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The catamaran Vakasha arrives back in 
Richard’s Bay shortly, and thus completes 
a six-year voyage.

In April 2000 we left the Zululand 
Yacht Club, and took a slow cruise down 
to Cape Town. Slow, because we put into 
friendly ports whenever a cold front was 
imminent, and then set off again, literally, 
when the coast was clear. The yacht clubs 
at East London, Port Elizabeth, Knysna, 
Mossel Bay, Gordon’s Bay, Simon’s 
Town and Hout Bay were welcoming 
– no better places to while away the time, 

swopping sailing stories, and enjoying 
some social interaction. Good places to 
fix things, too.

To spend a winter in Cape Town is 
not a desirable situation for folks from 
Zululand, but, owing to the generosity 
of some good friends, we stayed in a 
heated apartment, while Vakasha battled 
the surges of Granger Bay, 

It was then October, and we were off 
into the Atlantic, hopping up the West 
Coast to Luderitz. Once in the Trades, 
we had an easy cruise to St Helena, 

Ascension Island, Fernando da Noronha 
and Brazil. Trinidad and Tobago bade 
us stop, and we did this willingly. Lots 
of boats, therefore, good times in the 
company of fellow sailors from all over 
the world. Prices were comparable to 
those in South Africa, so our standard of 
living never wavered!

We enjoyed the Caribbean islands, 
just for the experience, but would not 
rate them among our favourite places. 
The atmosphere is laid back, which is 
fine, but on some islands, the locals’ 

A CIRCUMNAVIGATION OF

attitudes were hard to understand. Maybe 
they wished we would all go away, so 
that they could have their islands to 
themselves again. Pity about losing that 
income, though.

In parts of the Bahamas you travel for 
days in turquoise water – shallow, over 
sand. The islands are lovely; they are not 
over-populated, and fishing, swimming 
and snorkelling are dreams come true. 
For three years we travelled up and down 
the east coast of the United States, from 
Key West to Maine. We also did a side 
trip up the Hudson River and along the 
350 mile long Erie Barge Canal to Lake 
Erie and Canada. A memorable, but not 
pleasurable experience, was to be in New 
York on 9/11, and watch in horror as the 
Twin Towers of the World Trade Centre 
fell.

A North Atlantic crossing took us to 
Bermuda and the islands of the Azores. 

To reach England we endured a cold, 
grey fortnight, but to see our son and 
his family in Portsmouth, made that all 
worthwhile. After a wonderful summer 
in Ireland, we returned to England, and 
spent a few weekends at the Isle of Wight. 
Time was marching on, and it was not on 
our agenda to spend winter too far north, 
so we took off, and visited the Channel 
Islands for a month. This was a spell 
well spent, and we enjoyed Alderney, 
Guernsey, Herm, Sark and Jersey.

The Bay of Biscay was kind to us – we 
had had trepidations after all the ghastly 
stories we had heard and read. It was a 
tedious three days, but upon reaching 
north-west Spain, we were again imbued 
with the adventurous spirit. The rias go 
inland for quite a way, and are navigable 
for much of that. We also enjoyed the 
islands off this coast, particularly Islas 
Cies and San Marthino.

Owing to visa problems, we rushed 

along the coast of Portugal. Our son 
joined us in Faro, and sailed to Gibraltar 
and southern Spain with us. Gibraltar 
was pleasant – English-speaking, easy 
entry, good anchorage. Ken and I went 
to the top of The Rock, where we 
spent a few hours in the company of 
the Barbary Apes. St Michael’s Caves, a 
smaller version of the Cango Caves, were 
interesting, as were the war tunnels. The 
ride down was a breeze!

Our least favourite place is Costa del 
Sol, Spain. It is wall-to-wall concrete, 
and not at all attractive. There are few 
good anchorages, and the marinas are 
expensive.

Ibiza, Mallorca, Menorca? Beautiful 
islands of the Balearics; places not to be 
missed. We took a bus trip to the north of 
Mallorca, to the port of Soller. The village 
of Valldemossa, in amongst the mountains 
and olive terraces, was a fairytale.

What a delightful surprise the Greek 
islands were. We had been warned that 
they were crowded, expensive, and 
not particularly beautiful. The latter 
is true, in parts, but the people, food, 
cultural heritage and history make up 
for that. We went into Athens, to view 
the Acropolis, and to spend time in the 
Plaka. The underground railway system, 
newly-constructed for the 2004 Olympic 
Games, was clean, efficient, and easy to 
master.

After an abortive trip to Turkey, 
where we were denied visas, we sailed 
to another Mediterranean gem, Cyprus. 
From the sea, the coastline is barren, 
but the towns are vibrant, and have all 
that a cruiser would want. In Paphos, we 
were feted by the daughter of a friend 
who lives in our home town of Mtunzini. 
Rustelle lent us a car, took us around, 
and was so generous with her time and 
special treats.

On entering Israeli waters off Haifa, 
we were accosted over the VHF by 

the Israeli Navy. They said we did not 
have permission to be in their waters. 
This was easily obtained, however, 
after a multitude of questions had been 
answered, and a gun boat was sent out 
to check our credentials. It was quite 
disconcerting to have the searchlights 
trained on us for about half an hour, 
but we realised that they had to be 
security conscious. The next morning at 
Herzliya we again answered a barrage 
of questions, before we were allowed 
to leave the boat. An interesting activity 
undertaken by the security officer, was 
to have various surfaces in our boat 
swabbed, for later inspection in the 
laboratory.

By this time, we were feeling ‘cruised 
out’, and just wanted to get home. 

Egypt cured that, because who could 
be so close to Cairo and the Pyramids, 
and not visit them? This we did in the 
company of an intrepid American couple, 
and we spent an exciting, if exhausting 
day, visiting Giza, the Egyptian Museum 
(where the Tutenkhamen artefacts are the 
highlight), and gazing at the sails of the 
feluccas at twilight on the Nile, from the 
rooftop of the Nile Hilton.

The Suez Canal transit set us back 
about R3000. The Canal starts at Port 
Said, a bustling, dirty city. Our departure 
was delayed for 24 hours, as a US 
warship was coming through, and there 
is to be no other traffic in the Canal when 
this occurs. Another delay was when 
the Egyptian Army was crossing over to 
the east bank. We later saw how this 
was done: A row of barges, with huge 
propeller outdrives, was stationed along 
the bank, and in times of war, or just 
for practice, these are coupled together 
to form a bridge, either for conveyance, 
or to close the Canal. It was in Port Said 
that our first pilot came on board. The 
obligatory baksheesh is ubiquitous in 
Egypt, and the pilots are never satisfied 
with what you give them. 

This was quite unpleasant at the end 
of our first day at Ishmailiya, when the 
begging started, despite having received 
$12, and a gift for his wife, for doing 
nothing much.

The Red Sea! Our worst experience. 
Travelling south as far as Port Sudan was 
not bad, as the prevailing north westerly 
took us along quite nicely. But in order to 
catch the North East monsoon down the 
African coast, we had to proceed into a 
vicious south wind, which had us holed 
up for a total of two weeks, in ghastly, 
sandstorm-ridden places.  

In Jabyr Zubal we were visited daily 
by the soldiers from the local military 
camp. They were very bored, and so were 
we, and time was spent each day using 
our ten words of Arabic, their ten words 
of English, hand signs, and drinking tea. 
Once through Bab-el-Mandeb we were 
in the Gulf of Aden, and into a different 
weather system. Now we were trying to 
proceed against the very wind which was 
to be beneficial later on. 

Left, Anchored in a bay at Elefanisos Island, Greece. 
Above, Santorini

Taking the long and scenic route
by Thora Paver
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The catamaran Vakasha arrives back in 
Richard’s Bay shortly, and thus completes 
a six-year voyage.

In April 2000 we left the Zululand 
Yacht Club, and took a slow cruise down 
to Cape Town. Slow, because we put into 
friendly ports whenever a cold front was 
imminent, and then set off again, literally, 
when the coast was clear. The yacht clubs 
at East London, Port Elizabeth, Knysna, 
Mossel Bay, Gordon’s Bay, Simon’s 
Town and Hout Bay were welcoming 
– no better places to while away the time, 

swopping sailing stories, and enjoying 
some social interaction. Good places to 
fix things, too.

To spend a winter in Cape Town is 
not a desirable situation for folks from 
Zululand, but, owing to the generosity 
of some good friends, we stayed in a 
heated apartment, while Vakasha battled 
the surges of Granger Bay, 

It was then October, and we were off 
into the Atlantic, hopping up the West 
Coast to Luderitz. Once in the Trades, 
we had an easy cruise to St Helena, 

Ascension Island, Fernando da Noronha 
and Brazil. Trinidad and Tobago bade 
us stop, and we did this willingly. Lots 
of boats, therefore, good times in the 
company of fellow sailors from all over 
the world. Prices were comparable to 
those in South Africa, so our standard of 
living never wavered!

We enjoyed the Caribbean islands, 
just for the experience, but would not 
rate them among our favourite places. 
The atmosphere is laid back, which is 
fine, but on some islands, the locals’ 
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attitudes were hard to understand. Maybe 
they wished we would all go away, so 
that they could have their islands to 
themselves again. Pity about losing that 
income, though.

In parts of the Bahamas you travel for 
days in turquoise water – shallow, over 
sand. The islands are lovely; they are not 
over-populated, and fishing, swimming 
and snorkelling are dreams come true. 
For three years we travelled up and down 
the east coast of the United States, from 
Key West to Maine. We also did a side 
trip up the Hudson River and along the 
350 mile long Erie Barge Canal to Lake 
Erie and Canada. A memorable, but not 
pleasurable experience, was to be in New 
York on 9/11, and watch in horror as the 
Twin Towers of the World Trade Centre 
fell.

A North Atlantic crossing took us to 
Bermuda and the islands of the Azores. 

To reach England we endured a cold, 
grey fortnight, but to see our son and 
his family in Portsmouth, made that all 
worthwhile. After a wonderful summer 
in Ireland, we returned to England, and 
spent a few weekends at the Isle of Wight. 
Time was marching on, and it was not on 
our agenda to spend winter too far north, 
so we took off, and visited the Channel 
Islands for a month. This was a spell 
well spent, and we enjoyed Alderney, 
Guernsey, Herm, Sark and Jersey.

The Bay of Biscay was kind to us – we 
had had trepidations after all the ghastly 
stories we had heard and read. It was a 
tedious three days, but upon reaching 
north-west Spain, we were again imbued 
with the adventurous spirit. The rias go 
inland for quite a way, and are navigable 
for much of that. We also enjoyed the 
islands off this coast, particularly Islas 
Cies and San Marthino.

Owing to visa problems, we rushed 

along the coast of Portugal. Our son 
joined us in Faro, and sailed to Gibraltar 
and southern Spain with us. Gibraltar 
was pleasant – English-speaking, easy 
entry, good anchorage. Ken and I went 
to the top of The Rock, where we 
spent a few hours in the company of 
the Barbary Apes. St Michael’s Caves, a 
smaller version of the Cango Caves, were 
interesting, as were the war tunnels. The 
ride down was a breeze!

Our least favourite place is Costa del 
Sol, Spain. It is wall-to-wall concrete, 
and not at all attractive. There are few 
good anchorages, and the marinas are 
expensive.

Ibiza, Mallorca, Menorca? Beautiful 
islands of the Balearics; places not to be 
missed. We took a bus trip to the north of 
Mallorca, to the port of Soller. The village 
of Valldemossa, in amongst the mountains 
and olive terraces, was a fairytale.

What a delightful surprise the Greek 
islands were. We had been warned that 
they were crowded, expensive, and 
not particularly beautiful. The latter 
is true, in parts, but the people, food, 
cultural heritage and history make up 
for that. We went into Athens, to view 
the Acropolis, and to spend time in the 
Plaka. The underground railway system, 
newly-constructed for the 2004 Olympic 
Games, was clean, efficient, and easy to 
master.

After an abortive trip to Turkey, 
where we were denied visas, we sailed 
to another Mediterranean gem, Cyprus. 
From the sea, the coastline is barren, 
but the towns are vibrant, and have all 
that a cruiser would want. In Paphos, we 
were feted by the daughter of a friend 
who lives in our home town of Mtunzini. 
Rustelle lent us a car, took us around, 
and was so generous with her time and 
special treats.

On entering Israeli waters off Haifa, 
we were accosted over the VHF by 

the Israeli Navy. They said we did not 
have permission to be in their waters. 
This was easily obtained, however, 
after a multitude of questions had been 
answered, and a gun boat was sent out 
to check our credentials. It was quite 
disconcerting to have the searchlights 
trained on us for about half an hour, 
but we realised that they had to be 
security conscious. The next morning at 
Herzliya we again answered a barrage 
of questions, before we were allowed 
to leave the boat. An interesting activity 
undertaken by the security officer, was 
to have various surfaces in our boat 
swabbed, for later inspection in the 
laboratory.

By this time, we were feeling ‘cruised 
out’, and just wanted to get home. 

Egypt cured that, because who could 
be so close to Cairo and the Pyramids, 
and not visit them? This we did in the 
company of an intrepid American couple, 
and we spent an exciting, if exhausting 
day, visiting Giza, the Egyptian Museum 
(where the Tutenkhamen artefacts are the 
highlight), and gazing at the sails of the 
feluccas at twilight on the Nile, from the 
rooftop of the Nile Hilton.

The Suez Canal transit set us back 
about R3000. The Canal starts at Port 
Said, a bustling, dirty city. Our departure 
was delayed for 24 hours, as a US 
warship was coming through, and there 
is to be no other traffic in the Canal when 
this occurs. Another delay was when 
the Egyptian Army was crossing over to 
the east bank. We later saw how this 
was done: A row of barges, with huge 
propeller outdrives, was stationed along 
the bank, and in times of war, or just 
for practice, these are coupled together 
to form a bridge, either for conveyance, 
or to close the Canal. It was in Port Said 
that our first pilot came on board. The 
obligatory baksheesh is ubiquitous in 
Egypt, and the pilots are never satisfied 
with what you give them. 

This was quite unpleasant at the end 
of our first day at Ishmailiya, when the 
begging started, despite having received 
$12, and a gift for his wife, for doing 
nothing much.

The Red Sea! Our worst experience. 
Travelling south as far as Port Sudan was 
not bad, as the prevailing north westerly 
took us along quite nicely. But in order to 
catch the North East monsoon down the 
African coast, we had to proceed into a 
vicious south wind, which had us holed 
up for a total of two weeks, in ghastly, 
sandstorm-ridden places.  

In Jabyr Zubal we were visited daily 
by the soldiers from the local military 
camp. They were very bored, and so were 
we, and time was spent each day using 
our ten words of Arabic, their ten words 
of English, hand signs, and drinking tea. 
Once through Bab-el-Mandeb we were 
in the Gulf of Aden, and into a different 
weather system. Now we were trying to 
proceed against the very wind which was 
to be beneficial later on. 
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At Aden we rested for a 
week, also hoping that the 
north-easterly would abate 
just long enough for us to 
get around Socotra. We 
had been looking forward 
to a bit of sophistication 
in Aden, but alas this was 
not to be found in that 
part near the anchorage. 
What was fascinating 
were the women, dressed 
in black robes with faces 
all but covered. They 
walked around in groups, 
like flocks of ravens, 
with just eyes showing. I 
wondered how they ever 
recognised their friends, 
but was assured that this 
was possible.

W h a t  l u ck !  Fo r 
the first two days out 
of Aden the Gulf was 
fa i r ly  smooth,  but , 
nothing lasts forever. 
On the third day we 
were lambasted by a 
strong wind on the nose, and our plans 
changed. We had been advised by a few 
knowledgeable folk to go around Socotra, 
to avoid pirates. So, what was the lesser 
of the two evils at this stage? You’ve got it! 
We abandoned the proposed route, and 
changed course, going between Somalia 
and Socotra, at The Brothers. With a good 
wind now behind us, we sped through at 
night, and by morning, were way out in 
the Indian Ocean.

For the next 15 days we were at sea, 
staying a good way off. The Somali pirates 
are particularly active at the moment, so 
when we passed Mogadishu, we were 
200 miles offshore. Coming in at Lamu, 
Kenya, has been one of the most pleasant 
entries – we breathed a sigh of relief at 
having made it unscathed.

Our circumnavigation of Africa ended 
at Watamu, Kenya. This had been the 
most northerly point reached on a trip 
up the East Coast in 1998, and it was so 
good to be back in a familiar anchorage 
again.

The waters off East Africa are our 
favourite cruising grounds. The area 
does not spawn huge seas, the weather 
is pleasant, if a little hot at times, the 
people are friendly with many of them 
speaking English, and there are lots of 
South Africans!

South Africans are our best kind of 
people, so we gravitate towards that 
accent. We have found English- and 
Afrikaans-speakers in many countries, 
a black man from Pietermaritzburg in 
cold Skibbereen, Ireland, and at Dar es 
Salaam we met a man who had worked 
as a labourer in Empangeni. The latter 
addressed us in Zulu as we were walking 
past the Zanzibar ferry kiosks – we must 
have had that look about us, or maybe he 
picked up the accent (or was it the boxer 
shorts?). We encountered two meisies in 

St Augustine, USA, who did not know 
there were South Africans around. Their 
language was colourful, and Ken said 
to them, “Julle moenie so vloek nie!” 
They were a little embarrassed, but it 
shows that you never know when you are 
amongst fellow countrymen.

We have tried the speciality foods 
of most of the countries we visited. 
The Chesapeake is well-known for its 
crabs, and this delectable meat is served 
in a variety of ways. In Annapolis, the 
favourite is Crab Cakes. You must be sure 
to buy the most expensive ones on the 
menu, as then, you will be assured of 
plenty of genuine crab meat. Otherwise, 
you get a smidgen of crab, and plenty of 
mashed potato or breadcrumbs.  

In the Bahamas we finally ate conch 
(pronounced ‘conk’). We had resisted it 
in the Caribbean; in fact, we were quite 
horrified when we saw the mounds of 
conch shells piled up at Tobago Cays. We 
didn’t believe that they were not nearly 
extinct! 

But farther on in our travels we 
learned that there are plenty to go around, 
for the next few years, anyway. The conch 
is a beautiful shell, but not so the creature 
inside. To get unadulterated meat, the 
cleaning process is arduous. A slimy film 
covers the edible stuff, and, as rookies, 
I’m sure we discarded much of what the 
locals eat. It is not particularly tender 
or tasty, but a different taste experience. 
A good meal was Conch Salad, where 
the meat is diced (raw), and added to 
chopped onion, cucumber and tomato, 
and dressed with the juice of a lime. For 
a more substantial meal, Conch Chowder 
is a pleasant dish.  

Maine’s speciality is lobster. There are 
plenty of lobster pots to dodge whilst 

cruising this beautiful area, but that 
means lots of lobster at a reasonable 
price. At one outlet we saw a bright 
yellow specimen, also a blue one, the 
latter occurring once in a score of years.

To feast upon ambrosia, one has to 
call upon a fisherman in Mozambican 
waters, and buy a kilo or so of prawns. 
If you obtain them this fresh, i.e. still 
kicking, you will have chanced upon one 
of the tastiest treats known to man.

Squid, in i ts  natural form, or 
calamari once it has been cleaned, is 
also a delight, which can be spoiled by 
overcooking. It cooks so quickly that one 
would think it was still raw. Better not 
to think of it like that, though, and just 
savour those tender morsels. Every cruiser 
catches fish, and myriad are the ways 
of preparing them. We like fish braaied, 
fried, dried, roasted, fish-caked and pie-d. 
Dorado, the supreme eating fish, is called 
mahi-mahi or dolphinfish in America, 
and lampuki in the Mediterranean. Call a 
dorado by any other name, and it is still 
delicious.

Our eating was not confined to 
seafood, however. We ate aubergine 
salad and tzatziki in Greece, turnips and 
swedes in Ireland, yams in the Caribbean, 
apple mangoes in Kenya, cashew nuts in 
Tanzania and Mozambique, and drank 
Gosling’s Rum in Bermuda, and wine 
from every country.

Keeping in touch with terra firma 
world is easy, if you have an SSB radio. 
Apart from your own ‘skeds’ set up 
with fellow cruisers, there are people 
all around the world who communicate 
daily with those at sea, or Maritime 
Mobiles, as they call them. Before 
I left South Africa I took a ham radio 
course, which culminated in multiple-

Ken met a friend in Gibraltar!
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choice examinations. I did three, and 
hold a General (USA) licence. I was also 
required to be able to read Morse at 12 
words a minute, and this was not easy for 
a brain of mature ago. However, I passed 
it at the third try. (Shortly thereafter, this 
requirement fell away). Being a ham 
entitled me to talk on certain channels, 
to other hams. In Barbados is one Trudi, 
to whom I spoke every day when we 

crossed the Atlantic Ocean to Brazil. I 
was in touch with her throughout the 
Caribbean, Bahamas, and for a short 
while, in USA. She asked our position, 
and whether all was well on board. She 
also offered to send and receive e-mails 
on our behalf.

Crossing the North Atlantic we 
joined a weather-routing service run by 
a Canadian, Herb Hilgenberg. He offers 

this marvellous service voluntarily, and 
in ‘the season’ – April to June – speaks 
to many, many yachts. He advises you 
where to go to avoid gales, and to find 
favourable wind and current.

All through the Mediterranean, and 
part-way down the Red Sea, I spoke to 
Bill, who runs the UK Maritime Mobile 
Net out of London. He gave us the 
weather, ex-Hamburg, for wherever we 
were. Another Bill was stationed at Abu 
Tig Marina in Egypt. He was wintering 
there, and passed on weather information 
to Red Sea cruisers.

It was in the Red Sea that I was 
first able to pick up Alistair Campbell, 
a ham who runs the Durban MM Net 
with his wife Davina, from their home in 
Umzumbe, on the south coast of Kwa-
Zulu Natal. Twice daily this couple are on 
the air, taking your position, and giving 
weather information. Also twice daily is 
an informal net run by Fred Meyer, from 
Durban. He has relay agents who can 
possibly hear you when he can’t. We 
have spoken to Andrew in the Cape, and 
Roy, in Warner Beach. For many of these 
radio folk this is their hobby, but for us 
out at sea, it is a lifeline, a comforting 
thought to know that someone knows 
where you are. We enjoy the chats as 
well, and the radio sked times are always 
looked forward to.

When we reach land, one of the 
first places we locate is an Internet 

A great view of Jerusalem.
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Café, or library. In the States, Canada, 
Azores, Ireland and England, use of the 
computer at libraries is free. At cafes, the 
charges vary. We have paid between R3 
and R32 per hour. This is money well-
spent, though, because we can catch 
up with family, banks, business details, 
newspapers, sport, and much more. Some 
cruisers have e-mail on board – sheer 
luxury!

That little wonder, the cell phone, is 
with us, and its pays to buy a SIM card if 
you are going to be in a country for any 
length of time. Be careful, though, as, if 
the International Roaming facility kicks 
in, you pay to receive calls. SMS texts, 
however, come through at no cost to 
yourself.  

Our UK-based service was not 
foolproof - i.e. we could receive calls and 
texts from Tanzania, but could not make 
calls to that country. In western Yemen, 
we could contact 083 numbers in South 
Africa, but not 082. That reversed itself 
later on, in Aden. It was also pricey. An 
SMS cost approximately R6, and plenty 
of pounds when someone phoned us!

The most trouble we had in the 
paperwork department was to do with 
visas. We had obtained a Schengen 
visa to visit Portugal-owned Azores, in 
Washington, D.C. without any trouble, 
but when we made enquiries in London 
about getting one, we were told to apply 
from our home country. We were denied 
visas in Tunisia and Turkey, with the same 
story. Our literature stated that South 
Africans could enter Turkey easily, with 
no visa required for a month-long stay. 
What had happened in the meantime? 
Seems a statesman was given an award, 

and he turned it down because Turkey are 
seen to be busy being nasty in Cyprus.

Before leaving home we obtained 
a 10-year multiple-entry visa to United 
States.  Whenever you arrive, you are 
stamped into the country for six months. 
Greece made special allowances for 
cruisers by issuing a six-month transit 
log, which sufficed for boat and people 
thereon. The only proviso was that you 
had to sleep on your boat every night – 
no trips to the interior which took longer 
than a day.

In the United States, being on a 
South African-registered boat, we were 
not entitled to a cruising permit. This 
meant that at every major town we had 
to seek out the Border Protection Services 
(Customs) and fill in a form. They would 
then give us the stamped and signed 
form, which had to be produced at the 
next port. This is the same as the Transire 
system in East Africa. Other countries 
did not subscribe to this continuity 
procedure.

Our losses were few over the six-year 
period. We had an outboard motor stolen 
from our dinghy on the beach in Canada, 
and one stolen in Mtwara, Tanzania. The 
latter was recovered from the bushes 
by the Port police, minus its cover. In 
St Maarten our grab bag with EPIRB, 
handheld VHF radio, etc., was taken from 
our locked boat whilst we were ashore. 
Of the 11 bicycles that we went through, 
two were stolen in Canada, and one in 
Miami. (Several needed sea burials. We 
call them our ‘rusty steeds’ with good 
reason).

One of our hobbies whilst cruising, 
is snorkelling, and we have pursued 

this activity in many of the warm-water 
countries we have visited. We pronounce 
the Indian Ocean numero uno in this 
regard.

The cruising life has taken its toll on 
boat and person. We are on our second 
main engine, third outboard, sixth GPS 
(updating annually), second stove, second 
genoa, second generator, third inverter, 
and two dark heads have been replaced 
by grey!

And how much did it cost? Well, we 
left South Africa with R70 000, and are 
returning with nothing! Of course, we did 
supplement along the way, by working. 
I hand-knitted sweaters which I sold to 
a shop, and Ken picked up some fibre-
glassing and general boat work. Boat 
cleaners are also in demand, and we 
did our fair share of that. You do not fall 
foul of the labour laws if you work on 
foreign-registered vessels.  We also went 
home for a spell, where we fibre-glassed 
swimming pools to bolster the kitty. 
(Several of the townsfolk did have a giggle 
at Ken and his ‘boy’ – me! - going off to 
work). Bartering is also good. I traded, 
for a haircut, some English lessons given 
to youngsters who were being home-
schooled on their boats.

Now, our retirement, taken in 
advance, is over, and it’s back to work, 
if anyone will have us. Our advice to 
potential cruisers is to do it early, before 
you are too infirm to do some of the 
chores which certain situations demand. 
It is sometimes hard work, and not always 
the glamorous life some people perceive 
it to be. However, the experiences, and 
the people we have met, have made up 
for all that. •
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choice examinations. I did three, and 
hold a General (USA) licence. I was also 
required to be able to read Morse at 12 
words a minute, and this was not easy for 
a brain of mature ago. However, I passed 
it at the third try. (Shortly thereafter, this 
requirement fell away). Being a ham 
entitled me to talk on certain channels, 
to other hams. In Barbados is one Trudi, 
to whom I spoke every day when we 

crossed the Atlantic Ocean to Brazil. I 
was in touch with her throughout the 
Caribbean, Bahamas, and for a short 
while, in USA. She asked our position, 
and whether all was well on board. She 
also offered to send and receive e-mails 
on our behalf.

Crossing the North Atlantic we 
joined a weather-routing service run by 
a Canadian, Herb Hilgenberg. He offers 

this marvellous service voluntarily, and 
in ‘the season’ – April to June – speaks 
to many, many yachts. He advises you 
where to go to avoid gales, and to find 
favourable wind and current.

All through the Mediterranean, and 
part-way down the Red Sea, I spoke to 
Bill, who runs the UK Maritime Mobile 
Net out of London. He gave us the 
weather, ex-Hamburg, for wherever we 
were. Another Bill was stationed at Abu 
Tig Marina in Egypt. He was wintering 
there, and passed on weather information 
to Red Sea cruisers.

It was in the Red Sea that I was 
first able to pick up Alistair Campbell, 
a ham who runs the Durban MM Net 
with his wife Davina, from their home in 
Umzumbe, on the south coast of Kwa-
Zulu Natal. Twice daily this couple are on 
the air, taking your position, and giving 
weather information. Also twice daily is 
an informal net run by Fred Meyer, from 
Durban. He has relay agents who can 
possibly hear you when he can’t. We 
have spoken to Andrew in the Cape, and 
Roy, in Warner Beach. For many of these 
radio folk this is their hobby, but for us 
out at sea, it is a lifeline, a comforting 
thought to know that someone knows 
where you are. We enjoy the chats as 
well, and the radio sked times are always 
looked forward to.

When we reach land, one of the 
first places we locate is an Internet 
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Café, or library. In the States, Canada, 
Azores, Ireland and England, use of the 
computer at libraries is free. At cafes, the 
charges vary. We have paid between R3 
and R32 per hour. This is money well-
spent, though, because we can catch 
up with family, banks, business details, 
newspapers, sport, and much more. Some 
cruisers have e-mail on board – sheer 
luxury!

That little wonder, the cell phone, is 
with us, and its pays to buy a SIM card if 
you are going to be in a country for any 
length of time. Be careful, though, as, if 
the International Roaming facility kicks 
in, you pay to receive calls. SMS texts, 
however, come through at no cost to 
yourself.  

Our UK-based service was not 
foolproof - i.e. we could receive calls and 
texts from Tanzania, but could not make 
calls to that country. In western Yemen, 
we could contact 083 numbers in South 
Africa, but not 082. That reversed itself 
later on, in Aden. It was also pricey. An 
SMS cost approximately R6, and plenty 
of pounds when someone phoned us!

The most trouble we had in the 
paperwork department was to do with 
visas. We had obtained a Schengen 
visa to visit Portugal-owned Azores, in 
Washington, D.C. without any trouble, 
but when we made enquiries in London 
about getting one, we were told to apply 
from our home country. We were denied 
visas in Tunisia and Turkey, with the same 
story. Our literature stated that South 
Africans could enter Turkey easily, with 
no visa required for a month-long stay. 
What had happened in the meantime? 
Seems a statesman was given an award, 

and he turned it down because Turkey are 
seen to be busy being nasty in Cyprus.

Before leaving home we obtained 
a 10-year multiple-entry visa to United 
States.  Whenever you arrive, you are 
stamped into the country for six months. 
Greece made special allowances for 
cruisers by issuing a six-month transit 
log, which sufficed for boat and people 
thereon. The only proviso was that you 
had to sleep on your boat every night – 
no trips to the interior which took longer 
than a day.

In the United States, being on a 
South African-registered boat, we were 
not entitled to a cruising permit. This 
meant that at every major town we had 
to seek out the Border Protection Services 
(Customs) and fill in a form. They would 
then give us the stamped and signed 
form, which had to be produced at the 
next port. This is the same as the Transire 
system in East Africa. Other countries 
did not subscribe to this continuity 
procedure.

Our losses were few over the six-year 
period. We had an outboard motor stolen 
from our dinghy on the beach in Canada, 
and one stolen in Mtwara, Tanzania. The 
latter was recovered from the bushes 
by the Port police, minus its cover. In 
St Maarten our grab bag with EPIRB, 
handheld VHF radio, etc., was taken from 
our locked boat whilst we were ashore. 
Of the 11 bicycles that we went through, 
two were stolen in Canada, and one in 
Miami. (Several needed sea burials. We 
call them our ‘rusty steeds’ with good 
reason).

One of our hobbies whilst cruising, 
is snorkelling, and we have pursued 

this activity in many of the warm-water 
countries we have visited. We pronounce 
the Indian Ocean numero uno in this 
regard.

The cruising life has taken its toll on 
boat and person. We are on our second 
main engine, third outboard, sixth GPS 
(updating annually), second stove, second 
genoa, second generator, third inverter, 
and two dark heads have been replaced 
by grey!

And how much did it cost? Well, we 
left South Africa with R70 000, and are 
returning with nothing! Of course, we did 
supplement along the way, by working. 
I hand-knitted sweaters which I sold to 
a shop, and Ken picked up some fibre-
glassing and general boat work. Boat 
cleaners are also in demand, and we 
did our fair share of that. You do not fall 
foul of the labour laws if you work on 
foreign-registered vessels.  We also went 
home for a spell, where we fibre-glassed 
swimming pools to bolster the kitty. 
(Several of the townsfolk did have a giggle 
at Ken and his ‘boy’ – me! - going off to 
work). Bartering is also good. I traded, 
for a haircut, some English lessons given 
to youngsters who were being home-
schooled on their boats.

Now, our retirement, taken in 
advance, is over, and it’s back to work, 
if anyone will have us. Our advice to 
potential cruisers is to do it early, before 
you are too infirm to do some of the 
chores which certain situations demand. 
It is sometimes hard work, and not always 
the glamorous life some people perceive 
it to be. However, the experiences, and 
the people we have met, have made up 
for all that. •

Naturally we had to go a see the Sphinx and pyramids.
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