
THERE SHE BLOWS 

It had been a bad day. Eleven days out of Cape Town, Pionier had hit a flat calm. 
She had logged only 95 miles in the last 24 hours, and her crew were depressed, 
strangely quiet. 

Before falling into the calm they had been cock-a-hoop. The position reports had 
shown they had been making fast progress through the fleet. Six nights before they 
had been 14th on handicap, the next 9th, the next night 6th, then 5th. Last night they 
had been 3rd, with only Albatros and Mercury ahead of them. On top of that they 
were ahead of all the boats they had specially hoped to beat-Omuramba, Flica, 
Outburst, .App/emist, Westwind-not just on handicap but on actual time as well. 
And now they had struck a calm. All the ground they had made was lost, each of them 
was convinced. A wasted day. 

Tony Keeney was on watch, sitting among the cushions in the cockpit behind the 
wheel as midnight approached. It was a dark night, with only a sliver of moon and a 
few brave stars appearing through the cloudy haze. Tony had been there since 10, 
alone while the other four rested below, reading, sleeping, plotting. Since the second 
day Pionier 's crew had been watching alone, two hours at a time through the day and 
night. Gordon Webb, Pionier's skipper, was due to relieve Tony at midnight, but just 
then Gordon popped his head through the hatch and asked if he would mind staying 
on for another ten minutes. He wanted to listen to the position reports from the 
SABC, he said. Just to check how far back Pionier had fallen. They were all depressed. 

Peter Flockemann had his transistor radio on board and tuned in to Springbok 
Radio, still loud and clear 1 600 miles from the South African coast. Gordon's wife 
Jennifer was drowsing in her bunk on the port side of the cabin, in her usual sleeping-
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gear-a bikini bottom and an old shirt of Gordon's. Peter was sitting on his bunk 
on the starboard side, with Gordon. Willi Schutten, Pionier's owner, had set up his 
quarters in the fo'c'sle where he and Gordon spent much of their time. At midnight 
Pionier time the Springbok Radio announcer began his long recital of yachts and 
positions. He had to call the yachts in the order of their race numbers, all the way 
from 01 Graybeard to 69 Qumbu. So it would be a long time before he reached 62 
Pionier. He got there at last, though, and Gordon Webb checked eagerly as he read 
their position. 

69 PIONIER 24-53 S 07-56 W DISTANCE FROM RIO 1956 
POSITION ACTUAL l 6TH POSITION HANDICAP 3RD. 
Gordon did some quick thinking, comparing Pionier's figures with Albatros's and 

Mercury's. He found that not only had Pionier maintained her position in the fleet, 
but she had actually made up ground on the two leading yachts. Pionier might have 
hit a calm patch, but the others had hit a calmer. And the wind was getting up. 

So it was a cheerful Gordon Webb who climbed the companion ladder out into 
the night to relieve Tony Keeney at the wheel. The strain and disappointment of the 
last few hours had dissolved in moments. He was beaming from ear to ear, full of 
beans. This was a man whose life was the sea, and whose one ambition it was to win 
this race. And the goal was in sight. The wind was picking up, the little Pionier was 
responding with all her heart, heeling over to port as she rode the swells to Rio. In 
the cockpit Tony Keeney had made ready two spinnakers, a flattish one for reefing, 
a big one for running. Before long, by the feel of the wind, Pionier would be carrying 
one of them. 

Gordon took control, standing with one hand on the wheel looking out into the 
blackness ahead while Tony eased himself from the cushioned seat beside him, en route 
for his bunk. He had been at the wheel most of the day. There was not much to say. 
Both Gordon and Tony knew the implication of the position report. Pionier was placed 
to win, the wind was right, they were heading in straight for Rio. Almost, though 
neither of them would have dreamt of suggesting it out loud, the race was in the bag. 

Suddenly there was a shuddering crash. Pionier's bow shot high, arching out of the 
water in the darkness ahead, pointing to the stars as she crashed into some terrible 
obstruction. As she plunged down again, a fraction of a second later, there was a 
second bang, a sickening smash, this time from under the hull, as Pionier was hurled 
bodily to starboard. 

The men struggled to keep their balance; there was not much light around. The 
binnacle light was on, there was light filtering from the cabin, a token glimmer from 
the sky, the stern light. Gordon looked aft, as Pionier fought gamely to recover from 
the cruel shock. In the glow of the stern light he saw the huge tail fin of a blue whale, 
21 metres across and forked, strong, majestic and now disappearing into the deep. 

Tony had seen it too, just. Halfway into the cockpit, he had turned at the two 
crashes, and though he was low in the boat, he could see the end of the tail over the 
dodger and the life-rings, as it dipped slowly out of sight. 

The boat lurched crazily as dazed wits gathered. Gordon still held the wheel, Tony 
was standing in the hatchway. Down below, WiJli in the fo'c'sle had taken the full 
force of the first blow, Jennifer of the second. Willi had thought the boat had hit 
rough weather and wondered where it came from. Jennifer had felt the impact of 
the second blow under her head. She was thrown up and half out of her bunk, and 
she let her feet fall to the deck to steady herself. 

It was then she felt the water. Creeping up through the deck planks, from down 
somewhere by the keel, she could feel it lapping her ankles as the boat heeled over 
under full sail. She screamed her discovery up to Gordon on deck. 
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Gordon acted. Pionier was in big trouble, he well knew. Tony scrambled back into 
the cockpit. 'Stop the ship', Gordon told him, and himself jumped into the cockpit 
to survey the damage. Willi Schutten had rushed back from the fo'c'sle on Jennts 
screams, in nothing more than his underpants. He climbed on deck. Tony had tned 
to steer the yacht into the wind, but found there was no response to the wheel. The 
steel lines to the rudder had been broken. He and Willi decided to lower the sails. 
Willi took the main, Tony the jib and ghoster in the bow. Down below, Gordon and 
Jenny eased up the deck planks to see if they could find the hole admitting the wat~r. 
But it was coming in too fast. Gordon told Peter Flockemann to get on to the radio. 

Peter tuned the transmitter, 2182, the international distress frequency. It was 
supposed to be left free for emergencies like this one, and all ships were supposed ~o 
keep a watch on it. But there was the usual cacophony of messa~es br?adcast m 
abuse of the international agreement. Peter could hear a conversation gomg on, by 
the sound of it not far away. He switched on the transmitter and began broadcasting 
the Mayday. Pionier was sinking, he called. He gave the position they had calculated 
most recently, 24.30 S, 07.06 W. Again he repeated it, appealing for rescue. But when 
he switched on the receiver to see if anyone was responding, he drew a blank. 

Gordon had abandoned any plans to save the ship from the inside, though Willi 
had begun to bale with a bucket. The water was swirling knee deep in the saloon by 
this time, the ship was sinking to the gunnels. Gordon had read somewhere of a way 
of saving a holed ship with sails, by draping them over the side and allowing suction 
to pull them into the hole and seal it off. He outlined the plan to Tony and Willi, and 
they set about the job. There were two spinnakers in the cockpit, and they took one 
from its bag and draped it over the port side. The boat had lost way by now, and they 
draped the second spinnaker in its place. 

But still the water poured in. Now it was waist deep in the cabin. Gordon was out 
in the cockpit, taking the life-raft from its cover. He pulled the inflation trigge~, it 
opened with a loud hiss, and he put the raft over the side. He shouted down to Jenrufer 
to cut free the plastic jerrycans of water lashed to the legs of the saloon table below, 
the extra water Pionier was obliged to carry in addition to the water in her tanks, to 
comply with race rules. She tossed four of the jerrycans to Willi up in the cockpit. 
They weighed 221 kg apiece, but she hardly noticed. . 

Jennifer's next thought was of food. She scrambled to collect all she could find m 
the provision lockers and pass it to Willi on deck, who by this time had hold of the 
life-raft alongside. Anything she could find, most ofit floating around her, tins, cereal!, 
eggs in their boxes, vegetables, jars, anything within reach. As she passed the ~rovi
sions up to Willi, Gordon remembered they would need the tin-opener. He renunded 
her, and Jenny turned to open the door where it was kept. But it was jammed. 
Peter left the radio to wrench it open for her, then went up on deck to help Tony with 
the spinnakers. Jenny took over the radio, and had time to shout out two more Mayday 
signals before the radio went silent as the flooded batteries died. 

Willi had remembered to grab flares before going up on deck. He took a full box 
of them, ordinary night flares, unfortunately, rather than the parachute flares he had 
been looking for. And he grabbed an heirloom from the days when he had sailed his 
first yacht, Falcon, years before. His one and only smoke flare. It had sailed wi~ him 
on Falcon and his second yacht Sprinter, without a moment's anxiety, and now it was 
with him on Pionier. He threw it into the raft. 

Tony's thought was of clothing. He had read an article on life-raft survival before 
the race, one of Frank Robb's Cape to Rio Round-up pieces which had appeared 
each Saturday in South Africa's morning papers. Frank had pointed out that though 
water was a high priority in survival at sea, almost as high was-not food or flares -
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~mt shelt~r. He had advocated clothing as protection both from heat and cold, and 
1t was this thought that drove Tony to the nearest clothes locker, his and Willi's. He 
grabbed armfuls of whatever came to hand. Sodden jerseys and trousers, anything, 
he passed them to Willi in the cockpit. Peter, equally practical, found a sleeping-bag 
and a bottle of whisky. 

Gordon ordered everyone on deck. The boat was sinking fast. Willi was in the life
r~t, holding it to the gunnel of the yacht in the heavy swell, still wearing nothing but 
h!s underpants. Gordon told Jennifer to climb in with him, after her Tony, after 
him Peter. He looked down the yacht. The bows were under but the stern was still 
above water. He wondered if there was a bubble of air keeping her afloat and if there 
was a chance of saving her after all. He began bailing, but only for a moment. He 
knew there was no hope, and he thought of something else. Their passports. He knew 
they were in a wallet down below. He went down, the cabin almost full of water and 
dived down to the locker where they were kept. He found them, surfaced, and f~und 
too his precious sextant and navigation books floating by. He took them in his arms 
and himself climbed into the life-raft, able to step straight from the gunnel into the 
shelter, so low was the yacht. 

The life-raft stood off some way, for the yacht was rolling over. Slowly she dipped 
at the bows, further under water as the pulpit disappeared, and as she heeled over, 
as if in final, tragic salute, a short somewhere on the electric panel produced the last 
crue~ joke. All Pionier' s lights flashed on, her masthead lights, the navigation lights, 
the hghts on her spreader, and over she rolled, her bared poles sinking under the waves 
as like a whale herself she showed her underside, deep fin keel with rudder still intact 
on the keg-and the long, jagged rip in her hull which told Pionier's crew what they 
needed to know: that they could never have saved their ship. And the yacht dis
appeared, and they were alone. 

It happened in 16 minutes. There had been no time to panic. Gordon had been in 
command, a lifetime of authority at sea manifesting itself through his greatest challenge. 
He had done what had to be done, his crew had obeyed. They had done what they 
were told to do, more than they had been told, and secure in the bobbing float they 
sized up their situation. Only now they realized they had not seen a ship or a light 
in ten days, since passing two frigates of the South African Navy on their first night 
out of Cape Town. They were adrift in the middle of the world's loneliest ocean, with 
only minimal chance of being picked up. Nobody was confident the Mayday had 
been heard. Peter had interrupted his transmission at intervals to see if there was any 
response, just in case. But there had been no reply. The radio set was small, and they 
knew it was unlikely there were boats close at hand. They were to the south of the 
fleet. But there was always the chance. 

In a curious way, the underdressed were too warm, the adequately dressed cold. 
Willi was in his underpants, Jennifer in her bikini bottom and shirt. Yet both 'round 
the canvas sh~l~er too hot for them and decided to sit outside in the night air. Gordon, 
Peter and Wtlh comforted themselves with a quick tot from the whisky bottle and 
~ettled down to ma~e themselves at home amid the debris of what they had thrown 
mto the raft. Three Jerrycans of water, another that had been broken as it was handled 
and no~ had to be nursed on any useful knee, a third full; the clothes; the provisions, 
stored m a convenient sail-bag; a spare sail, intended as a sea anchor to stop the life
raft drifting too far from the position given out in Mayday; and Gordon's sextant in 
its wooden box, a~d his meteorological and navigational books, the only reading matter. 
. There they sat, m the dark. They had a torch, but to conserve its batteries they used 
1t only spanngly. They had brought one packet of cigarettes, and a box of matches. 
But the matches were soaked in sea water and would have to be dried out. Some tried 
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to sleep, ignoring the cramp of legs intertwined uncomfortably with four other pairs. 
And every so often came an unnerving hiss of escaping air from the raft beneath th~m, 
the only sound besides their close breathing and the lap of the water. There was nothing 
to say. . 

The dawn found them. With light to see what they were domg, they began to 
organize their raft. It might be their home for weeks. Th~ sail they had br~ught as .a 
sea anchor was already trailing overboard. Gordon decided the three white plastic 
jerrycans should be trailed as well once he had made sure their plastic caps ~ould not 
let in sea water. Fresh water being lighter than salt, they would float. So the Jerrycans 
were tied together with a rope, and gently let into the water. . 

While they were securing the jerrycans overboard, conversation turned to food, 
and the five investigated the contents of the sail-bag. Tins galore, boxes of dehydrated 
vegetables, broken eggs in their boxes, Moesli breakfast cereal, ~e ~od~en pack~ts 
spilling their contents; even a hunk of Christmas cake wrapped m tmfotl and a Jar 
of honey. Jennifer set about preparing something. Her eye fell on Gordon's sex~nt 
box and she commandeered it. The sextant was ejected, and the box became a service
able pot. She mixed the Moesli cereal and some broken eggs into a tasty paste, with 
Christmas cake to follow. Nobody noticed the tang of salt water. 

Breakfast over, they opened the emergency survival pack they had fou_nd in the raft. 
Nobody had any idea what might be in it, so it was like opening a Chnstmas pai:ceI. 
First, they found a handpump for the raft, with instructions which among other thmgs 
explained the disturbing hisses of air they had heard in the night. These had come ~s 
air was let out of the raft to counteract its heavy load. There were sponges, to help m 
drying out the raft, which was itself ankle deep in ~ater from th~ night before. T~ere 
were six 3-pint tins of water, and a can-opener, with a measunng cup. Instructions 
with the water advised regular rationing. No random drinking, but instead a cupful 
early in the morning, one at noon, and a third at night. Though ~ey ~ad plenty of 
water in the jerrycans, Gordon decided they would follow ~e duections. Glucose 
sweets, an emergency medical kit and a funnel to catch ramwater completed the 
provisions. . 

They decided on a watch system. Clearly the day would be hot, as hot as anything 
they had faced in the comparative comfort ~f ~e_yacht. The raft had~ canopr, and 
it was plainly best for four of them to remam m 1t~ sh~lte~ when posS1ble, while !he 
fifth kept watch outside in the hot sun. They were thmkm~ m terms of a yacht ~ommg 
over the horizon, for they knew most of the fleet lay behmd 1!1em, and they liked to 
think somebody would be following their route. Or perhaps a ship would come. Gordon 
was exempted from the watch system, at any rate in darlight. H~ had a s~nsitive 
skin and rather than risk having a case of sunburn on their hands, 1t was decided he 
sho~ld do his watches by night only. So the other four embarked in a round of watches, 
twenty minutes each out in the strong sunlight while the others cowered bright orange 
under the shelter as light filtered through it. 

Each time a change of watch was due, the whole crew had to move one place to 
the right, as if they were at the Mad Hatter's tea-party. On their way they had to 
negotiate obstacles like the sail-bag, the broken jerrycan and Gordon's sextant box, 
tending to fall towards the middle of the raft's moving centre as the manoeuvre took 
place. 

There was not much conversation. Gordon had told them at the outset they were 
in quite a spot. They were way off the normal shipping lanes, and it would be a 
miracle if their Mayday signal had been picked up. The rest of the fleet would not 
miss them as a number of yachts had not been heard of in days, in most cases because 
of the failure of their generator plants. So it might be weeks before anyone thought 
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of mounting a search for them. On the other hand, they had plenty of water, the 
means of catching more, and clothing and covering enough to shelter them. They 
knew that even without food they could survive for weeks on the water alone. 

Each was left to his thoughts. Jenny was intrigued with the flying fish around the 
raft, darting in the sunlight to evade their pursuers. She was intrigued too with the 
problems of nature, finding that as a woman she was at an advantage compared with 
the men, able to sit well over the side of the raft hanging on to the life-lines. The men 
soon realized her way was the best. But thought was private. Each was thinking about 
loved ones at home. 

Jennifer had two children. Their parents were lost at sea, and there would be no 
one to bring up the two little girls. Gordon was thinking this too, but was wondering 
as well what he could do to speed rescue. The lives on the raft were his responsibility. 
Tony, Willi a~d ~eter had wives and families at home. Tony's wife was to fly to Rio, 
and he was thinking of what would happen to her there. She would be sitting with the 
other wives, waiting for Pionier to arrive, wondering what had happened, why there 
had been no word. The other yachts would arrive, but not Pionier and she would fly 
home, wondering what to do. And answer the telephone every time it rang .... 

Tony had another wry thought. In his will he had asked to be buried at sea. Just his 
luck, he thought, to have it done free of charge. 

There was another thought that was crossing people's minds, inevitably as it had 
been a stan~ing joke on the yacht. Only now it was not so funny. They had been talking 
about su~ival at sea, ~nd ~hat they would have to do if they had to abandon ship 
and survive for weeks ma hfe-raft. Who would be best to eat? The favourite choice 
lay between Gordon, who was greatest in volume and therefore the most economic 
kill, and Jennifer, as it was imagined she was most tender. Now those conversations 
had new significance, and nobody referred to them. Each was thinking of a case they 
had been discussing about seamen cast adrift who had decided to kill and eat the 
cabin-boy who was with them. They had been rescued and picked up, and their story 
came out. They were convicted of murder. The judge explained that if they had taken 
the cabin-boy into their scheme and drawn lots to decide who should be killed, that 
would have been lawful. 

What was suggested openly was that it would not be long before a few legs were 
amputated and thrown overboard. All were in agonies of cramp, unable to move their 
legs without dislodging the whole arrangement of the raft. But nobody complained. 

Noon arrived, and it was getting hot. Somebody had tossed a sodden sheet into 
the raft, Jenny's tropical sleeping-bag. An ordinary sheet sewn double along three
quarters of its length. They had a couple of large sombrero hats with them too. It 
was found one way of keeping the watchkeeper cool during his twenty-minute agony 
was to soak the sheet in sea water and drape it over his back and neck, while he wore 
one of the hats. Noon was the time for more water rations, and each received his 
measure from the cup. Nobody wanted food. 

So the watches went on through the afternoon, twenty minutes turn and turn about 
the raft bobbing to the top of the swell and giving a view for 3 miles around and the~ 
dropping back into a hollow. The watchkeeper wearing his sheet and hi; hat, the 
other. four cowering in the shelter, without speaking. On the raft's canopy, all the 
cl~thing there was room for, drying in the sunshine. And the precious matches, being 
d~ied for the pleasure of the packet of cigarettes still to be smoked, but threatening to 
disappear overboard with every lurch of the raft. 

All afternoon they waited for the sign of a ship, a sail on the horizon. And all the 
time, too, they watched the approach of a rain squall, black clouds on the horizon 
sweeping slowly towards them. They had been through two such squalls, and knew 
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their fury. Driving rain and strong wind, angry sea. Tony Keeney was out on watch, 
and he told Gordon that the squall was heading for the raft. He thought that some
thing should be done. The raft had a flap door w~ich clipped to the canopy and the 
tube, insulating the raft against the severest seas with a f~nnel through the canopy f~r 
air. Gordon suggested they should try it out, but once 1t was fastened they found 1t 
so appallingly hot insid~ they d.ecided ~ey. were better off unprotected. 

Tony was sitting outside again, passmg m to the others the clothes that had been 

drying in the sun. 
Then someone asked for the matches. Tony did not smoke, but he looked for the 

matches and found they had disappeared. It looked as if they had gone over the side 
as they had been threatening to all along. With disgust the others resigned themselves 
to survival without cigarettes, and the apparently useless packet ~as thrown. over
board. Two minutes later the matches turned up-among the dned clothes m the 

life-raft. 1 · k ·th 
Scanning the horizon for a sail, the shapes of clouds had played ci:ue tnc s ~1 

the hopes of the watchkeepers, so much so tha.t th~y had taken to looking many t11?es 
before daring to believe their eyes. And each time 1t ha~ turned out .there was nothing 
there. But when Tony noticed a movement on the honzon, as the life-raft rose to the 
top of a swell, he felt a curious burst of excitement. It was a new shape, to the north
west. But it was far distant, and he knew he could be wrong. He looked to the south, 
to the east, looking for a sail, anywhere but to. the northwest. But he had ~o lo.ok 
again. This time he was sur~ there was .something there. What loo~ed to hlDl like 
goalposts, the derricks of a big bul~ ca.mer, or ~nker, perhaps. It might even be the 
Tafelberg, searching for them after picking up their Mayday. But ~e wanted to ~e sure. 

He carried on watching as the life-raft rode the swells, watchin~ as the shi~ came 
closer. He could see his 'goalposts' clearer now, and he was sure 1t was a .ship. But 
still he said nothing. He watched as the s~p e~erged clearer. from the mist on the 
horizon, and looked again at the approachmg ram squall, gettmg danger_ously close. 
He could see the ship's bows and her bridge. It was not the Tafe/berg. Hts heart was 
beating fit to burst, but he stayed ~uie~ until he was confident there was hope of 
rescue, and his eyes were not betraymg him. He calle~ Gord?n. . 

'I think there might be something over there', he said, leanmg towards the opening 

in the canopy. 
'What, a ship?' 
'I don't know. It might be.' . 
The atmosphere was electric as Gordon slowly crawled across the craft, its bottom 

heaving, and knelt in the opening to see what Tony had spotted. He was .not over
optimistic. Clearly there was a ship, but he estimated she would pass 3 miles away. 

Tony had been watching it some mi~utes now. ~e told ~ordon he felt sh~ ~ad 
changed course. Gordon did not allow his hopes to nde too high. The three left inside 
the shelter were hanging on every muttered word that passed between the two men. 
The ship was 5 miles away. . 

Gordon thought quickly. How could he attract the ship's attention to the tmy b~ll 
of orange adrift between swells? He was revising his ideas of h~w f3:1" away .the ship 
would pass. As she came closer, he thought it might be something hke 2 m.tles. But 
she was still far a way. . . 

There was suddenly pandemonium on board. The. box of ~ares Wllb had saved 
was useless in daylight and this was a blow. The white flares m the box would not 
be spotted if they were'fired now. The only hope rested wi~ the or~nge.smoke flare, 
but it was years old. Gordon read and re-read the instruct.ions. on its s1~e, to ~ake 
sure he made no mistake in firing it. And while the five waited m a tension of fnght 
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Among many entries from the Royal Cape was Arion, built in a Bellville backyard and on her first 
voyage away from Southern Africa. Argus. 

relieve the excited survivors. But soon it was alongside and brawny arms helped first 
Jennifer, then each of the men into the lifeboat. Peter carried the bottle of whisky with 
him, still all but full as they had consumed only a part of it on the raft. The other 
things were left on the raft, which was towed to the ship behind the lifeboat. And the 
survivors met their rescuers. 

They were Americans. The Potomac was from Portland, Oregon, on America's 
west coast, and was on her way to Cape Town. In command of the lifeboat was the 
man they had to thank for their deliverance, Third Officer Roy Newkirk. He had 
been on watch on the bridge, soon to be relieved, when he saw the tiny orange dot 
in the distance, 3 miles off the port bow. He thought it might be a buoy drifting. But 
he did not want to take chances, and told the Potomac's master about it. Vernon 
Hansen, from America's deep south, had been asleep in his cabin, but climbed to the 
bridge immediately. Through binoculars it was obvious the orange dot was a life
raft, and Hansen ordered a change of course. But there was no sign of life aboard. 
Just then Hansen spotted the trail of orange smoke from Gordon's fl.are. It drifted 
over a wide expanse of water. 

'There's life all right', he told Newkirk. 
He ordered a lifeboat to be prepared and Newkirk himself asked to be put in charge 

of it. He wanted to find out what people were doing out in the middle of nowhere 
where nobody ought to be, he explained. 

The lifeboat pulled alongside the ship, heaving in the swell, and the crew helped 
the survivors grab the scramble net and clamber up the deck, a vertical climb of 
24 metres. Jennifer and Gordon went first, Jennifer a little worried about the bikini 
bottom she was wearing as its elastic had broken. She had tied a piece of string to it 
taken round her neck as a kind of suspender. Willi went next, hampered by his injured 
leg and clambering up with the strength of his arms. Peter and Tony brought up the 
rear, and the lifeboat was winched back on deck. 

There was a great welcome for them. The captain insisted on turning his quarters 
over to Jennifer and Gordon, and the other three slept in Potomac's sickbay. On the 
trip back to the Cape they were fed like royalty-with meals which included a sump
tuous 'Thanksgiving Dinner' the night after their rescue. 

Safe at last, the five counted the cost. The most savage loss, of course, was Willi 
Schutten's. He had decided to buy Pionier for the Rio race only months before the 
start, selling his old and perfectly adequate boat Sprinter for Rl5 000. Pionier had 
cost him R20 000. He had meant to insure her, but when he heard the premium he 
would have to pay to insure for the Rio race, decided not to bother. Peter had lost 
his valuable camera equipment. The others had lost most of what they had brought 
with them -though luckily not their personal documents. And of course they had lost 
their clothes. Jennifer in particular had brought virtually her whole wardrobe on the 
trip, and now it was at the bottom of the sea. Captain Hansen lent her a pair of 
trousers and a shirt, and it was in these she eventually stepped ashore in Cape Town. 
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