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INTRODUCTION
‘Let’s do it’. This was my excited reply to Jim’s proposal that we should sail off in our yacht
Morning Tide. A dream of many years and now in 1990 we had the opportunity as Jim had retired
from engineering and I had retired from nursing. Our three children were now adults and we had
the ideal yacht.
Morning Tide was built by Jim in three years and launched in August 1982 but two months later
Jim was diagnosed with cancer. He had severe chemotherapy treatment and survived. Three months
later we were back at work and we sailed whenever we could. Jim took part in races at Fremantle
Sailing Club. We cruised South West Australia, north to Shark Bay and the Abrolhos Islands. Our
first venture offshore to foreign lands was when we entered the 1986 Bali Race. Going foreign for the
first time was a steep learning curve and an expensive one since we were required to equip Morning
Tide to Cat 2 standard. i.e. HF Radio, life raft etc. We were also introduced to different customs when
clearing in or clearing out of a foreign port. Don Clarke of Tradition was extremely helpful and later
gave us advice about what to avoid when sailing offshore of South American countries.
We had helpful advice from many other people. I read books and we decided to add four new
systems before leaving Fremantle. They were 1, Radar, 2. Mast steps and 3. A furling headsail. 4.
Intermediate forestay for carrying a hanked on #4 headsail and storm jib. We were glad of all four.
At a later date we made a further improvement by adding a trysail track with the trysail permanently
hanked on and bagged at the base of the mast.

- By Margaret Putt (1st Mate)
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AUSTRALIA

Darwin

Fremantle

We decided that our annual cruise to Quindalup would be the ideal time to depart on a
circumnavigation of Australia having determined that March was a good time to cross the Great
Australian Bight. These plans coincided with those of our friends Peggy and John Hogan. They
had retired at the same time in 1990 and we decided to sail together around Australia. On board
their yacht Ceilidh they had a passenger-Bella a winsome poodle dog.
We sailed to Quindalup with the Fremantle Sailing Club’s Boxing Day Cruise in 1990. Quindalup
is on the beautiful Geographe Bay in S/W Australia. We departed the Quindalup anchorage early
one morning in January 1991. We had some idea of what to expect after rounding Cape Naturaliste.
We had previous ventured round this Cape in company with Wye Knot, Larkspur and Bluebell in
earlier years.. Strong winds south of Cape Naturaliste persuaded us turn and sail back to anchor in
Meelup Bay for the night. Meelup can be a rolly anchorage but we slept well. The next morning the
winds had moderated so Ceilidh and Morning Tide left and were able to round Cape Naturaliste
and head for Albany. Wye Knot had suffered a rigging failure and needed to return to Bunbury.
After two long nights Ceilidh and Morning Tide rounded Cape Leeuwin and then headed southeast towards Albany. I was sea sick and Jim was weary but the next morning the sun shone, the
winds moderated and we even caught a fish. However the following day the weather changed
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again and we battled heavy seas and strong winds to enter Albany harbour on the south coast.
Our motor did not cope well with the strong head wind and to make matter worse there was
a smell of burning. Jim hoisted the try sail and stopped the motor. Members of the Princess Royal
Yacht Club kindly waited until 8p.m. to assist us to tie up at the jetty. Ceilidh arrived later. Later
investigation of the burning smell revealed it was the drive belt to the alternator needed tensioning.
With all navigation lights on and the radar running continuously (it was after dark) the load on
the alternator was causing the drive belt to slip. The Hogan’s and ourselves hired a car to get fuel
and water on board and later drove to see the lovely surrounding country.
After a short stay in Albany we again headed east. It was a day sail in strong winds to an
overnight anchorage in Bremer/Dillon Bay, a pretty bay with giant granite cliffs and white quartz
sand. The next morning we departed for Lucky Bay. We enjoyed the sail to Lucky Bay where a
school of dolphins escorted us into the anchorage. Magnificent ancient granite boulders formed
cliffs sloping down to the green water. Jim likes to think we had anchored close to where Matthew
Flinders anchored all those years ago.
The Esperance Yacht Club was a very welcoming club and a yacht member kindly lent us his

Morning Tide at anchor in Lucky Bay
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Ute to go shopping. Mike another member saved my sanity by making a partitioned tray for the
galley in Morning Tide. This enabled me to do the difficult task of serving meals and cups of tea
whilst coping with the challenging movement of the yacht. The partitions prevented food and
drinks finishing up on the sole in rough weather.
Threading our way through the Archipelago of the Recherché we anchored at Cape Arid and
finally Middle Island. Middle Island is a good place to wait for favourable weather for departure
for Cape Catastrophe, the next major cape to be rounded before we could make for Port Lincoln.
Jim heard on the radio a favourable weather forecast for the following few days. and on the earlier
advice of Jack Baxter in Albany we departed the following morning on the back of a front to cross
the Bight. Ceilidh did likewise. We kept in regular radio contact with Peggy and John. They sailed
a short distance from us. I was anxious during the first day due to an approaching thunder storm
from the West. Thankfully it passed us by. During the six day crossing there is no shelter in the big
cliffs fringing the Bight. Thankfully we had good weather and imagine our relief and excitement
at the sight of land. It was Cape Catastrophe! On the morning of the seventh day we had crossed
the Bight and we anchored in Memory Cove.
The cove had been named by Captain Flinders as several of his crew had drowned going ashore
in search of fresh water. Later that day we sailed north into the Spencer Gulf in South Australia
and entered Port Lincoln. Whilst off Thistle Island we contacted by radio ‘Coastguard Port Lincoln’
Mike Dinon. He requested we keep in touch, we were not to know then, this radio contact would
be maintained until we departed Sri Lanka bound for India!
It was a luxury to be in a marina! On our yacht the sun heated water in a black plastic bag for
our daily shower. I was so appreciative at the marina to be able to use the showers, cook on an even
plane on the yacht, go shopping,
and meet people! In the time we
had at Port Lincoln we saw a little
of the Eyre Peninsula and the scenic
Koppio Hills. New friends Paula
and Cecil Forbes drove us around
the area. Paula is an artist and we
saw her large mural of the early
pioneers arriving in the 1830’s into
Port Lincoln.
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Tuna fishing is the primary occupation and we met some of the Haldane family who started
the industry. Alan Haldane was building a magnificent wooden yacht.
Leaving the marina we sailed south to spend the night in Whaler’s Bay on Thistle Island. The
next day we were at the southern tip of the Eyre Peninsula in Pondalowie Bay and then across
to Kangaroo island. The island is 200 kilometres long but in our short stay we could only see the
land around American River. One day a beautiful double rainbow spanned the bay and Jim took
a photo of it. Jim took a lot of photos and on the day I probably grumbled but they have made a
good record. After an overnight stay we departed for Portland. We motored into Portland harbour
passing Laurence Rock, a huge granite slab crowded with hundreds of sea gulls. Jim received
permission to tie up on the harbour jetty alongside Cray boats and yachts. One yacht painted red,
yellow and black was named Vegemite on Toast. Portland is a pretty town with a lovely Botanical
Garden and old bluestone buildings. With Peggy and John we went to a Chinese Restaurant and
enjoyed a meal of local Abalone. Leaving the harbour we passed the Greenpeace yacht Rainbow
Warrior which had received orders prohibiting them from sailing near the B. H. P. Petroleum survey
ship off the Warrnambool coast.
It was the Easter week-end when we arrived in Port Fairy and yachts were arriving after the
annual Melbourne to Port Fairy race. Port Fairy has houses built by sealers and whalers in the 19th
century on the banks of the river Moyne. We tied up alongside the jetty and immediately met the
local Vicar’s wife and she kindly invited us to afternoon tea! I was interested in seeing the major
colony of shearwaters or Mutton birds. The birds nest on the Griffiths Island a volcanic basalt rock
in the river’s estuary. They keep the same mate and return yearly to same nest! Miraculously they
fly over 30,000 kilometres in two months to the Aleutian Islands. We caught a bus into the town
of Warrnambool and returning to Port Fairy Jim realized that he had left his glasses in a shop in
the town. The bus driver kindly took the trouble to go back to the shop and collect the glasses. It
was good to have these lovely few days in Port Fairy because the next sailing days were horrible.
An early morning departure with forecast SW winds, these quickly increased to over 20 knots.
I was seasick and the seas were rough. Fortunately the skipper is never seasick and I invariable
prepare food in advance when there is the possibility of rough weather. That night was cold and
it was raining. The next morning the winds continued. Jim had regular radio skeds. We heard the
voice of the Pt. Lincoln Coastguard which was reassuring. The winds moderated in the afternoon
and then increased to gale force during the night when we were off Wilson’s Promontory, Victoria.
Our path was to stay north of the two designated deep water east/west shipping channels.
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The rock is a conical granite mass over 360 metres high. Three cargo ships were in the shipping
channel and Jim called on VHF channel 16 to alert them that we were there! A lighthouse is on
a sheer cliff at the tip of the promontory and the scene reminded us of the cliffs in the film ‘The
Guns of Navarone’. In the rain the visibility was poor so we were glad to have the radar to locate
the leading light into Refuge Cove. We thankfully lowered the anchors into the calm bay water
and we slept. The next day we went ashore and climbed up from the beach to have a magnificent
view over the Mornington Peninsula.

Refuge Cove

One of the many joys of cruising is the opportunity to meet interesting people. In Eden, Victoria
we met Judy and Colin Kerby with their steel yacht Ooroo. Colin had built Ooroo when he lived and
worked on St. Kilda’s Pier and Judy was a former ballet dancer from Melbourne. They had borrowed a
friends’ Jeep and we all went to see the Boyd National Park and Pambula Lake Green Cape lighthouse.
Colin had a sweetie shop on St Kilda’s Pier. He had been awarded a medal for diving off the
pier to rescue people that had fallen or jumped into the ocean.
The lighthouse was one of the few still manned by lighthouse keepers. The keepers lived in two
adjacent cottages. It was our first visit to this part of Australia.
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We enjoyed sailing up the Victorian coast and staying in Bermagui and Ulladulla. Bermagui
was a day’s sail from Eden and in the small harbour a fisherman let us tie up alongside his boat and
the local coastguard, Dave Winbush, took us to his home to have showers! All the coastal towns
had coastguards and they were so helpful. At that time two of our children Judy and Alisdair were
living in Canberra and Sydney and they drove down to meet us in Ulladulla. We all went to see the
Pigeon House Mountain and managed to ascend part of the way to enjoy the view of the misty
Blue Mountain Range. Judy and Alisdair returned home and we then motor sailed on to Jervis Bay.
As we entered the bay a big black submarine surfaced alongside. My imagination took me into
the realms of James Bond but sadly the naval vessel just proceeded on its way. The bird life was
prolific in Jervis Bay and we enjoyed watching the rainbow lorikeets and the sea birds.

Jervis Bay. Fright of our lives (Left); Me with the Lorikeets (Right)

Our next port of call was Port Hacking where we were met by Mike and Margo Altria former
members of Fremantle Sailing Club but now living in Sydney. Judy and Alisdair came and joined
us on Morning Tide in Port Hacking. Mike and Margo Altria boarded Ceilidh and we sailed in
company into Sydney harbour. We will never forget the thrill of sailing through Sydney Heads
and then passing under the famous bridge.
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Sydney Bridge

Arriving in the Cruising Yacht Club in Rushcutters
Bay we celebrated with champagne and partied on
Ceilidh. Another day saw Morning Tide anchored by
the Sydney Opera House. We dinghied ashore, which
involved climbing over the limestone wall, much to
the amusement of some passing tourists. In Sydney
we had met another Morning Tide, also an S&S 34
yacht owned by friend Jim Lawler in Mosman Bay.
Jim Lawler’s Morning Tide was near Newcastle at
that time and Jim kindly let us use his mooring at the
Sydney Amateurs Yacht Club. Jim was very helpful
and suggested an anchorage in Broken Bay, Pittwater
which is a beautiful spot. We also went into Bobbin
Creek where we saw the famous Hallverson’s
Boatyard and also the Aboriginal rock carvings in the
Ku-riung-gai Chase National Park. Another visit was
Sydney. At anchor off Mrs McQuaries Seat

to the Royal Motor Yacht Club Pittwater.
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We had five days on the Hawkesberry River and used the moorings which provided quiet waters
in a beautiful place.
Leaving Broken Bay we motored all the way to Newcastle passing through a sea fog. In
Newcastle harbour we could only tie up at the Water Police jetty. We enjoyed an evening meal at
the Working Men’s Club damaged by the recent earthquake. We hurried back to the jetty as we
didn’t want to be locked out! The gate was locked at ten o’clock. The next day was Sunday and
we went to a service in the lovely Cathedral high up overlooking the city. Afterwards we walked
along the Queen’s Wharf with other promenaders then back to the boat.
On to Coff’s Harbour which is a pretty harbour and some yachts left from there to cross to
Noumea but we were enjoying sailing up the East coast of Australia. Our stay in Coff’s Harbour was
extended due to strong winds. We met David and Betty on Osprey. We envied them spending half the
year sailing up and down the East coast. We had small folding bicycles on board at this time but later
we took them home as we needed the room having decided to go offshore! We made use of them in
Coff’s harbour to ride to see the botanical gardens and the mangroves with hundreds of mud crabs.
Our next port of call was Iluka Yamba. Unfortunately it was dark when we arrived off the entrance.
Osprey had already arrived and kindly helped us by shining a light enabling us to safely pass Moriaty’s
wall and into the inner harbour. The following day we feasted on fresh oysters and flounder, locally
caught fish bought at the Fisherman’s Co-op. The small rainforest at Yamba Beach had large trees
with staghorn ferns and we saw many varieties of birds not found in WA.
The weather was warming up as we progressed north and we passed a tall white light marking
the border between New South Wales and Queensland. Large high rise buildings along the beaches
marked the Surfers’ Paradise area of Queensland. We entered the Broadwater which is the Gold
Coast waterway and motored to the Southport Sailing Club Marina. As usual when we stayed in
marinas the opportunity was taken to refuel, shop for food and do washing. A meal or two ashore
was also enjoyed! As we continued up the Broadwater Jim had to navigate carefully between the
buoys to avoid the shallow waters and sandbanks. We spent one night anchored off Macleay Island
and then motor- sailed to Manly on Morton Bay. We passed two dugongs slowly swimming in
the clear water before entering the marina of the Royal Queensland Yacht Squadron. We spotted
Prudence owned by friends Jan and Barry Lake in the marina.
We had been invited to spend a few days at the home of old friends Betty and Gill Furness. It was
a welcome break to stay in Brisbane and we enjoyed our visit very much. Returning to Morning
14
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Tide, mildew had occurred on the lining of the forepeak so Jim stripped it off and painted the
fiberglass with two coats of gelcoat. Leaving Manley we sailed across the Bay to Scarborough Yacht
Club where our lines were taken by the club’s Commodore which was an impressive welcome. A
short stay and then we sailed on to Mooloolaba Marina. There is a canal development of lovely
homes on the river and the town had the backdrop scenery of the Glasshouse Mountains. Jan
and Barry on Prudence arrived at the marina and the next morning we left in company to sail to
Fraser Island where we anchored in Garry’s Anchorage. That night we heard the plaintive howl
of a dingo. Jim and I had never seen a suction pump used to get fish bait but the next morning
on the beach Jan and Barry demonstrated their pump. The worms pumped up from the sand for
bait resulted in a feed of yummy Yabbies’ (small crabs). Walking on the island we were so glad it
had been made a National Park. There were amazing trees- Banksias, Palms and Silky Oaks and
also many Ferns. Fresh water on the island attracted many birds and we spotted Honey eaters and
Golden Whistlers and in the mangroves Plovers, Egrets and Ibis.
We left the island and followed Prudence into the Great Sandy Straits. The water was shallow but
the channel was well marked. Great Woody Island was our next anchorage and there we were treated
to the sight of Ospreys and russet Brominy Kites wheeling and diving. A good South West wind
enabled us to enjoy a sail past Round Hill Head where Captain Cook landed in 1770. After spending a
few days in the busy harbour of Gladstone we sailed to Great Keppel Island and anchored in Monkey
Bay. We snorkelled in the clear water and we saw lovely coloured fish in the coral reef. Ashore we
walked up a steep hill to the resort which was built in the 1960’s. Besides the main resort building
there were facilities for campers and day trippers. It was a short sail from the island to Rosslyn Bay
harbour. We were excited that our three children came to stay at the resort in Rosslyn Bay. We had
a lovely week with them. Talking, walking, playing tennis and enjoying Alisdair’s BBQ’d prawns
Setting off again we had a good S/E wind to sail north to Pearl Bay which was a lovely spot with
a sandy beach and the hills clad with Hoop Pines. At night we had a full moon but gusty winds
sprung up and we had little sleep. Three boats had to re anchor. The next day we had a pleasant
time socializing with other yachts. There was always plenty to talk about and we swapped useful
information about marinas and provisioning. The men mainly spoke about their loved boats! The
strong winds continued as we sailed past many small islands until we reached Mackay. At that time
there was no marina and we had to tie up on a pile mooring so we were very grateful that a power
boat launched his dinghy to assist us. One night the metal rings that go round the mooring poles
became stuck during a rising tide. Suddenly in the middle of the night the rings released and Morning
15

PDF compression, OCR, web optimization using a watermarked evaluation copy of CVISION PDFCompressor

Morning Tide and her Circumnavigation Adventure

Tide leaped what seemed metres into the air. It was quite frightening. There was a long ladder to climb
up to the jetty. We caught a tourist bus which went through the Pioneer Valley of cane fields before
reaching the Finch Hatton Gorge. We enjoyed a walk in the Rainforest and saw lovely waterfalls. The
bus then took us high up to Angela which means ‘Land of Cloud’. We had magnificent views from a
chalet. At dusk the bus stopped by a creek and we waited to spot a platypus in the water. Eventually
we caught a glimpse of the amazing mammal darting across the creek.
As we came close to the Whitsundays we had great expectations of sailing and visiting the islands.
We were not disappointed as all the islands differed in their land content and they were close together
for day sailing. The first island we visited was Hamilton Island which has a large resort.
After a night’s stay in the marina and a fish supper [the cost nearly ruined us financially!] we
sailed to Airlie Beach on the mainland and went into the marina. Each day we sailed and explored
the islands. On Hook Island there are two fiords Nara and Macona. The cliffs are clad with Hoop
Pines and very pretty. It was also our first experience of harvesting oysters off the rocks.

Seaplane landing at
Nara Inlet

We were startled in Nara when a sea plane landed alongside us and a man
descended from it and then roared off in a power boat! The last night in Airlie Beach was spent in
a hotel watching a cane toad race. The money raised from the bets was given to a charity. My ugly
creature finished last!
The next day we left and sailed past Gloucester Island to Bowen and then round Cape Bowling
Green. The Cape was as flat as a pancake with one solitary palm tree. That same evening we arrived
in Townsville Marina.
16
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Townsville, Castle Rock seen from the promenade

There we met Marijkye and Graham a couple sailing Myvanwy, a GRP replica of Hiscock’s yacht
Wanderer. This was the beginning of a long friendship and cruising in company with Myvanwy.
One Sunday Jim and I cycled up the steep hill to attend morning service held in the Townsville
Cathedral. Afterwards we were invited by a couple from the cathedral to have breakfast with
them in their nearby old Queenslander house. People at their best! From their house there were
views across the sea to Magnetic Island. The next day Morning Tide sailed over to the island and
anchored in Horseshoe Bay. We saw our first wild Koalas on Magnetic Island and large blue and
black butterflies flew overhead as we walked over the island.
Our next stopover was Cairns. The marina
was full so we had to use the pile moorings,
thankfully no sudden airborne experiences. We
enjoyed the tourist attractions and in company
with a busload of international backpackers
went on the Karunda train. There was little
water at this time of the year August but as we
climbed up the mountains water was flowing
down the Barron Falls.

Magnetic Island, Koala and bub feeding
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Barron Falls. The Karunda Train

The water was turned off after the train had passed! In Karunda we wondered around the
markets where the local produce and crafts were for sale. We had a bus tour of the Atherton
Tablelands and saw the giant Fig trees in the rainforest and the beautiful Lake Eachem. The rich
farming area produced diverse crops including tobacco, sugar cane and peanuts.
Port Douglas was a day’s sail from Cairns and we enjoyed our stay in the marina. Port Douglas
has been developed for tourists and we saw the big Sheraton Mirage resort. The old buildings in
the main street remain and we also enjoyed seeing the beautiful Four Mile beach. Our friends
Myrijke and Graham came with us on a day tour to the ancient Daintree forest. We saw giant
trees with Strangler Figs climbing up their trunks. Leaving Port Douglas our next destination was
a very small cay island - Hope Island. There were several yachts and fishing boats at anchor and
we went exploring on the reef. White Egrets and Ospreys were nesting on the rocks and we were
shown the Beche-de-Mer (Sea cucumbers], crabs and many shells. We all gathered together for a
BBQ. under a shady Poinciana tree. In the morning a good S/E wind provided a lovely sail north
to Cape Flattery where we anchored alongside prawning trawlers.
In company with Myvanwy we sailed across to Lizard Island and anchored in Watson’s Bay.
I quote from a letter home “The resort on the island is “special” and the cost is $400 daily (1991).
We feel very fortunate to anchor at no cost! The island reminds us of Rottnest with azure water
18
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and many sandy beaches. The Outer Barrier Reef is so close to Lizard Island and we enjoyed
swimming in the warm clear water and seeing beautiful clams and Coral Trout, all protected by
the Marine Park legislation. The weather has been ideal with a calm and clear sea and we went
out on ‘Myvanwy’ to anchor by the famous Potato Cod fish-hole. The water here is 40 feet deep
but we saw the bottom of the sea and corals when we snorkelled. Some divers were stroking the
wonderful fish. On the land we also had the privilege of watching the big lizards and Jim was
delighted to follow in Captain Cook’s footsteps to the peak of a hill where it is possible to see the
gap in the Barrier Reef, ‘Cook’s Passage’. This enabled Captain Cook to sail the Endeavour out
into the Pacific Ocean.
The Queensland coast is lovely for cruising and Lizard Island was the highlight for us. We had
the company of other yachts and enjoyed the week’s stay walking on the island and socializing
with them. Watsons Bay has stone ruins of a house on the beach. In the 1830’s, Mary came with
her family from Cornwall, England and they settled in Cooktown where Mary met and married
a Captain Watson. They lived on Lizard Island as the captain collected sea cucumbers Beche-demer. These were boiled and dried then sold to the Chinese people. Aboriginals also lived locally
and had sacred sites on the island. One day Watson left to sail off to collect more Beche-de-mer.
Mary was left in the house with her baby and two Chinese servants. Aboriginals came and killed
one servant and speared the other man. Mary escaped and put the baby and the injured man in the
large boiler used for the Beche-de-mer. They were able to float off the beach out to sea but later
they were found dead on a small island which had no fresh water.
It was time to turn southwards as it was the end of September so we sailed with Myvanwy to
Cooktown and in the town cemetery we saw the graves of Mary Watson and her baby. We anchored
in the Endeavour River close to the public jetty. Cooktown had some grand Victorian buildings
built in the days of a gold rush. We saw Cook’s statue by the river commemorating his stay to
repair his ship after hitting Endeavour reef. Leaving Cooktown we made our way down the coast
anchoring in locations previously visited on our way North. We enjoyed motoring through the
Hinchinbrook Channel and seeing the beautiful forested mountain and mangrove swamps on the
western side of the island. We overnighted in the channel. Never again! We were nearly carried off
by the myriad of Sand Flies (No-See-Ums). The following day we sailed past Lucinda Jetty which
is the longest jetty in the Southern Hemisphere and anchored off Palm Island. Jim and I had a
dreadful scare leaving Palm Island enroute for Townsville. Early in the morning a power boat came
hurtling towards us and we only had seconds to avoid a collision. As it passed no one was on deck.
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We presumed the boat was on automatic steering and the crew was below decks. We reported the
incident to the police. Whilst we were in Townsville we drove up through the sugar cane farms to
see Valerie Edward’s family house on Taylor’s Beach. A lovely place facing Orpheus Island.
We continued sailing in company with Myvanwy and after anchoring in Cid Harbour,
Whitsunday Island Graham and Myrijke took us up the Whitsunday peak.
They were experienced bush walkers. It took two hours to climb the 437 metres to the peak
where we were rewarded with a wonderful view.

View from atop Whitsunday Island. Myrijke and Graham

Proceeding further south day stops were made at Brampton and Middle Percy islands before
entering the waterway called the Narrows. The Narrows separates Curtis Island from the
mainland. The water’s depth at the ‘Cattle Crossing’ is DRY at low tide! Thankfully our timing
was OK and we arrived in Gladstone Marina on the 5th of November and left Morning Tide
there to fly back to Perth.
It was good to go home to Perth for Christmas with the family and we returned to Gladstone
in April 1992. We had made good friends at the Gladstone Yacht club and everyone had been kind
20
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and helpful. Jim worked hard on Morning Tide and on the 21st of April we headed north and
met up with Ceilidh again and other yachts including Mundi Mundi, White Rose, Myvanway
and Roma II. We had entered the Over the Top Cruise, organized by the Gove Yacht Club. Thirty
yachts had entered the cruise most of them were from other countries. The event started on the
21st of June to day sail to Darwin.
By May we had reached Lizard Island and once again enjoyed the beautiful island. Then
in company with four other yachts we cruised north through islands in the tropical waters.
Prawning trawlers anchored some nights in the shelter of the islands. Portland Road was an
interesting anchorage. The area had an early history of gold mining and it was an American
air base in the Second World War. Now it is a National Park and an Aboriginal settlement.
In a beachfront house we met Mr. and Mrs. Pope and they welcomed us with scones and tea!
Mr. Pope also provided us with bread and milk from the Lockhart settlement. Apparently the
Popes have more visitors that come their way by four wheel drive vehicles now than by sea!
They had lived there for eighteen years.
White Rose with Don and Jeannette came with us into Shelbourne Bay. On the beach we met
an interesting family. The parents with their children three boys and a girl had come ashore in
two dinghies. The family was living in a shack on the bay. Over the years the children had been
educated by their parents. Water was fetched from a creek and they grew their vegetables and
fruit. The nearest town was a day’s journey away. Money was earned by collecting seeds from
native plants and the family had been filmed for an A. B. C. programme featuring Les Higgins, the
A. B. C. Bushman. On concluding the filming the A. B. C. gave them a CD of the programme not
realizing the family had no electricity, no TV and no video player! The family kindly brewed tea
for us on the beach and appeared content with their life. We returned to the bay to find a guy on
an old fishing boat causing concern as he was drunk and firing a gun at nearby yachts. Fortunately
no damage was done but we departed the next morning!
Strong winds continued and we were glad to have a quiet anchorage in Escape River or so we
hoped! When the tide went out we saw that we had anchored very close to a reef in the middle of
the river so we left early! The next day we passed the lighthouse on Eborac Island and anchored
in the bay at Cape York. We had reached the top of Australia! Our friends on White Rose, Don
and Jeannette came ashore with us to walk up to 'The Tip’. There we met a Japanese youth with
his bicycle. He had cycled all the way from Adelaide in two months and twenty days. He thought
we were mad to sail and we told him he was mad to cycle that distance!
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Jim had to keep a close watch navigating the next 40 kilometres to Horn Island as the water
was shallow and there were many reefs. There were several yachts anchored with us at Horn Island
and from the jetty we boarded the ferry to cross to Thursday Island. An imposing Customs house
was opposite the wharf and we walked along the main street that had shops with shaded doors
and seats outside on the pavement. Ladies were shopping and wore colourful loose dresses. A lot
of young Islanders were in town for a football carnival. We had a welcome cold drink in the old
hotel and lunch. The barge from Cairns had arrived and we were able to buy fresh vegetables and
fruit. The next day we explored a little of Horn Island and walked out to the airport. We were able
to obtain an aerial photograph of Morning Tide from ‘Coast Watch’.

Aerial view of
Morning Tide taken by
Coastwatch

We departed Horn Island sailing in company with five yachts. Morning Tide led the way
through Normandy Passage passing Booby Rock with its lighthouse and houses clinging to the
rock. We experienced strong winds and short steep seas for the two day crossing of the Gulf
of Carpentaria. We were glad to arrive at Gove harbour on a clear moonlight night. When we
woke in the morning we could see that we were surrounded by about sixty vessels. Some people
lived on their yachts and worked at the bauxite refinery and others like us were going on the
'Over the Top' Cruise.
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If we had any doubts about our intention to circumnavigate the world they were dispelled
during our stay at Gove. It was here that we met a number of yachties already well on their way
to completing their dream. Very special were Pehr and Martha from Finland in their timber boat
Cabane III: built by Pehr’s father. (Cabana- wooden house in the forest). They were on their third
circumnavigation and they were a lovely couple, unassuming and quite inspirational. Pehr was
very traditional, no GPS, sextant only. We were to meet again several of our ‘Across the Top’ sailing
companions at various destinations during the following years. It was always a great pleasure to
catch up with their news and compare notes on progress and future plans.

The yacht club’s building had a great garden area and we were made very welcome with a
BBQ. We went by bus to see the mining township with many facilities and then we visited a local
crocodile farm.
On the 21st of June after a champagne breakfast the ‘Over the Top Cruise’ started from
Gove. Thirty boats from all over the world took part and we were led by a Gove yacht with an
Aboriginal guide. We had a strong wind and the next day we arrived at the gap between the
Raranga and Gulunuri Islands. The gap is named The Hole in the Wall.
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Gugari Rip (Hole in the Wall)

We attempted to time our arrival to coincide with slack water and thereby avoid strong currents.
In the event we were early so the procession of yachts did have to motor against the rip through the
narrow passage- exciting! We then cruised west along the Northern Territory anchoring off various
Aboriginal settlements and we went ashore to visit the Croker Bay Mission. An elder was on the
beach with his family and his wife was cooking damper in a Billy. The babies wore disposable napkins!
We had lovely cruising weather and the next day we entered Coral Bay and visited the remains of
Port Essington. From 1838 until 1849 a group of hardy Scottish settlers tried to establish a community
but it was too harsh an environment and the settlement failed. Today, near the ruins there is an
exclusive resort and the Cobourg Peninsula is a National Park. During the cruise we socialized with
many of the yachts and kept company with them on and off during our world circumnavigation
which was wonderful.
Passing Cape Don Lighthouse we went between the Vernon islands and then sailed into Darwin
Harbour. It was night when we arrived in Fanny Bay. A friend kindly guided us in by using the radio and
in the morning we saw that we had anchored about 2 kilometres off from the Fanny Bay yacht club.
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After the twelve day cruise it was time to clean up Morning Tide. We said ‘au-revoir’ to some of
our friends going in the Ambon Race and Ceilidh who was returning to Fremantle. We spent three
weeks enjoying the hospitality of the club and visited Darwin and the Litchfield National Park. In
Litchfield we saw the Blythe homestead which was a cattle station built in the 1880’s and in the
tiny house where the lady raised twelve children. On Morning Tide Jim was kept busy collecting
and correcting charts and gear and I provisioned for the Indian Ocean crossing.

25

PDF compression, OCR, web optimization using a watermarked evaluation copy of CVISION PDFCompressor

Morning Tide and her Circumnavigation Adventure

26

PDF compression, OCR, web optimization using a watermarked evaluation copy of CVISION PDFCompressor

Indian Ocean to the Mediterranean

[ 02 ]

INDIAN OCEAN TO THE MEDITERRANEAN
Port Said

Sallaldh
Cochin
Aden (Yemen)

Darwin

It was at the end of July when we left Darwin and Australia and we felt excited but apprehensive.
We had a good sail towards the Ashmore Reef but as usual Jim had difficulty in sleeping until
some days into the passage. Close to the reef we saw many birds including boobies and terns. It
was reassuring for Jim to learn by the radio that two large cargo ships had seen us on their radar
but we always kept a 24 hour watch. We had a near miss from a yacht close by one night as it had
no navigation lights. We celebrated our circumnavigation of Australia having previously passed
this way enroute to Bali. After eleven days sailing we dropped anchor in Flying Fish Cove on
Christmas Island. It is a small anchorage and we had some trouble finding space to anchor as there
were already a few yachts there including friends from Darwin. The anchor chain rattled on the
coral. An Australian policeman came aboard and Jim signed the papers to clear us to go ashore.
The small yacht club made us welcome with a BBQ. on the beach. At that time Christmas Island
had no chemist shop so I had to go to the hospital for medication. I had a rash on my bottom from
sitting on wet cockpit cushions. The medication that was given to me was labelled. ‘For Bottom
Fouling of Grotty Yachties’!
27

PDF compression, OCR, web optimization using a watermarked evaluation copy of CVISION PDFCompressor

Morning Tide and her Circumnavigation Adventure

A Blue Footed Booby hitched a ride

Most of Christmas Island is now a National Park and we were fortunate to be taken by a warden
to see the crabs in the rain forest area and migratory birds on the cliffs. Three communities live
on the island Malay, Chinese and Australian and it is governed by West Australia.

BBQ Direction Island.
Marta and Pehr (Cabana) in
the foreground, Ulla and
Dick (Mundi-Mundi) facing

It was a five day sail west to the Cocos Islands where we anchored with eight other yachts in
a bay in the lee of Direction Island. The island is uninhabited and only coconut trees grow along
a lovely sand beach. It was a picture book scene and our first tropical island. The island had been
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used as a communication relay station in the war. All that remained was a water tank and a BBQ
area where yachts would leave a souvenir of their stay. We left a wooden block engraved with the
name Morning Tide.
Joshua Slocum wrote - ‘If there is a heaven on Earth, then it is here on Cocos Keeling’. Home
Island is a short distance from Direction Island and we went by the ferry boat to buy provisions
that had been flown in from Perth.
The former owner of the island, Mr. Clunies Ross had a lovely house built on the island and we
were shown round it by John his son. The library had wooden wall panelling but sadly the building
was deteriorating. We enjoyed John’s hospitality. Back on Direction Island Jim and I had a wedding
anniversary celebration by having a BBQ on the beach with all the yachties. It was hard to leave
Cocos Island but in company with Honey Hush and Mundi Mundi we set sail for Sri Lanka.

Rough weather

We sailed west and then turned north when on the same longitude as Galle. This minimized
the time spent crossing the ITCZ (International Tropical Convergence Zone) or as referred to in
the past, the ‘Doldrums’. The weather was hot and as we neared the convergent zone, the wind
died and it became uncomfortable in the yacht. We sometimes put our feet in a bowl of seawater
to feel a little cooler! Radio contact with other yachts helped to keep up our morale. After nine
days out from Cocos Keeling Jim woke me up to tell me we were crossing the Equator and so
we toasted King Neptune! The weather became sultry and we had monsoonal rain and electrical
storms. Our course was due north through a shipping lane and we saw many container and oil
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ships plying between Singapore and the Arab Peninsula. Approaching Galle we encountered our
first Sri Lankan fishing vessel and could see the island’s lush green vegetation with a backdrop of
mountains. The entrance into Galle harbour was attractive with the old fort buildings and a white
mosque. Honey Hush kindly led us to an anchorage in the inner harbour. We flew our quarantine
burgee for the first time, completed the pratique formalities at the residence of Don Windsor,
agent in Galle.
It was the 18th of September and we stayed in Galle until December when the cyclone season ended.
Sri Lanka was our first experience of a third world country and although there was a war against
the Tamil Tiger separatists there was little evidence in Galle. We travelled around the south of the
beautiful island and felt safe especially as there was a guard on Galle harbour. There were twenty
four yachts waiting for the right time to continue their travels and we shared many happy times.

Nuwaraellya railway
station, Sri Lanka

We went to Colombo by train to watch an international cricket match and to get a visa to visit
India. Another time we went by a hired car with German friends Kate and Ernst (Koller) to see a
wild life park with elephants and many monkeys. The driving on the hair-pin bends of the roads
was full of apprehension as the roads were narrow and the drivers seemed to have great faith by
using their horn to warn any oncoming traffic. At the hill station Nuwaraellya we saw a legacy
of the British rule, a country club called St. Andrews complete with stuffed animal heads gazing
down from the walls of the dining room. Jim attempted to get permission for me to enter but
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he was firmly told “Ladies are not allowed to enter.”From Kandy an old steam train went slowly
up the mountains. A proud uniformed station master waved a flag and rang his bell for the train
entering the station. We caught the train back to Kandy; with the top speed of 32 kilometres per
hour! We passed by many tea plantations on the hill terraces and saw various spices being grown.
In Kandy we saw Elephants at work and our first snake charmer.
In Galle some families lived in humble shacks with no running water but we were impressed
how the school children wore spotless white uniforms. The Windsor family, the port agents,
lived close to the harbour and were employed by the yachts for custom clearance etc. A section
of their house was set aside for a shower and toilet. Sometimes we enjoyed meals cooked by
Mrs. Windsor. I went to some cooking classes in the town and watched the preparation of spices
- an essential part of the dishes. Jim and I attended the Anglican Church at the old Fort in Galle.
The priest Kelty and his wife Arlene were very helpful and gave us a better understanding of
local customs and how to respond to the beggers. Kelty kindly included in the Church services
an English translation and we frequently had to sing the hymn ‘For those in Peril on the Sea’!
The priest’s house was furnished with fine old craftsman made furniture. Most of the islanders
were Buddhists and there were many temples with fine statues of Buddha. Conversations with
people were conducted with head wiggles and the series of sidewise nods which meant neither,
yes or no! We were able to provision with the lovely local fruit and vegetables before leaving
for Cochin, South India.
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We had strong winds for the three days sailing to Cochin, Southern India. The ocean was very
rich with minute organisms resulting in every breaking wave producing showers of sparkling
fluorescence.
We entered Cochin which has a maze of waterways and anchored off the Malabar Hotel.
Clearing in was an exercise in beaurocracy. The Brits invented beaurocracy and the Indians have
perfected it! Ashore we had a splendid lunch in the hotel. Afterwards we motored across to
Balgety Island and anchored close to the Balgety Palace Hotel which is surrounded by a pretty
water way of water hyacinths. The hotel was built by the Dutch in the 18th century for a Rajah
but it is now a government hotel with a restaurant and golf course. They kindly let us have a
large room and provided a Christmas dinner for our group of yachties.
Jim and I were excited that we were joined by our son Alisdair for the Christmas festivities.
Much socializing took place and we had a special Christmas dinner.

Alisdair in the foreground
at Christmas dinner
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Cochin was full of historical buildings built by various nationalities including the Chinese,
Portuguese, Dutch and the British. It has the oldest Jewish Synagogue outside Israel. After Christmas
the town had a big boat race with Snake boats. These were long canoes with up to eighty men in
them and the race was an amazing spectacle.

A Snake Boat

The next day we were treated to another wonderful sight-an Elephant show with a procession
of fifty one Caparisoned elephants. New Year’s Eve was spent having a BBQ. with the other yachts,
later we went on a ferry boat to watch the midnight fireworks and heard all the ships’ sirens
welcoming in the New Year.

Caparisoned Elephants,
Cochin
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We left Cochin harbour on January 2nd and we had good N/E winds to start our crossing of
the Arabian Sea. At night we enjoyed seeing the phosphorescence around the yacht. On the 14th
of January we had a gale with 30+ Winds which lasted until the following night causing a heavy
swell and rough seas.
The next day we experienced a rare sandstorm causing bad visibility so it was a relief later to see
land ahead. We entered Mina Rasut harbour close to the town of Sallalah in Oman. The harbour
was small and it was surrounded by the desert with a backdrop of mountains. A welcome sight
was several of our friends on their yachts. We were ‘cleared in’ by friendly port authorities but we
had to stay on our yacht between 18:00 and 06:00. In the morning we decided to go to Sallalah but
there was no public transport so we had to ask for a ride into the town. We rode in a Mercedes
car driven by an Arab in splendid robes along new roads lined by shops and houses. There were
no women or children in the streets. I was able to buy imported food in the supermarket shop
whilst Jim was busy getting water and fuel on board. Jim also attempted to take a photograph in
the market but hastily put the camera away when a local made a sign of cutting a throat! Some of
our friends departed earlier for Aden. When we went to get our papers from the Port Authorities
before leaving we found that Honey Hush had taken our ship’s papers by mistake. Very fortunately
we were allowed to take their papers and leave. After a rough four days’ sail we thankfully caught
up with Honey Hush in Aden and exchanged our vital documents. Enroute to Aden we caught
several beautifully coloured Dolphin fish. However, I insisted they be returned to the ocean alive.
The town of Aden appeared very bleak with no green vegetation to be seen. A lot of
buildings were in ruins due to a recent civil war and occupation by Russian forces. We were in
the inner harbour with filthy water and oil sticking to the yachts and dinghies. We went ashore
to go to nearby town of Quator to
get our visa for Egypt. A Mercedes
taxi drove us to the Consul office and
the taxi driver told us that he drove
taxis in New York, his name was
Hussein. His hair was orange from a
henna dye and we were informed he
had three wives but was without one
at the present! After getting our visa
Aden

we went on to visit the local markets
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which were fascinating. Kat a local narcotic was on sale. The people were diverse in that some
wore Arab dress and others Western clothes. We were able to buy fresh vegetables and fruit.
Hussein then drove us to the Aden ancient water tanks where the Queen of Sheba is reputed
to have bathed and in the local museum we saw old marble statues dated about 5AD. and lovely
old gold jewellery. Visiting a local bank was an interesting experience. The local currency was
being exchanged from Dinar to Rials or vice versa. It was unusual to watch bank notes being
thrown away amid a great deal of anger from the local people. Thankfully our U.S. dollars
were very welcome.
At the end of the week we were ready to depart and fully provisioned with food, water and
fuel for the Red Sea. In company with two other yachts Koller and Das- Sen -Wir we sailed
through the Straits of Bel ad Mandeb (Gates of Hell). At first the winds were favourable and in
the distance we could see the N/W tip of Africa. Later the strong winds came from the north
and the seas became lumpy, so we sheltered behind Zugar Island. There were a few Dhows
fishing nearby. The next day Jim repaired ‘Gertie’ our Fleming self-steering wind gear and later
we went ashore for a short walk. The land was desolate and strewn with big volcanic rocks. As
we left the island ‘Das-Sen Wir’s engine stopped so we towed her out until we were both clear
of the island. The wind was light and we motored for the next twenty four hours. Dhows were
crossing from Ethiopia to Yemen and oil tankers and container ships continually heading north
or south. A favourable N/West wind enabled us to sail the next two days and hug the east coast
of north Africa but then the wind changed to N/East we had to motor again in lumpy seas. It
was mainly day sailing from then on, anchoring overnight in marsas. Marsas are inlets sheltered
by coral reefs and bays and close to the north/south coastal road. Anchoring in a marsa for an
overnight stay using old British Admiralty charts was stressful. Alan Lucas had written a limited
cruising guide some years earlier. Typical of the Brit publishing company they had insisted it be
written for a north to south passage.
It was essential to arrive at an anchorage no later than 14:00 hours. Any time later made eyeball
navigation difficult because of the sun’s low altitude. Generally the entrance to the Marsa ran
east/west, with side branches before the preferred location for anchoring. Jim would be astride
the spreaders to direct me on the helm to find our way into the anchorage. We left early in the
morning when there was sufficient light to safely navigate through the reef. We were tired and
dispirited with the slow progress. According to weather records we should have benefitted from
southerly winds as far north as Port Sudan.
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Through haze we could see the mountains of Ethiopia. All the time going up the Red Sea we
had radio skeds with our friends. We exchanged information about the weather and the anchorages
which was helpful and reassuring.
Suakin was our first harbour and a large Arab ship was at anchor. It left to take pilgrims across
the sea to Jeddah. The next morning we waited two hours in the Immigration office and were given
coffee. Later that day we were granted permission to see the town. We first went to the small market
with little produce and bought a few vegetables and pitta bread. There was no grass or trees to be
seen and few cars. There were a few donkey carts, camels and goats. People were living in poverty but
we were impressed by the smart uniforms of schoolgirls. Their teacher was friendly but an Arab man
turned us away from the school class and certainly didn’t want us to take any photos. Returning to
our boat we passed through the impressive ruins of the old city with fallen walls of clay red bricks.
Five other yachts left with us to go on to Port Sudan. We motored the 60 kilometres from
Suakin to the port and had to pass reefs and two wrecks before we anchored. Jim went ashore to
clear in but was not allowed to pass through a gate guarded by a soldier. After several attempts
we reluctantly had to employ an agent (US $50) to process our papers. The water was very clear
and there were several diving boats for charter. The buildings were dilapidated and in the market
there was a shortage of flour. People were queuing up to buy bread. Some African boys were very
helpful with our shopping but refused a tip for their trouble. The boys said they were Christian
and were named Michael and Gabriel. Angels!
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The weather was very mixed mostly with strong
winds from the North as we sailed up the Red Sea. Jim
and I both had colds which made us feel rather low
and we were glad to reach Hurghada, our first town in
Egypt. We went ashore and shopped in the local bazaar
which had fresh vegetables and fruit. We also bought
some jewellery - ignorant as to the true value! We were
eager to set off to get to Suez but for a week the winds
were too strong for us to leave and as the days passed we
became frustrated at the delay. We had two anchors out
to secure the yacht. I had been careful in washing fruit
and vegetables bought in the markets but we still had
cockroaches on board. We fumigated the yacht using
chemical ‘bombs’ which were successful in eliminating
Suakin

the insects and their eggs. At last the weather forecast

was favourable and we left in company with four other yachts. The first day we made good
progress but the following day a strong North wind meant that we had to tack and sail across east
towards Tor Sinai. We passed oil rigs and the town of Tor Sinai which looked prosperous with
new buildings. We sailed back across the channel and spent a rolly night in Ras Shulmer, an oilfield
harbour. The next day towards evening we had further strong winds and we were again passing
through the October Oilfield on the Sinai side. Some
disused rigs were unlit and we passed uncomfortable
close at night. At last dawn arrived and a large group
of migratory storks flew over us heading to Europe.
We returned to the Egyptian side of the Red Sea and
two days later we were near Port Suez. Traversing the
shipping channel was made more difficult because any
VHF radio call from us to a merchant ship was either
ignored or they played back music. We were relieved
to hear on the VHF radio that the agent The Prince of
the Red Sea would come out to Morning Tide to guide
us into the Suez Yacht Club. Followed by friends in
Oil rig

Drummer we crossed the shipping channel in between
37

PDF compression, OCR, web optimization using a watermarked evaluation copy of CVISION PDFCompressor

Morning Tide and her Circumnavigation Adventure

large container and oil ships. The engine stopped on Drummer just as we were off the Newport
Rock and it was becoming dark. Fortunately Andre the skipper managed to get the engine going
again and when the channel was clear we entered the canal and tied up between two buoys at the
Suez yacht club.
The Prince of the Red Sea presented us with a box of cakes! We slept well and the next day
we went ashore to the club to do washing and then went shopping. The French influence was
notable in the houses-two storied buildings with pink stone walls red tiles and green shutters
at the windows. The trees lining the roads were clipped into round shapes but the pavements
were broken and the streets dirty. The shops sold familiar brands such as Cadbury, Kleenex and
Nescafe and we also bought excellent fruit and vegetables. In Suez we caught a bus to Cairo,
a two hour ride along a good dual carriageway with little traffic. The only dwellings we saw
in the desert were army camps. On our way to visit the Cairo Museum Jim and I were stopped
in the street by a well-dressed man who offered to come with us to show us the way. Before
we knew where we were, we had entered his ‘Uncle’s’ shop and left later after purchasing
bottles of perfume!
Heavy police presence at the museum was due to a bomb blast at the Pyramids by Moslem
extremists. We enjoyed seeing the museum’s amazing treasures again, having once seen them earlier
when on long service leave. We walked to find the famous Shepherd’s Hotel. I was disappointed
that a new hotel had been built in 1957 as the original had been destroyed by fire. Back at the
yacht club Jim settled our fees for the Suez Canal US$140 dollars and we got our passports back
from ‘The Prince of the Red Sea. ’
The next morning a pilot boat arrived and a pilot transferred to our yacht. Ali a devout Muslim
recounted his dismay at seeing a lady wearing brief clothing on his previous trip. Motoring along
the canal we had a 2 knot current to help us make good time to the Great Bitter Lakes where there
were fishing boats with large nets and a lot of various ships at anchor. That night we anchored in
Ismailah harbour and on Ali’s departure we gave him a present of money and cigarettes.
The next morning our second pilot Abdullah arrived. He was not so pleasant and immediately
asked for fruit, cigarettes etc. We explained that an Australian custom required a present to be a
surprise. Abdullah’s present was a wrapped gift in the cabin and would be given to him on leaving
the boat. This satisfied him. Just 10 kilometres from Port Said we had some bad moments as our
engine suddenly stopped and Jim had to act quickly to anchor near the edge of the canal. A friend
Don in the following yacht Whooshee slowed down to offer assistance but thankfully the engine
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restarted. It was dusk when we reached Port Said and the pilot left and then police boarded us.
We had some hassle with them but after giving them some cigarettes we were able to go on our
way and into the Mediterranean Sea. We had a sixty day passage up the Red Sea, a friend once said
that we could have walked it in less time! However we did not want to be in the Mediterranean
before April. Entering the Mediterranean was exciting and the anxieties of the Red Sea soon faded.
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MEDITERRANEAN TO ENGLAND

Shoreham
Plymouth
Le Havre

Paris

Port Said

We sailed north towards Israel and we were soon called up on the VHF radio by the Israeli
authorities. Our yacht was kept under surveillance by radar until we reached Tel-Aviv Marina two
days later. Shortly after our arrival Shlomit and Azriel greeted us in the marina. We had first met
their yacht Freedom in Sri Lanka on their return journey home to Israel.
The next day was the Jewish Passover and we were kindly invited to our friend’s parent’s
home and share their traditional meal. Twenty five family members sat round a table to partake
of the meal. We were made very welcome and felt privileged to have been invited to share in
their celebration. After the meal there was singing and dancing which we enjoyed a special and
treasured memory. The next day was a public holiday and we walked along a promenade to the Old
Jaffa harbour which was filled with fishing boats and yachts. We were interested to see the artists’
quarter with lovely pottery and silverwork for sale. Another day we were on an early bus to go
to Nazareth. The bus was full with young soldiers- men and women returning for duty after the
holiday. It was April and the countryside was green with flowering eucalyptus trees and large areas
of citrus, almond and olive trees. In Nazareth we were fascinated to walk along narrow lanes of
houses and shops and felt that the area had not changed since Biblical times. In contrast we visited
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the modern Church of the Annunciation which was completed in 1966. Mosaic pictures of Mary
by different international artists were impressive. After seeing some more churches we caught a
bus down to Tiberius which is two hundred metres below sea level. On the way we passed through
pretty country of the State Forest and green rolling hills and passed the town of Cana. Tiberius is
a popular holiday resort by the Lake of Galilee and we enjoyed having lunch on the shore of the
lake before returning to Tel-Aviv, where we prepared for the sail to Cyprus.

Welcome Swallow (Abo ve); Jewish Pass-Over (Below)

We had a rough two day sail to Cyprus with a short steep
sea so we were relieved to arrive in Larnaca Marina. After
visits from Port officials we moved to the visitor’s jetty and
were alongside friends on Whooshee and Milanion. We
then were lifted out of the water onto the ‘hard’.
We enjoyed our stay in Larnaca, everyone was friendly
and we welcomed the hot showers, washing machines,
fish and chips and English beer. The facilities in the town
were influenced by the past and present British presence in
Cyprus. On the Sunday it was the Greek Orthodox Easter
and Jim and I walked to the main old church of Saint Lazarus.
A large crowd celebrated midnight mass and afterwards with
the bells ringing crowds milled out into the streets with
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candles. Celebrations continued with traditional feasts of barbecued lamb (To Arni). The next day was
May 1st a holiday and we had the Red Arrow R. A. F. display over the town. Nine planes did acrobatically
feats and left vapour trials in the colours of red, white and blue. Jim worked hard repairing the ravages
of the Red Sea and anti-fouled the boat. I joined a keep-fit class with other cruising ladies. One day I
caught the bus to Limassol which had a few old buildings but most of the town had been developed
for tourists. Jim and I enjoyed eating out in Larnaca and in one restaurant we met a couple who had
retired from their own restaurant in Blackpool and for the last seven years had eaten in this one in
Larnaca! We hired a Mini-Moke car for the day to drive up to the Trodos mountains. It was cold and
wet and we drove along the zigzag roads to Kykko which is the largest monastery in Cyprus.

Kykko Monastery

The monastery was built in the 12th century by Byzantine Emperors and is rich with treasures.
The scenery and the buildings were impressive. Archbishop Makarios is buried in the grounds.
Twenty four yachts had been in contact with us by radio or at anchorages since leaving Sri Lanka
for Cyprus. We had called our group’ The International Cruising Club. ’ A large number in this
group gathered in Larnaca for the last time to say farewell before departing for various destinations.
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Jim and I left for Turkey and two days later we
entered the harbour of Kemer in South Turkey.
It was mid-May and there was snow on the peaks
of the inland mountains. The marina staff were
friendly and we soon had clearance into Turkey. The
following day we were on a bus to Antalya along the
coast road. The original harbour had been built by
the Romans and there were interesting old houses
in Antalya and a large statue of Ataturk the founder
of modern Turkey. Back in Kemer it was market day
and we bought some lovely cherries and apricots.
We had an enjoyable sail from Kemer to the bay
Cavus Liman along a beautiful coast with cliffs and
pine covered mountains. A swim in the sea was brief
as the water was cold. At a local restaurant we had
Myra

a lamb dish which was cooked in a clay pot, the pot
was then broken in order for us to eat the lovely
meal. In Finike we saw for sale handmade carpets,
the first of many carpets we saw in Turkey! We had
to buy one. Our next anchorage for a few days was
the best in Turkey. It was Kekova Roads and the
anchorage was in a bay called Gokkaya Lima behind
the islands of Ashil Adasi and Kisneli Adasi. Our
friends Rosie and Andre on Drummer joined us in
the anchorage. Jim and I dinghied ashore and we
had a walk over the ruins of stone buildings and
along a path used by the goat herds.
We met a Turkish couple gathering wild herbs. The
land was covered with marquis and olive trees. I was
excited to see tortoises ambling along and butterflies
on the wildflowers. On our return to Morning Tide
we had a swim as the weather was warming up.

Turkish couple gathering herbs
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Kastellorizo

Kastellorizo (Left),
Mediterranean
mooring with stern
anchor

A minibus called a dolmus took us to the town of Demre an hour’s journey away. On the bus the local
people were taking their farm produce to sell in the town market. In the valleys we saw the plastic
sheeted sheds where much of the produce was grown. We walked down the main street in Demre
to the Saint Nicolas Church. The saint had been canonized in the fourth century and because of
his good works he was called Santa Claus. It was a further 2 kilometre walk to Myra where Lucian
tombs are carved out in the cliffs. They overlooked a large Roman theatre with large granite stone
columns. We were so impressed with all the ancient remains that we saw in Turkey.
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We had a calm sea the next day and motored west
to the Greek island of Kastellorizo. We anchored in
the pretty harbour with our bows to the quay and
an aluminium ladder with plywood insert served as
substitute’ passerole’ to enable us to get ashore.
On the quayside there were restaurant tables
in place. When our friend’s Andre and Rosie on
Drummer arrived their yacht’s long bowsprit swept across the quay knocking the tables, cutlery
and some plates into the water. What mayhem! We dined that evening at the restaurant to try to
placate the owner.
We needed to change money into Drachmas so Jim went to the bank. He decided to try out
his Greek, he had spent five years struggling to learn the Greek language at evening classes. In the
bank he was informed his pronunciation was excruciating. The teller was a Greek from Melbourne!
Jim never tried his Greek again!
The island of Kastellorizo was bombed in the world war but now there are new buildings and
restoration of old houses. Several well-known Greek families migrated to Perth from the island. It
was a surprise to meet a Perth friend Joanne on an archaeology dig. We walked up the hills and came
to the ruins of an old monastery and from there we had a lovely view across to the Turkish coast.
The land was barren and rocky but goats were grazing and we saw small wildflowers and butterflies.
We sailed back to Turkey and from the harbour of Gocek we went by bus to Fethiye. It is a large
town which was rebuilt after an earthquake in the 1950’s. The international airport at Dalmatia is
nearby for tourists. We went to the seafront and met Andre and Rosie at the marina. We all walked to
the market to buy fruit and vegetables. We enjoyed the lovely cherries. At the post office we collected
letters which had been sent poste restante from Perth.
It was always a joy to get letters with home news.
The scenery was beautiful along this Turkish coast
with the azure blue of the Mediterranean Sea and the
tree clad mountains with scent of Pine and Thyme. Many
old ruins of monasteries and castles were to be seen. Jim
hired a small boat so we could go across the Ekincik Bay
to the mouth of the Dalyan River. The former harbour of
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Caunos is silted up so we had to meander through high reeds for an hour to reach the ruins of Caunos
which was founded in 3500BC. We saw rock tombs dating from this time. It was a very hot day and we
enjoyed a swim when we returned to Morning Tide. We experienced our first Meltemi wind sailing
to Bodrum. A strong North West wind increased to gale force when we were sailing past the island of
Kos. Jim had to make several sail changes until we had only the storm sail up. We were wet and tired
when we arrived in the Bodrum Marina that evening. The next morning we went to the 14th century
crusaders’ castle with flags of the Knights of St. John in the hall. With Rosie a friend on Drummer I had
the experience of a Turkish bath. The building was crowded. A jolly and big Turkish lady told us to lay
on warm marble slabs. Our skin was thoroughly scrubbed and this was followed by a hefty massage.
The next day our friends went to Kos but we went south to anchor in English harbour so called as
it was used in the war for English torpedo boats. It was a pretty and sheltered anchorage. A Gullet,
(pronounced goolay) a traditional Turkish timber vessel, named Mikado was anchored next to us. The
owners were a family from Istanbul and we were invited to have coffee with them. They told us that
the Turkish President had a holiday house on the beach. Later we were invited to their home in Istanbul.
Coketme was our next anchorage and the owner of a restaurant Captain Ibrahim offered us a lift
in his van to Milas. Early the next morning his chef drove the van along an unmade coastal road and
then turned north onto a bitumen road up to Milas. We passed farmers using donkeys and horses
in the fields and others driving tractors. The valleys were fertile with crops of olives and many
vegetables. Milas had a big market and we bought a lovely Kilim carpet which had been locally made.
We enjoyed the drive through the lovely pine clad mountains. Our next stop was Gumuslu which

Bodrum,
Book exchange
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Ephesus, Selsus Library

An Ephesus Dunny

was the ancient harbour of Mindus and in Roman times Cassius and Brutus stayed here after the
assassination of Caesar. We could see an old jetty in the clear water and no building development is
allowed in the town. A Meltemi wind blew at full strength so we stayed on and visited the old 14th
century Greek Church which is now an art gallery. The following day the Meltemi was still blowing
so we caught a dolmus to Bodrum. In Bodrum we phoned our daughter Judy who was joining us
later in the month. On our return we saw some bush fires caused by the Meltemi. It was now July
and the weather was hot with the temperature in the 30s. A lot of Turkish people had holiday villas
on the coast but there were some concrete eyesores of unfinished hotels in the bays. We arrived in
the large town of Kusadasi and stayed in the marina. Jim was busy for a few days doing maintenance
work and I went shopping, swapped books and gossiped!
Early one morning we set
off and boarded a dolmus to
reach Ephesus before the tourist
crowds arrived. The dolmus took
us to the Ephesus turn off on the
Secuk road and we walked about
a1km along a shady avenue to
the site. The whole site was very
impressive especially the restored
Selsus library.
Gallipoli
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Along the marble street there was a row of Roman toilets. A large Roman theatre was where
Saint Paul preached and further away in the grounds we saw St. Mary’s Church which had been
built in the Emperor Constantine’s time. Ephesus was a wonderful site to see.
The next day was another special sightseeing expedition as we went north to visit Gallipoli.
We caught a coach to the harbour town of Canakkale. Ferries ply the Dardanelles, crossing from
Canakkale to Gallipoli. At an office called Anzac House we booked a tour for the following day. We
spent the night in a nearby hotel and in the morning joined a group of twenty five young people who
were from Australia, New Zealand and the U. K. On the ferry our English guide told us the history
of the area. Leaving the boat, we first visited a 15th century castle and then on to see the battlefields
and Gallipoli beach. The whole place is a National Park and it was well kept. Everyone was respectful
in the cemetery and we were moved
to see the care of the graves. On the
Lone Pine Memorial there was the
name Putt. We saw the large bronze
statue of Ataturk which had his
famous words inscribed about the
Australian soldiers at Gallipoli.
Leaving the tour we caught a
crowded coach for the six hour
journey to Istanbul. We were now
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Istanbul

in Europe and from the coach we saw farming country. The wheat crop had been harvested and
we saw other fields of lovely sunflowers (for canola oil) and potatoes, corn, tomatoes and melons.
We crossed back to Asia and as we neared Istanbul the land became industrial with many factoriestextiles, engineering etc. It was night time when we arrived in the city and we quickly found a
hotel near the University. Wewere able to walk in the morning to the Archaeological museum
with its wonderful collection of Greek and Roman statues and beautiful tiled walls. Our next
visit was to the Topkapi palace built in the 16th century
by the Sultan Suleiman. The palace is a huge structure
which housed 5, 000 people. In the kitchens was a rare
collection of Chinese porcelain and also relics of the

Mum and Daughter

Greek Orthodox Church Procession
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prophet Mohammed. Long queues of tourists were outside the Harem so we gave that a miss. It
was good to walk in the grounds which were well shaded by big trees and we had lunch overlooking
the Bosporus River. The number one tourist destination is the Blue Mosque which has six minarets.
Removing our shoes we went inside where two students proudly told us the history of the mosque.
The Turkish family that we had met on their Gullet lived in an outer suburb of Istanbul so we
went to their house by taxi. After an enjoyable afternoon we walked 8 kilometres back along the river
bank to our hotel. Our last day in Istanbul was a Sunday and we found the covered bazaar closed so
we went on to see St. Sophia’s church which is now a museum with fine mosaics. A tram took us
on to Emnom at the tip of the Golden Horn and from there we went by ferry across the Bosporus.
On a Sunday afternoon many Turkish families promenade along the waterfront, so we did likewise.
Men and boys were fishing and a few swam in the murky and choppy waters of the Bosporus River.
Passing a restaurant we saw a wedding celebration with the bride wearing a fantastic crinoline dress.
Walking on we saw an enterprising fisherman smoking fish in a boat alongside the jetty. Jim could not
resist buying a smoked fish sandwich, which he enjoyed. Catching the return ferry we saw dolphins
playing in the water so the river couldn’t have been too polluted.
Leaving Istanbul we had a ten hour bus journey south to Izmir and then back the next day
to Kusadasi. We were delighted to have Judy come to meet us at the marina and we soon left to
sail to the Greek island of Samos. We motor sailed and it took us five hours to reach the town of
Pithogoria and anchor in the bay to the sounds of "Zorba the Greek" being played on a tourist boat.
It was a national holiday to celebrate the liberation from the Turkish occupation in 1829. In
the morning the church bells were rung and a brass band played for a procession of military men,
civic and church leaders marching through the streets. The next day a brisk sail took us to the
island of Gaidharos and we anchored in the port of S. Giorgio. The small harbour and village had
a few tavernas and a chapel nestled in the hillside.
We walked to the village and over the hills to the west side of the island. The country was
rocky with sparse vegetation. The beach was deserted and we had a lovely swim. Returning to the
bay there was action in the harbour. The Samos ferry and an oil tanker were due to enter and we
needed to re anchor. We went ashore and enjoyed a good meal of tender octopus with a bottle of
white Cypriot wine. Arki was our next island and this was also barren land with few inhabitants.
Again we enjoyed swimming and eating calamari. Patmos was a much larger and busy island.
There were many boats anchored in Scala harbour. We had a memorable visit to the 11th century
monastery situated high on a hill and amongst a village of old houses. In the monastery there were
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old parchments, jewels and robes
on display. We walked down to a
chapel in a cave where Saint John
is said to have written the book
of Revelation in the Bible. On
returning to our boat a departing
French yacht cut our stern anchor
rope with his propeller. The crew
had lost attention in handling
their yacht as they were too
Corinth Canal

busy waving ‘adieu’! The French

captain was apologetic and invited us to see him in Paris! We never did meet him again. We were
sad to farewell Judy at the ferry in Pithogoria as she had to go back to Kusadasi to fly home to
Australia – it had been great to have her company.
The Meltemi blew continuously during the next week. We took shelter in a bay off Fourni
Island. Ashore there were many naked bodies-‘hippies’ relaxing on the beach. One lady we met
was complaining she had to return to Germany as she simply had nothing to wear for a wedding!
The young people were living in grass huts and tents. We waited for the wind to moderate and
then we sailed on to the island of Mikonos. It was a rough trip and we used the self-steering gear
to prevent fatigue. In the process of anchoring at Mikonos the self -steering gear ‘Gertie ’hit
a solid mooring buoy and the paddle shaft was bent. Mikonos did have a resident boilermaker
and fortunately the problem was able to be fixed. On the island we went to a beach tavern to
celebrate our 35th wedding anniversary. The frequently photographed, five windmills, stood over
the harbour and there was a marked presence of ‘gay’ people. The next few days we motor sailed
to the small islands of Kynthos and Paros and finally entered the port of Piraeus (for Athens).
It was hot so we decided not to go into Athens as we had previously visited the city. We had received
a letter from son Alisdair telling us that he and Kathy were planning to marry in Sydney in September.
We therefore amended our future plans and decided to leave our boat in France and fly home for the
wedding. To shorten the distance to go to France we would go through the Corinth canal.
It was 7p.m. on Tuesday before we were able to depart and transit the canal. We followed a
large ship and chugged slowly through the canal with its awesome sheer cliff sides. It is probably
the most expensive canal to transit, certainly more expensive than the Panama Canal.
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The sun was setting as we exited the canal and motored the mile south to Corinth harbour. We
squeezed into a space assisted by a local boat that kindly helped us with our mooring lines. We
went ashore to the new Corinth town which replaced the old one destroyed by an earthquake in
the 1950’s. A pleasant atmosphere was present with people promenading in the cool evening. It
was an early morning start to catch a local bus to visit Delphi.
The bus drove up and round hairpin bends on the road to the town. We then walked along an
avenue to the ancient site on the side of Mt. Parnassos. The most prized exhibit in the museum
was the bronze Charioteer made about 400BC. Close to the large stadium and theatre we saw the
large rock of Sibyl from which the mythical Sibyl of Delphi is said to have delivered her oracles.
A few columns remained of the Temple of Apollo and the site had wonderful views across to the
Corinth Bay. The following night we anchored in the busy Patras harbour. Jim was woken up by
splashing in the water caused by the frolics of a seal. Later a fisherman told us that the seal was a
rare Monk seal. Maybe it had found a partner!
The coast was very attractive with pine clad mountains. We passed the main harbour with an
old Venetian fort. Two American Warships were at anchor when we entered the Gouvia marina.
We were having difficulty in deciding where to leave Morning Tide in France before returning
home for Alisdair’s wedding. Alongside us at anchor in Levkas was a French sailor. We mentioned

Delphi
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our dilemma about the best location for leaving Morning Tide. We added that earlier advice had
suggested Cape Darg. He replied “Non Messieurs’, Cape Darg! That’s where the wind throws stones!
Leave it to me and I will find a better place.” Later he returned with his friend’s advice to go into
Martigues. Sadly we never met again to say how appreciative we were of his excellent advice.
We entered Corfu for the formalities of ‘clearing out’ of Greece. Corfu was a great disappointment.
The marina facilities were run down and dirty. We were fortunate to meet an Englishman on
holiday who offered us the use of the toilet and shower in his rented accommodation.
Departing Corfu we sailed south past Paxi then westward. Our next destination was Italy.
We would have liked to have visited Venice and the Croatian Coast but the civil war then in
progress would have deemed it unsafe.
During the next two days the winds were variable and I was feeling low wishing for a break
from sailing. Barren mountains were at the ‘boot’ of Italy and there were a few townships with
sandy beaches on the coast. We rounded Cape Spartivento, the southern tip, and went into a new
harbour of Saline Ionche. Ioniche was empty with the exception of a few fishing boats. The next
day we motored the 30 kilometres to the harbour of Reggio Calabria on the ‘southern tip’ of Italy.
We were fortunate to meet a young Italian couple, and sought their advice. We were undecided
whether to sail north up the west coast of Italy or visit Sardinia and Corsica. In the event we chose
Sicily, Sardinia and Corsica since we had previously visited Italy and Jim’s cousin John in Milan.
Our new friends agreed.

Bastia. Vieu Porte.
The surge and relying on a
stern anchor
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Enroute to Sicily we could see Mount Etna with smoke coming from its crater and we had the
excitement of going through the Straights of Messina (Charybdis). This meant a fast sail due to
the overfalls caused by the meeting of the waters of the Tyrrhenian and Ionian seas. We enjoyed
our stay in Milazzo and Cefalu and would have liked to have visited Palermo and stayed longer but
were anxious about time and the desire to be back home in time for Alisdair and Kathy’s wedding.
We departed Milazzo and headed north passing the Aijan islands of Vulcano, Lipari and
Stromboli. The weather was deteriorating and we were glad to arrive in La Coletta southern
Sardinia. The town had medieval buildings, cobbled streets and a 12th century cathedral. We had
to climb up a steep hill to see a fort and the remains of a Greek temple to Diana. We enjoyed
the local food particularly pizzas! The continuing bad weather forced us to stay a few days and
then we left to sail on to Porto Cervo. It was now the end of September and the winds were
strong and the temperature cooler. The marina was in the opulent Costa Esmeralda yacht club.
Jim visited the clubhouse and asked if he could use their photocopier to copy a chart. Their
faces were a picture - as no one copied charts, charts were purchased! We met a lovely Scottish
couple, the husband a retired deep sea professional fisherman. They had a ‘time share’ villa
and they kindly drove us around the island. The area is beautiful with a dramatic backdrop of
mountains and the development by the Aga Khan and his associate’s works well with buildings
blending into the landscape.
We departed Sardinia in company with Thopaga a French yacht sailed by Gerald and Danielle.
The passage across the strait was uncomfortable and we were pleased to seek refuge in Bastia,
capital of Corse (Corsica). The harbour (vieu Porte) was overcrowded and the only space we could
make fast was just inside the harbour entrance with a stern anchor to keep us off the stone jetty.
The surge was violent and little sleep was possible. Added to this were the many, many chiming
clocks that surround Bastia Harbour, all chiming at different times.
Bastia is an amazing place; we were surrounded in the harbour by tall houses some seven stories
tall. Many of these were built in the Genoese style [as early as the15th century] with shingle
roofs and pink and yellow walls. We were woken in the morning by the clamour of bells being
rung in the large cathedral. Large ferry boats were leaving to go to Marseilles and Italy. The wind
strengthened and gales were forecast and as the swell increased in the harbour we motored out in
company with Thopaga. We headed north and entered the marina of Toga. The wind gusts were
now 40 to 50 knots and we were pleased we had decided to move to the secure shelter of Toga.
Our French friends came with us on a bus ride to a pretty fishing village called Erbalunga.
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We walked up the hillside and saw a
large Benedictine monastery and enjoyed
a picnic lunch with our new friends,
Danielle and Gerard.
The next day was a rough sail round Cape
Corse and then it fell calm during the night.
We caught sight of a whale in the Bay of
Anges and were told it was a conservation
area with about sixteen whales.
On passage to Antibes we had a close call. It was night and on watch I became aware of a series
of vertical lights on a boat that appeared to be on a converging course to ours. Jim was asleep below
but I called him on deck. Fortunately he realized the lights meant that a vessel was under tow. The
towing boat made no effort to change course or make radio contact so we suspected that they had
not seen our masthead light.
The following day we arrived off Antibes harbour, France and sought permission to enter and make
fast. Our VHF radio calls were ignored by the authorities. We soon came to realise how important it
was to attempt to start a conversation in French, then it was acceptable to revert to English.
Fortunately Gerard and Danielle arranged a pen for us in their yacht club of Juan les Pins. That
night there was a severe thunderstorm so we were glad to be in the club. Jim had his first experience
with French open public toilets. The town Antibes has an impressive entrance to the harbour – An
arch in a stone wall. Gerard and Danielle took us to a huge supermarket with a tremendous selection
of food. We bought in addition to food, a fan heater for the boat, since the weather was cold with
winter on its way. We went to the train station, I took the train to visit Nice whilst Jim went off to
arrange for our stay at Porte Sec, Martiques.
In the main street of Nice I was thrilled to find a Marks and Spencer’s shop. I bought some
English food including Stilton, Jim’s favourite cheese. I then went and enjoyed visits to two art
museums, the Modern Art and Marc Chagall’s museum with its beautiful stained glass windows.
Returning to Antibes, snow could be seen on the mountains. We had to delay our departure
for few days due to the bad weather. Danielle kindly drove us to see the lovely village of St. Paul.
There we visited the Foundation of Maeght - a garden with sculptures by Joan Miro surrounded
by cypress trees on a hillside.
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We said au-revoir to Gerard and Danielle and departed Antibes. We didn’t know then that we
would meet two years later in Trinidad.
It was a brisk sail along the coast passing Cannes and Le Tropez to a new marina at Cavalaire
sur Mer. We enjoyed a lovely walk recommended by the tourist bureau.
The walk took us over a cliff path by pine trees, marquis and heather.
It was a short sail to Porquerolles an island which is a National Park. The island is a popular
summer place with ferries bringing holidaymakers from the mainland. We stayed at the yacht club
and the island reminded us of Rottnest with bikes for hire and a holiday ambience. We had strong
winds on leaving the island and the seas were ‘peu agitate’. Passing the island of Embiez we were
relieved to sail into the Gulf of Lyons and calmer waters. We had a berth in the yacht club in Port
de Pointe Rouge south of Marseille for the night.
The next morning we entered the Gulf de Fos, passing the Isle d’Ife, famous for its connection
with the book, The Count of Monte Cristo.’ We entered the canal leading to Martigues and Etang
de Berre. On the way we passed an oil refinery and power station. We sailed under a traffic bridge
with an enormous span and finally arrived at the marina, Port au Sec (Marina on dry land).

The French Riveria
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Provence

It was mid-October and many boats had been left there for the winter. The boat owners would
fly/drive from all parts of Europe and Easter time was preparation for the summer. Come summer,
they would return and sail for the duration of their annual leave before returning home and
repeating the routine the following year.
We were quickly and efficiently lifted out by a travel lift and placed at the far end of the
crowded area which meant a fair walk to the office and toilets. However we had electricity, water
and privacy! A little bus took us for a ten minute ride to the town of Martigues which had a weekly
market. At the end of the week the weather became cold with the Mistral wind. The new heater
was appreciated and we wore more clothes. Arrangements were made for posting home unwanted
charts and also our flights to Perth. Jim took valuable equipment off Morning Tide to be stored
in the safety of a nearby chandlery and secured the yacht. We caught a train to Le Havre via Paris
and crossed the channel to England to fly back to Perth. It was great to be with family again and
in December we all flew to Sydney to celebrate Alisdair and Kathy’s wedding. On returning to WA
we stayed with Ian and Anita in Bunbury until we returned to Martigues in March 1994.
Lovely sunshine greeted us in Martigues and at the railway station we saw spring flowers
including the lovely blue iris. We were relieved to see that Morning Tide was none the worse for
being left for four months. However there was a problem finding the gear that had been placed
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in store. The ownership of the chandlery had changed. That night Jim found a door unlocked
and located the missing gear in the rear of the shop. The following day he asked if he could look
around and rediscovered the gear!
Over Easter we had cold weather with the Mistral wind. A German yachting couple kindly took
us in their car to Arles on Easter Sunday and the town was crowded with visitors to the market and
the bullfight in the old arena. The houses were attractive with painted pink walls and pantile roofs
and cherry blossom flowering in the gardens. Back in Martigues we prepared to transit the French
waterways. Fortunately, adjoining the marina there was a trucking company. They agreed to initially
store and then truck the mast and all unwanted heavy gear to Le Havre given forty eight hours’ notice
of our arrival in Le Havre. With so much gear taken off the boat we were now able to motor through
the freshwater rivers and canals with a minimum depth of 1. 8m. Tyres, barge boards and tarps’ were
placed to protect the yacht’s topsides whilst transiting the locks. I did the provisioning at the large
supermarket in town. Our sailing friends Cora and Alan Kiel, owners of Wye Knot, arrived to join
us to go through France. We spent a day visiting Marseilles and enjoyed seeing the old harbour and
the Cathedral.
We finished our preparations and on the 18th April, Morning Tide went back into the water.
The next day we left Martigues early and motored along the canal and into the Gulf de Fos. The sea
was calm so we made good time to arrive in Port St. Louis and tie up at the harbour. The Captainaire
spoke good English and arranged for us to go through the first lock on the river Rhone at 9 a.m.

Martigues Market Day
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There were about 180 locks to be navigated between the Mediterranean Sea and the English
Channel. There were only a few boats to be seen as we motored up the wide estuary of the Rhone.
Our first overnight stay was in the centre of Arles and tied up at a pontoon amongst other yachts.
Movement of yachts was only permitted between 06:00 and 18:00 hours. We borrowed bikes from
a Finnish yacht to fetch fuel from a Shell garage and later the yacht’s couple came on board to give
us information about good stops along the river and the canals. We had a guide with distances and
locks marked on a map. The next morning we left early again passing the town of Tarascon with an
imposing fort on the river bank and arrived at a spectacular dam and hydro-electric power station
at Villabreges. We were the only boat to enter. It took fifteen minutes to fill with water gushing
in the open valves and with relief we finally emerged into daylight.
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Avignon

It was a cold day and rain started as we neared Avignon. We passed the famous bridge or rather
the remains of it and tied up to a pontoon. We had difficulty in securing our lines due to the
rapidly flowing river caused by the recent heavy rain. Close by were the imposing large buildings
of the 14th century palace built for the Popes. The streets had cobbled stones and were lined
with fine old buildings such as the cathedral and the former Pope’s home now a grand hotel. A
group of Frenchmen played Boules alongside the ramparts. Leaving Avignon we had a sunny
day to motor through the Provençal countryside passing some lovely chateaus and arriving at
Caderrousse. The lock keeper spoke to us on the radio and told us to follow a commercial barge
[a peniche] into the lock. There was no problem as by now Cora, Alan and I had become familiar
with the routine of securing the lines to bollards.
Jim had the tricky job of manoeuvring the yacht.
At night no traffic was allowed on the French
waterways so we had to reach our destinations by
5p.m. The lock keepers started at 8a.m.
In St. Etienne-des Sorts we had to wait
sometime for the shops to open as all the village
Boules

people were at a local funeral. The village was
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pretty with vines on the hillside and in the gardens we saw iris and lilac flowers as well as
flowering chestnut trees. We bought local wine from a co-operative wine cellar.
It was a new experience to take an empty plastic four litre container to the ‘Caves’ and have
it filled with a rough red wine.
We were enjoying a glass of the wine one evening when suddenly three large Belgium barges
came alongside and we had to move from the wall to tie up to the outer barge. We got up early the
next day as the barges left at 7a.m. and they had cast off our lines! Our next lock was the Bollene
Dam-a huge dam with a hydro-electric station.. The Bollene Dam is an impressive structure and
in a single lift raises the boat nearly 20m. There are sliding vertical bollards that ensures the boat’s
position is maintained alongside the lock wall.
There was little turbulence of the water and we were lifted up nearly 20 metres in the river Rhone.
The lock was dark and dank inside but it only took 15 minutes to fill with water. We continued on
to Viviers an historic town founded in Roman days. Here we used a trolley that Jim had converted
from our boarding ladder to fetch a drum of fuel from the local Shell garage. Bad weather delayed
our departure and we stayed in the town of Valence for several days. It was a university town and
the streets were lively with students in the shopping centre. The clothes in the shops were well
displayed and the market had a wide selection of fresh vegetables and fruit. The countryside was
terraced slopes with the Rhone river passing the famous Hermitage vineyards.

The Rhone. Stop over for the night
62

PDF compression, OCR, web optimization using a watermarked evaluation copy of CVISION PDFCompressor

Mediterranean to England

May the 1st was a public holiday. Our next stop over was a small marina, Les Roches de Condrieu.
We followed the local custom and purchased a bunch of Lily of the Valley flowers from a village girl.
Leaving the next morning we passed through a lock to enter a small canal leading to the city
of Lyon. There was a strong ebbing river current but the engine coped well and we were able
to average 3 knots over the ground.
Approaching Lyon we passed heavy industry
including petro-chemical works. There was
no delay in entering the lock of Pierre Benita
behind a peniche and a canoe. We had now left
the Rhone River and we were on the river Saone.
It was a new and strange experience to be tied
to a stone wall on the bank of a river in the
A misty morning

middle of a city. The old city had cobbled streets
with many churches and Roman buildings.
A funicular train took us up a steep hill to a
Church with views over the city.
The next day we made a distance of 100
kilometres as we were unable to stop before
reaching Macon due to the river bank being
too shallow for Morning Tide. Soon after tying
up to the town wall there was a thunderstorm

France

so we were glad to have arrived prior to this

weather! Sunny the next day Jim and I caught a bus to Cluny. It was an hour’s ride passing
lovely countryside -a farming area and the Beaujolais wine region. In Cluny there was a massive
wall that was built round the old Benedictine Abbey founded in 910 and walking around the
many buildings we realized that the population of monks must have been vast. The next day
we reached Chalon sur Saone which was founded by the Romans and is today a thriving city
on the crossroads between the Mediterranean and the north. After leaving Chalon we locked
through to enter the Canal du Centre. It was a cold and misty morning. We were now motoring
along a narrow waterway with no current a different experience to the rivers. Jim was anxious
of the shallow water and we took to the putty (mud) several times. The next thirteen locks had
electrically operated gates and the lock keepers helped us with our ropes. When we arrived in
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Cora, Alan, Jim and I. On the Rhone (Above); We are now in the French Canals ( Below)

Chagny Jim bought a wood pole so we could push (quant) Morning Tide off the mud rather than
motor and risk ingesting undesirable sludge into the engine’s cooling system! We tied up behind
a tourist barge with American tourists and a crew that included a French chef. They gave us a
bottle of the local Burgundy wine which we had with our dinner to celebrate Cora’s birthday.
The picture is typical of the hundreds
o f l o c k s t h a t Na p o l e o n h a d b u i l t f o r
transportation by water of goods in France.
Manual operation of the lock gates was usually
the norm on the minor waterways.
We passed through thirty five locks to reach
Gennnelard. The locks were automatic and we were
now ‘locking down’ which is easier than ‘locking
up’. Arriving in a new lock it is often unnecessary to
leave your boat to secure the lines around a bollard.
When at the bottom of the lock it is usually possible
to ‘cast off’ by flicking the line off the bollard.
Locking up requires climbing a wet and slippery
ladder to attach the line around the bollard before
In a canal lock

filling the lock.
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The lock keepers drove from one lock to the next to open the front gates just for us as that day
we did not pass any peniches. The air was scented with hawthorn blossom and we passed rich green
fields splashed with the bright yellow buttercups. White Charolaise cows with calves were grazing
in the fields and we passed under an avenue of trees including chestnut trees with’ candles’ of white
and pink flowers. We were late to arrive in Gennelard but the towns’ two bridges were raised to
let us enter into an anchorage. In the next town Digoin we tied up at the Port de Plaisance and
met an English couple Brian and Jean Little on their barge L’Heritage. Jean had a washing machine
on board and kindly offered to do our washing! Jim was fascinated by L’Heritage and its old and
dependable slow revving Gardiner diesel engine. The engine noise was a slow, dependable, thump,
thump, thump! We became good friends with the Littles and found we had friends in common,
Mat and Judy Stephens. Over the years we kept in touch with Jean and Brian and they came and
visited us in Perth. Several years later we stayed with Brian and Jean and spent time on their river
barge on the Thames at Henley. A holiday to remember!
We were moored next to an AutoRoute with large lorries going and coming from Greece, Spain
etc. so we both moved on to a quieter stop. Here we met another English couple. They were living
on their barge Rosie. The barge was 20 years old and had been used in England to carry coal. The
owners were renovating an old wine store to use as a future dwelling.
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Jim became anxious when the morse cable controlling the engine throttle broke.
We were so lucky to find a replacement in Garnat. We had been using our longest sail batten
as a substitute. The manager of the firm ‘Hiring barges’ had a replacement cable. We said au-revoir
to L’Heritage as they went on the Nivernais canal and we went to Decize which is the junction
of the Canals du Centre and Nivernais and the river Loire.
On the river Loire we stopped near Nevers and went to the cathedral and the shrine of Saint
Bernadette. The body of St Bernadette as she lies in her coffin is one of a women that could have
died only a few hours earlier. We then motored across the river Loire via the amazing aquaduct
built by Eiffel in 1896.
The steel of the bridge was painted dark green and lining the narrow canal were elegant iron
lamp posts. It was an unreal experience to be on your ocean going yacht motoring along a canal and
passing over a flowing river. The following day we covered 53 kilometres and went through thirty
locks. The country was so pretty and again we passed through avenues of trees before entering
the Canal du Loing. In the town of Rogny we saw seven steps of locks built in the 17th century.
In Mammes we passed through our last canal lock and on to the river Seine. The waterway was
filled with peniches. Some were no longer work boats and were being used as accommodation.

Approaching Eiffel’s Aquaduct
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Jim tied up alongside one and when Cora
and I returned from the shops we had to
walk a plank to board the peniche and then
climb down a ladder on to Morning Tide. At
our first lock on the river we had to wait a
while for a peniche to come into the lock. It
was loaded with gravel and on the top were
chickens scratching around. We stopped
on the outskirts of Fontainebleau forest.
We had been told “deux (2) kilometres

Margaret admiring the flowers in fontainbleau

monsieur, a short walk to the chateau and
grounds from the marina.” After 8 kilometres we arrived! The following day we followed a peniche
as the skipper knew how to take advantage of the river current and we were able to tie up in the
locks with him saving a lot of time. Unfortunately we had heavy rain all the way to Paris. We passed
under several bridges and then finally into the lock outside the Paris Arsenal.
The Arsenal is a basin right in the centre of Paris and we had no trouble in finding a place in
the marina. Cora, Alan, Jim and I celebrated with champagne and we found it hard to realize that
we were in Paris. We had two days to walk and enjoy the city. before motoring on to the town
of Conflans St Honorine. There were many peniches tied up that were idle and we were able to
lay alongside one that had been converted into a chapel. We were hoping to stop at Vernon and
visit Monet’s garden but the approach was too shallow for us. We motored on to Les Andelys and
enjoyed seeing this old town with its old houses with lovely gardens. We walked up a steep hill to
see the remains of Chateau Gaillard built by Richard the Lion Heart. The countryside to Rouen
was pretty with chalk cliffs, rolling hills and lovely riverside homes. It was raining and we were
glad to arrive in Rouen passing the grand Cathedral and large cargo ships. After a farewell lunch
we said au-revoir to Cora and Alan who left us to go to Paris. It had been great having them on
board as we navigated our way through France.
It is 140kms to Le Havre. The current was with us as we progressed down the Seine. At times
we were doing nearly 10 knots over the ground until we arrived at the point where the tidal flow
took effect and we almost started to go backwards. It was a short distance to motor from the Seine
to Le Havre and it was great to feel the motion of the boat again in the open sea.
Secure in the marina we celebrated the 1,327 kilometres and 174 locks transited in past six weeks.
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Paris. Awaiting clearance to enter the Arsenal

The shops in Le Havre were displaying English flags as it was the 50th anniversary of the D day
Normandy landings of 1944. A lorry arrived from Martigues with the yacht’s mast, anchors etc. and a
ladycrane driver restepped the mast back on to Morning Tide. Unfortunately the masthead light and the
wind indicator was broken. Jim Ward, a friend from Barnet England arrived in Le Havre to sail across
the English Channel with us. We were unable to leave for a few days as the weather was bad. We left
on the 5th of June but the sea was still rough and had to return; our friend was too sick to continue.
The following day was better and with our friend suitably dosed with sea sick pills we set
sail for England.

France

Paris
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[ 04 ]

ENGLAND AND RETURNING
TO THE MEDITERRANEAN

Falmouth

Gibraltar

Barcelona

We were so excited to see the white chimneys of Southwick Power Station marking the
entrance to Shoreham harbour Sussex. Jim felt some emotion at arriving in his former home
town and where we had first
met in the varnishing shed
of the Sussex Yacht Club. We
passed through the harbour
lock into the Lady Bee
marina. Jim Ward left to go
home and Jim and I went to
the nearby pub the ‘Schooner
Inn’ to enjoy a fish lunch,
beer followed by a doze.

Southwick. Lady Bee Marina
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Later in the day our old and very good friends, Jeff and Rita McGill and Mat and Judy Stephens
arrived followed by Ted [my brother] with Ulrike his wife, cousin Pamela and Phillip, nephew
Christopher and wife Lorraine. It was a great welcome. The following week we were also welcomed
to the Sussex Yacht Club and Morning Tide was lifted out of the river and on to their yard.

Ulrike, Ted, Jim and I celebrating our UK landfall

Sussex Yacht Club, Shoreham with St Marys de Haura church in background
70

PDF compression, OCR, web optimization using a watermarked evaluation copy of CVISION PDFCompressor

England and Returning to the Mediterranean

Jeff and Rita asked us to their lovely home in Steyning. We also enjoyed going to Brighton
with old friends Jean and Sam Bannister and seeing Jim’s old home in Shoreham. Daughter Judy
was christened at the local church St. Marys de Haura. Jim was a past member of the Sussex Yacht
Club and needed to ask about slipping costs. He was advised that if he wrote an article about
sailing from Oz then lift out would be at member’s price. The article was finished the next day!
I had an emotional visit to the church at Lancing Beach - The Church of the Good Shepherd.
Inside there is a pew seat with my parents name on it.
Jim renewed the antifouling and when completed we returned to the water and the Lady Bee
Marina in Southwick. It was then that work on the yacht’s engine was necessary due to all its hard
work through France. I went to the local chemist to buy hydrochloric acid to clear the calcium
build up in the cooling channels. Jim had to use a lot of acid so that the many trips I made to the
pharmacy must have caused the chemist to be suspicious of me! One morning a policeman walked
along the jetty to our boat "Excuse me sir, for what purpose have you purchased a large quantity
of acid?" Jim explained about the engine. The officer was satisfied and with a twinkle in his eye
departed saying "‘I do hope sir that the jetty remains after your departure".
Our friend Jean Bannister had written to the former Prime Minister Edward Heath as he had
the original S&S 34 called ‘Morning Cloud ’ and he kindly sent us a letter with his good wishes.
We were also interviewed by the local press.
We had been in Shoreham for a month and had a great time, but it was now July and time
to leave. We had a good one day’s sail to the Isle of Wight and we tied up at a pontoon in East
Cowes. We were tied up behind two of our friends! Peggy and John Hogan! Peggy and John
were on their new yacht Flora Ellen and Shirley and Dennis were on Spoiler. We met up for
a pub lunch and swapped information about our different destinations. We enjoyed walking
along the streets of Cowes but we were disappointed not to be allowed to go into the famous
Royal Squadron Yacht Club -Members only! Spoiler left Cowes with us but we later separated
as they were making for Torquay. The next morning in thick fog we had to use the radar to find
our way into Brixham harbour and the marina. After a lovely fish pub lunch we went for a walk
along the coastal path to Berry Head. This was part of the former estate of the Revd. Lyte who
wrote the hymn ‘Abide with Me’. On the cliffs we saw a large colony of Guillemots known as
Brixham Penguins. It was a lovely summer’s day and we walked back along a pretty country lane;
the gardens were colourful with roses, geraniums and fuchsias.
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Salcombe

Our next anchorage along the south coast was Salcombe. We crossed the notorious ‘bar’ (the
river meets the sea) where many years earlier, Jim’s Grandfather had been crew on the Salcombe
Lifeboat. The lifeboat capsized whilst attempting to cross the bar to rendering assistance to a
vessel in distress, several men were drowned.
We motored up the river estuary to a mooring in the basin. We settled on a mooring since
to anchor required a payment to the Duchy of Cornwall [Jim thought that was a bit much]. We
enjoyed our week’s stay in this lovely Devon town especially as Jim’s forbears lived in this district.
We enjoyed walking on the coastal path and the country footpaths. The local yacht club welcomed
us and we enjoyed watching their Saturday yacht race. The local sailmaker made a new bag for the
trysail so it could be conveniently stowed at the base of the mast.
Leaving Devon we sailed along the coast to the county of Cornwall and our first night’s stay was
in Fowey. We had to motor the next day to Falmouth where we tied up at a jetty. Falmouth has a
large natural harbour and the town was busy with a lot of holiday visitors. One of the neighbouring
yachts had sailed from Iceland and the family on board was very proud of their country. We
received the exciting news that we were Grandparents as Kathy and Alisdair had a baby daughter
in Sydney. Her name is Caitlin and our first grandchild. We agonized about spending the winter in
England but decided to head south to Spain and a warmer climate. Jim was busy with the yacht and
I did the shopping. After some days of rain the weather cleared and at the end of July we departed
Falmouth to cross the English Channel and return to the Mediterranean.
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The wind was light, we were motor sailing and had just cleared the English coast when the
engine suddenly stopped. Jim realized that something had stopped the propeller. Whilst we had
been in England we had found it too cold to swim but now Jim had to dive into the cold sea. At
first the water made him gasp but he managed to free a hessian sack from the propeller and we were
able to motor on. We passed ships and fishing trawlers and during the night saw a pod of dolphins.
The next day we were able to sail in better winds but the following day the Bay of Biscay lived
up to its reputation and 70nm out from La Coruna, the winds ‘piped’ up to a full gale. The seas
were too high preventing much progress and that night we had little sleep. We were in company
with an English 10 metre yacht Wild Rose sailed by a young English couple. They were relatively
inexperienced and had asked to sail with us in company. We were all relieved to enter La Coruna
and pass the Roman lighthouse, Torre de Hercules.
The harbour was crowded with yachts gathered by a flotilla of Tall Sailing Ships. Guns were
firing and music blared out across the water. Unable to find a mooring we accepted an offer to ‘lay
alongside’ the German yacht Elias. The Tall Ships were starting on a rally to Portugal! The dinghy
from Elias kindly took us close to a tall ship-a lovely sight with their sails being hoisted. We became
friends with Thixta and Herbert and met them several years later in The Hague. The Town Hall in
Coruna was a grand building and we enjoyed ‘people watching ‘in the square and the music played

Spain. La Coruna. Tall Ship’s departing
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Cape Finisterre

on Pan Pipes by Peruvian buskers. We bought food in a large supermarket including fresh fish.
Leaving the harbour we motor sailed south along the coast and were fascinated to see hundreds
of small red crabs on the sea surface. Many sea gulls were swooping to feast on them. We had to
avoid the many lobster pots marked by white and red balls but they were easy to spot in the calm
water. The coast was attractive with a backdrop of mountains with green slopes of fir trees.
Jim dropped the anchor in the pretty harbour of Camarina where we bought fish from a boat
and freshly baked bread in the town bakery. On leaving a lovely north wind blew us south and we
were soon passing Cabo Finisterre and the lighthouse. Next we stayed at the marina at Villagarcia
de Arosa and there we had a genuine paella, a traditional dish of saffron rice with prawns, mussels,
chicken and other delicacies. We decided to stay for a day and on misty morning we took a fifty
minute train ride to Santiago de Compostela and the cathedral, a magnificent building in an
imposing square. In the cathedral there were many pilgrims to see the resting place of St. James.
From the train we saw stone granaries called Horreos which were very old. Due to strong winds and
rain we stayed a few more days in the marina before departing for the port of Bayonne. Adjacent to
the yacht club is an ancient castle which looks spectacular when it is floodlit at night. Sir Francis
Drake bombarded the castle in the 16th century.
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Leaving Bayonne we entered Portugal and stayed in several new coastal marinas on our way
south. Jim and I travelled by bus to Porto. The city is the second largest in Portugal and is on the
river Duoro which is spanned by a magnificent bridge designed by Eiffel. Generally we had the
impression the people were poorer here than in Spain. We visited the tourist towns of Estoril and
Cascais with sandy beaches and a rocky shoreline. On the 22nd of August it was my 60th birthday
and Jim gave me a lovely present which was a Spanish ceramic of a couple on a boat. We caught a
train to Lisbon and at the Post Office we collected our mail. It was a lovely day as we walked past
elegant buildings to a restaurant recommended by the Lonely Planet book. After the meal we had
a steep ride on a tram up to the castle where there were good views over the city.
Continuing southwards we sailed to Sines and anchored near the fishing fleet. The old town
has cobbled streets with white washed houses with roofs of pink pantiles. It is famous for the
castle where Vasco de Gama was born in 1469. As there was a good north wind we had a night sail
to round Cape Vincent and entered the Vilamoura Marina. We had left the rocky cliffs and pretty
bays to come to the flat beaches of the Algarve region. It is a big tourist centre with hotels and
expensive shops. I went by a bus to the town of Faro, famous for its lighthouse. I bought a pretty
dress for our Granddaughter Caitlin. The bus took us past dry country with some orange groves
and I noticed tall chimneys with intricate stone carving on the houses. The next day our passports
were stamped in the marina and we departed for Isla Christiana and Spain again.
Chipiona had a new marina near the entrance to the river Gudalquivep. It was a 60 kilometre
bus ride to Seville from the marina. In Seville the bus station was close to the Plaza de Española
with grand buildings built in a semi-circle. They were constructed in brick and timber for a 1929
Exposition. We walked across a park to visit the Archaeological Museum which had many Roman
finds. It was a hot day 35 degrees Celsius. We had cold drinks in an outside café opposite the
University. Many students were about and we wondered if it was an enrolment day. The Cathedral
had amazing stone carvings and we saw the tomb of Christopher Columbus. The next day we had
a good sail to Cadiz and entered another new marina. We hoped to enjoy sherry tasting in Jerez so
we caught a bus to the factories of the Sherry companies-Harvey’s’ etc. but unfortunately they were
closed on a Sunday, so no tasting! In Cadiz marina we met Anne and Jeremy on Thetis of Tamar.
Jim was able to repair their fridge whilst Jeremy gave Jim medical advice on his painful knee!
Our paths crossed later meeting again in the Caribbean and England. We explored Cadiz with
its narrow streets and fortified city walls before enjoying a seafood dinner. Jim and I left in the
morning only to return to Cadiz in the evening as we had a strong S/E wind at Cape Trafalgar and
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we heard a gale warning on the radio. A few days later we left again in company with Thetis and
sailed through the Straits of Gibraltar. It was a thrill to see the mountains of North Africa close
by and we entered the bay at Gibraltar and found a berth at the Gun Wharf in Queensway. It was
the National Day in Gibraltar and many people were wearing the red and white national colours.
Spanish and English were spoken and by crossing the border from Spain it were possible to buy
cigarettes and alcohol duty free. As ever it was good to get mail from home at the Post Office. Jim
was looking forward to shopping at the famous Shepherd’s chandlery. He was very disappointed
to find that Perth’s chandleries were equal or better stocked.
Early one morning we caught the ferry over to Tangiers and had a tour round the town. We
saw old buildings in the Kasbah area and had a good lunch eating couscous with spicy meat. In
the market we were cajoled into buying a small kilim and then we drove out to have a view of the
Atlas Mountains. In a park we saw lovely Eucalyptus trees and also cork trees with most of their
trunks stripped for the cork. The local people were friendly and the ladies wore long dresses but
no head covering whilst the men had long robes with hoods like monks’ habits. On the return
ferry we stopped briefly at Tarif which had fine castle walls and old buildings.
In Gibraltar we went up in a cable car to the top of the Rock and have a marvellous view over
the straights of Gibraltar. A short walk led to the guns emplacement and then into St. Michael’s
cave-a natural grotto with stalactites and stalagmites. Nearby were the Great Siege Tunnels
built in 1779 by the English army and further down the rock was a 14th century Moorish Castle.

Gibralta.
View from the top
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Eventually we descended the Rock and stepped out into the main street to enjoy a welcome beer!
We farewelled our friends on Thetis (they departed for the Canary Islands) and we sailed
eastwards along the Spanish coast to Estepona marina. Before leaving Gibraltar I smuggled on
board a gallon bottle of whisky for Jim’s 60th birthday.
The Spanish coast was spectacular with high barren mountains and we could understand why
western cowboy films were made in this area. Passing Marbella we entered Fuengirola marina. At
the local market lovely fruit-olives, grapes and peaches were for sale. We motored sailed on along
the coast passing the big Costa Brava resorts of Torremolinas and Malaga and entered the attractive
marina of Del Este. Del Este was built at the foot of a rocky hill with trees and a few houses.
At 07:30 the following day we boarded the bus to Granada. The route followed the river valleyRio Verde which irrigates many surrounding orchards. The driver drove up the winding roads to the
Sierra de Almija and then north on a motorway to Granada. From there a local bus took us to the
Alhambra. In the castle we climbed up the towers to see the wonderful view of the snow-capped
Sierra Nevada Mountains. The palace halls were richly decorated with intricate stone carving built
in the 13-14th centuries by the Moors. It was wonderful to walk through the famous gardens of
the Alhambra. We caught the last bus back to the marina and the next morning we motor sailed
to a new marina in Almerimar. It was now October and we decided to stay for the winter months.
Jim worked hard cleaning Morning Tide and we socialized with other yachties. I took Spanish
language lessons. Fred, a Dane had crossed the Atlantic Ocean in an eighteen foot boat. It took
him forty six days! An English couple on Golly Molly invited us to their home in a nearby village
and they loved living in Spain. In company with other yachties we enjoyed, a Sunday school
outing feeling, of going by bus to the weekly local market in Elijido and seeing the countryside.
(Jim quickly took to the Tapas and beer) The barren mountains had fertile valleys with the
farmers growing olives, grapes and vegetables. Plastic sheeting was used on the greenhouses so
that crops could be grown all the year. The area was known as the salad bowl of Europe. Morning
Tide was lifted out of the water as we planned to spend Christmas in England.
We went by bus to Madrid and stayed in a hotel close to the Prada Museum. It was wonderful
to see the famous paintings in the museum and we also went to the Reina Sofia Museum to
see Picasso’s El Guernica and paintings by Dali and Miro. At a theatre we enjoyed a show with
Brazilian exotic dancers and Flamingo Spanish dancers. It was a long bus ride from Madrid to
Bilbao in North Spain. We saw the beautiful mountainous region with forests along the roadside.
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Sitting out the winter at Almerimar

Garrucha and Fiesta!
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An overnight stay in Bilbao and then we went to Santander to board the P&O. ferry to
Portsmouth, England. Jim took advantage of buying a bottle of duty free Gin for his cousin.
When he complained about the cost he was assured it was duty free but not profit free!
We travelled to see many friends and relations and celebrated Jim’s 60th birthday with friends
the Stephens and McGill’s. It was also Jeff McGill’s 60th birthday and Jim fondly remembers
Judy’s generosity of a whole Stilton cheese with a pond of Port amidships! Christmas was spent
with cousins Marjorie and John in London. We flew back to Spain in January and found all was
well with Morning Tide in the marina. I continued with my Spanish classes. We enjoyed the
BBQs and good times in company of our fellow yachties.
We left Almerimar on the 27th of April and we were thrilled and moved by the blasting of boat
horns and flag waving from our friends as we sailed out of the marina. The recommended time to
depart Gibraltar to cross the Atlantic is November so we decided to spend more time in Spain and set
our heading eastwards. May 1st was a holiday and we went into the town of Garrucha for their fiesta.
A procession came along the main street with decorated vehicles and horses. Ladies were dressed
in long colourful dresses and the men wore black trousers, white shirts and black sombrero hats.
In the evening a dance was held in the village square and there was a great atmosphere as the
community enjoyed themselves. We left at 10p.m. just as the party was warming up! After leaving
Garrucha we motor sailed along the coast until we entered the harbour of Alicante. We tried to
anchor but the anchor was on rock so we went into the Club Nautico to berth at their marina.
Alicante is a mass of concrete buildings. On a Sunday evening many people were out promenading
and there were many street hawkers mainly Africans from Senegal and Morocco. Sailing on along
the coast near Altea we saw the Sierra Mountains in the distance. We enjoyed staying in the
Altea marina as it was surrounded by pine trees and wild flowers. An American yacht Laura
Lee asked us on board to celebrate
being on 0 degree Latitude(Greenwich
meridian). Leaving Altea we had
a good N/W wind to sail the
120 kilometres to Ibiza one of the
Balearic islands.

Almerimar marina
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Approaching Ibiza the coastal scenery was striking with huge rocks and pine covered hills. In
company with eight fishing boats we entered the harbour of San Antonio and we berthed in the marina.
Bad weather was forecast so we stayed for several days. One day we caught a bus to the nearby town of
San Jose and walked over the hills. A walking trail took us through fir trees and past wildflowers and
yellow cowslips. In the valleys we saw dry stone walls surrounding vines and vegetables in the fields. It
was a hot humid day so we tried to find a quick route down the hillside but we were lost. We retraced
our steps and eventually got down to the road to San Jose. We had walked about 28 kilometres and
Jim’s foot hurt. The last bus back to San Antonia had left but we were able to get a lift in a van back to
the town. The next day we were excited to meet our English friends Mat and Judy Stephens whom had
come to stay with us. We found a pretty bay near San Antonia where we all enjoyed our first swim of
the summer. On a walk through the pine forest we met a local man picking wild asparagus which he
assured us was good to eat but we did not try it!
Back in the marina we saw Christopher Skase (an ex-Australian millionaire and Queensland
developer) walking his big dogs. At night we had a fish meal which was delicious. The fish was
Talbot flown in from North Spain. In
the Bay of Palma we stayed at the Club
de Mer and went by bus into Palma city.
We went into the Cathedral with beautiful
stained glass windows and there were many
young girls dressed in white dresses for their
first communion. Judy and Mat left us in
Palma to fly home.
Jim and I went from Palma on the tourist
train to Soller. It was crowded with people but
some lovely Barcelona schoolgirls gave us their
seats and practiced their English with us.
Soller is a pretty town at the foot of the
mountains of Mallorca and Jim and I set
off to climb up to the highest peak L’Ofre
which is 1,091 metres high.

The climb to L’Ofre
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Along the zigzag path we met an old man who insisted we went to his big house to see his
orange and olive trees. It was hot as we walked on past fir trees and marvelled at the cliffs of
red stone. Three hours it took us to get to the summit of Mt L'Ofre and two hours to descend.
We were tired and glad to get back to our ‘home’. In our next anchorage Calpi Pi we had to use
a stern anchor and it was crowded with boats. Jim bit on a crusty loaf and parted company with
a front tooth so we upped anchor to return to Palma and find a dentist. An English dentist was
in a nearby town so Jim was seen quickly and his tooth cemented (Araldite!) back in place. We
set off again and had a good sail to Colon where we caught a bus so we could walk up to see the
monastery of San Salvador. It was a hot May Day but we enjoyed seeing the wildflowers, including
wild orchids and honey suckle. We also heard a cuckoo. At the peak there was the 14th century
monastery and a giant statue of Christ. We had lovely views of the island and sea. We walked
down the other side of the mount passing farms of olives and almond trees. Eventually we found
a road back to Porto Colon. We were hot and tired after the long walk of 12 kilometres. During
the next few days we enjoyed swimming at nearby beaches, socializing with other yachties and
exploring the island.
A day sail took us to the island of Menorca and we entered the large natural harbour of Mahon.
There was a square pontoon in the centre of the harbour and yachts were secured with a stern anchor.
We were able to find a space which was good as there was water provided on the pontoon. Some of
the yachts were permanent residents in Mahon. With our friends from Siandra (first met in Cochin)
we dinghied ashore to the town and hired a car. We drove along the attractive coast with pine trees
and sandy beaches. The countryside was flat and extensively farmed with many Friesian cattle from
which good cheese is made. The
old capital of Cuidella had large
old buildings grouped around
the pretty harbour. After some
wrong turns on the road we
came to some archaeological
remains. The Naveta d’es
Tudons, a burial mound which
is one of the earliest manmade
structures in Europe.
Mahon
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Leaving Mahon we went to the north of the island and into the harbour at Arenal. Due to
strong winds we stayed a few days and met a Danish family on Quetsel with whom we enjoyed
a walk along the coastal path. We then departed for Barcelona. Our plans to visit Elba had to be
abandoned due to the unseasonal strong easterly winds known as the Levanter. Legend goes that
in past times any man who killed his wife when the Levanter blew could not be found guilty. It
certainly is a depressing wind.
The sea was flat calm so we had
to motor the 240 kilometres north to
Barcelona and the next morning we tied
up in the marina Porto Vel in the center of
the city. Jim and I were feeling tired and
tetchy and it was hot and humid. We had
a quick stroll in the old fishing area before
an early night and all was well the next day.
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We went to the Picasso museum and saw the ceramics and paintings which the artist had donated
to Barcelona. The Maritime museum had an impressive collection of sea paintings, model ships
and old charts. Another day we rode on a funicular up to the Montjuic area to visit the Joan Miro
museum and the Military museum. The Olympic Games had recently been held in Barcelona so
we went and saw the Olympic park and stadium. La Rambla is the central main street in the city
and it was lovely to walk along the avenue of Plane trees and the stalls selling lovely flowers and
souvenirs. It was also the first time we experienced buskers in costume that stood immobile and
then suddenly would move and adopt a new position.
The unique houses and the Church of the Holy Family designed by Gaudi were amazing and
we hoped that the church would be finished one day. Jim wanted some leather for a repair job
so we went into a showroom selling leather clothing. The owners were two brothers and they
were so kind. They spent an hour or more showing us their work, and gave us leather off cuts and
stressed the importance of not using a sailmakers’ needle on the leather. They recommended the
restaurant Los Caracoles where we had a great dining experience that same evening. The food
was cooked on a grill as a central display and we had Catalonian roast lamb. Special! Back at the
marina there were stalls selling crafts made in Africa. Some Brazilian dancers put on a show and
Jim enjoyed watching the attractive ladies! It was now July so we had to leave Barcelona and go
west back along the coast to Gibraltar.

Barcelona. La Rambla
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We motor sailed to Sitges and stayed in the harbour for the night. The city had narrow streets
and old buildings but the shops were expensive. Our next stop was in the harbour of Tarragona
where we saw young men practising building a human pyramid in preparation for a fiesta. The city
has many Roman buildings including an Aqueduct and Amphitheatre. We were accompanied by
about thirty fishing boats also departing from the harbour early in the morning. Our next harbour
built in a rocky peninsula was called Peniscola.
The name results in many souvenirs of an embarrassing nature! We climbed up to see the 14th
century castle built by the Knights Temple and it was in a good condition. The weather was hot
so we decided to spend a day on the beach and cool off in the sea. We had difficulty to find our
way into Valencia but we found a new marina west of the harbour. It was a large Club Nautico
with a large swimming pool and expensive power boats. The next day proved to be a disaster. We
caught a bus into Valencia. The tourist centre assured us although it was a Monday their museum
would be open so we got a bus over the dry river Turia to the museum to find it closed! We walked
back over a bridge to the old part of the city. The cathedral was built of a mixture of architectural
styles- Gothic, Medieval and Baroque. Jim went up to the bell tower for the city views and then
we went into a museum with Goya paintings. In a separate space there was a chalice reputed to
be the Holy Grail. The cup is formed from a large piece of agate. Documents show that the cup

Peniscola
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was bought from Jerusalem by Romans in the 1st century. An old priest in the chapel was pleased
that I was wearing a hat. I smiled as it was my old tatty straw hat worn on the boat! After lunch we
went to the huge indoor market selling mainly fruit and vegetables. Leaving the market I found
my backpack open and my wallet was missing. Jim phoned to cancel my Visa credit card and we
were advised to go to the police. We found the police station but we had an hour’s wait and then
filled in documents but left feeling it was all a waste of time.
Leaving Valencia we sailed in hot weather along the Costa de Sol coast to Gibraltar. On the
way we stopped at Almerimar which was busy with yachts compared with when we stayed over
the winter period. It was like returning home with the mariners Alberto helping us into a berth!
We met up with Fiddler’s Green whom we last saw in Turkey and they had just written the pilot
book of the Red Sea based in part on our log when we went up in 1993. A photo of Morning Tide
was on the cover! The marinas along the coast were noisy at night with music sometimes playing
until 4 a.m.! We returned to Gibraltar on August 12th and berthed in Queensway Quay. We had
enjoyed our stay and travel in Spain very much and had enjoyed meeting the Spanish people.
Jim stayed in Gibraltar for the next 2 months whilst I went back to Australia as our daughter
Judy was having her first baby. I flew from Malaga airport to London and then on to Sydney and
Canberra. Our first Grandson was born on September 10th and Judy and Gary named him Callum.
I was delighted to be at the Canberra hospital for this wonderful event. Alisdair and Kathy were
also living in Canberra and I met Caitlin our Granddaughter now one year old. I was thrilled
when she said ‘Grandma’! I flew on to Perth and went to Bunbury to see Anita and Ian and then
stayed with Perth friends before returning to London. My brother Ted met me and we went to
his home in Heathfield, Sussex. After a few days it was time to go by plane back to Malaga where
I was met by Jim.
In Gibraltar Jim had been busy working on Morning Tide and we spent another week preparing
for sailing to the Canary Islands and an Atlantic crossing. He had promised to walk to the Peak
daily, it never happened.
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We had met up again with Milanion and we left Gibraltar together at the beginning of October.
Sailing through the Straits of Gibraltar we sighted a large pod of dolphins ‘squeaking’ and diving
in the water. During our first night we had to dodge many tuna nets off the coast of Morocco.
During the next three days the sea was ‘lumpy’ and we had rain squalls.
We felt relief and excitement when we saw the volcanic peak on Lanzarote Island, the Canary
Islands. The passage through to the Isla Graciosa was calm and we anchored with twenty three
other yachts in Playa Francesa. The island was barren with a volcanic peak of red soil. We had a
surprise the next day as Cabana anchored in the bay. We had first met Pehr and Martha in the
“Across the Top’ cruise in Australia. They were now completing their third circumnavigation.
Leaving the next day we sailed along the east coast of Lanzarote to the harbour of Naos close to
the capital town of Arrecife where we were able to buy provisions. Our friends Ro and James on
Milanion and ourselves hired a car to see more of the island. We visited the house of the artist
Cesar Manrique. It was built into the volcanic rock in harmony with the environment and we
found it very interesting.
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The national park had over
two hundred camels and Ro and I
enjoyed a camel ride before seeing
the fantastic scenery of craters
of volcanoes and petrified lava
streams. On the Montana del Fuego
we saw a demonstration of ground
heat 400degrees at 10 metres and
water gushing up from a vent. The
Margaret and Ro Timarfaya National Pk Lanzarote

restaurant had free heating!
We stayed three weeks and socialized

with the other yachts before leaving to sail to Las Palmas, Island of Gran Canary. The marina was
crowded with over one hundred yachts preparing to sail in ‘The Arc’ across the Atlantic. Jim and
I went ashore and walked up a hill to the cathedral. A lot of old buildings were being demolished.
The area near the port had shops with a large market with fruit and vegetables. Las Palmas had many
unemployed people and we saw beggars and general poverty. The port had only a few ships and no
fishing boats. It was hot and the local people were concerned as there had been little rain. Together
with Ro and James we went by bus to the big resort of Playa Ingles. We left the bus and were
immediately ‘kidnapped’ by young people working for an American company selling apartments. We
were shown over a complex with a swimming pool, gym and nice flats but had to refuse the offer
to buy into the complex! Another bus ride took us on to Puerto de Morgan and we walked along
the attractive marina with flower beds by the houses. It was dark by the time we returned to Las
Palmas. The weather was unsuitable to
sail on so we stayed a few more days
at the anchorage and decided to have
another bus trip and visit Teed. We
went through a dry river valley which
was cultivated and then passed by the
university. The road went round hairpin
bends climbing up the mountains. The
bus driver sounded his horn at each
bend so that any oncoming traffic
Mt Teide Tenerife viewed from Isla Gomera
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Ro, James, Jim and
Margaret
plus mine host.
All good fun

would give way to him (we hoped). Some of the slopes were terraced for crops. Trees including
eucalyptus were growing on the roadside. Tejeda was a pretty village with clean narrow streets
and the white painted houses. The local shop specialized in marzipan cakes which we bought with
Christmas in mind. The next day we had a good sail along the north coast of the island and we saw the
highest mountain Teide (quiz answer, highest mountain in Spain – the Canaries are Spanish!) which
towers up to 3,700 metres. We then sailed to the island of Tenerife and motored into the port of Santa
Cruz and tied up to the harbour wall next to ‘Milanion’. The following day we hired a car to explore
the island with Ro and James for two days. Jim drove to the national park in the mountains and on
the way we watched Para gliders using the ‘thermals’ above us for lift off. We enjoyed a lunch of local
rabbit, chicken and potato in a wayside café. In the evening we found accommodation in a pension
and enjoyed a meal in the restaurant which consisted of several courses of South American food.
The chef born in Gomera had lived in Venezuela and used very hot peppers in his cooking! Back
in the harbour we heard that the 170 ‘Arc boats’ had departed to cross the Atlantic to Antigua. The
next day we went to a town bank to withdraw money and then went to board a bus to go to the
shops. Jim must have been watched getting the money and followed because when he boarded
the bus his wallet had been stolen. We had to report to the police and also stopped the Visa card.
It was a very hot day and we were upset. However ‘Visa’ and our Perth bank were very helpful
and arranged finance. To finish off a dismal day Jim had to work on a blocked head (toilet) on our
return to ‘Morning Tide’.
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We had a brief stay on the island
of Tenerife and found that there were
many English tourists that stayed in
the modern apartments. Mount Teide
was a splendid sight towering over the
island surrounded by white clouds.
It was a day’s sail to our last Canary
island of Gomera. We anchored in the
harbour of San Sebastian. The town
Tejeda, Gran Canaria

had many old buildings including
the church of La Asuncion where

Columbus and his crew asked for a blessing for their crossing of the Atlantic Ocean. We did
likewise. A local bus took us across the island and we saw the national park with a rain forest and
crops growing on the terraced slopes of the volcanic mountains. We were able to stock up with
the local bananas, new potatoes, onions and wholemeal bread.
On December the 1st we departed to cross the Atlantic in company with Milanion. We did not
have a good start as it took a frustrating 5 hours to cover the 5nm to clear the island. We suspected
that we had a strong current against us. However later we then had a brisk S/E wind and we made
better progress. As well as radio contact with Milanion Jim had skeds with our friends on Insatiable
and Darling. From Canada we heard Herbies’ radio net and
he gave us valuable weather advice. It was comforting to hear
the radio and we gradually settled to a routine of watches and
tasks. The seas were sometimes ‘lumpy’ and I found it required
an effort to do simple tasks like cooking as I had to brace
myself against the motion of the boat. It was a comedy act
to attempt to have shower on the deck using a nozzle from a
black plastic bag of water. We were very careful in our water
consumption and used sea water when we could e. g. to clean
the vegetables before cooking in fresh water. It was surprising
to us how we could live so simply but we did miss fresh salads!
Jim got very tired of eating Mung bean sprouts (He never
Jim’s 60th and gallon of whisky!

ever ever wants to see them again!). We trailed a fishing line
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and occasionally caught a fish to make a welcome
change to our diet. We had 3 hourly watches but
Jim was kind and often let me have extra time in
the berth. We had naps in the day to catch up with
sleep. The days passed quickly as Jim was occupied
with navigation, the radio and maintenance of the
boat and I dealt with food.
One routine always followed was to daily spend
an hour together, usually at about 15:00hrs, sitting
in the cockpit, enjoy a short drink, and talk about
yesterday, today and tomorrow.
At night we read, did crosswords and listened to
music. On the radio Jim was also in daily contact
with the transatlantic net which involved Trudy
in Barbados and Rudy in the U. K. We averaged
130nm daily and celebrated the halfway mark. On
the radio skeds all the boats were preoccupied with
their progress and the weather. We had a weather
fax and were aware of a very deep low to the north.
Its influence extended from Canada to Scotland.
Whilst the winds were not strong a heavy westerly
swell caused the main sail to flog. We were able
to lessen this motion by putting three reefs in the
main, sheeting the sail amidships and relying on the
genoa for our forward motion. At 30 degrees north
we turned east towards Barbados. Like the weather
my mood seemed to vary and I became upset over
trivial things especially when for two days we were
becalmed. Another time in rough weather I had the
challenge of cooking an egg dish in the oven. It was
Trudy Transatlantic Net operator
based on Barbados

difficult to put the dish into the oven. Some of the
liquid was split onto the sole but by means of the
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Bequia, Admiralty Bay
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gimbal motion of the oven it did cook and was edible. We became excited as we came closer to
land and started to see cargo shops. Jim celebrated his 60th birthday with a gallon bottle of whisky
that I had purchased in Gibraltar!
On the 23rd December we saw land after 23 days at sea. Barbados is a small flat island with green
fields and trees.
Permission was given to us by radio to enter the deep-water harbour and we tied up alongside
Milanion, with the large liner ‘Crown Princess’ astern!
Milanion had beaten us by two hours in crossing the Atlantic so Jim bought James a bottle of Mount
Gay Rum and we celebrated! After a phone call to the family we slept well. The next morning we moved
to anchor in Carlisle Bay in company with about forty yachts.
On Christmas morning we dinghied or rather surfed ashore and then walked to the St. Michael’s
Cathedral in Bridgetown for the morning service. The cathedral was decorated with flowers and in the
crowded congregation many of the ladies wore bright hats with their dresses. It was a lovely service with
the choir singing Christmas hymns. We returned to Morning Tide and the crew of Milanion joined us
for Christmas dinner. We took the local bus to go around the island. Naturally we saw a lot of sugar cane
farms as sugar and rum are the important exports from Barbados. Trudy kindly entertained the yachties
at her lovely home. We also visited the Barbados wildlife reserve and saw attractive Green monkeys
in the tall Mahogany trees. Afterwards, we were hot and tired so a meal of flying fish and a cold beer
at a beach restaurant was welcome. We were excited to see a green flash as the sun set on the horizon.
It was a 90nm sail south to the island of Bequia where we anchored in Admiralty Bay,
Port Elizabeth.
A lovely surprise was meeting up with Thetis (last met in Gibraltar). Ann and Jeremy gave us dinner,
a rum punch cocktail, followed by Auntie Nancy’s sloe gin which was ‘dynamite’. The island has lovely
beaches and we enjoyed swimming in the clear water.
Leaving Barbados we headed south passing the island of Mustique on the way to the island of
Canovan and there we anchored in Charlestown Bay. We dinghied ashore and saw the fishermen’s
houses and the ruins of a church but further on in a valley by a lagoon a big resort was being
built. Men were building a guard box with fencing to exclude the indigenous community from
the resort, beach and surrounding area. A local man (Carib) spoke to us of his distress at loosing
‘his’ beach. He spoke of happy memories as a boy of going to their favourite beach for an outing
with his youth club.
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Returning to our boat we were delighted to meet yet again Cabana. Pehr and Martha had just
arrived looking as fresh as ever. Martha was a terrible tease. She told Jim that Pehr had bought a
GPS! Then added, perhaps she should not worry, he had not yet taken it out of its box!
Carlyle Bay was an uncomfortable anchorage. We agreed with James (Milanion) to leave and
left to sail in company to Tobago Cays. Anchoring near a reef, we snorkelled and saw colourful
fish but little coral growth compared with the Great Barrier Reef. It was raining when we departed
the following day for Carricou We anchored in Tyrell Bay. Ashore there were only a few shops so
we gladly accepted a lift in a car to the main town of Hillsborough to clear customs. The official
was mainly interested in cricket! We were offered local oysters from the mangroves but instead
we bought French wine! Then followed a good fast sail to Grenada and we anchored in the main
harbour of St. George’s.
A cruise liner and a Norwegian tall ship were at anchor with numerous yachts so we were
fortunate to find a space left by a departing yacht. Jim and I boarded a minibus to see the town
St. George’s which has many 18th and19th century French and British buildings alongside flights
of stone steps and narrow streets. We walked to get our visas from the Venezuelan Embassy and
then we caught a minibus to go to the Grand Etang national park. The bus was crowded and music
blared out from a speaker. The driver drove fast up a zig-zag road to the central mountain range.

94

PDF compression, OCR, web optimization using a watermarked evaluation copy of CVISION PDFCompressor

The Atlantic and Panama

Granada is the spice island and we passed mace and nutmeg trees. We also passed banana and
poinsettia trees. It was colourful and the tree leaves were verdant green. Grand Etang is a lake in
a volcanic crater 1740 feet above sea level. A rain forest of ferns and a canopy of trees surround
the lake. We walked along a muddy path and as it was mid-day there were few birds around but
we did see the humming bird with its plumage of iridescent green and blue.
Returning in a minibus we stopped in Greville but this town was depressed with poor and
dejected men in the street. We went in the Anglican Church to see the memorial tablets to
parishioners that had died young from yellow fever and other tropical diseases. In the nearby
museum there are records of the slaves that had been shipped to the island.
We had a full moon to sail to Trinidad but the 80nm was a rough passage with rain squalls and
wind gusts. We approached the east coast of Trinidad and saw a forested hilly island. We anchored
in Chaguaramas Bay near the Customs house and Peak’s boatyard. Customs were busy ‘clearing in’
yachts arriving for carnival. The next morning ‘Morning Tide’ was lifted out of the water and placed
on the hard of Peak’s Boatyard. We were pleasantly surprised to meet Thopagas from Antibes,
France. The main town in Trinidad is Port of Spain which was 20 kilometres away but the buses
from and to the marina were frequent. In spite of heavy rain I went to explore the town. I was
fortunate to be shown into the Houses of Parliament by a caretaker. The furniture was made from
beautiful teak and mahogany wood. The two storey building was built of bright red brick with
a copper dome. Nearby stands Trinity Cathedral with a mahogany vault –a copy of Westminster
Hall in London. An avenue named after the cricketer Brian Lara led to Independence Square.
Modern tall office buildings contrasted with the shacks in the streets. I was able to have a big
shop in a supermarket and I was pleased that they would deliver the food to our boat. The weather
became very hot but Jim kept busy working on Morning Tide. He found that the propeller shaft
was corroded and the cutlass bearing needed replacing. After a fruitless time trying to organise
replacements the original components had to be refitted. The mainsheet was replaced the dinghy
repaired and a new battery and foam cushions were purchased. I went to customs to collect the
spare parts that had been sent by Codan for our HF radio. Yachts also stayed at the Trinidad and
Tobago sailing club and we went there to enjoy a BBQ with friends and we were entertained by
a steel band playing calypso music.
The Carnival in Port of Prince took place the week before Ash Wednesday and Lent. Everyone
was on holiday and many people had saved up money all the year to buy or make their costumes.
The children had a special parade.
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On the final day of Carnival the parade of bands finished in a big arena in the Queens’ Park. The
streets were closed to traffic and many people gathered to see the parade of colourful dresses and
the steel bands. Gorgeous girls and guys in scanty clothes were dancing to the loud music. The song
that was sung repetitively was ‘Fat Belly Man’ to the accompaniment of steel drums There was a
large contingent of American yachties present in the marina. Each morning they announced on
the VHF the events for day. One we enjoyed was ‘’Treasures of the Bilge’ a swap meet for unloved
nautical items.
In the evening of the
carnival there was judging
for the best costumes and the
best calypso song. A local lady
explained that some of the
songs had political themes. We
did not return to the marina
until the early hours of the
morning but many people
partied all night.
Trinidad. Carnival and steel drums

(Above) Carnival
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I went by car with friends to see the local zoo with it’s wonderful birds. Afterwards we travelled
along the coast to the Pitch Lake which is deep and extensive with a smooth black surface. We
were able to walk across it. Nearby people were sitting in pools of warm water which they believed
helped with ailments like arthritis. The pitch is removed by trucks and refined. Sailing ships used
to caulk their boats with the pitch and now it is used mainly for constructing roads. Jim had
intended to apply new antifouling paint to the bottom of the boat. He could not believe his good
fortune when he had the offer to have the anti-fouling painted by marina staff for a dollar a litre
of paint! Our Codan HF radio had been giving trouble. Jim phoned Codan in South Australia and
explained the problem. The Codan Company then sent replacement parts plus instructions (Four
days by air from Australia). Codan gave terrific service. The problem was solved and the radio fully
operational. We had rough seas when we left Trinidad to go through the ‘Dragon’s Mouth’ and
head west. The next day we made Isla Margarita and entered the harbour of Porla. We went by
taxi to buy very cheap beer and spirits on our arrival. For the once and only time ever, we carried
a case each of fully imported Gin and Whisky.
Many hotels were being constructed facing the sandy beaches. Brown pelicans flew using
the thermals circled over the bay. The island is so arid that water is pumped from the mainland.
The next morning we had a 70nm sail south to Puerto La Cruz in mainland Venezuela, South
America. The construction of the marina Bahia Redonda was incomplete so we were told we
need only pay half the normal charge! The local people had to cope with devaluation of their
currency the Bolivar and we saw a bus driver throw tendered coins on the floor, they were
worthless. In a restaurant the cost of lunch was the same as buying an imported Mars bar. Twenty
litres of diesel fuel was fifty cents. I spent time making arrangements to fly to the Andes. Joanne
and Lindsey from the Onawa decided to come with us and we went to the airport to fly from
Caracas to Merida, a university town in the Andes. We had a two hour wait for a flight so we
went on a tour of Caracas. It was rush hour traffic in the city so the driver of the taxi took us
to see the beach area and the President’s grand house. Later we flew to Merida and booked in
at a local hotel. The town was busy with many students on the streets. I have always wanted to
see Condors in flight so the four of us signed up for a tour. We went in a jeep which drove up
the Trans-Andean highway into the mountains.
In a pretty village called St. Raphael a ninety three year old artist proudly showed us a rock
chapel he had built on the roadside. I was hoping to see Condors flying over the Andes but we
only saw one in captivity. It was a child’s pet and was in a sorry state.
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The children all had rosy cheeks but the texture of the skin was like fine sandpaper. We were
told a lot of Condors have been shot by the farmers as they are vultures. The high altitude made
us short of breath. We drove through a rain forest to visit a small sugar mill and then a grand
house which had been the centre of a former coffee plantation and now a museum. High in the
mountains we came to a moor which was covered by snow in winter but it was now covered by
alpine flowers. This area is in the National Park of the Sierra Nevada. Back at the Merida airport our
plane was delayed by heavy cloud but we were later able to get a connecting flight back to Caracas
and then return to the marina. We were so fortunate to be able to have had this opportunity to
see the Andes. Leaving the marina we sailed north to Curacao one of the Dutch Antilles islands.
Our anchorage was in a deep inlet called Spanish Waters. We could look across at Dutch style
houses on the shore and a sole mountain which had been mined for phosphate. In the main town
of Willemstad it was interesting to see the Dutch buildings painted in different colours and people
selling fruit and vegetables from boats on
the waterways. In Curacao, what we had to
pay for a bottle of beer would buy a case
in Venezuela.
On the 1st of April we sailed north
-west towards the Columbian coast and
I was looking forward to seeing the city
of Cartagena, with great historic Spanish

Condor (Top); Andean Children (Above)
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architecture. However it was not to happen because for the next four days we had gale force winds
and short steep seas. Some waves pooped and broke into the cockpit. We had managed to prepare
and then run before the storm. ‘Gertie’ the wind vane coped well with the rough conditions. We
had a near collision with a tanker who reported on the radio that his red navigation light was
burnt out! We decided not to retrace our path and so we also missed seeing the San Blas islands.
The boisterous conditions continued;
Jim had hoped to enter Nombre Dios Bay “Drake is in his hammock and a thousand leagues
below.” It wasn’t to be. As we neared Panama we were able to enter and anchor in Portobello Bay.
Beautiful Bay’ was named by Christopher Columbus and the anchorage was surrounded by dense
woods and mangroves. We were close to the ruins of a Spanish fort with guns still in place. The
Spanish ships used to load the gold and silver bought by mule train from Peru and other parts
of South America. British pirates came here and Sir Francis Drake was suspected to be one. It
was Easter and bells rang out from the large church. We went inside the church famous for the
statue of a ‘black’ Christ. The effigy of Christ had been draped in purple robes for Easter. Poor
houses stood in the ruins of the former wealthy Spanish town. It was a steep climb to see the fort
which had taken seven years to build in the 18th century. In the surrounding rain forest we were
delighted to see colourful butterflies and birds. It was a magic area,quiet and unspoilt. Descending
we passed mango trees and date palms. On the ground were little mauve orchids, orange primulas
and other wild flowers. After walking during a hot and steamy day we had a welcome cold drink
on our return to the yacht. The lovely bay was similar to a Scottish loch especially when a gentle
rain fell on the placid sea.
It was 20nm to the entrance to the Panama Canal. The yacht club was easy to find and friends
kindly took our lines in the Colon marina. When I went ashore to have a shower I met some Cuna
Indians. The ladies were from the San Blas islands so I bought some of the molas; traditional cloth
pictures which are hand made in colourful material. The next day we took the express bus from
Colon to Panama along the 100 kilometre motorway. In Panama a taxi took us to the American
Express office for our mail which we were always so pleased to receive from family and friends.
We had glimpses of city skyscrapers and large houses. The returning bus was slower but took an
interesting route by the disused railway, the National Park and locks of the canal. Back in Colon
a lady came to measure our yacht for the canal transit and we went to the Gatun lock to pay our
fee. We had to wait a week for our own transit. Jim took a turn on an English yacht to experience
being a rope handler and transiting the canal to literally learn the ropes in readiness for our transit.
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I went by myself into Colon to the shops and felt I had to be careful as there were armed guards
at the banks and shops. I had no problems and I returned by taxi to the yacht club. It was hot and
humid. We had to have four extra crew to handle the yacht ropes in the canal so Jim arranged
for two yachties and a professional line handler to come on Morning Tide. We also had to have
a pilot but he also brought along a trainee so together with water and food we were very low in
the water! The canal is 100 kilometres long and the story of the building of it is an amazing saga
of disease, loss of life and engineering achievement. The book ‘Between the Seas’ is a worthwhile
read about the canal.
There were three options for transiting the canal, Three yachts abreast, sidewall to a tug or
centre chamber. The waiting times for each alternative were, five to ten days, uncertain and the
third, indefinite. We went as the outer yacht of three. We left early in the morning and motored
into the Gatun locks. We were rafted on the outside of two yachts and had their weight on our
yacht in the turbulent waters. Going up is far far the most stressful, the lines to the bollards are
almost vertical. To make matters worse, the cargo ship ahead has to use its own propulsion to

Panama Lock. Going Up!
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move forward resulting in additional turbulence and wave action causing further strain on the
securing lines. I was hot and kept busy serving drinks and food all day. In the evening we entered
the Gatun Lake which was made by the damming of the Chagres River. We motor sailed across
23nm to an anchorage. The pilots left for the night and we enjoyed a swim in the fresh lake water,
unaware that freshwater crocs’ were present!
It was a pretty area with thick forest on the shore but at night we slept under nets due to the
mosquitoes. In the morning the pilots joined us and we continued on through the Gaillard Cut, a
16 kilometre channel through rock and shale to the Pedro Miguel and Miraflores locks. Descending
was far less stressful than ascending due to the absence of turbulence. In the afternoon we passed
under the Americas Bridge and picked up a mooring outside the Balboa yacht club. We had gone
through the Panama Canal to the Pacific Ocean! We spent two days in preparation for our next
sail to the Galapagos. Jim went to the bank to withdraw US$2000 American dollars. It was the only
time he has been escorted by an armed guard to a taxi. I walked to see the nearby American naval
base and along the road were trees with brilliant coloured blossoms and many birds.
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PACIFIC AND HOME

Bilbao

Tahiti

Bundaburg

On the 22nd April we departed Bilbao
passing big ships waiting to go through the
canal. I had read of the Hiscock’s story of a
slow passage to the Galapagos Islands, We
also made slow progress due to light winds.
We found it depressing to have to use the
engine and the noise and heat from it did
not help my mood! Jim caught a large tuna
which gave us two nice meals and we chatted
Balbao and about to enter the Pacific

on the radio to friends already in Galapagos.

We were getting low with fuel, the Humboldt Current was against us and every now and then
we entered fog. We passed the Equator and were able to sail again west towards the Galapagos
group of islands. We were relieved to see land on the 2nd May. We anchored in Puerto Ayora the
main harbour of Santa Cruz Island next to our friend’s yachts Darling and Miss Molly. We had
heard horror stories about the difficulties in obtaining permission to stay. It had been suggested
we invent engine trouble etc. In the event, the harbour Captain was very pleasant and we were
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allowed to stay three weeks. We were not allowed to use Morning Tide to visit other islands and
when we left it had to be for good. I was very surprised at the facilities and buildings in the town.
I was not expecting a laundry, bank or a large supermarket! We had only seen pictures of David
Attenborough with the wild life so I had expected few people in a barren area. Of course the wild
life was everywhere!

Galapagos. A tough life!

Delightful seals basked on the outer decks of power boats and large iguanas and red crabs
crawled over the shore rocks. One day Jim and I went on a tour inland to a national park and the
tortoise reserve. After some time crawling under bushes we saw a large male tortoise wallowing
in a muddy pool. There were many trees including cassia and passion fruit. We went up a gravel
road to Los Gemolos which are two huge extinct volcanic craters. We had a good view of
the surrounding islands including the largest Isla
Isabella. On the way back to the harbour we passed
lush pastures that support a cattle industry. We
were able to walk from town to visit the Charles
Darwin Station. Tortoises were being bred in

Tortoise and eagle
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George (Above); Post Office Island. The letter was never delivered (Below)

captivity and we saw ‘George’the eldest tortoise resident as
he was over a hundred years old.
Jim fitted a new generator on
Darling and we received a new
GPS by post. Fresh fruit and
vegetables were available in the
street market and I also bought
souvenirs. We were sad to leave
on May 10th. We sailed south to
Postal Bay on Floriana Island.
In 1790 a mariner put a barrel on the beach for letters to be posted and close by it yachts have
left their name. We noticed that the Hiscock’s had put ‘Wanderer 1966’. We saw many birds
including the blue footed boobies and pelicans. Sea lions and turtles were in the water and flightless
cormorants were bobbing up and down like ducks! After a peaceful night we left to sail across the
Pacific to the French Polynesian Islands. It was rather confronting to face the long voyage but we
were so pleased and thankful to have visited the Galapagos Islands.
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It took us several days to settle in to the routine of
sailing especially night watches! We enjoyed the radio
skeds with fellow yachts and Jim was grateful to have
weather reports from Herbs’ Radio Net. The winds
were good S.E. trades and we made steady progress
averaging 240 kilometres a day. An excerpt from my
dairy for the 24th of May - “Half-way”, a great feeling!
I cooked a special chicken dinner to celebrate. We
still saw an occasional ship and Japanese fishing boats.
A lot of flying fish leapt out of the water and a solitary
petrel bird flew overhead. Our routine was the same
as the Atlantic crossing with myself sleeping from
18. 00 hours to midnight then 8. 00 to mid-day. We
were both ‘on deck’ from 12.00 to 18.00. Jim had radio
Keeping cool

skeds three times daily and navigation, sail changes
and engine running etc. I baked bread and a cake every

other day and sometimes I did some washing. We only wore T shirts and pants. There was constant
vigilance for rotten fruit and vegetables and also cockroaches on board. We used a “watermaker’
when our fresh water was low but we used sea water for vegetables and initial washing up. The
fridge used a lot of power so once we departed from a marina’s shore power we turned it off. At
night we listened to music or tapes of book readings. We wore earphones so that the person off
watch was not disturbed. The trade winds were constant and the sea motion comfortable.”
On the morning of the 3rd of June we felt great excitement and relief as a small cloud ahead
developed followed by the high peak of Ua Huka. The Polynesian island appeared on the horizon
just where it should be. It was our twenty third day at sea. It was dark when we entered the
Baie de Tiaohae. We were aided by our radar and Peter in Miss Molly’s dinghy showed us an
anchorage spot. We smelt the lovely scent of frangipani flowers wafting down by the mountain
and across the water. After a good sleep we woke in the beautiful anchorage surrounded by
very high mountains, rain forest and waterfalls tumbling down into the bay. We were amongst
twenty yachts.
Charming French officials ‘cleared’ Morning Tide into French Polynesia and we bought
French bread and New Zealand lamb and butter. Welcome mail was waiting for us at the Post
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Office and in the letters we studied the recent photos of our Grandchildren. We went in Land
Rovers with other yachties to see the island. In the fertile valleys villagers grew fruit including
bananas and grapefruit and many vegetables. At a sacred site there were graves of missionaries
and also old maraes which were stone altars that had been used for human sacrifices. In a village
we entered a woodcarvers’ shed and we bought a lovely carved turtle. Wood carvings decorated
the church and later we attended a service for children having
their first communion. The boys and girls were smart in white
clothing and wore garlands of white flowers called Tiare, which
were similar to gardenias.
The beautiful singing was unaccompanied by music. A jolly
French priest asked us to join in the festivities and afterwards we
enjoyed drinks and chocolate cake. A lady gave me her ‘lia’ of Tiare
and told me that it had taken her two days to make the garland.
We had a scare one night when a gendarme (French police) came
First Communion.
Father and Son

to our yacht with news of a tsunami wave possibly heading into the
bay. We hastily put our dinghy on board and yachts were preparing
to leave the anchorage when over the VHF radio came the news

that an English power boat was contacting the earthquake centre in San Francisco for the latest
information. We were thankful to learn some long fifteen minutes later that all was well. The
earthquake was centered in the Aleutian Islands and we would not be affected by a tsunami. We
were grateful for modern technology! Leaving the island we had a good sail south to the island
Ua Pou and dropped anchor
in another lovely bay Baie
D’Harahau.

Ua Pou
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The peaks were not high as on Ua Huka and there was no rain forest but it was attractive with
a lovely sandy beach and about a thousand inhabitants. It reminded Jim of a scene from a Disney
film and any moment he expected a gnome or dwarf to appear from the side of the mountain! We
stayed a few days then departed for Rangiroa.

Ua Pou. At anchor

After a four day rough passage we were glad to enter the calm waters of the big lagoon on the
island of Rangiroa. Entrance into the lagoon is through a narrow channel between reef. Jim was
anxious because he had no data on tidal height or strength of the current. All went well and the
following day we saw a three masted Club Meditereanee yacht sail through without difficulty.
We need not have been concerned.
Ashore there was a hotel with thatched
bungalows over the lagoon and we
enjoyed a beer sitting over a glass floor
watching fish in the water below us.
A cargo boat arrived on the jetty and a Ute
came to collect crates of provisions. My
friend Judy and I (were offered a lift into
the village 12 kilometres down the road.
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We sat in the back of the vehicle amongst some crates. We bought fresh bread at the village shop
but groceries were too expensive. We then got on a school bus to visit the Gauguin Pearl Farm.
The mother of pearl shell is sold to Japan and Korea to be used for buttons and decorations.
Pearls were of different colours-green, white and grey. We were given some shells and then driven
back to the lagoon. The road passed the airport, a
large school and many neat houses and gardens.
The only crop appeared to be coconuts. Jim had a
problem leaving the anchorage as our anchor chain
was snagged around a coral rock. A young man on
a nearby yacht kindly dived about ten metres to
free the chain. We had strong winds and made fast
progress with little sail up. That night I saw a moon
bow for the first time. This was caused by the glow
of the full moon and a shower of rain.
We entered the protected waters of Tahiti and
anchored alongside the coast road of the town and
had a stern line to the beach. It was enjoyable walking
under an avenue of trees and looking at the shops
#4 headsail only
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Tahiti, The ladies had long black
hair flowing down their backs

including a large supermarket. We went to the first night of the festival held in an open air stadium.
The President and V. I. P. s were there and the stadium was full. It was a great show with dancing
and music. Alongside us was the yacht Christobel, Rosie and Maurice Sumner. It was the beginning
of a long friendship.
The dancers wore headdresses of flowers and the costumes showed hips gyrating and graceful
movements of arms and body. The ladies had long black hair flowing down their backs. Another
day I went with Peter, Sally and young children Holly and Louise from Miss Molly on Shamrock
to see a historic ceremony reinacted in an open air temple called a Marae. It was on a lovely site on
the mountain slope and the ancient stone altar was central to
the ceremony. The actors had tattoos on their bodies and wore
costumes of bark and feathers decorated with shells and straw.
The music of drums beating and sticks clicking was hypnotic.
Jim worked continuously on ‘Darling’s’ generator, replacement
parts had been sent from Germany. Several of the yachtie’
ladies took the local bus ‘Le Truck’- to see the museum. The
displays were of old wood carvings and tools from Tahiti and
the islands. The next day Jim and I went on three ‘le Trucks’
to see the Botanical Gardens and then the Museum Gauguin.
Jim was asked by an American why his boat was continuously
blowing a pole top marina fuse. On inspection of the boat
Holly and Louise (Miss Molly)

Jim found the aft cabin was like an actress’s dressing room
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with many individual lights surrounding the
dressing table. Removing 50% of the lamps
fixed the problem!
One le Truck was driven by a woman
with her child beside her and in the centre
of the bus people sat astride on a bench
and there was little headroom. We were
the only tourists and the locals were very
helpful in telling us where to get off the bus.
Cooks Anchorage

The museum was on a lovely beach site but

unfortunately there was only one Gauguin picture and we were told that most of his paintings
were sold to American museums.
The 14th of July being Bastille Day was a holiday. Jim was still working on Darling so I went
into town. A short military parade took place with the army regiment of the French Foreign
Legion, Navy and the Air force. Only a few local people were watching the parade. A garden
party was held in the garden of the President and I very cheekily went in through the gates and
was immediately offered a drink! The ladies wore flowing long dresses mainly white and all
wore straw hats with flowers. A band was playing in a marquee and the men looked hot wearing
suits with ties. The celebrations we were told had been curtailed as the previous year there were
demonstrations against nuclear testing in the Pacific by the French Navy.
The following morning we left Tahiti and motor sailed the 17nm to Moorea. We anchored
in Cook’s Bay, the scenery was spectacular. Volcanic peaks surrounded the bay and they were
reflected in the azure blue water. We went
ashore to the village of Pao and saw a few
shops and hotels. The next day we went on a
hike up the road from the village. We passed
pineapple plantations in the valley and then
the road went up and up! We suddenly came
across a Jamboree with 400 Boy Scouts from
the Polynesian islands and some waved to us
as we passed by. At the peak of the mountain
Moorea. Cooks Anchorage

we had a wonderful view over Cook’s Bay
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and Opunohu Bay. Walking back down the road we went passed a rain forest and saw many flowers
including orchids and hibiscus. We remained in the Bay for a week and socialized with the other
yachts at anchor. The winds were strong for a few days and we had ‘bullets’ of wind up to 45 knots.
One day we hired bikes to cycle around the lovely island.
An overnight sail took us to the Leeward Islands and we entered through a coral reef into the
marina on Raiatea Island. A big charter fleet filled most of the marina but the French manager
welcomed us and we were able to pick up a buoy. Walking from the marina Jim and I passed a
house that had at least two hundred pots of Bougainville’s in the garden which was a colourful
sight. At the post office the clerks were watching the Olympic Games in Atlanta on a television.
We phoned Judy in Canberra and she informed us that all the family would gather in Bundaberg
for our arrival in October so Jim had the pressure of arriving at that time! Our friends on the Miss
Molly, Darling, Pas Dej and Baltic Heritage gave us a lovely farewell meal and the next morning
we left Raiatea. During the next fourteen days we had a very bumpy ride and didn’t see any boats
nor did we catch any fish. It was a relief to arrive in Tonga.
It was dark and Jim used the radar to assist entering the harbour and finding an anchorage in the
Port of Refuge Bay on Vavau Island. In the morning customs and health officials ‘cleared’ us in and
we then went to anchor by Don Coleman’s boatyard. Jim and I walked into the town of Neiafu and
bought local fruit and vegetables at a market and there were new buildings amongst the old. I bought
a tapa cloth and a woven basket as souvenirs. Jim had a painful back so I went to the local hospital
to get medication but there were too many people waiting to see the doctor so I left empty handed.
We enjoyed eating tropical fruits such as bananas, papayas and pineapples. Pigs were roaming around
the homes and they were later
to be killed for festivities and
funerals. Ladies were busy
weaving baskets and hats
from Parndana’s leaves and
the men sold wood carving
souvenirs. On Sunday we
attended the Wesley church
and sat alongside the ladies
choir who wore white tops
with grass skirts. Lovely solo
Port of Refuge Bay, Vanuatu Islands
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lead singer with harmonious accompaniment from a choir and boys played trumpets. The church
glass window depicted the first missionaries to the island and the Tongan King George who was
converted to Christianity. The lady preacher was also a kindergarten teacher and she told us that
they were in need of books and equipment. That night we had a local meal of fish, chicken and salad
cooked by a young man who had gone to Australia but his father had fetched him back home. It was
the end of August so we needed to keep moving so we left to sail on to Fiji.
The next few days we had strong winds and several waves broke with a tremendous crash into
our cockpit. I had a fall in the galley and I became upset and disgruntled with the weather forecast,
After all, we were in the Pacific! At least we had a quick passage.
The skies were overcast causing poor visibility for our approach into Suva harbour, Fiji.
There were reefs either side of the channel and shipwrecks so we were thankful Jim had the aid of
radar and GPS One yacht went on the reef but the steel hull prevented serious damage. The port
authority told us by the radio that we should ‘Clear in’ by the main wharf. Fortunately we were able
to tie up alongside a large ship or we would have disappeared under the wharf’s large concrete sides!
Later we went into the Royal Suva Yacht Club followed by an enjoyable and wonderful meal with
friends on Laughing Jade. We had met Laughing Jade, Nobby and Pat many years earlier when they
sailed into Fremantle. It was great to meet them again. In Suva we enjoyed seeing the large market
with Indian, Chinese and Fijians selling fruit and vegetables. We also enjoyed the excellent facilities
at the yacht club and I was able to use the laundry. We hired a car to explore the island and went
through the rain forests and saw mahogany trees. In the villages we had friendly greetings with the
men wearing Sulu [like a kilt] and ladies in colourful cotton dresses. The coast road had attractive
views of the fringing coral reefs.
We had enjoyed our week in Fiji but
we had to leave for New Caledonia.
We sailed in company with
Laughing Jade and for the first
twenty four hours we had good
S/E winds and sailed a record
140nm. Unfortunately the winds
became lighter and we had to motor
sail for the rest of the week. Jim had
‘Gertie” (wind steering) working well

to be very careful with navigation
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approaching Noumea due to reefs and fast currents. The island is hilly with pine trees growing
on the slopes- I presume that the resemblance of the scenery to Scotland caused the island to be
named New Caledonia [Scotland]. The marina called Port Moselle was convenient to the central
town and we met up with sailing friends including some from Fremantle. It was good to enjoy
the French ambience especially the bread. Jim said it was “French to the last baguette!” The next
morning with friends Megan and Bill (Belle) we boarded a local bus which took us to a stop on the
road that led up to Mont Koghi. We walked the 5 kilometres uphill to L’Auberge a small restaurant
on the peak. We had coffee and enjoyed the stunning view to the coast of Noumea. We descended
down a path that went through a rain forest and enjoyed a rest by a waterfall and had a picnic
lunch. Two hardy French ladies were swimming in the cold water. There are a number of retired
French people on the island. We were tired and glad to get a bus back to the marina after the
strenuous but worthwhile walk. We planned to stay a week but heavy rain delayed our departure
until the 23rd of September. We motored out through the passage in a reef and sailed westward
with S. W. winds. The seas were lumpy and it was an effort to leave the comfortable pilot berth to
cook or go on watch. It was good that we always kept watch as on our first night I had to wake
Jim as a cargo ship was close to us. The ship on receiving Jim’s radio call said they had not seen us
but then altered course as we motored away from the ship.

Bundaburg. Burnett Heads. Dressed Overall
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The Family

'Laughing Jade' was also making for Australia in their case Brisbane whilst we were heading to
Bundaberg. Jim called Laughing Jade and said he was going to tack and alter course for Bundaberg.
Nobby was very laconic, back came the reply, Tack? Maybe tomorrow.
The winds went south so we had great sailing and at night with a full moon for company.
Towards the end of that week the wind changed to the north and we had rough seas for two
days. Visibility was poor due to rain squalls and it was some time before we saw a glimpse of the
Australian coast. It was a wonderful sight.
Jim used radar to enter Burnett Heads, Bundaberg in Queensland. It was the 30th September we were back in Australia! We consumed a bottle of French champagne, slept very well and were
woken at 4a.m. the next day by fishermen leaving the harbour.
We had arrived just ONE DAY ahead of our family! The customs and quarantine officers were
very relaxed and didn’t come on board until the following day. When they arrived they explained
that the Quarantine restrictions were less severe than when we had returned to Australia from
Bali in 1988. Immigration all settled we then went to the nearby motel and very much enjoyed the
meal of fish and steak with salad.
Later that morning it was just wonderful that our family arrived including two grandchildren
Caitlin and Callum. They all wore T-shirts proclaiming that Morning Tide had circumnavigated
the world from 1991-1996. It was the first time that Jim had met his Grandchildren. We felt very
blessed and also grateful to Morning Tide.
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It was a special family holiday with Ian and Anita announcing their engagement. The family left
to return to Perth and Canberra. We headed north to Gladstone to leave the boat during the ‘wet. ’
We returned to Gladstone the following year with the intention of returning home. However
the attraction of sailing up the Great Barrier Reef convinced us to stay another year. Later we
were joined by Cora and Alan Kiel in Cairns and they sailed south with us to Gladstone where
again we left Morning Tide to sit out the ‘wet’. In May 1997 we flew back from Perth and departed
Gladstone to sail across the ‘top’ of Australia. We returned to the Fremantle Sailing Club in 1998.
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MORNING TIDE, O/N 852988
EARLY HISTORY, SPECIFICATION AND FIT OUT.
The S&S 34 was established as a class of yachts in 1967 following their design commissioned
by British yachtsman Michael Winfield. The yacht was called Morningtown, apparently after a
successful race horse. Morningtown proved to be a very impressive yacht and Mr Winfield decided
to go into stock boat building, requesting Sparkman & Stephens to prepare detailed plans to enable
commercial production of the SS 34. It was apparently at the strong request of Winfield that SS
34 yachts should have “Morning” in their name.
The S&S34 quickly built up an impressive race record with Ted Heath’s Morning Cloud
winning the 1969 Sydney-Hobart race. The fact that this class of yacht performed so well in
competition did not detract from its prospects as a cruising yacht. At the time it was deemed to
have outstanding qualities with “remarkable speed to windward in heavy weather, while being
roomy below deck with full head-room”. This statement remains equally true today.
Swarbrick Brothers, yacht builders imported the mould from England and commenced building
the Mark 1 version. Later, they introduced a ‘self-build’ promotion. Swarbricks Brothers provided
the mould, materials and supervision, the client/boat owner provided the labour. The hull and deck
had to be completed in one month. Margaret and Jim took a month’s leave and with the help of
family and friends at weekends the work was completed on time.
The hull and deck were transported to our house in Collie (SW Australia) and for the next
eighteen months the ‘fit out’ commenced and continued until Jim’s work required him to relocate
back to his Perth office. For the remaining eighteen months Morning Tide sat in our front yard
in Wembley until the fit out was completed.
Morning Tide was launched at Royal Perth Yacht Club on the 30th August 1982 and relocated
to Fremantle Sailing Club a year later. Why the name Morning Tide? …every English schoolboy
knows “the best sailing adventures commence when you depart on the morning tide.”
Specification (as per S&S plans)

Metric

Imperial

Length Overall

10.23m

33’ 6+5/8”

Waterline Length

7.37m

24’ 2”

Beam

3.08m

10’ 1”

Draft

1.78m

5’10+1/8”

Displacement

4171kg

9195.5lbs

Ballast, Mk1 keel (probably understated)

2368kg or

5,220lbs or

Engine, diesel 23HP Volvo MD11C Fuel capacity 70 litres. Water 250 litres.
House Batteries 2 X 100Ah deep cycle. Engine 1X 100Ah cold cranking
Codan HF Radio, IcomVHF radio, Furuno Radar, B&G GPS, Fleming Wind Vane.
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MORNING TIDE

‘Let’s do it’. This was my excited
reply to Jim’s proposal that we should
A dream of many years and now in
1990 we had the opportunity as Jim
had retired from engineering and I
had retired from nursing. Our three
children were now adults and we had
the ideal yacht.
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By Margaret Putt

sail off in our yacht Morning Tide.
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and her
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