 

Well we see Horta on the bow and these Islands 
are owned by Portugal, and in true Portuguese 
fashion we are hit with a squall as we approach 
the harbour. The Azores are well known for 
whales and right on queue out of the horizon 
shoots a massive tail fin. Kind of the scariest bit 
of the trip so far and a bit close for comfort.   
As we round the coast to the harbour the 
weather begins to clear and a nice motor into 
the harbour and plenty of room to maneuver it 
Phil's time to bring us along side to the dock 
wall. I wanted him to remember this moment as 
I can assure you very few Trinidadians would 
have docked a yacht after having crossed 
halfway across the Atlantic, all the way from 
Trinidad itself. 
The smile come true like a sunrise and he 
patiently bought it along side to our spot. Well 
Done Bro, My Hero. Amanda appeared from 
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horrible little hut he had to stay in and that 
there was nothing to do ashore. He had gone 
and done some provisioning for the trip ahead 
so points for that effort. 
Fuel was a priority and my boy 'Enzos' the 
fisherman had given me the local knowledge 
of this place and secretly listed on the back of 
a beer mat was where the fuel was, who to get 
it for you, and where to find him. 
Ha keeping that secret close to my chest. 
So now refreshed it was ready to climb on the 
dock. Follow me gentleman were the 
instructions. As we disappeared into the 
village and through the backstreets I finally 
found what I was looking for. 'Cafe Pocus' 
Ah ha in here I said as we entered a tiny cafe 
that had to be 150 years old at least. There 
behind the bar was the Azores answer to John 
Cleese and I asked him for 'Jerry'. He pointed to 
an old old guy in the corner so off to talk to 
him and communicate with the dead by the 
looks of it. Excuse me are you Jerry? Yes he said 
in very good English. Great we need some fuel 
for our boat. With that we sat and the beers 
started to flow. El Cap knew that Jerry ran the 
local fuel barge and delivered fuel to you as 
the harbour was so small. As like all the locals 
here you can get all the info you need if you 
just ask people nicely for help.  So armed with 
everything we needed to know, Jerry was 
alongside at 6 am the next morning, paper-
work had been done and everything ready to 
leave. Where the others impressed or what! So 
back into the swell and remaining Atlantic to 
conqueror. 10 Days and 1500 mile and back 
where we started. 

On day 2 we spotted some killer whales off the 

A nasty reply came back from that one and a 
next demand to just get it there. I will see you 
when we I do as I am not putting life at risk for 
your impatiens. 
As we were in a bar anyway it was tuck into 
some lunch and a beer and come up with a plan 
using all the available knowledge we could get 
hold of. So armed with a bunch of weather 
information sketched on half a dozen beer mats 
it was decided to leave at first light to give the 
weather time to ease and the fog that was now 
in the harbour time to clear. 
Crack of dawn and the lines untied for Phil and 
El Caps first sail together alone. I have great 
confidence in this guy now and can safely leave 
him on the helm while I get the odd hour or 2 
sleep. As it happened the fisherman's advise 
came true and we hit a patch of 42 knots of 
wind between the Islands. Wow southern ocean 
sailing in the Azores. Once back in open water 
we did make the port in Terceira in the 3 days 
we had planned. 

There on the dockside was the red faced red 
baron with a bag under his arm not looking 
happy. This tiny dockside was so packed with 
local boats that it took a hell of a piece of 
maneuvering to get it in and tied up. Phil was 
impressed and learnt a lot from that one. 
So onboard he came and too tired to argue with 
him I pointed at the log book and asked him to 
check it through himself and do the Maths. 
Phil and I hit the pit for some well needed sleep. 
We surfaced late that afternoon and by now he 
had calmed down and telling us about the 
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alongside and welcome aboard Petty Officer 
Followed by his mate and a "Woofie" dog in a 
lifejacket. 
Well I introduced myself as the captain and 
instructed JW to move to the bow and keep 
watch due to the foggy conditions. (So he 
thought) Nope! I was to get his ass as far away 
from these 2 before he opened his big mouth 
with some smart arse comment that would 
get us all in jail. 
Anyway with him out the way I invited the 
officer down below where my prepared 
information was waiting on the Chat Table. 
He had a quick look down below and I offered 
a tea as you do to a Brit, but he declined 
politely before parking himself on the chair of 
the navigation table. He checked the crew list 
and papers and then started to scan through 
the log. He noticed the last entry which gave 
exact details of the boarding request and 
smiled. Then dragging his salty finger down 
each entry and then going back 10 pages then 
20 then 50 as if he was looking for something 
specific. He was smiling and there was the odd 
chuckle which I found really strange.... 
Then he turned back a whole pile of pages and 
stared at those as well. Got to admit by now I 
had no idea what he was looking for, OR 
chuckling about. At this point he was back to 
the first passage across the pond from 
Canaries to Barbados, then laughing out loud 
this time and called for his mate. 
So down came captain BirdsEye (Still holding 
the dog) and then they both stared laughing 
as he read out some of Sam and Rollos 
comments they had written in the remarks 
section.. Hahah. So then we were all laughing 
and joking and fun right there until he stood 
up  and looked me square in the face. 
S**t I thought. He then grabbed my hand and I 
thought the cufflinks are coming out anytime 
now... Then he shook my hand? and said 
"Skipper I am suitably impressed" and then 
both turned and headed back on deck. What! 
No search with the woofie and you not even 

beam and think I may of got a shot of it. 
Wait and see! Day 4 saw a storm pass through 
and from then on it was plain sailing towards 
the English Channel. Phil was impressing JW 
with all his skills and keeping all amused as 
usual. As we got 250 miles off the English coast 
the Fog came in and the winds got light, so up 
went every piece of sail on the boat to keep 
course and speed going. We were all on deck 
keeping watch. 
Then the Radar alarm went off. I dived down 
below seeing a motor vessel steaming towards 
us at 30 knots. John now bricking it, was 
starting to panic. I grabbed the radio and called 
out for identification. It was HMS****** (Cant 
mention the name) a British Naval patrol vessel. 
She started to slow and as I flew up on deck saw 
her for the first time emerging out of the fog 
line. Back on the radio and more questions as 
they lowered an inflatable and motored towards 
us. They then asked for permission to board and 
I refused them and said not at this time. 
Oh God was the look on John and Phil's faces. 
What is he doing. 
With thousands of delivery miles behind me I 
knew who they were and what they wanted, 
and panicking or doing the wrong this just  
draws attention that you have something to 
hide. I called the others on deck and put Phil on 
the wheel. Now I could talk to the guys in the 
rib.  Gentlemen as you see we are under sail and 
will need time to secure the yacht for boarding. 
They waved and dropped back 20 yards to 
observe. Firstly engine on, followed by 
Spinnaker down, followed by Headsail furled. 
Engage gear and bring motor up to sailing 
speed. haul in the main and lock in the center of 
the cockpit. Instruct JW to place 2 fenders on 
the starboard beam while I go below to enter 
the incident in the log. Also they are going to 
want to see the Crew list and ships papers.
Right here we go. Grab the handheld VHF and 
instruct them the switch channel when I then 
gave them permission to prepare to board from 
the Starboard side. The rib powered up 
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4am then back on at 10am off at 2pm, back on 
at 8pm until midnight. So first day I start at 
midnight and then finish the next midnight. If 
I carry on the next day its 12-6am off 6-10am 
on 10-4pm off 4-8pm on 8pm-2am on 2-8 off. 
So every day you have a different times of the 
day and you can't end up doing the same 
watch. I.E complaining that you are always on 
the 12 midnight to 4 in the morning watch, 
and some other crew members get all the day 
watches. In fact you will only do the same 
watch every 5 days.. Cool or what. I always 2 
on watch at all times so Even more clever is 
that if you stagger the watch in 2 hour 
intervals then the same 2 people also won't be 
on the same watch together and get bored 
with the same conversation and company.

So with that one sorted now the Ships Log. 
Maritime law states that you have to have a 
log book for any offshore passage so as to log 
position etc in case of rescue or distress. 
I fill in and get the crew to do it also every 2 
hours when there is a watch change or is there 
is some other significant event that happens 
running the engine etc. The key things noted 
in the log include the following:  Date, Time, 
Position(latitude/longitude), Course Steered, 
Boat Speed, Wind Speed, Wind Direction, Sea 
State, Weather, Watch Crew, Radio 
Communications and Comments. 
This is what the RN guys we laughing at 
because each crew member has a bit of fun 
sometimes and with 4 hours on watch it can  

going to look for my 3 Cases of Carib stashed in 
a secret compartment that only I know about in 
the forepeak! 
Oh Well their happy I'm happy so I called JW 
back to the cockpit as they wanted to meet him 
and then it happened.. WHY weren't the MEDIA 
there to record this next comment.. As he shook 
JW's hand he said "Sir you are very honored to 
have this skipper (looking at me) in charge of 
your yacht" he continued "In the many similar 
craft I have boarded in my time, and larger I 
might add,  I have never seen such a well kept 
and documented Ship Log, Maintenance 
Report, and Engine Log onboard such a well 
kept clean and maintained vessel with such 
seamanship".  Yeah BABY!! JW Speechless. For a 
change! PAY RISE TIME! Now I can tell you, I felt 
as high as the mast hearing that statement, 
especially coming from and officer of the 
Queens Royal Navy! Wow. Well they radioed to 
be picked up and Woofie left the crew list. The 
look on Phil's face as he just saw a meal leave 
the boat. Ha! 
As we waved them good bye Phil patted me on 
the shoulder and said "Well done Cap" as John 
said absolutely nothing and went below to 
make tea. High Five Phil. Phil was starting to 
realise why simple things can be so important 
onboard a boat and all good training for his 
hopeful skippers ticket one day. 
Well we had tea and decided to leave the 
engine on and make a decent lunch. The talk 
was all about the raid and what if questions 
were flying through the air and the reason for 
keeping log. 
For those interested I am going to do a little 
ElCap chat to explain Watch Systems and Logs. 
Every skipper has his own way of doing things 
but here's mine. If you are not interested skip 
down to where the Mermaids come on board. 
So those of you still here let we go. I personally 
put Watch systems in place for trips over 18 
hours and operate them in a 4 hour on watch 
and 6 hours off to do what you want with. 
So starting at midnight my watch would 12 till 
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moving boats around just to make him mad. 
Eventually I did give him a hug and a smile. 
From where we were berthed we could see 
the Rigger Bar but cant go anywhere until 
customs guys have arrived to clear us, so back 
down below on the radio to call Solent 
Coastguard to give them traffic of our safe 
arrival and the onto customs to request 
clearance. We were told to standby so there 
we were all on deck staring at the Rigger and 
can't leave the boat. Torture!!  
Then a call from Customs tell us we are free to 
disembark! Yo... they too didn't want to find 
my 3 cases of Carib 4 cases of mount Gay Rum 
20 cartons of cigarettes from each country. Oh 
well our gain their loss. So  JUST to pee JW 
I put on my Maximizer jacket (the really cool 
fleecy one) and it was off down the pontoon 
like a rocket. 

Phil's first step on UK soil. Ma boy had made it. 
I hugged him a the way to the bar and it was 
popping with Antigua crews and there they 
were. Sam and 3 others from Maxi who had 
been left to prepare the boat for Cowes Week 
racing. So all kind of cheering and shouting 
across the room from every direction as 
people just kept popping out the woodwork. 
So Time for a Pint!! Off to the bar and What! No 
Caroline?? Where is she and what have they 
done to her. Then I was looking for the bar 
owner and couldn't find him either. Sam came 
up to explaing that the bar had changed 
hands and Caroline and Yarpie Phil had found 
a ride back south and heading back to South 
Afica. Awwww No more Caroline jokes. 

get a little creative. On top of this I keep and 
engine and fuel log plotting Start Stop time, 
Hours Running, Servicing Records such as filter 
changes oil checks etc, then there's a 
Maintenance log with repairs, servicing 
equipment, breakages, and a ToDo list, and who 
did the job and any related cost. So Running a 
boat is running a business in a way and the 
more information you have to refer to the easier 
it is to plan passages and keep a track on 
maintenance and don't leave things break when 
you can prevent it. So Speech Done!
"Mermaids" just to get your attention. Hehe. 
We now in sight of land and the Good Ol English 
coast. The old lump in the throat as I saw the 
coat of Weymouth again for the first time in 2 
years and it reminded me of Geoco a 55 Princess 
Stinkpot that a did a year of skippering for the 
Wildlife foundation counting seabirds. Yup 
Seabirds. 4 Days a week we combed the waters 
of Lyme Bay doing survey work. Good bucks 
though. Any way a day sail left and we would be 
back in the same marine as we started all that 
time ago. Now June 26th and supposed to be 
summer in the UK Phil had gloves on. Ha! And 
kept us all amused with his comment, "Look Cap 
I smoking with no cigarette" as he pretended to 
smoke while blowing out the condensation 
through his mouth, silly boy. 
Well into the mouth of the Hamble and heading 
back to Port Hamble Marina and the customs 
jetty. Normally you tie up and wait for customs 
to clear the boat before you are allowed ashore. 
The tide was running about 4 knots and Phil's 
first experience of Tidal Waters.
As JW was planning to sell the boat I took 
control of the last 100 meters to the pontoon. 
There waiting to take our lines was Bill the 
harbour master. As we tied up he looked at me 
and said  "What the F*****ng Hell are YOU doing 
back here?" Bill and I go back years and I gave 
him so much grief when we used to have a 
Yacht Management business in the marina 
looking after about 10 large yachts. 
Every minute I was pestering him for keys or 
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only ever smiled and not ONCE ever 
complained about anything, is one of 
remarkably few Trinidadians have achieved 
what he has and I was going to make sure that 
1. He was going to get his skippers ticket and 
2. Leave here having seen as much as I 
possibly show him, starting with a Double 
Decker Bus ride. Ohhhh Goooood! He yelled as 
he boarded the bus and ran upstairs like a 
school kid on the last day of term. 
Straight to the front and swinging from the 
handles like a chimp we were off to my 
parents. It was just laughter all the way. So big 
hugs and introductions to most of my family 
who were there and a Sunday Roast that just 
couldn't be beat! After that a Quick pint in my 
old local pub across the road and a lift back by 
my brother Rog and a tour of the boat. 

That Night Annie and Roger came to visit and 
Annie had broken her hip a while back and still 
found it difficult to walk any distance. Well we 
were on deck waiting and suddenly round the 
back of the boat next door came the mob! 
With Annie in a Gear Trolley.. Ha! What a sight, 
Uncle Bob, Giles (Annie's son) Roger, Mike and 
half a dozen others, then more came and 
more. All my best sailing buddies and nearly 
all had been sailing in the Caribbean or 
Antigua, so the part began and out came the 
remaining case of Mount Gay Rum. Ouch!! bad 
head for all the next morning for sure. 

So pint in hand I headed back to harbour office 
to find a phone and call all. Mum and Dad, 
Thrilled we were safe and an invite for Sunday 
Roast the next day.  Then Annie and Roger to 
invite them to the boat tomorrow for a rum and 
then to the Flooze (Girlfriend) to be told she's 
met someone else and moved on.. 
(Ex girlfriend). Sure that was because I didn't 
take her skiing. Oh well her loss. 
So back to the Bar to celebrate and there was 
Steve My buddy with yet another pint for me to 
hold and an introduction to "Les and James" the 
New Owners of the Rigger. Real nice guys and 
look forward to many more pints, burgers and 
salty tales with these two over the coming 
weeks. Phil the woman magnet was in his 
element chatting up anything in a skirt or with 
boobies until 11 o'clock came and time to close 
the bar. Phil's face was a picture as this is the 
first time in his life he had been in a bar that 
closed at 11. Welcome to the UK buddy,.. 
The following morning JW was picked up very 
early to be taken home to the by now very 
pregnant Nicki and the Spogget Gums. Phil and 
I went to see Bill to get a berth organised and 
get off the Customs Jetty which we should of 
done by now, Ooops. Bill had given us a really 
nice spot in the Marina and thought it was a 
nice idea to give him one of the many bottles of 
Mount Gay Rum we were given as prizes in 
Antigua and with a beam on his face warmly 
accepted it! (Brownie points) as we would need 
his help for sure while getting the boat ready 
over the coming weeks. 
So first a huge breakfast in the Rigger with Steve 
and Sam and then off to meet my family once 
again. They only live about 10 miles from the 
marina and offered to come and pick us up. 
I told them we will meet them home as I had 
plans for my buddy Phil.  So packed some 
goodies I had stashes away for my Mum and 
Dad and it was off up the hill and towards the 
Bus stop. Ha! Now I will just take a moment here 
to mention this guy I met 18 months ago  
holding a Carib, has done so much for so little, 
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meeting, kettle on. 
First announcement was Nicki was now having 
Twins. Oooops again. Smile smile etc. Second 
was that he was going to pay for Phil's 
Yachtmaster Exams and prep weekend, Huge 
Smiles, and thirdly he wanted one last holiday 
on the boat. Frown Frown, without  Nicki. 
Cheer cheer! So next was that he was keeping 
my pay going until we left to fly back to Trini-
dad.... Hang on WE! Yes Me and Phil? Now get 
this.. 
Apparently he had been on the phone with 3 
friends of his from Trinidad (Bruce who I 
introduced him to don't forget - Mark the  
pilot BWIA and Steve a photographer) and 
wanted to set up a business over in the new 
marina being built called Crews Inn. 
Basically a yacht management concept I was 
doing here before we left. After leaving his 
boat there for the Hurricane season and 
returning to a wreck this company would 
maintain and look after peoples boat while 
they we left in trinidad and offer loads of other 
services as well. He wanted me as General 
Manager and employ Phil Full time. Well that 
was certainly something to think about old 
boy! Phil's face said it all. I said we will talk 
about it and let him know from now until his 
little holiday he had planned, which was in a 
weeks time
So off he drove into the sunset and we set off 
into the Rigger. So my boy and I sat in the 
Rigger staring at each other through 2 pints of 
top notch larger and weighed up the pros and 
cons. Of course for Phil it was a dream come 
true, but for me not too sure.  1 year work 
permit and what after that, somewhere to live, 
no chance of the Swan Dream, (or maybe 
there might be if one came along while I was 
there), the Pow Pow Patch kids, the women, a 
paying job, but what about some security if I 
am doing all the work?. 
Well enter Stevie boy to join the debate, 
followed by Sam, and my mate Peter, (who 
sold him SWG by the way). Mmmmm, 

Then came the treat no one would of guessed 
especially not Phil or Steve. First I was down in 
the bilges to fetch "Pete The Pan" and set him 
up on the foredeck. when they saw it Everyone 
looked at Phil and for him to Rattle Off some 
Trini Tunes. Then I went down again because
earlier that day I had taken 2 cases of my 
stashed Carib and put it in a cooler hidden in my 
cabin. So on deck she came. As I lifted the lid it 
was if I had opened the crown jewels. The faces 
of all the guys lit up like fireworks! 
So with Carib gently resting on the deck it was 
out with the pansticks and Welcome to the 
Caribbean Mon! Yo . The sound of steel pand 
and the taste of Carib. That was one hell of and 
Idea for the boys and one hell ofa Party!@#$*
Next morning there was a fax waiting and John 
was on his way down that weekend and wanted 
to chat about the boat, us and plans that he had 
been pondering over. Also we were to arrange a 
one day lift out to inspect and have a survey 
done on the hull. No probs and all easy stuff. 
I wanted to talk to him about finances etc as 
well so suited me to

. So JW Arrived and we motored around to 
Hamble Yacht Services (Boatyard) which I knew 
like the back of my hand and out she came on 
onto the hard. The bottom was in really good 
shape and after power cleaning we discovered 
the paint we put on her in Trinidad did an 
incredible job and would be good to go until he 
sold her. George the surveyor did his bit and 
with thumbs up she was back in the water that 
afternoon. So all down below for the big 
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and Phil to contact the Coast Guard and 
deliver his first real time Radio Traffic Report 
regarding yacht, crew number, destination and 
Estimate time of arrival. again perfectly 
delivered and exactly as we rehearsed it 
previously. I was determined to give Phil total 
control  of decision making on this trip and 
only step in if absolutely needed. So down the 
Solent with tide behind as planned then past 
the Needles Rocks and out to sea once more. 
2 days and 130 miles of absolute Crap weather 
with wind on the nose, fog, drizzle, and bloody 
cold in general, and super skip still had a grin 
from ear to ear. What is this Trini On!.  
So into Fowley harbour, a beautiful little 
fishing village with only mooring to tie to and 
a water taxi to get ashore, just as well as we 
had already stowed the dinghy below because 
we had done out homework before leaving. 

Dah! So everything packed away, on the radio 
to hollow for a taxi and chugging ashore to 
the nearest pub and get rid of JW for the next 
3 days. This is a real old fashion place and think 
it's the first time any of the locals had seen a 
black man before. But they all took a shine to 
him as we toured all the pubs in the area until 
it was time to leave. Phil had done his home-
work and worked out the best time leave so as 
to avoid some nasty tides and wind as you 
round Lands End. As it happens the wind was 
perfect for us and the sun was out. I was there 
in my ski pants but a great bit of sailing all the 
way Noth to Padstow, another fishing port 
with a lot of tidal flow and  drop in depth. 

All of them said go for it but! ask for a share in 
the company say 20 percent. The more pints 
that arrived on the table the better the idea 
sounded. Up to JW now. Shortly after that in 
came the man I wanted to see! It was Ian from 
the local sailing school and after talking to Phil 
for a while offered to book him in for a 4 day sail 
and Exam afterwards, as he did for me when 
I did the first of my yachmasters. Phil was 
jumping and doing it this way you get a crash 
course from Ian and take the exam on the last 2 
days where they tell you there and then if you 
have passed. Booked and ready to go. 
So that week was again getting the boat ready 
was has now been discovers a trip to Padstow 
which is round Lands End in the UK and up the 
West Coast, which is about a 600 mile round 
trip. We gonna be fun now and a chance for me 
to grill and drill Phil the Pill in the chill of some 
UK sailing in real tides. Perfect. 
Nicki was driven by car to her parents to stay for 
the 3 weeks and John was going to come with 
the boat on the first leg to "Fowley" South coast 
of the UK. past week I have been training Phil in 
marina maneuvers (without JW knowing ) and 
using tides to steer the boat, and getting it right 
without hitting other boats and pontoons along 
the way. (As JW Does) Also working on his chart 
work, passage planning, weather, radio 
communications and provisioning of tasty 
snacks and treats from the local Tesco 
Supermarket. (Most important). So I managed 
to get JW to drop his ego over the side and 
allow Phil  the pleasure of taking the wheel as 
we left. To utter amazement he agreed. 
So engine on, lines off and nearly Capt Phil was 
in charge. He was making all the right calls at all 
the right times and he perfectly slipped the 
lines as he ferry glided off the pontoon, held her 
in the tide with just the right amount of power 
the spun he around and out of the very narrow 
pontoons either side. I could of not done it 
better myself! Well done mate. Five stars and 
even John gave him a pat on the back. I took the 
wheel as they both went below, JW to make tea 
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Shame. It's only really a day sail so no biggie. 
We told him we would leave in the morning 
and off he trot. So back to the pub to meet the 
girls and the first question was Who was he? 
Well I said just some guy we gave a lift to from 
Falmouth and he left ome stuff on the boat 
that he need to get back. Well being from 
Padstow they bought that story and back to 
the beer a game pool tournament and the 
usual night cap on the boat. 
we told them we had to leave early morning 
so no late night party this time but we still had 
just as much fun. They even helped us tidy up. 
Well next morning they helped us untie and 
this time I took the helm so they knew for sure 
who owned the boat, and with some sad last 
waves we hit the real waves. Well not! the sea 
was like a millpond and very light winds so. On 
with the Soca Vibes, up with the volume and 
down with the beers. 

We got to Falmouth that evening there was a 
party going down. Phil took her into the 
pontoons and it was the Falmouth regatta 
week! And sponsored by who? Mount Gay of 
course. That's why he wanted the boat here. so 
this time ashore and no tourists just "The Boys" 
don't have to tell you much more for sure! 
Everyone knew everyone and 2 days of 
Partying to go. Phil and I got a ride racing in a 
Sigma 38 with a buddy of mine from Hamble 
called George and we were off Racing. Phil 
loved it and learnt so much more about 
trimming sails and proper fast sailing for a 
change. 

drop in depth. About 6 meters between low and 
high tides. So alongside a wall this time and 
further lessons on how to secure the boat so as 
not to leave it hanging by the lines when the 
drops. Even JW didn't know this stuff. 
Well El Cap had it sorted as he was paid to do 
and all was secure and well! JW did his usual 
disappearing act again and 3 more days of bliss. 
More bliss was that right opposite was the 
Harbour Inn pub about 30 feet away. Did I plan 
this I wonder? Padstow's full of pubs and 
tourists and while wondering around we fell 
into a tour shop full of postcards and goodies. 
Phil bought some souvenirs and postcards and 
then descovered that he had not told anyone 
yet in Trinidad that he actually got here! 
My God fancy that. So we bought a phone card 
and tried calling home but nobody answered. 
So like a Trini just sent them a postcard instead. 
That night in the pub opposite the pool 
chalange was on and then came it 2 little 
hunnies. Well you can guess who was in there 
like a shot and the all men v the women games 
had begun. after about 20 games and almost as 
many pints the bar was closing and nowhere to 
go. Or was there. as we stood there outside 
saying goodbye to the Padstow Twins they 
commented on the boat and asked if I owned it. 
Course I said come aboard for a drink, in my 
posh voice. So on they came and that party 
went on till morning and censored. Sorry!
The girls were locals so that afternoon it was a 
tour that others never get to see. All the nice 
little cafe's and bars a look round the local 
museums and really fun day was had by all. 
As we got back to the baot JW was there and 
pi**ed off that he couldn't get in as we had 
secured everything. Then we saw the Padstow 
Twins and the penny dropped. We told them we 
would meet them in the pub later so off they 
went. Question Time! We told him we just met 
them walking around until he saw the mess 
down below. Ooops again. well the news was he 
could not make the trip back to Falmouth and 
we would have to do it without him. 
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Soca land for a year, or maybe longer now I 
have a share. So over lunch we told Phil the 
good news and now he needed this piece of 
paper Bad! Won't let you down guy's was the 
reply. 
The day had come for Phil's 4 day sail with Ian 
and 3 others (also taking their exam and 
acting as crew when each skipper is appointed 
over the time) The exam its self is a Full day, an 
Overnight sail, and a morning sail back. The 
first 2 days with Ian are to put you through 
your paces and he makes a decision if you are 
up to standard and have the skills etc to go 
ahead with the final 2 days. 
So if Phil is back here in 2 days drinking a beer 
then he didn't qualify. You take the exam 
onboard Ian's own boat a Sigma 36 (Same 
make and size that I took him racing on 
remember) Smart Eh! And once onboard you 
are allowed no contact with anyone. Period! 

Ian puts you through hell and back and if you 
qualify you stay, If not you leave with him 
when the examiner comes aboard. So now Ian 
leaves the boat and  it's you and whoever is 
left and a stranger that you have never met 
and they are usually  Royal Navy guys or 
women. What's weird is that they can only tell 
you where they want you to arrive and 
nothing else. You can't use them as crew or ask 
them anything. He might as well be an 
inflatable. They just sit perched on the aft rail 
and just watch and hear everything you say. 
So having said that when I did mine the guy 
turned up on the boat, it was blowing a 
 

With regatta done and another Mount Gay Cap 
to the already 25 of so collection. After that it 
was back to Hamble via Torquay and 
Weymouth. More pubs and as I knew these 
places backwards, some real pub grub and cold 
beers were waiting. Phil had 4 days to go before 
the start of his exam and only some blind sailing 
to teach him to do on the last leg back to the 
Hamble. 
Blind sailing is basically only done using the 
depth of water, distance sailed, and compass to 
navigate while being kept down below and not 
able to see anything outside. Bit like a 
submarine. So with the windows blanked off 
with a sheet he was ready to go. I takes a bit of 
skill to get this right and you have to do some 
real maths in working out the speed of tide 
wind direction speed over the ground and track 
your course using the depth of water and 
contours of the seabed. So i went below and 
chose a Buoy I wanted him to find ten miles 
away and marked it on the chart. Then told him 
his current position before turning off the GPS. 
(So you cant cheat). So off we went and all we 
do on deck it to steer to the exact bearing he 
shouts from below. GO!  076 Degrees, 065 
Degrees, 055 Degrees, came the calls from 
below. Now don't forget we can see the mark 
he's looking for but he can't see and as we just 
passed it about 50 feet away he shouted we're 
here! Up he popped from below and then the 
Dance on the deck began. Hahahah! He did 
really well as we had been sailing for nearly an 
hour so well done Phil. I was pretty dammed 
sure my boy was going to make this happen 
especially after 3 days with Ian before the exam. 
Whoby the way is a first Class Instructor. 
So Back in Hamble and down the Rigger for 
Lunch on JW. On the way back from Weymouth 
we had been discussing his business proposal 
and I mentioned the share in the profits. 
The others were putting money into it and 
didn't expect me to do the same and I needed a 
salary from the business as well. We talked some 
figures and the Deal! Guess who's going back to 
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The boat was already there so imagined they 
were still in the debriefing mode. Suddenly 
there was movement and all came off ashore, 
Phil had his head down a bit as he walked 
back along the pontoon and towards us in the 
boat. We went to meet him and he was crying! 
Oh no not a good sign and never seen him do 
that before. 
As we met I put my arms around him and said 
easy tiger, then he said it "Skip.... I passed!" 
What boy? and really started to sob as he 
pulled out the blue ticket from his jacket. 
What and emotional moment, and I think he 
was in shock. I shall never forget for both of us. 
Silly Bugger I called him, and lead him back to 
the boat. Steve went down below and pulled 
out the bottle of bubbly we had in the cool 
box and Bang,  the cork was flying through the 
air like a distress flare. champaign was all over 
the decks but who cared.. (selling the bloody 
thing anyway). He said it hit him hard because 
when he left with us he had virtually nothing 
after loosing his boat that sunk (which was 
also his home) and now he has friends from all 
over the world, a secure job with me to go 
back to, and this piece of paper that will allow 
him to travel the world with new skills and 
pride. John registered Phil with his address 
and I am hoping he will get his final document 
and ships passport before we leave for 
Trinidad. Talking of JW better call him with the 
news. 
First priority for Phil was a shower and change 
because after 4 days his clothes looked like 
they could stand up on their own. So then it 
was off to the Rigger for a decent meal and 
just a few beers maybe, via the phone to talk 
to JW. What Phil didn't know that while he was 
busy in the shower, I was busy down the 
Rigger  telling ALL and getting them prepared. 
So, Phil called John and he was ecstatic as we 
now had 2 qualified skippers in the new 
business which by the way has now been 
given a name "Dynamite Marine" I came up 
with that because Trinidad and Tobago is also 

 

gale outside and just said "Would you take your 
wife and kids out in this" and waited for the 
reply's to come in. He looked at me and I said 
"Well if needed to I would" and the Girl on the 
bunk next to me said "No it's too rough out 
there and not safe" with that he said proudly
 "I would let's go!" And then appointed the girl 
to be skipper for next 4 hours. Needless to say 
she just went to pieces and as she ran over the 
man overboard 3 times trying to pick him up 
I knew it was curtains for her ad at the end it 
was. Anyway he then smiled at me and then  
appointed me as skipper. Now the acting crew 
can only act in the capacity of what's called 
"Competent Crew" meaning very basic sailing 
experience and need to be told everything they 
need to do and when to do it. In my case the 
man overboard (A Buoy with a rope and a 
bucket tied to the end) was still in the water and 
had to get him out in 30 knots of wind under 
sail. no probs as I done it hundreds of times 
before in practice. So basically the examiner is 
doing everything to make life dificult to see 
how you cope like taking the keys out of the 
engine when you most need it, letting go of 
sais, man overboards, you name it and you got 
nearly 2 days of it . Back to Phil..  Steve and I are 
in the Rigger having a pint that evening and no 
Phil back yet so asume he's out there. The 
weather is good with a steady breeze so good 
to see. This is like waiting for a baby to be born. 
Then I start laughing like hell and Steve's 
eyebrows raise.  I just had to say I really hope 
he's not cleaning the cooker on that boat and 
collapsed into hysterics. 
So then I saw Ian across the dock and rushed 
over to ask about Phil. With relief he said he was 
doing the exam and as far as he was concerned 
could get though ok if he keeps it cool but thats 
all he could telll me. Well it soon became time 
for the boat to return and that's when you sit 
down below to be given the good or bad news. 
It's a blue  form for pass and nothing for failing. 
Steve  and I motored round to the other marina 
where they were due to come in. 
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John had booked some cheap 2 week flight to 
Trinidad for that weekend, so Phil can get 
home and we could go and asses what's 
needed to get this business up and running 
Baby! So JW arrived very early and it was time 
for the off. This time as it was going to be his 
last sail in the ol' tub, John took the wheel as 
we motored out for what was going to be for 
all us, the last 50 miles in good ol' Saltwater 
Gypsy.

We arrived in Lymington and stayed on board 
for the last night before leaving the boat for 
the final time. Time to sit and enjoy the final 
case of Carib as well sat in the saloon with 
Steve the Broker who I knew from racing 
anyway (small world) while I showed him all 
the good and the bad about the boat and 
where to find everything. I would have been 
there 3 weeks if I was going to get into details 
of what nightmares to look out for. Ha! So 
early morning and Steve arrives with Johns car 
and Time to say farewell ol' Gal. I had put the 
last 4 remaining Caribs on chill before I hit my 
bunk last night so Steve, John, Capt Phil 
 

 

called T&T or "TNT" Dynamite TNT get it! 
Yeah clever I thought and JW loves it. Well we 
arrived outside the Rigger and the outside 
tables were packed with people being a very 
warm night, but the place was silent? As Phil 
walked up to the door curious to find out what 
was wrong, everyone suddenly all stood up 
together and shouted "AYE AYE CAPTAIN", then 
threw all their drinks at him HA! Pint after pint in 
the face and then more, with everyone 
screaming the 4 winch monkeys (Griniders) 
Picked him up and hurled him into the sea. 
(Lucky it was high tide I thought) well he need 
rinsing off. What a sight but, that is a tradition in 
Hamble whether you like it or not, and he was 
lucky as mine was in Mid Winter. Well he got 
himself out and still dripping as he walked back 
to the bar. Then James appeared with package 
Steve and I put together for him. I Shoved it in 
his hand and said Go Change Captain! He took a 
quick peek then wondered off towards the boat 
skipping down the pontoon. Half hour later he 
was back after a third shower that night, to a 
round of applause and wolf whistles from the 
girls. 
He now looked the part. white RYA skipper 
sweatshirt, blue Rohan sailing shorts, Plastimo 
docksiders on his feet, Velcro wristband  for his 
watch, Velcro sailcloth Wallet, Varnet Sunglasses 
and Croackie strap, Mount Gay Belt and clipped 
on to that vas his very own VFH Radio and 
identical to mine. did my boy look the part or 
What!! Skipper!
Most of this was bought by JW (needed him to 
look the part in his new Dynamite role) but also 
as a thank you and for passing his exams. So 
more pints until finally the Rigger shut its doors. 
We are moving the boat down the coast to 
Lymington where she's going on sale at the 
Brokerage. So time to get all the crap I had 
accumulated over the past 2 and half years and 
all my personal tools, charts, navigation stuff 
etc: Back to my parents house. Phil was in 
cleaning mode again and soon we had her 
looking A1 once again. 
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coast of Columbia but he wasn't in it! 
This was so sad and we are still waiting for any 
news of what happened.  Kieth is a very safe & 
experieced single handed sailor and having 
sailed here from Australia knew his stuff.
and trust me not a guy you want to mess with!

Please Turn Up Mate! We are all here waiting 
for the news you are safe and well somewhere.
So not a good start until Bruce turned up to 
take me to an apartment he had found me. 
Beautiful! Was the only words to describe it 
and very cheap for what it was. Single 
bedroom in a complex with a nice pool, gym, 
laundry room and Jacuzzi. Nice! I Will Take it! 
I said almost immediately as I saw the tasty 
looking Swedish girl sitting by the pool. 
Turned out she worked for the United Nations, 
so see we are going to have to promote some 
international cooperation there I see.

 
So lease signed and back to LL to spread the 
news. Bruce had help me shop for some things 
for the apartment and saved me a heap load 

 

and Myself stood on the forepeak and it was 
Cheers! Slid the hatch closed and one last step 
ashore for mankind. I Felt sad leaving what was 
my home for the past 3 years, and despite the 
3000 problems, there were the goodtimes that I 
will never forget and many years from now I will 
read this El Cap Log and hopefully laugh once 
again. I had taken her 15,303 Nautical Miles  
which is more than half way round the world so 
kind of grew attached.
Well I got JW to drop us off this time at the Train 
Station. (Next treat for Trini boy) so he can have 
his first ever train ride! Kids again! We stopped 
off in Southampton to change trains, and as I 
need to buy some more crap to take on the first 
trip to Trinidad. We had a ball then it was the 
Train back to Hamble and a bus to Ferryside 
where Annie had offered to put us up for the 
next 2 days before the flight, and then drive us 
to the Airport to meet JW. 
This time it was Rum and Cokes all night as we 
shared all the tales once again, laughing on the 
porch as we used to in the old days. The last day 
was spent with my family and Roast Dinner 
again, then some packing including tools and 
other heavy stuff that needed to get shipped 
out there. Then back to the Rigger to say bye to 
Phil's 100 new fans and a last session till closing 
time. So 4.30 am and we are off to the airport. 
On arriving we met John and to be told that 
Mark (Pilot and future business partner from 
Triniad) was the Captain of the plane for that 
trip. JW planned it by the way we found out 
later. So Capt Phil, Capt Rob, and Capt Mark all 
boarded with John the cabin boy trailing 
behind. Bless. Never did do his Yachtmasters. 
Silly Fool! Will he ever buy another boat?
So skid skid bump and we back in de land of 
soca mon. Back to the Life Line apartments 
where JW had booked us an apartment for the 
visit and into see the Pow Pow Patch kids. Well 
there was still around 20 or so of the old gang 
left there. Siren Cindy was there looking very 
down as there was news that our good friend 
"Aussie Keith's boat had been found off the 
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had a really positive feedback from all as it was 
something they all desperately needed. 
So happy faces all round. I had designed some 
posters and flyers for Phil to hand out, and 
soon came time to fly back to the UK again, for 
final preparations and more shipping of stuff. 
So this time a week back in the UK and fond 
farewells to all my family and buddies in 
Hamble (including Bill the horbour master) 
and back to the new office. Phil had gone 
south to see his parents and see if they got his 
postcard from Padstow..Hehe. But was there to 
meet me at the Airport with Bruce and a case 
of Carib in the back of the car. Phil passed me a 
Carib and I passed him and envelope 
containing all his squeaky clean Yachtmaster 
Documents. So party back in the car and on to

Crews Inn where Bruce and Mark had put the 
final finishing touches to the office and it was 
time to open "Dynamite Marine Limited" for 
business and find Phil the new Supervisor

some boats to play with and cookers to clean!
and now he is Fully Qualified.. Some Caribbean 
Yacht Deliveries and adventures of his own. 
But that my dear friends and fellow Seadogs,

      Is Another and Totally Different Story!! 

 

of cash knowing what to buy where. So one 
crossed off the list and night it was our first 
major board meeting of all the directors. 
Heavy S**t. A long night but a lot was covered. 
Next day visit out brand new office that was just 
about finished and Lisa who had been 
appointed by Mark  to do all the paperwork and 
secretarial stuff like accounts which I hate so 
Welcome Lisa who is now part of the team 

A white trini girl and gonna be fun to work with. 
Bruces wife is a lawyer no next all the legal crap 
like work permits for me and thousands more 
pages to fill in. Well had to be done. Next I was 
off to Marks for the day and to use his brand 
new all singing IBM computer to design a Logo, 
signs and stationery and stuff. As a trained 
graphic designer and working in my own 
advertising company in the old days it wasn't 
long before we had something on the table that 
everyone agreed on. So Tick 25 off the sheet

That afternoon I moved into the new PAD! 
So obviously a house warming party and there 
was. It was a perfect temporary office as well 
and a nice cool place to meet and get the show 
on the road. Mark has lent me a Skoda Pickup to 
drive round in so really handy for trips to the 
Pelican pub now just down the hill from me! Yo! 
Next day was setting up bank accounts locally 
and making sure JW put some money in mine. 
Next were meetings with all the local boatyards 
including the new Crews Inn Marina, and give 
them a rundown on what we were offering. We 
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DETAILS OF PASSAGE       DAYS ON DISTANCE  NIGHT
           AT SEA  LOGGED HOURS

16 September - Hamble UK - Bayona Spain - Gibraltar          9      1045      48

25 September - Gibraltar - Mahon - Palma - Formentura 

Alacante - Gibraltar - Forteventura - Las Palmas - Puerto Rico        20      3078     140

2 January  - Puerto Rico - Barbados - 5 Crew Line Hounours     

Mount Gay ABC  Cruiser Race              18      2534     108

28 January - Barbados Regatta            3        65        0

4 February - Barbados - Union Island - Tobago - Trinidad          8       480        35

18 March - Trinidad - Grenada -  Carriacou - Sany Island  

Petite Martenique - Petite St Vincent - Union Islands - 

Tobago Cays - Canouan - Mustique - St Vincent - Wallibou           18        520           30

18 April  -  St Vincent - Bequia - St Vincent - Bequia - St Lucia

Martinique - Dominica - Antigua - St Lucia - Tobago - Trinidad       25       735     180 

3 February - Trinidad - Tobago              2         83      12

11 February - Charter 1 -  Tobago Grenada Cruising - Tobago          5       372      40

22 February - Charter 2 - Tobago - Trinidad - Grenada 

Carriacou - Union Island - Tobago             14           481                    35

10 March - Charter 3 - Tobago - Trinidad - Grenada - Carriacou

Sandy Island - Tobago             13       462      30

26 March - Single Handed Sail - Carriacou  - Grenada - Trinidad         3       144      12

21 April - Trinidad  -  St Lucia 3 Crew              3       210      22

24 April - St Lucia - Antigua Cruising                     6       412       8

6 May - Antigua - Guadeloupe - St Lucia - Antigua           3       197      18

15 May - Antigua - Horta - Faial - Trans Atlantic 4 Crew        19      2277    110

15 June  - Faial - Horta - D’ Garda - Hamble UK          13       1593      87

3 August - Hamble - Fowley Padstow - Torquay - Hamble        14       567           72

3 September  - Final Delivery Hamble Lymington. Sold!          1        48

TOTAL TIME WITH THE BOAT                          201                 15,303               1007

PASSAGE Total Passage As Skipper 

YACHT "SALTWATER GYPSY"
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YACHT "SALTWATER GYPSY"

Voyage
UK  | Mediterranean  |  Canaries  |  Caribbean  |  UK
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