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insults on 
the high seas 
A friend of mine confronted me at the 
Royal Cape Yacht Club last week and 
openly accused me of being a dirty 
lying cheat. 

The truth of the matter is he was correct 
- maybe not about the dirty bit, but a lying 
cheat I am, and quite proud ofit. 

It all started when I was innocently 
elbowing my way to the front of the queue 
at the yacht club bar to buy a huge round of 
drinks (believe that if you will). 

The next minute a weather-beaten 
sailor just a few inches to my starboard 
extricates his arm from the mass of queu
ing yachtsmen and flings it into the air. He 
yells in his foghorn voice: "Protest." 

A barman looks up from behind the till 
and another, drying glasses, stops in mid
action. The noisy rumblings in the bar 
taper off to an awkward silence. 

"Collision," says the man at my shoul
der, pointing his protesting finger in my 
direction. People stare at me expectantly 
and I turn the colour of the proverbial 
protest flag - red. 

But I'm no pushover with protests. 
"Never touched him," I offer dishonestly. 

"The idiot walked straight into me," my 
new enemy tells the crowd. "The fool could
n't navigate his way out of a parking lot." 

We had entered the insulting phase of 
our "protest hearing" and I duly cursed 
him and his family and continued to lie 
through my teeth, denying any collision. 

And all the time I knew I was doing the 
right thing- after all I'd seen the country's 
top sailors act in exactly the same obsti
nate manner over the last few years. 

Lipton Cup this year was no different 
and after the final day's racing a protest 
was lodged - in this case a skipper claimed 
there had been a collision. 

Officials can't be everywhere on the 
course and there's nothing wrong with ask
ing a committee to sort out a dispute. 

There's no prize money at stake and it is 
to be expected that such a hearing would 
take five minutes - the two gentlemen 
should then shake hands and have a beer. 

Not so. Vociferous arguing, which 
would have made a lawyer blush, raged for 
four hours and the jury was forced to 
inspect one of the boats for damage. 

Competitiveness is one thing, but the 
win-at-all-costs attitude which prevails in 
the event takes some of the shine off the 
beautiful silver-gilt trophy donated to the 
noble sport of yachting. 


