
Chapter 

10 Cape to Rio 
PLAN OF CAMPAIGN 

Bruce Dalling returned home to South Africa in a blaze of glory, fittingly stage
managed as he symbolically sailed Voortrekker into the Ba in at the Merchant Navy 
Academy in Cape Town's Granger Bay. It was at the welcome-home party which 
followed that Admiral H H Biermann, then chief of the South African Navy and 
head of the Board of Trustees of the Springbok Ocean Racing Trust, sugge ted it 
was high time South Africa organized an ocean race of her own- either to Australia 
across the Indian Ocean or to South America across the Atlantic. 

It seemed a good idea. The Springbok Ocean Racing Trust had been formed 
specifically to float the Transatlantic solo entry, but it was no great problem to 
continue its survival now the Atlantic race was over. Though its members remained 
largely the same, its name was changed to the South African Ocean Racing Trust, 
and plans were made to act on Admiral Biermann's suggestion. 

The Argentine and Australia had been suggested as likely goals. But it was soon 
decided a race to Australia would be far too arduous. Yachts would have to sail 
through the Roaring Forties, and the voyage might take months. Buenos Aires also 
appeared rather a long way away. A much better choice, by the look of it would be 
Rio de Janeiro in Brazil. The only snag here was that South Africa's diplomatic 
relations with Brazil were none too healthy, and it was not at all sure the Brazilians 
would welcome the plan. 

However, the SAORT swung into action, and found the late Clube de Rio de 
Janeiro, the smartest yacht club in the Southern Hemisphere, was prepared to co-ope
rate in organizing the race. The club had had long experience of organizing the finish 
of one of the Southern Hemisphere's ocean classics, the Buenos Aires to Rio Ocean 
Race, run every three years since the 1940s. 

The SAORT wanted to organize their race for the earliest date possible, which was 
1971. And as the finish was to be Rio, the obvious plan was to arrange things so that 
yachts reached the city in time for its famous carnival in February. True, the finish 
would then clash with the Buenos Aires race, but as it was anticipated a race as long 
as the Cape to Rio would draw only ten or fifteen entries at the most, this did not 
seem a great problem. 

The Cruising Association of South Africa began publicizing the race at home and 
abroad in an effort to attract overseas competitors. The Cruising Association and the 
SAORT formed a joint organizing committee to administer the race, and appointed 
a number of agents in interested countries. 

The inquiries rained in- the first of them a firm entry from Cornelis Bruynzeel of 
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Stellenbosch, with his new Van der Stadt racer, Stormy, registered in Holland. It wa 
clear the organizers had underestimated the interest of the race for overseas com
petitors. Some of the greatest names in international yachting were prepared to take 
part. 

An early 'catch' was the first man to sail alone around the world without stopping 
the winner of the race organized by the London Sunday Times-Robin Knox-Johnston. 
With Leslie Williams, one of Bruce Dalling's leading rivals in the 1968 North Atlantic 
solo, he had taken delivery of a hu11 to the new Van der Stadt design, Ocean 71. 
The new yacht would be named Ocean Spirit. 

Then there was Eric Tabarly of France, again famous as a single-hander. Tabarly 
planned to enter his Pen Duick Ill, rigged as a schooner. His original idea was to 
enter the yacht on Portugal's behalf sailing with a crew drawn from Mozambique 
and sponsored by a Portuguese businessman. But when the French government heard 
of that plan they soon forbade it-Tabarly was attached to the French Ministry of 
Sport-and he had to seek sponsorship elsewhere. 

There was more interest from France. Alain Gliksman another veteran of the 
1968 North Atlantic solo, planned to enter Raph. A syndicate of eleven of France's 
leading sailors were to enter Striana. Then there were more entries from Britain, as 
well as three from Germany, two from Italy, another from Denmark, three from the 
United States Graybeard from Vancouver in Canada, Gaivota from Hong Kong, 
Eclipse from Sydney in Australia, and Armel II from Mauritius. Closer to home there 
was an entry from Lourenc;o Marques, Adamastor, from the Clube Naval. 

Apart from all this, there was unprecedented interest in South Africa. An astonishing 
number of yachts were being built with their owner ' chief object to participate in the 
race. Bobby Bongers was busy at Zeekoevlei, building Port Rex for Bunny Curran 
of East London and Outburst for himself, both 40-footers to his father's design. Not 
far away Applemist was under construction in Brian Robertson's back garden. 

At the Royal Cape members were hard at work fitting out the club's official entry, 
Stormkaap-a hull taken from the mould which had produced Cornelis Bruynzeel's 
Stormy. Elsewhere in Cape Town builders were busy on Flame, a Lello 34 for Basil 
Weale of Port Elizabeth, while along the coa tat Knysna the Thesens were building 
Albatros II a Van der Stadt 222 to commemorate the arrival of the The ens in 
Knysna a century before. 

In Durban, David Cox was putting the finishing touches to his Diana K, built to 
an Argentine design, and Des Dinnigan was building Three Bears. Peter Strong was 
at work on a 70-footer he had de igned himself Wayfarer. The Natal Ocean Racing 
Trust, a syndicate of the Natal yacht clubs and others interested, had ordered another 
Van der Stadt 222 from Germany, to be named Mercury. 

Nor was Cape to Rio fever confined to the coast. Interest inland was every bit as 
great-particularly after the announcement by the Pretoria firm Bester Brothers that 
they had commissioned a one-off design from Sparkman and Stephens-and appointed 
Bruce Dalling her skipper. This was to be Jakaranda, built in Holland. At the same 
time other Transvaal syndicates were at work-for instance Ted Jordan's at Victoria 
Lake Club in Germiston, which produced City of Germiston, sponsored by the 
municipality. Taking a leaf out of their book, another syndicate, led by the attorney 
Ludi Lochner, bought and refitted an old Lello 34, and entered her as City of Springs. 
In Johannesburg, the three men responsible for building Eshowe used timbers from 
the bar of the demolished Carlton Hotel to help them in their work. 

It looked as if there would be sixty firm entries-an extraordinary number for an 
untried race. Rather more than four hundred yachtsmen would be taking part. The 
race organizers moved into the premises of the South African Navy's shore base in 
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Cape Town docks, SAS Unitie adjoining the Royal Cape Yacht Club which was to 
play host to the visitors. 

From the beginning of December, with six weeks to go before the start, there was 
a steady stream of arrivals. Some yacht were sailed to Cape Town-Graybeard and 
Eclipse were on their way round the world, and were taking in the race on their way. 
But the majority of the boats arrived deck cargo, and the race organizers arranged 
their unshipping and the stepping of their masts and moored them in line at SAS 
Unitie, ready for the arrival of their crews. The South African crews were in strict 
training, with regular runs out in Table Bay and down the coast. 

The weeks ticked by, with all too much to do. Tabarly's Pen Duick arrived, as did 
Raph and the German entries. Ocean Spirit, skippered by Le lie Williams, ailed in 
from the north after a narrow escape from a sand bar in Walvis Bay on the way. 
The three American yachts, all from Annapolis in Maryland, were off-loaded. Barbette, 
smallest competitor in the race, arrived on the deck of the huge fish factory ship 
Willem Barendsz. Barbette s skipper Adam Clackson, had found he was running short 
of time, and rather than miss the start of the race had hitched a ride for his yacht 
while he himself worked his passage as cook on one of the Willem Barendsz's catchers. 

All was bustle at Unitie as skippers and crews struggled with their last-minute 
preparations, not helped by the warms of intrigued onlookers who found their way 
to the yachts at all hours of the day-but compensated by a race organization which 
the overseas competitors described as far and away the most efficient and comprehen
sive they had ever come across. 

Suddenly it was the eve of the race, and all competitors were invited to the Blue 
Peter Dinner, the farewell function at which the guest of honour was South Africa's 
Prime Minister, John Vorster. Everyone attended-except the crew of one of the 
French entries. The German freighter bringing the French yacht Striana from Le 
Havre had only just arrived. Though Alain Maupas, Striana s skipper, had arranged 
with the freighter's captain to have the ageing hull repainted on the trip south, the 
job had been poorly done. So now, while their fellow competitors caroused their last 
night away, Striana's men were hard at work all through that night, scraping down 
the hull and painting it all over again, and making all the other preparations for the 
arduous crossing ahead of them. They were ready in the nick of time. 

PICTURE POSTCARD 

Where the British and Americans would cross fingers for good luck, South Africans 
hold thumbs. More than a few thumbs were being held for the success of January 16, 
1971-several hundred thousand more. No single porting event, not even a crucial 
rugby football or cricket test match which is usually the upreme focus of interest in 
South African life had generated as much enthusiasm as the start of the Cape to 
Rio race. 

For months South Africa's newspapers and magazines had been full of Rio Round
ups, Cape to Rio Cameo cooking hints from the women aboard, 'true love gained 
or lost', 'teenage prodigies taking on the giants'. Half a dozen newspaper competitions 
of predictably banal character had been organized ith their first prizes two tickets 
to Rio and slap-up accommodation for the race finish and the Carnival. 

ow the stage was set, Cape Town docks closed for the day except to those who 
had received special invitations from the race organizers. By noon the docks were 
chock-full of cars and the area around the yacht basins at the end of the Duncan 
Dock was thronged with a mighty crowd of cheery friends and supporters and other 
onlookers, snatching a last glimpse of competitors and their craft before themselves 
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making their way out to the start line in power launches or yachts, fishing-boats or 
warships, any one of a hundred craft set on obtaining the finest view of the race. 
The less fortunate would have to cross to the ends of the harbour's breakwaters for 
their view of the proceedings-unless they were prepared to join the proletariat on 
Signal Hill or along Green Point's beach front. 

Outside, the less privileged were happy. Many of them, especially those on Signal 
Hill, had been there since early in the morning, to make sure of a place on what seemed 
likely to be the most popular vantage point-though with the mists that appeared 
late in the afternoon, visibility from Signal Hill was disappointing. From early 
morning too the beach-front lawns of Mouille Point, Green Point and Three Anchor 
Bay filled with cars, eventually more than 3 000 of them, and the railings along the 
sea front were lined without a break, the spectators thronging four or five deep. 

It was impossible to calculate how many people saw the start. They arrived by car, 
by bus and on foot. They packed the beaches and waded knee deep into the sea. 
They jostled one another on the pavements, hung over balconies and craned out of 
flat windows. Some even stood on the roofs of houses and apartment blocks, let 
alone their cars. 

At SAS U nitie, the scene would have done credit to a fairground. Yachtsmen jostling 
to complete their last-minute preparations were more than matched by the crowds eager 
to detain them, asking them for autographs, taking their pictures, questioning them 
about their boats. 

There were several last-minute snags. Sprinter's navigator, Mary King, tested the 
all-woman entry's radio transmitter, and found she could not coax a sign of life out 
of it. A radio technician was called, and soon found the cause of the trouble. It was 
not plugged in. City of Germiston's co-owner Dave Lord was an air-conditioning 
engineer, and one of the features of the 14 m sloop was her fine deep-freeze, run with 
a motorized compressor from the Mayor of Germiston's official Lincoln limousine. 
City of Germiston ordered a big stock of meat to last them as long through the race 
as possible, the envy of other yachts. On the morning of the start the compressor was 
started up, to reduce the deep-freeze's temperature in time for the meat delivery. To 
the crew's consternation, though, the compressor sprang its bearings, and no sooner 
had Dave diagnosed the cause of the trouble and pronounced it incurable than the 
butcher's van arrived with the stock of frozen meat. The crew realized they would 
have to eat like kings as long as the meat kept fresh, then toss what was left to the 
fishes. 

At I pm Alain Gliksman of Raph found himself accosted on the wharf by an 
extremely attractive French girl. She had tried every yacht she could think of, she 
said, but nobody had room for her-or rather they seemed alarmed at the idea of 
having her aboard. She wanted to go to Rio to be with her boyfriend, who was in 
Eric Tabarly's crew on Pen Duick III. If Alain could not take her, she told him, she 
would have to fly back to France. Alain did some quick thinking and decided the one 
thing Raph lacked was a competent cook and bottle-washer. It looked like being a 
calm run, he felt, so he could see no harm in taking the girl. Frederique Darragon bad 
found herself a berth to Rio. 

The start was to be at 4.30 pm, 1430 hours GMT-rather earlier than the usual 
start of an ocean race because the committee had decided that the shallows round 
Robben Island posed serious danger for competitors and it would be advisable to 
give them plenty of daylight to negotiate them. Besides this, the way the starting line 
was organized the sun would be directly in competitors' eyes if there was a late start, 
and might produce some unfortunate mishaps. So the early afternoon, two or three 
hours before the starting gun was to be fired, saw a good many of the yachts already 
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outside the harbour, under power to test the wind of Table Bay and think about their 
courses of the first hours. A strong southeaster was coming up, 50 to 60 knots, and it 
looked like being a bumper start. 

A number of yachts, especially those with less experienced crews wary of tempting 
providence at such a crucial stage, motored straight out to the breakwater. It was 
being built as a harbour extension, sheltered both from the wind and the swell. They 
tied up alongside to ride out the time until the start of the race. The crack yachts 
scorned such temerity and raised their sails, finding their way to the long shore 
towards Bloubergstrand had having as intricate a time dodging each other as any 
fleet of dinghies on a packed reach. 

As the yachts made their way into the bay, the race organizers' most important 
guests embarked on the warships provided by the South African Navy to assist with 
the start. The Mayor of Cape Town was to set the race in motion, and he and his 
party embarked on SAS Mossel Bay, a minesweeper. She was to take up position 
opposite the Merchant Navy Academy, Granger Bay. As she emerged from the 
harbour, the frigate SAS President Kruger left her moorings with a large contingent 
of important guests. Among them were the Prime Minister and several members of 
his cabinet, and many other parliamentarians. 

Other guests of the race committee were on the smaller SAS Fleur, a torpedo recovery 
vessel, and the minesweeper SAS Johannesburg. SAS Tafelberg, the huge bulk fleet 
replenishment tanker which was to be the yacht fleet's guardship for much of the 
race, was standing out in the bay after sailing round from Simonstown. 

The yachts were mostly under sail now, tacking and gybing as they jockeyed for 
position in the last half-hour before the start. Already there had been accidents. No 
collisions, but the British sloop Matchless had split her mainsail. It had been split 
several times before and had been repaired rather ineffectively in Cape Town. The 
titches had been sewn too close together and the strong wind had blown them to 

shreds. Skipper Peter Poland set one of his watches to work sewing the mainsail 
again, and Matchless had to start the race without it, under jib first of all and then 
under spinnaker. When the wind changed the spinnaker had to come down, and con
tinuing work on the errant mainsail had it stitched by midnight, to be raised at dawn. 
Peter Poland admitted it was a frustrating thing to happen after two years' planning. 

There was another accident before the start, more spectacular. It was New Zealand 
Nomad that was involved, with the Williams family- Brian, Pauline and two young 
daughters-and four rookie crew members. The only training the new men had had 
was to be raised to the masthead as the yacht had lain at Unitie. There was no time 
to practise sail changing. In plenty of time for the start Brian motored out to the new 
breakwater, like other yachts not sure of themselves. With ten minutes to the gun he 
eased her away, with a clear run to the start. The Williams girls showed the new
comers which sheets and halyards to pull as they raised the mainsail and double 
genoas for the start. 

Two minutes later a freak gust of wind coming down from Table Mountain caught 
them unawares, took the double genoas in its clutch, and beat Nomad over for a 
copybook knock-down, water cascading into the cockpit and down into the saloon. 
The rookie crew members were terrified, wondering what they had let themselves in 
for, and as Pauline Williams put it 'they were just galvanized into doing nothing. 
They just stood there with their faces completely green, and Brian was at the helm, 
he shouted to them "Move". But still they couldn't do anything, so we were in trouble 
till the girls took over. But we took it easy after that.' 

It was time for the start, and 58 yachts were wheeling towards the line in a by now 
howling southeaster. It was Cape Town's spectacle of the decade, especially from the 
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helicopters hovering out in the bay giving the many press photographers aboard 
them the chance of photographing the panorama: yachts big and small and with every 
sail pattern in the book against the glorious backdrop of South Africa's oldest city, 
nestling against the bulk of Table Mountain wispily clad in its cloth of cloud. Around 
the yachts, though launches of the NSRI had tried desperately to keep them out of 
the way, lurked yachts not in the race, power boats, slow-moving fi hing-boats all 
packed with spectators, eager for the closest possible view. As Neil Lur sen of the 
Argus wrote later that afternoon, the scene would have made the ultimate picture 
postcard. 

A gun had been fired from the Mossel Bay ten minutes before the start, and the 
flag of the Cruising Association of South Africa broken. Five minutes later the code 
flag P had been broken, and a second gun fired. Now, at 1430 hours precisely, the 
Mayor of Cape Town fired the gun that signalled the tart of the first ever Trans 
South Atlantic race, and besides that one of the biggest long-distance races in yachting 
history. 

There were several boats across the line the moment the gun was fired, its blast a 
gentle puff in the strong wind and its smoke dispersed in a moment. But first away 
was City of Germi ton with the all-woman crew of Sprinter close on her stern. Then 
came the body of the fleet, boats big and small taking chances galore as they jockeyed 
for position in each other's wind across the mile-long starting line. There were several 
close brushes as yachts gybed to avoid collisions, of the sort which in a strictly run 
race could have given rise to protest. But here the technical breaches of the rules 
were of minor importance and it occurred to nobody to raise their protest flags. 
This was just as well as the race committee watching from SAS Mossel Bay admitted 
later that they were in no position to see what was going on, so great was the crush. 
They were in no position to know even which boats started the race - and would 
have been none the wiser if a boat had taken advantage of the confusion before the 
start and lipped away up the coast to snatch a head lead. 

The first decision facing skippers was whether to go north or south of Robben 
Island, straight out to sea or hugging the coast towards Blouberg and Melkbos Strand 
before turning out towards Dassen Island for a run up the coast. Xanadu II, Bates 
McKee's fine Tripp-designed yawl from Annapolis in the United States, was one of 
those which chose to go north. Bates had the crack navigator and yachting columnist 
Norris Hoyt sailing with him- orris had turned down an invitation from 'Huey' 
Long to race Ondine Ill in the Buenos Aires race for the chance of sailing the first 
Trans South Atlantic - and they chose to beat hard to windward, north of Robben 
Island with close-hauled main and genoa. Graybeard followed suit, and a little later 
Stormy, Cornelis Bruynzeel's flier with her spinnaker in the colours of the Dutch 
flag red white and blue. Then some of the smaller boats, many of them South African. 
Bobby Bongers chose the northern route in Outburst, and with him were Applemist, 
Omuramba, Corsair and the little British sloop Barbette, smallest entry in the race. 

The majority of the fleet had gone the other way- and promptly fallen into a hole 
off Granger Bay, the wind disappearing in mockery and their sails left flapping indig
nantly. Other skippers later blamed this mi fortune on Stormkaap' s Dave Abromo
witz, for if Cape Town's official entry chose that route, surely she should know. Some 
boats-Ludi Lochner's City of Springs, for instance - had changed their mind about 
going north of Robben Island precisely because they saw where Stormkaap was going. 
But they were in good company. Some of the race's giants, Ocean Spirit, Raph 
Jakaranda, Fortuna, were becalmed with them, their sails all equally useless. In fact 
the light air allowed several of the smaller yachts actually to overtake these highly 
fancied entries - much to their huge glee. Even the stately Cariad, deigning to raise 
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her ails only when the starting gun was fired and proceeding across the starting line 
20 minutes after the rest of the fleet, managed to catch them. 

There had been one misfortune so far. A tunny boat had encroached on the race 
fleet s water soon after the start, and though Pionier and Hamburg VII had just managed 
to avoid it, for Eclipse collision was inevitable. The Australian yacht smashed into 
the side of the tunny boat, heavily laden with passengers, and was brought to a sudden 
stop with her bow pulpit wrecked. Skipper Lawrence le Guay improvised a jury rig 
before carrying on. The incident was embarra sing for the chairman of the race 
committee, Gordon Burn-Wood, who saw the incident. He was a director of the firm 
which owned the tunny boat. 

Voortrekker had tried bravely to rai e her spinnaker seconds after crossing the line. 
The effort could not have been better planned for the spinnaker was in the colours of 
the South African flag, orange, white and blue, and carried the symbolic sail number 
SA 1. This was the yacht which was better known to South Africans generally than 
any other, and which carried South African hopes just as much as the newfangled 
Jakaranda and Stormkaap. Unfortunately as the happy crowd watched enthralled, a 
freak gu t of wind caught the sail and blew it to the winds, popped like a paper bag 
and impossible to repair. It was used later to patch other spinnakers, for the South 
African Navy's yacht had continual trouble with them. 

Another spinnaker to blow- this time almo t vengefully-belonged to Applemist. 
Part of the agreement made with her sponsors was that she should carry a special 
green pinnaker, with a large apple as its central motif. It was this sail that blew out 
ju t after the start. 

There was spinnaker trouble too for the pride of Knysna, the Thesen family's 
Albatros II. She had tarted the race well, one of the first across the line with John 
Goodwin her skipper at the tiller. She bore away under main and genoa, the foredeck 
crew upped spinnaker and she seemed set for a fine run. But disaster struck two miles 
out. A sudden squall sprang up, catching the spinnaker full blow and heeling the little 
boat over, John Goodwin unable to hold her tiller in a broach which sma hed Albatros 
down on her beam, water pouring into the cockpit-lapping quietly on down into the 
saloon. Albatros tried to come up again but the wind caught her more strongly even 
than before, and tipped her hard over into the heavy seas. 

This time the spinnaker gave way, blown to shreds, and the boat came up. John 
Green on the foredeck tried to retrieve the tattered remains of the spinnaker, which 
to anyone but him would have seemed a total loss. The crew gathered themselves, 
lucky not to have been swept overboard as several had not been wearing safety harness, 
and wondered how to set about clearing up the mess. And then they noticed the mast. 

'It had this ridiculous twist in it' John Green said later. 'An S-bend fore and aft, 
and another S-bend sideways. You've never seen such a mess.' 

The crew looked at the damage open-mouthed. The mast tottered alarmingly in 
the breeze, for the rigging stays were hanging uselessly. It looked as if they would be 
lucky to get back to Cape Town, let alone to Rio de Janeiro. It was clear that they 
were in danger of losing the mast altogether unless some of the pressure on it was 
released, so first priority was to reef down the sodden mainsail, now flapping angrily 
as Albatros lay to head on into the wind. Down came the main, and the crew set to 
work amid a tough debate on what to do next. 

They were two miles from Cape Town, their mast was next to useless, they had 
blown their most useful spinnaker. It was hardly an auspicious start. Should they 
not return to Cape Town and have the damage put right, even if it meant a penalty 
for receiving the outside help they would have to have? Majority opinion was that 
this was the only possible course, but there was a weighty argument against it. Things 
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looked bad, certainly, but they would look a lot wor e if Albatros II trailed back into 
Cape Town so soon after the start , a virtual wreck. Could they not try to repair the 
damage themselves, perhaps going into Robben Island harbour for shelter? 

This idea won the day, and Albatros crept towards Robben Island under reefed 
main. Already the handymen aboard - and that meant all of them - were figuring 
out possible ways of bending the dangerously weakened mast back into its true line 
without outside assistance. 

Once inside the tiny harbour by the maximum security prison - with the nodded 
approval of two security warders who looked as if they had never heard of the Cape 
to Rio race and wondered if there might be some elaborate gaolbreak under way 
the crew set to work. They put a spinnaker pole up the mast, lashed at each extreme 
of the curved section, and used two winches with the combined force of 6 000 lb to 
force the bent spar back into shape - 'like using a bow and arrow', as John Green put 
it. With the mast back into recognizable order, the crew rigged new support wires and 
then replaced the main shroud. 

The security guards watching from the quay had said they would be welcome to spend 
the night at the island, but the crew decided that they had better get going, having 
lost five hours already and as much as 100 miles on the fleet they were trying to beat. 
But Albatros was safe until morning, and there would be time to do something more 
about it. Under main and jib, she was careering along at 6 or 7 knots-knowing that 
in such weather the fleet leaders would be doing 10 or 11 at the least. 

There was trouble, too, on the French ketch Striana. In the sudden squall which 
had caught Albatros and beaten her over, Striana lost her mizzen. There was a sharp 
crack, a flurry of canvas, and the crew stared in disbelief a the whole rig went over 
the side, the mast snapped off four feet from the deck. 

Wearily the crew which had worked through the previous night and the day as 
well to repaint their boat pulled the mess inboard. Their worst fears were confirmed. 
The 15-year-old boat seemed doomed. But after some minutes of deliberation they 
decided all was not lost , after all. Striana was going just as fast as she had been , under 
main alone. Alain Maupas, her skipper, decided to try to mend the broken mast, 
using wood from two bunks in the saloon fitted into the hollow of the mast and used 
as splints. . 

It took five days to whittle the two pieces of wood into shape , and when the Job 
was done the pieces were knocked into the broken sections and put together - to 
make a perfect fit. The mast stood up to the rest of the race. 

Meanwhile, one of the entries from Durban had just missed the start after a tough 
trip down the coast battling headwinds most of the way. Wayfarer failed to make it 
by four hours. Though out of sight her crew had been so close they had hear~ the 
starting guns from SAS Mossel Bay- which was more than many of the competitors 
had done. The crew resigned themselves to disappointment, none more so than Peter 
Strong, the skipper. For him it seemed the breaking of a dream. 

Peter Strong was 71, a boatbuilder all his life since he bad constructed his first 
yacht in 1918. Since then he had built hundreds of craft and Wayfarer was to b_e the 
climax of his career. He was supported in his effort by 'Wayfarer', the colummst of 
the Durban Daily News - and it was in recognition of this that he named his yacht 
for the column. 

Wayfarer's maiden voyage was to be her cruise to Cape Town for the start. But 
Wayfarer was designed for a downwind run - a racing machine - and when she 
encountered a gale wind on, between East London and Port Elizabeth, the strong 
headwinds proved more than a match for the strong press of sails she was carrying. 
She was knocked back more than 60 miles. With no message from Wayfarer in days 
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friend in Cape Town began worrying about the little ketch s fate. Wayfarer battled 
on , the storm abating enough to allow her to home in on Cape Agulhas, check her 
position against the light there and carry on to Cape Point - where she hit yet another 
torm. This one drove her back 60 or 70 miles. 

An aircraft set out to find Wayfarer, but was unsuccessful. A fishing-boat was 
instructed to search for her but its crew refused to sail, saying it would be madness 
to put to sea in weather so bad. A second aircraft spotted Peter Strong's boat two 
days later approaching Cape Point again and going well. There was relief all round. 

Peter Strong had friends ashore. Though he and his weary crew reached Table Bay 
four hours late for the start, when he made contact with Cape Town Radio he was told 
there was no reason why he should not start in the race. SAS Mossel Bay had vacated 
the starting line to return her passengers to the docks, but now put out again. Wayfarer 
rounded her under tow, made a 360° turn under her own sail, and crossed the line. 
She was an official starter. 

It was a weary Peter Strong who arrived at SAS Unitie that night, ready to undergo 
the compulsory rating check and to organize Wayfarer's revictualling. The next 
afternoo n, with a large crowd to see her off, Wayfarer was towed out into the bay 
again. She raised sail, and bore away into the fine southeaster. Her skipper had 
determined to catch the rest of the fleet, 23 hours ahead. 

But another boat had lost ground on the fleet. While the Wayfarer crew was 
sleeping deeply after their nerve-racking run from Durban, the crack Sparkman and 
Stephens designed Guia from Genoa in Italy was struggling back to Cape Town after 
what must have been the Cape to Rio's most unlikely accident - discountingPionier's 
brush with her whale later on. Three hours from the start with Guia apparently well 
placed to justify her ambitious skipper's high hopes for her, she had lost her wheel. 

Skipper Giorgio Falck and his crew found themselves well up with the leaders 
that blustery first night. Giorgio was at the wheel, cast in bronze with wide-spaced 
radial spokes. His navigator, Michel Pesto, stood by him in the cockpit, ready to trim 
the starboard spinnaker sheet as they were going about to the north. 

'So I give the order to go about, I spin the wheel - and Michel falls off balance. He 
nocks again st me, knocks my arm through the spokes of the wheel and against the 

binnacle. And the wheel's still turning, and the spokes come out like this, ping ... 
ping ... ping ... ping ... ping. They all fall down, all but two. Then these other ones 
break when I try to turn them. They're not strong, only welded. And I'm left standing 
with the wheel loose in my hand, like a hula hoop. 

'So all I have is the middle of the wheel. And to turn it I have to get a very strong 
man we have on board. He holds the middle of the wheel in his hands and if he presses 
very hard he can turn it. We have a spare steering gear but I had designed special 
power steering and without that it's very djfficult to move the boat. So we decide we 
cannot cro s the ocean without power steering, and we must get to harbour and have 
it fixed. So we ask which harbour. Not Cape Town because it is the wrong way. Not 
St. Helena because it is too far. And no other harbour is possible because we don't 
have a chart. So in five minutes we decide we have to go back to Cape Town.' 

Guia's 'strong man' nursed the sloop back to Table Bay under shortened sail, 
arrivjng back in six hours by one in the morning - a Sunday morning. The Italians 
were not at all sure they would find anyone to help them at such a time, and in any 
case they were not too confident the race committee would allow them to continue 
with the race if they took outside assistance which would be their only hope. Morale 
was not high. 

'But we are lucky. I found a man there, he had a welding iron. I brought the boat 
alongside the quay and he helped us reweld the spokes with a simple iron. I went off 
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to telephone the race comnuttee and tell them what happened and I get Mr. Unite the 
secretary. He doesn't mind me waking him up, he's very nice. He tells me, Yes, I can 
continue in the race. Only I must make a 360° turn by the line if I use my motor to 
get out of the harbour, and start again. So in three hours the man has finished the 
job and we can sail again. I had all my crew aboard. I didn't let them go ashore 
because perhaps they'd have flown off home to Italy. They were very disappointed. 
At 4 in the morning we left the harbour again, and for the second time we sailed off 
to Rio.' 

THE ACCIDENTS 

The race was under way, and before long reports from the 59 yachts competing 
found their way back to the news-hungry South African public. One of the first was 
from the stately ketch Cariad, biggest and oldest of the yachts involved and carrying 
15 on board, among them a couple on honeymoon, Nigel and Joan Ayles. Their 
dream cruise came close to a premature end the first night out, when Cariad sailed 
within 200 metres of colliding with a jumbo oil-tanker. 

Another early news report to filter back was less dramatic but more serious. The 
official entry of the Royal Cape Yacht Club, the prestige Stormkaap, had steering 
trouble. The shaft of her rudder had bent in the stock, and she could not steer to 
port, only to starboard. Her skipper, Dave Abromowitz, had no alternative but to 
make for the nearest land-and had radioed ahead to warn the authorities at the 
little west coast fishing harbour at Port Nolloth that Stormkaap was coming, to see 
what emergency repairs could be carried out. Without them she would not be able 
to continue with the race. 

Dave cruised slowly towards the little fishing village, at no more than 3 or 4 knots 
to make sure of an accurate landfall. There would be no second chance. He arrived 
off the harbour on Monday afternoon, the whole community there to watch what 
was to be the most publicized visit in the village's history. A fishing-boat skipper 
warned Dave Abramowitz that the chart he had of the harbour was likely to be out 
of date-and that he had better take no chances with Stormkaap's deep draft. Borrow
ing a dinghy, two of Stormkaap's crew painstakingly plumbed the channel to the 
northernmost of the harbour's :fishing jetties, where there was a chance of carrying 
out repairs. Dave Abromowitz had hoped it might be possible to slip the yacht, but 
the slip at Port Nolloth was for :fishing trawlers and in no way suitable for the awkward 
shape of a yacht out of water. 

The survey took hours, most of the rest of the afternoon, and it was late evening as 
Stormkaap nosed her way alongside the fishing jetty. Dave was aware he could not 
accept outside assistance if he was not to put himself out of the race, and so organized 
relays of divers from Stormkaap's crew to try to undo the :five bolts holding the rudder 
in place, all the more difficult as they had been bent as badly as the rudder shaft. 
What was worse, the job had to be done as quickly as possible and under the most 
difficult conditions imaginable-in bitterly cold, dark water, at night. 

Stormkaap' s crew persevered, free diving in their swimming costumes in water so 
cold they could not stand it for more than two or three minutes at a time, and without 
even elementary diving aids like goggles, snorkel and flippers. All they had was a 
torch. But though it took hours, the job was eventually done, the rudder was freed 
and carried ashore. There Stormkaap's crew, still without outside assistance beyond 
the fish factory's actual facilities, battled to straighten the bent metal, using a press 
to ease the strained bolts into line and the rudder shaft back into its true shape. 

Besides bending the rudder back they devised a series of straps and struts of metal 
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welded on to the rudder and skeg with equipment borrowed from the fish factory. 
The work was not completed until 2 am the next morning. But rather than try to 
replace the rudder by night, Stormkaap's men slept on their troubles. They still had 
to face the trickiest part of the operation, replacing the rudder stock. With five bolts 
to fit, and each one of them bent into a new shape, they had only a tiny chance of 
success. At 6 the next morning they were up again and ready to begin work-and to 
their great relief succeeded in replacing the rudder, again working in freezing water 
without diving equipment. Through the day they worked to make the rudder strong 
enough to survive 3 500 miles at sea, and by the evening they were ready. Almost 
exactly 48 hours after arriving at Port Nolloth they were under way again. 

Meanwhile there was another casualty, this time a greater blow to South African 
hopes even than Stormkaap' s. Most South Africans felt that there was only one yacht 
with a chance of winning the Cape to Rio, and it was sailed by one of the country's 
heroes. When the layman talked of the Cape to Rio he was thinking first and fore
most of Bruce Dailing and Jakaranda, and for him it was unthinkable such a combina
tion could be beaten. 

But come the second day of the race, with a Shackleton reconnaissance aircraft of 
the South African Air Force out on patrol with a party of pressmen on board, search
ing for the race leaders, there was bad news. The Shackleton's pilot had located the 
race leaders, Ocean Spirit, Graybeard, Fortuna, Raph, and others, but there was no 
sign of Jakaranda. Turning south, the pilot had found her-with most of her sails 
down, and heading not for Rio but back towards Cape Town under jib and jenny. 
Jakaranda's rudder had broken, and Bruce Dalling called up the Shackleton by radio 
and told her navigator, 'I consider myself officially out of the race'. Understandably 
not over-happy, Bruce Dalling confessed that, realizing he had no alternative to 
returning to Cape Town for repairs, he had had to use his engine to turn the yacht 
about. This, he felt, was enough to warrant his disqualification, and there was nothing 
he could do about it. 

Jakaranda s troubles had begun the previous evening. Going well, she was more 
than 300 miles out from Cape Town, surfing with the following swells. Bruce had 
been at the helm and knew the feel of the boat as she sped down a swell only to level 
out at the bottom with a quick turn of the wheel before she set out on her ride with 
the next. He had just handed over to his other watch, and was in his bunk below 
though sti11 aware of Jakaranda's rhythm. He knew the danger the yacht was in as 
she dodged from wave to wave in the following wind, for one missed turn of the wheel 
could bring a broach so bad the light displacement yacht would be laid on her beam ends. 
And suddenly it was happening. He could feel the contrast as the helmsman missed a 
turn at the bottom of a swell, and the yacht heeled drunkenly as the next one hit her. 

'Watch the broach!' he yelled to the helmsman, a mere 1½ metres from his bunk in 
the cockpit outside. 

'The wheel's not working. The rudder won't turn', the helmsman yelled back. 
Jakaranda was caught in a heavy swell. The waves knocked her broadside on to 

the seas and the wind was from the wrong side in their sails, her spinnaker blown out 
to the beam and pulling the yacht down into the water. And then all was quiet. The 
watch below scrambled out on deck into the darkness, and after their months of 
training lost no time in pulling the spinnaker inboard and dropping the other sails. 
They had time to catch their breath, and Bruce and Cliffie Leih went aft to check the 
rudder that was the cause of the accident. It had sounded to them as if the cable linking 
the wheel to the steering gear had parted. They checked it below, aft behind the engine, 
but it was working as it should. But still there was no response from the rudder. 
Something was wrong, then, with the rudder blade itself. 
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One of t~e youngest aboard, Thirsty' Richard Bertie, had diving gear, and he went 
overboard m the none too calm seas for a closer look, with a torch which mercifully 
proved adequately watertight. He found the rudder blade flopping uselessly, uncon
nected to the rudder shaft leading to the hull. When he was back on board Bruce 
Dailing called a council of war on deck, as it was clear Jakaranda could not carry on. 
There ~as no means of rigging a jury rudder. She would have to return to Cape Town, 
and this would mean she had lost all chance of achieving anything in the race. Dis
appointed, Jakaranda's crew bared poles and went below to sleep the night out. There 
was nothing they could do till morning. 

Come daylight, Thirsty and another in the crew, Richard Clothier, dived overboard 
to have another look at the damage in seas which had quietened considerably, and 
found the rudder blade flopping dangerously, and threatening to carry away the light 
skeg with it, and perhaps part of the fragile hull. It would have to be secured. Bruce 
dev~sed ~ jury rig of_tw~ ropes bound round the hull, to force the rudder blade up 
agarnst 1t and hold 1t tight fore and aft. Two ropes were trailed underneath and 
secured by winches. 

Jakaranda set off for Cape Town steering with the set of her sails, making an average 
4 knots in the contrary winds and using her motor on occasions to help her on her 
way. In Cape Town, her owners had decided there was no need for Jakaranda to retire 
from the race without a fight, so they had organized an impressive reception committee 
for her. All arrangements were made for her undocking, and no sooner was she in 
the harbour than she was on the wharf. The shoe holding the rudder stock in place 
was unbolted from the skeg, and it was soon plain what had caused the damage. 
There was a material fault in the rudder stock itself. 

Unbeknown to Frans Maas, the German builder, the silicone metal stock had been 
cast rather than machined, the right material but the wrong manufacturing process. 
Ra~e_r than using a solid mould of metal with a hole machined through it with 
prec1S1on, the rudder stock had been cast with a sand core. The core had evidently 
shift~d in the casting, for the hole through the stock was way off centre. Supposed to 
be¾ mch thick, the stock wall's thickness was closer to l inch at one point. The stock 
could not take the strain of the waves, and had sheared cleanly above the rudder blade. 

The damage known, a Cape Town engineering firm set to work to make a stainless 
steel rudder stock of the right proportions. They worked through the njght to have it 
ready as soon as possible, and in the meantime a fibre-glass firm set to work repairing 
sev~ral structural cracks which had appeared in the hull and the skeg, caused by the 
stram on the rudder. The engineering firm produced the new stock witfon 24 hours 
bu~ the resin used for the fibre-glassing process needed time to set, longer than usuai 
as 1t was a wet and cold day. It was nearer 36 hours before Jakaranda could return 
to the water and set out again for Rio. Bruce Dalling had assumed Jakaranda would 
b~ c~rtain to be disqualified, but officials in Cape Town told him not to be so pessi
mtstlc. He would have to wait and see what the race committee decided in Rio at the 
end of the race, they said. 

While they were in Cape Town Jakaranda's crew had had several messages of 
condolence from other yachts in the race. Robin Knox-Johnston had cabled 'the best 
of luck' from Ocean Spirit, and there had been a telegram from another yacht which 
had had similar frustrations: 'Our thoughts are with you. We know what it feels like. 
Good luck - Stormkaap Boys.' 

Stormkaap, in the meantime, was making good progress in the strong winds from 
a beam she had encountered after sailing from Port Nolloth. The first 24 hours out 
she had run 240 miles, the second 250. In another 12 hours she had done 650 miles in 
all since leaving Port Nolloth. But she was in trouble. The winds which had been 
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helping her along were too strong for her rudder, even with its new reinforcement, 
and a yell from the helmsman alerted Dave Abromowitz to Stormkaap's greatest 
danger yet. The bolts securing the rudder stock to the skeg, weakened perhaps by 
the pressure they had been under as they were straightened out ashore, had sheared. 
The rudder was hanging on by a thread, and the strain had taken a toll of Stormkaap's 
glass-fibre hull. Ominous cracks had appeared under the stern, and Stormkaap was 
taking water. Worse, in the heavy swells there were cracks and groans from the 
straining bull that suggested that in a moment it would break and the skeg would 
tear away. There was a danger the yacht would sink, and Abromowitz had to think 
again. 

There were sails on the horizon ahead, red sails that could belong only to Elegance 
from the Royal Cape. Alan Gregory was skippering Elegance, and recognized 
Stormkaap's spinnaker as she approached. He had heard Stormkaap had put in at 
Port Nolloth for repairs, but had not heard she had rejoined the race. He contacted 
Dave by radio to wish him luck, only to be told that all was not well. 

'Dave told me "Not so good", said Alan Gregory. "The skeg's come loose again 
and the rudder's dropped 3 inches. We want someone to stand by us. Will you?" 
So I said "0.K." What else could one do? They asked us if we had any diving gear 
on board and we did so we tried to transfer it. But the swell was too thick, it was 
impossible. Next day, though, we managed. They came up astern of us and we got 
the gear across with a heaving line and canvas bag. And then later in the morning we 
dropped all sail and started the engine, to keep astern of her , to try to stop the swell 
as they dived overboard. They sent two men over, and they fixed two wires round the 
skeg and brought them up on either side and bound them on the winches to hold the 
whole thing together.' 

In the meantime, Dave Abromowitz radioed the guardship Tafe/berg to report 
what had happened and Captain Cousens decided to return to see what could be 
done for the yacht. Elegance stood by until Tafelberg arrived at 10 o'clock at night 
thanks to difficulty in locating Stormkaap at the position she had reported - and then 
headed off to Rio as the guardship hove to several hundred metres from Stormkaap 
and lowered two dinghies to carry some of her officers across. 

One of the dinghies carried a party of engineers and the Tafelberg's bos'n, who 
after looking at the damage decided to install a cement box over the cracks in Storm
kaap' s stern. The men from Tafe/berg helped tighten the wire stays that were holding 
the skeg in place. 

Tafelberg was with Stormkaap for three hours in all before shipping her dinghies 
back aboard and setting out to return to the head of the fleet where she was due to 
rendezvous with guardships of the Brazilian Navy. It was clear that Stormkaap 
would have to make harbour, and as her damaged rudder meant that she could now 
steer to port but not to starboard, the most suitable was St Helena, 740 miles away. 
But with her hull cracked she needed an escort in spite of the cement boxes Tafelberg 
had installed aboard her. So Captain Cousens decided to call on Elegance to escort 
Stormkaap to St Helena. 

The only snag was that by this time Elegance had disappeared into the night. Two 
miles away from Stormkaap when Tafelberg arrived, she had put up sail and headed 
for Rio. Without navigation lights she had soon been lost to the sight of those watching 
from Tafelberg , and repeated calls on the radio failed to raise her. However, it was 
clearly necessary for Elegance to stay with Stormkaap, so Captain Cousens decided 
to follow in Elegance's wake - using his radar to track her down. 

The tiny spot that was Elegance became clearer on the guard hip's screen as 
Tafelberg approached and though she till failed to respond to Tafelberg's radio 
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messages, or even to the messages sent her by Aldis lamp, Elegance was at last almost 
blasted from the water by the beam of Tafelberg's searchlights. 

It was by this time nearly 4 in the morning. Captain Cousens told Elegance he had 
to request her to stand by Stormkaap and escort her to St Helena as the guardship 
had responsibilities elsewhere, and Elegance asked for a moment to consider the 
request. Five minutes later Alan Gregory explained Elegance's problem was she had 
to meet certain crew commitments in Rio. One of his men had to fly back to South 
Africa to take an exam. But they would stay with Stormkaap until she was within a 
reasonable distance of St Helena, he said. 

Elegance made radio contact with Dave Abromowitz on Stormkaap to discuss the 
arrangements, and agreed to make radio contact at 7 in the morning. It was then 
4 o'clock, and the yachts were about 25 miles apart. They compared notes on courses, 
and set sail for St Helena. At daybreak they were within sight of each other on the 
horizon, but only just. Both tried to make radio contact but failed. Stormkaap was 
the faster of the two, and sailed on ahead. Elegance followed, but never did make 
contact or hear news of the other yacht until a news broadcast announced that she 
had arrived at the island. Elegance was at this stage 200 miles away, and peeled to 
reset her course for Rio. 

Meanwhile, back on Jakaranda, events continued to mirror what had happened on 
Stormkaap. Thirty-six hours out of Cape Town, and 'going like a train' as all South 
African yachtsmen would say, Jakaranda had found herself in heavy seas and Bruce 
Dalling was himself at the helm. He had felt a bump underneath the yacht but had 
thought nothing of it as there were so many of them from the waves that were buffeting 
from all sides. But to his horror he found his yacht broaching, and there was nothing 
he could do about it. The rudder was not responding. 

Down went Jakaranda with a bang, and though she came up momentarily the next 
swell caught her and she went down again, this time with the 'alm.ightiest' broach 
Bruce Dalling had ever experienced. The spinnaker had caught, and was under the 
waves, but luckily it soon blew out and the yacht righted herself, canvas waving to 
the winds and the spinnaker blown out far beyond the yacht with shrouds and sheets 
flying free like kjte-strings. 

Jakaranda's crew collected themselves- those below from the opposite side of the 
cabin-and gathered on deck to clear up the mess and assess the damage. Their main 
problem was again the steering, which had failed to respond. Now it was working, 
but there was something wrong with it. The yacht was not pulling round as she should. 
It was getting dark but not too dark to see and Richard Clothier dived overboard to 
investigate the damage. He found the bottom third of the rudder had carried away, 
and with it part of the skeg's overhang which though useless structuralJy helped the 
yacht's streamline through the water. The bottom third of the rudder was the most 
important for the steering. 

There was another council of war, and Bruce called for what was more or less a 
vote on whether the yacht should return to Cape Town again. This time circum
stances were different in that it was possible with care to use the rudder, so the idea 
was squashed without ado, and Jakaranda sailed on though at reduced speed to avoid 
further accidents. The nature of the damage made it look as if Jakaranda had hit 
something. Bruce was adamant he had felt a bump, and the question remained was 
it a baulk of timber they had hit, or a marine creature, or something quite different? 
Each man had his own theory, and no conclusion could be reached. 

The misfortunes of Jakaranda and Stormkaap were among the main talking-points 
of the race, not surprisingly. Their failures, after all, might be taken as a warning 
against the perils of light displacement hulls unable to stand the strain of heavy sea . 
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The cases were not isolated. There had been a number of instances in Europe where 
light displacement boats had broken their rudders, and two of the Van der Stadt 
designed hulls in the Cape to Rio race had had similar accidents. Some months before 
the race, Stormy's skeg had broken loose in heavy seas off Tristan da Cunha, when 
her rudder bolts had sheared just as Stormkaap's had, bending the rudder stock itself 
and making it difficult to steer. And in the course of her delivery run from Knysna 
to Cape Town for the start of the present race, Albatros had battled through seas 
which loosened her rudder stock and half broke it. In the race she had had to sail 
with an improvised ungalvanized metal tube specially fitted to take the oversjzed 
rep]acement stock. 

Van der Stadt wrote to the Stormkaap syndicate after hearing of the yacht's troubles, 
commiserating and suggesting a means of 'beefing up the stock'. But this was hardly 
compensation. No more were the commiserations of the building yard responsible for 
Jakaranda, though Dailing and his crew and more remarkably the syndicate re pon
sible for the boat took the disappointment in good part. 

Dave Abromowitz insisted the original design of Stormkaap's hull had been too 
weak for what was needed on the race to Rio. There was no fault in the construction 
of the hull, he said. Just in the shortage of strong reinforcement to take the strain 
of the skeg and the rudder. Bruce Dailing, on the other hand, blamed construction 
for the first of his accidents, saying that there was nothing that could have been done 
about the second. He wanted to give the rudder 'a fair test' before he started blaming 
Olin Stephens, the designer, for what had gone wrong. Jack Knights, the noted British 
yachting columnist, said he blamed both the de igners and the builders for the failures. 
'It is really time that designers designed and builders built adequately strong rudders', 
he wrote. 

THERE SHE BLOWS 

It had been a bad day. Eleven days out of Cape Town, Pionier had hit a fiat 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, Applemist, 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 on]y 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 backPionier had fallen. They were a11 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 wa drowsing in her bunk on the port side of the cabin , in her u ual sleeping-
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gear - a bikini bottom and an old shirt of Gordon s. Peter was sitting on hi bunk 
on the starboard side, with Gordon. Willi Schutten, Pionier's owner, had set up his 
quarter 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 PIO IER 24-53 S 07-56 W DISTANCE FROM RlO 1956 
POSITION ACTUAL 16TH PO mo HANOI AP 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 hulJ, 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, 
2½ 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, Willi 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 
omewhere by the keel, she could feel it lapping her ankle a the boat heeled over 

under full sail. Sh creamed her di covery 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 Jennf s 
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 conversat10n gomg on, by 
the sound of it not far away. He switched on the transmitter and began broadcasting 
the Mayday. Pionier was sinking, be called. He gave the position they had calculated 
most recently, 24.30 S, 07.06 W. Again he repeated it, appealing for re cue. 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 savini a holed hip 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 Jost 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 Jenmfer 
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 22½ 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 of it floating around her tins cereals, 
eggs in their boxes, vegetables, jars, anything within reach. As she passed the provi
sions up to Willi, Gordon remembered they would need the tin-opener. He reminded 
her, and Jenny turned to open the door where it was kept. But it was jamm~d. 
Peter left the radio to wrench it open for her, then went up on deck to help Tony with 
the pinnakers. 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 ha~ 
been looking for. And he grabbed an heirloom from the days when he had sailed h1s 
first yacht, Falcon, years before. His one and only smoke flare. It had sailed wit~ 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 wa - not food or flares -
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but shelter. He had ad ocated clothing as protection both from heat and cold and 
it was this thought that drove Tony to the nearest clothes locker, his and Willi'~. 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 wa in the life
raft, 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 wa 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 found 
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 
cruel joke. All Pionier's lights flashed on, her masthead lights, the navigation light 
the lights 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 manife ting 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 
respo~se, just in case. But there had been no reply. The radio set was small, and they 
knew 1t 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 found 
the canvas shelter too hot for them and decided to sit outside in the night air. Gordon 
Peter and Willi comforted themselves with a quick tot from the whisky bottle and 
settled down to make themselves at home amid the debris of what they had thrown 
into the raft. Three jerrycans of water, another that had been broken as it was handled 
and no~ had to be_ nurse~ on any useful knee, a third full; the clothes; the provisions, 
stored m a convement sad-bag; a spare sail, intended as a sea anchor to stop the life
raft drifting too far from the position given out jn Mayday; and Gordon's sextant in 
its wooden box, and his meteorological and navigational books, the only reading matter. 

There they sat in the dark. They had a torch, but to conserve its batteries they used 
it only sparingly. They had brought one packet of cigarettes, and a box of matches. 
But the matches were soaked in ea water and would ha e to be dried out. Some tried 
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to leep, ignoring the cramp of leg intertwined uncomfortably with four other pairs. 
And every so often came an unn rving 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 
WYy. . 

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, conversat10n 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, f?e ~od~en pack~ts 
spilling their contents; even a hunk of Christmas cake wrapped rn tmfoil and a Jar 
of honey. Jennifer set about preparing something. Her eye fell on Gordon's sext~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 pa te, with 
Christma cake to follow. Nobody noticed the tang of salt water. 

Breakfast over, they opened the emergency survival pack th~y had fou_nd in the raft. 
Nobody had any idea what might be in it, so it was like opening a Cbnstmas pa~cel. 
First, they found a hand pump for the raft, with instru~tions w_hich among other things 
explained the di turbing hisses of air they had heard m 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 water from th~ night before. T~ere 

ere six 3-pint tins of water, and a can-opener, with a :13-e~sunng C:UP· Instructions 
ith the water advised regular rationing. No random drmkmg, but instead a cupful 

early in the morning, one at noon, and a third at night. Though t~ey ~ad plenty of 
water in the jerrycans, Gordon decided they would follow t~e d1rect10ns. 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 of the yacht. The raft had ~ canopr, and 
it was plainly best for four of them to remain in it~ sh_elte~ when possible, 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 t~em and they bked 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 da~light. H~ had a s~nsitive 
kin and rather than risk having a case of sunburn on theJr hands, ,twas decided he 
ho~ld do his watches by night only. So the other four embarked in a round ?[watches, 

twenty minutes each out in the strong sunlight while the others cowered bnght 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 conver ation. 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 yacht had not been h ard of in days, in most cases because 
of the failure of their generator plants. So it might be week 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, Wmi and Peter 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 th~ 
other wives, waiting for Pionier to arrive, wondering what had happened, why there 
had been no ~ord. The other yachts would arrive, but not Pionier and she would fly 
home, wondenng 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~vival at sea, ~nd ~hat they would have to do if they had to abandon ship 
and survive for weeks m a 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 di lodging 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 hat . oon 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 then 
dropping back into a hollow. The watchkeeper wearing his sheet and hi~ bat the 
other_ four cowering in the shelter, without speaking. On the raft's canopy, all the 
cl~thmg there was room for, drying in the sunshine. And the precious matches, being 
dried 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 funnel through the canopy f~r 
air. Gordon suggested they should try it out, but once it was fastened they found 1t 
so appallingly hot inside they d.ecided ~hey_ 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 ~he 

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

life-raft. · k · h 
Scanning the horizon for a sail, the shapes of clouds had played c~uel tnc s ~1t 

the hopes of the watchkeepers, so much so fh~t th:Y had taken to lookmg many t1~es 
before daring to believe their eyes. And each tune 1t ha? turned out _there was nothmg 
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 t_o lo_ok 
again. This time he was sure there was _somethmg there. What loo~ed to him ltke 
goalposts, the derricks of a big bul~ ca.mer, or t~nker, perhaps. It might even be the 
Tafelberg, searching for them after picking up thetr Mayday. But ~e wanted to ?e sure. 

He carried on watching as the life-raft rode the swell , watchm~ as the sh1J? 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 ship emerged clearer from the nust on the 
horizon, and looked again at the approaching rain squall, getting danger_ously close. 
He could see the ship's bows and her bridge. It was not the Tafelberg. His heart was 
beating fit to burst, but he stayed 9-uiet~ until he was confident there was hope of 
rescue and his eye were not betraying him. ~e calle~ Gord~n. . 

'I think there might be something over there he aid leamng 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 be estimated she would pass 3 rrules 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 htgh. The three left ms1de 
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 ships attention to the tmy b~ll 

of orange adrift between swells? He was revising his ideas of h~w f ~r away _the srup 
would pass. As she came closer he thought it might be somethmg ltke 2 miles. But 

she was still far away. . . 
There was suddenly pandemonium on board. The. box of ~ares W1lh 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 with the or~nge _smoke flare, 
but it was years old. Gordon read and re-read the instruct_ions. on its 1~e, to ~ake 
ure he made no mistake in firing it. And while the five waited rn a tension of fnght 
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for the approach of the ship, the flare was passed from hand to hand as each strove to 
find a new significance in the simply listed instructions. 

There could be no doubt now that the ship would be passing close by even if she 
had not seen life on the raft. But she was still miles away and it would be too late to 
fire the flare when she came abeam. As Gordon knew well, in a lonely ocean like this 
there might be no one on the bridge. So Gordon read the instruc6ons on the flare for 
the last time, and all wills were with it as Gordon pulled its triggering mechanism and 
flung it through the air. It landed 9 metres away and worked, scattering bright orange 
smoke over a wide area of ocean. But hearts on the life-raft sank to their lowe t ebb. 
The wind scattering the smoke kept it only half a metre or so above the sea's surface, 
and for all but a fraction of the time it was as invisible to the ship as the raft itself. 
If they could not see the ship, how could it see the life-raft? 

But the ship kept coming, and Gordon was beginning to agree it might come clo e 
after all. Peter and Tony grabbed two bright orange jackets which had been salvaged 
with the clothe , Jenny s and Wmi s, part of the crew's uniform. They tuck them on 
the two hort paddles that had come as part of the life-raft kit, and began waving 
them furiously through the opening of the shelter, waving till their arms refused to 
work more and dropped in exhaustion. And it was then the ship responded with three 
long blasts on her whistle. 

There wa pandemonium on that life-raft. Jennifer Webb burst into tears and 
flung herself at the necks of each man in turn, her husband first and then Willi, Peter 
and Tony. And on each face there was a smile as big as it could take. They were 
cheering everyone was talking at once. Everyone realized they had been rescued 
without going through any ordeal at all, only 16 hours in the water when they had 
~ ared they might be there for ever. 

Up came the hip, more than 13 000 tons of her, rusted and wave worn. A ship 
they would not have pared a second glance if they had seen her in harbour. But now 
he was the most beautiful ship the five had ever seen. A bulk grain carrier, and on 

her bow they could read her name: POTOMAC. She manoevred to within 100 metres 
of them, as they wriggled eagerly in what seemed eternity, waiting for their deliverance. 
On deck they could see the crew making ready. A pilot's ladder was lowered over the 
id , and deck-hands were standing ready with a rope. Others were swinging a life

boat overboard, still on its davits. On the bridge stood several officers, one of them 
with a loud-hailer. He tried to shout down instructions to them, but his words were 
carried away on the wind. Those of the crew not involved with the preparations were 
standing at the rail, many of them with cameras. 

The Potomac came up close. A line was thrown across but missed the raft. As it 
was thrown the rain squall which had been threatening all afternoon arrived. Driving 
rain forced them back under the canopy, even finding its way through the air vents. 
The ky grew dark, the sea green and the swells white-capped. The Potomac lost way 
and had to start her engines. Their wash swept the tiny life-raft astern to her, and 
away into the gloom. The Potomac disappeared, ahead, over the swells half a mile 
away. 

'They'll lose us', cried Jennifer. The smiles disappeared as new anxious thoughts 
crowded in. The squall was dangerous. It was as if the sea had reacted in fury as it 
saw its victims all but snatched from its clutches, and was taking its revenge on them. 
But they could see the Potomac circling round, and she came up from behind, this 
time further away. They watched as the lifeboat on its davits was lowered into the 
water, with its crew of seven aboard. And they watched as it crossed the swells separat
ing them from the ship. On the ship, the crew were rigging a scrambling net forward. 

The sea was rough and it was a dangerous manoevre as the lifeboat chugged in to 
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Before the start: the competitors converge on the yacht basin in Cape Town docks . The race attracted 
59 entries from all over the world. Argus. 

The scene at SAS Unitie, race headquarters, in the days before the start. Die Burger. 

Stocking up with victuals : the Williams sisters, daughters of the skipper of New Zealand Nomad and 
themselves in his crew, with a respectable load of long-life bread. Argus. 

Last-minute cleaning up on board Guia, an Italian entry, from crew member Conhome Vermini. 
Behind him in the cockpit is the wheel which was to provide an unexpected drama at the start of the 

race. Argus. 



High above the rest of the fleet, Pat Cullen, skipper of Sandefjord, works on the rigging . Argus. 

Undoubted 'star' of the first Cape to Rio race was the Frenchman Eric Tabarly (right) of Pen Duick Ill, 
here at work with a member of his crew, Yves Guegin. Argus. 

A magnificent spread of sai I on Eric Tabarly's schooner Pen Duick Ill. Argus. 
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The popular entry Graybeard, the race's scratch boat, from Vancouver, British Columbia. Argus. The only entry from South America was Fortuna, sailed by a crew from the Argentine Navy. Argus. 



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 flare. 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 R15 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. 

REFLECTIONS 

There was only one yacht officially representing her country on the Cape to Rio, 
with her crew awarded their national colours: Adamastor, from Louren~o Marques 
in Mozambique, until recently a province of Portugal. It was not surprising, then, 
that Adamastor's crew found themselves thinking of the early Portuguese navigators 
who had sailed the South Atlantic before them, and particularly of Camoens's great 
poem of the progress to India which is the epic of the Portuguese language. Camoens 
had treated of the struggle of man against the gods as they showed themselves in the 
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elements, man a tiny force against overwhelming odds and so pitiful he is on the point 
of giving up each time when he finds unexpected reserves of strength, and fights back 
against the gods and beats them. 

These were the kinds of thought that occurred to some of Adamastor's crew as they 
lay out on the deck at night under the stars, looking up at the constellations arching 
over the sails straining to catch the zephyrs, and in the dim light from the cockpit and 
from heaven assuming new, surrealist shapes, far remote from the sea and becoming 
something eternal. 

'We knew we were only little men', said Alvaro Re<;io, the black-bearded sales direc
tor of a firm in Louren~o Marques. 'But we knew too that we were sailing where the 
early navigators had been before us, and we felt close to them. We were running along 
the sky where they had been. We knew it was all much bigger than us, much bigger 
than our little boat. But though we knew we were little we felt big and strong, because 
we understood it all. And we felt too we were in the spirit of Camoens. He told of how 
the Portuguese found their way from Lisbon to India, and how they met the gods on 
the seas, and how they came at last to a land full of beautiful nymphs, beautiful 
women, and how the Portuguese made beautiful love with them. And we felt that s 
just what we were doing, only we were going to Brazil.' 

Brian Lello on Albatros II had time for thought, too, of the experience of crossing 
a great ocean. He heard of the boredom that some complained of, the tedium of 
searching for wind where there was none to be had, the frustration of slatting slovenly 
on the swells, the cruel punishment of the heat of the day. But he found plenty to 
interest him. He wrote: 

'Those who find themselves bored are quite simply among the unfortunates who 
look, but cannot perceive. 

'To span the wide Atlantic alone is the cleansing of the spirit; leaving Cape 
Town you can bank on perhaps three days' boisterous wind and hard, thin light. 
Then, magically, you slide into the true Trade Wind pattern, out on the blue pastures 
of the ocean deep. It is 23rd Psalm territory. Puff-ball clouds dapple overhead. 
Down toward the horizon there is that unmistakeable greenish tinge to the sky. 
Blue ashore is a namby-pamby colour. A boarding house bathroom banality. 
Out there it fairly throbs with intensity, wavering like watered silk as the boat's 
shadow dawdles down the face of the swell. Flying fish flicker in the sunlight, fit to 
make you believe in fairies. But the mariner knows they have hurled themselves 
away from the dorado terror in the innocent blue depths. 

'And this was a January of immense cumulus clouds, each one a miniature 
weather system on its own laying on a gigantic peepshow of visible updraughts, 
palpable heat swirling off the milkwarm water to 30,000 feet, then trailing away in 
anvil heads of vapour. Round the bases of these clouds little winds played and, 
day by day, we stalked them as a substitute for the ailing trades. A strange and 
intense game of checkers with the chessmen towering round about into the 
stratosphere.' 

Brian on Albatros, of course, did not experience the frustration of the doldrums to 
anything like the extent of the other competitors. To them, the blue pastures of the 
Atlantic were desert, a desert that had died a thousand years before. There was nothing 
to be seen for days at a time but the elusive calms, the ripples on the water that marked 
a zephyr a hundred metres away, the sea so calm that as Rich Feeley pointed out on 
Xanadu II: 'Yessir, apart from the first two days and perhaps the last two, you could 
have crossed that goddam ocean in an inner tube with a plank as a paddle. That sea 
was so calm at night you could see not just the moon, not just the planets, but each 
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individual star and constellation mirrored there in the water beside you.' 
There was beauty, even in the ugliness of the tension of the race, as crews struggled 

not just against each other, but against the clock to reach Rio in time for the festivities 
that were the one consolation they could expect for all their endeavour. In one of the 
more exasperating calms Mike Hart on Barbette wrote a poem about the frustrations 
of the trip, the petty aggravations set against the challenge of the whole. 

Mind inactive, shambles, rambles, 
Turbulent interrogation. 
Endless themes, anticipation lacking. 
Sarcasm, cheek, opinion racing. 
Wasted words throw one another. 
Exhausted topics search another. 
Shut up, clear your mind out some time, 
Trivial retrace, try and sleep some. 
Frame is overslept and languid, 
Flesh now sordid, sweating, reeking, 
Daytime dripping, parched, lethargic, 
Nighttime darkness, dank and dozing. 
Patience frayed and occupation tiring, 
Tyranny of the tiller. 
Nature's paintings' hidden magic 
Obscured by times of caltn's frustration, 
Chasing murmurs round in circles. 
Windshift as it's held has gone now, 
Chasing rumours 'cross the surface. 
Clouds Leviathan, assembling now, 
Dissembling come to nothing. 
Lurching, rattling, slatting, sloshing, 
Miles of many man-made efforts, 
A laugh, a gem of many moments, 
Songs of signs of someone trying. 
Eating more a trial necessity; 
Sleeping bliss but soon awoken. 
Electric tension tested temper, 
Compatibility contested. 
Comment tempting provocation, 
Restrained intent sometimes uneasy. 
Resort to solitary contemplation, 
Awaiting winds' unknown decision. 
Days and nights of while and waiting, 
Endless hopes and hope now shattered, 
Aspect of the light so total. 

Few crews escaped frustrations like these. Most were not prepared for them. The 
heat in particular took a heavy toll of stamina and morale, as the yachts wallowed 
with sails flapping. Several crews found the experience so unnerving-it is a pheno
menon well known from the days of the old sailing ships, as they lay in the doldrums 
making no progress-that they took their sails down. On Guia, slick Italian racer 
that she was, the crew played cards below. On Outburst, Bobby Bongers's crew took 
down their mainsail, to save its boom cracking from port to starboard and back again 
as the yacht inelegantly wobbled. 
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Other boats struggled all the harder in the calms, their skippers ordering as many 
as 20 sail changes in an hour to see the yacht to Rio: all a search for the elusive extra 
knots. Bates McKee on Xanadu II and his navigator Norris Hoyt had their crew 
working hard to drive the boat from one knot to two, two men on the foredeck taking 
the sails and one on the helm, chasing the elusive zephyrs. 

'And for much of the race we found we were making 701/o of our daily run at 
night', said Bates McKee. 'What was happening was the sea was getting hot in the 
day from the sun and pushing the air up, so that meant there was wind all right but 
it was 200 ft over the boat. But at night the sea cooled and the air came down to 
sea level again, and we could take advantage of it. Not that that meant much. It just 
meant the difference between making 1 ½ knots and making 2.' 

Bates McKee noticed that though his boat was making impossibly slow progress 
she was still making ground on others around. They must have chucked their hands 
in, he decided. And that is exactly what happened in many cases. Skippers and crew 
were waiting for the wind, not working to find it themselves. 

But it was not boredom that was the problem facing most crews: it was lethargy. 
There seemed no point in killing yourself for the sake of a few puny miles in the day' 
run, when you were spanning an ocean and prepared to race 4 000 mile~. . 

The events of the day helped to relieve some of the monotony. Meals, m particular, 
were something to look forward to. Some yachts had permanent chefs, in many cases 
doubling as navigator or helmsman as well. Others had rota cooking system which 
meant every man aboard had the chance of showing what he could do. Some were 
more successful than others. Success depended to a great extent, of course, on the 
stores there were aboard. Careful victualling in Cape Town paid high dividends on a 
trip where meals were something everybody looked forward to and spent most of 
their time discussing - more even than wine and women. 

The aim of any cook was twofold: not only to keep the crew fit and free from tradi
tional ailments like scurvy but to keep them happy as well. 'A meal i n't just a meal' 
was the best attitude to adopt. When a crew is tired it looks forward to a meal a a 
break in routine, and gains a tremendous psychological boost. In a race as long as the 
Cape to Rio, it was important for a crew to have variety in its meals, not the ame 
concoction of tins day after day, which noticeably palled for many. 

There was an experienced sea cook on the Australian yacht Eclipse- Susie Cooke. 
Susie had seven months on Eclipse before the race started, cruising the Pacific and 
Indian oceans before arriving in South Africa so the Cape to Rio was a straight
forward continuation of what she had been doing all along. With only four on board 
Susie had to stand watches as well as attend to the domestic side of things. She was 
well equipped to provide variety in her meals, with books on French and Chinese 
cookery, down-to-earth recipes for cooking afloat, and a book on pressure cookery. 
She had a bigger stock of food to choose from than most as her skipper had decided 
food was so cheap in Cape Town it was worth stocking up for the re t of his trip 
round the world. 

'That South African tinned food is remarkably good', said Susie. 'I was quite 
surprised to find the difference. There was a much bigger variety of foods in tins than 
you can get in Australia, and the quality of the food was better. The meat was meatier , 
the beans beanier, the fish more fishy than I'd found anywhere else. You'd open up 
a tin of braised steak and it would be chunky, really looking like what it's supposed to , 
not just a heap of unidentified old garbage. But of course it didn't help having all the 
heat. The stuff just melted. You'd open a tin of luncheon meat and it would come out 
all but liquid, looking like cat's meat. So you just add some chilli or curry or anything 
that would make it look like something , and the result would be quite good.' 
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Another cook well prepared for the trip was Pauline Williams of New Zealand 
Nomad a sea cook most of her life though continuously for the six years her family 
had be~n cruising. She was well equipped with a big deep-freeze of 16 cubic feet and 
5 feet deep, accommodating enough fresh fo?d to last her until the day ~efore N?mad 
reached Rio when at last she ran out. Paulme was a great one for trymg out mter
national recipes, concentrating on the evening meal which she tried to ma~e as 
'different' as she could. One night she would serve a Mexican meal, the next mght a 
French, the next night a Chinese, the next night a Spanish. 

She noticed meals tended to get later. Not because she was unpunctual, but because 
things worked out better that way. Breakfast she tended to serve aro~nd 9 or 10 
o'clock in the morning, usually in the cockpit. Lunch would be at 2 or 3 m the after
noon and dinner - it was the meal of the day and deserved the name-at about 9 
o'clo~k at night when the day's heat had died away. It meant the evenings and nights 
went by quicker. 

On the large boats cooking was a major operation, with 15 or 16 meals to pre~are 
at a time. But there was more room for storage - and more room for a decent-sized 
stove. While the smaller yachts had to rest content with a two-burner range, gas or 
paraffin, the larger ones had as many as four or five burners, plus an oven. Joan Ayles 
on Cariad, for example, with 15 men to cater for, had five burners - and two men at 
a time to help her prepare the meals that were the main events of the day. By the end 
of the trip Cariad' s crew had consumed 300 kilos of canned meat and vegetables, 
5 kilos of sugar and had drunk 3 000 cups of tea, they calculated. 

Doyen of the cooks on the Cape to Rio race, though, was inevitably Clement Freud 
of Ocean Spirit. The famous caterer and television personality had taken personal 
charge of Ocean Spirit's victualling arrangements - on the principle that the days of 
salt pork and stout at sea was over: 'they taste the same coming up as they do going 
down.' Instead he worked hard to procure all he needed for what was meant essen
tially to be an ~xperimental trip, trying out all the recipes he would be including in a 
book of cookery at sea, to prove they were feasible. But he refused to consider a 
typical menu: 'none of my menus is typical.' . , 

Once on his way, Clement Freud found there were some surprises. Nob~dy had 
bothered to tell me the kitchen didn't keep still', he said. 'It came as a considerable 
shock. But I was glad to find the boat kept on a pretty heavy heel most of the way. 
It meant that when the pots came towards you they didn't immediately leave you 
again. It gave you a chance to clean up some of the mess. There was a surprising 
amount of mess. You could work wonders with one tin of tomato puree. 

'But of course at sea one's standards are modified a bit. After a few days I issued an 
edict that every cup that was not actually half full of Nesquick should be pronounced 
clean.' 

Clement had no pretensions when it came to serving up his meals - no canned 
music or soft lights for instance. 'I'm trying to cook for the crew, not seduce them', 
he said. And he insisted on their trying the wide range of South African wines he had 
brought along - on the basis of two beers and half a bottle of wine per m~n per ~ay. 
The red wine, though, was no match for the heat of the ocean, and most of 1t remamed 
undrunk. Much of the food was not eaten either. The crew soon found they were 
being offered so much three times a day, and were having so little exercise, that they 
were fast putting on weight to a degree which was looking serious. Dolphe Adonk, 
indeed, was suffering from indigestion. The food was too rich, he said. . 

'No , it wasn't rich at all', said Clement. 'Nothing fancy or rich or Hungarian or 
French. Just jolly good, rather unrich, I would have thought. We bad a lot of ste_ak~, 
chops , roast chicken, sausages. A famous single-handed sailor on board also said it 
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was a little too rich, I know, but he'd say that of anything that didn't come out of a 
greasy pot. There was lots of variation. We had boiled mutton and potato salad. You 
can't call that rich. And we had fried chicken, grilled chicken, stew , pies, pizzas. 
One put in cream and wine and butter and herbs and spices, not to make it richer but 
to act as a lightener. ' 

'Whatever they say, most people seemed to eat whatever they were given. What 
galled me as a caterer is that I have always been used to the principle that when one's 
establishment was full one began putting up one's prices. And this was the heaven
sent opportunity for doing just that, only I couldn't.' 

One of Clement Freud's memories of the trip is a sort of love-hate relationship 
with a lemon jelly, which lasted five days. 'I couldn't let myself be beaten by a lemon 
jelly', he said. 'I decided to make one, and one day put five packets of jelly and five 
pints of water together in a bowl, which is one pint of water less than they recommend 
on the packet. But this didn't set. So the second day I added three more packets of 
jelly. But still the thing didn't set. I had only one packet of lemon jelly left, so I put 
that into the mixture on the third day. Nothing doing yet. The fourth day I put in 
half a pound of gelatine, and we were getting somewhere at last. The fifth day I added 
the rest of the packet of gelatine, which did the trick. And really it was the most 
extraordinary pudding that anybody ever ate. Or rather, a superb medicine. We 
tried it out on one of our patients who had constipation problems from the rest of 
my cooking and it evidently worked like a charm for the heads were blocked for three 
days afterwards.' 

Not everybody lived so well, of course. On Barbette Adam Clackson had always 
regarded cooking at sea as rather a bind, and saw no great value in it as a morale
builder. He himself was perfectly happy with cold food straight from tins, and the 
instructions were that anybody who wanted to cook was welcome to do so but had 
to fend for himself: Jenny Brown, the girl with the three men, was standing watches 
full time. 'I feel it's all very well having somebody to cook your meals for you, but 
you expect perfection and if you don't get it you complain', said Adam. 'If you've 
got to do the job yourself it's a very different matter.' Adam himself tried on a diet 
of two raw onions and a marmite sandwich per day. Francis Vines survived chiefly 
on Moesli breakfast cereal. 'A funny thing about that Moesli,' he said, 'I always ate 
it, it always made me sick, and yet as soon as it was out of me I'd want some more.' 
So great was Francis's consumption that Adam was later obliged to put out a dead
pan SOS to the guardianship: 'Tafe/berg, Tafelberg, we're running out of essential 
supplies. What are we to do?' 
. Less happy still were one or two of the foreign entries which had placed little 
importance on the food supplies for the long race. Alain Gliksman's crew on Raplz 
left thought of food to the last moment before the start and had time only for a quick 
foray into Cape Town in search of supplies. 'For the last two weeks of the race we 
were living on rice and spaghetti on alternate days', said Alain. 'You could say that 
from the food point of view the trip wasn't successful.' 

The Italian boat from Genoa, Guia, was not well off either, and eventually ran out 
of food altogether - after living on spaghetti most of the way across. Ariel III, another 
French boat, ran out of cooking-gas in the first week and the six men aboard had 
to survive the trip on cold food, without even the means of making a cup of coffee. 

Many crews made quite a social occasion of the evening meal, with the whole 
complement gathered in the cockpit to chat before supper, perhaps even have a ing
song. There were a few guitars around, notably on Jan Pott where there was a sing-in 
most evenings. On Quest, the yacht crewed by grandfathers of whom only one wa 
under half a century old, there was a male voice choir - matched by a mixed choir 
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organized on New Zealand Nomad, with Pauline Williams finishing her preparations 
for dinner in time to join in with her daughters and the men aboard. Johnny Kipps 
had a guitar on Stormy, and on one of the American boats-nobody would admit 
which - there was a tin whistle which came in handy to serenade Tafelberg over the 
airwaves with 'Anchors Aweigh' when the guardship's radio operators forgot to 
connect their receivers when reque ting position reports. Again over the airwaves, 
Captain Phil Nankin and partner on Howard Davis composed and sang a special 
ong for the old General Botha boys on the Tafelberg, Captain Richard Cousens and 

his navigator. 
Sundowner time might have meant a beer, even half a beer. It might have meant 

hard liquor: on Omuramba, for instance, the entry from South West, with everyone 
aboard a mature professional man, there was no beer carried at all. Everyone had his 
favourite drink, whisky or gin or brandy, and the one problem faced was the water, 
which was disappointingly tepid. There was the same problem on App/emist, though 
kipper Jacko Jackson had decided it should be a dry ship. That plan was soon 

scuppered by Brian Robertson, who had insisted on taking gin and whisky along to 
help while away the sea miles. And these he had each day - with the others on board 
helping him dispose of what he had brought. He had pink gin at lunchtime and whisky 
at sundown. New Zealand Nomad relied more on beer in true Kiwi style, and managed 
often to spin out sundowner time right through the evening, things went so well with 
those aboard having so much to talk about. Pauline Williams made a special effort 
to make each Saturday night a party. 

Apart from the regular sundowner spots, there were full-scale parties organized 
by skippers keen to give their crews something to do. Bottles of champagne were taken 
on before the start, ready for such achievements as crossing the halfway mark, 
notching up each 1 000 miles in turn, or making a landfall on Trindade Island. 

Birthday parties were popular. Some, like Dave Lord's on City of Germiston 
cleaned out the yacht's whole liquor supply in one glorious binge that went on till 
four the next morning. The yacht's log is silent on the matter, and remained silent 
for 24 hours afterwards. There was another fine orgy on lngwe, where there were three 
birthdays on the trip, two of them on successive days. That again cleaned out what 
was left of Ingwe's stock of liquor - and particularly the stock of beers. Ingwe's saloon 
deck had been composed of the crates taken aboard before the start. 

Where there were no birthdays, excuses for parties were not difficult to find. On 
Eshowe, a special club was formed at the instigation of Dave Potts, a Canadian 
student at the University of Cape Town. This was the Fellowship of the Broken Plate 
and Empty Jug. Its eligibility requirement was membership of Eshowe's crew, and 
it was formed exclusively for the promotion of a cocktail party at which the dress 
was to be 'a tie, and something out of the ordinary'. There was plenty out of the 
ordinary. Potts donned a dress tailcoat and white tie, while others wore anything 
from diving equipment, goggles and flippers, to shreds of blown spinnaker loosely 
wrapped as a sarong. Unfortunately the celebration of the club's inaugural meeting 
was rather rudely shattered by a sudden squall up on deck which meant the hasty 
evacuation of the saloon, everybody still in costume, to take down the spinnaker. 

There was another party with unexpected results on the Danish yacht Serendib IV 
towards the end of the trip, where there was a lot of disappointment as the crew 
realized they were missing the famous Hawaii Night at the Rio late Clube, which 
was on that night. So they decided to have a party of their own, with sandwiches on 
the aft deck and beer and schnapps, and coffee and brandy afterwards and then whisky. 
The party wa going great guns by the early hours of the morning, with all di appoint
ment forgotten. It was then that to the crew's great urprise a phantom war canoe 
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was sighted approaching from the general direction of the River Amazon, with 
twenty paddlers on board but more significantly five of the loveliest Brazilian beauties 
clad in nothing more than gaily-coloured sarongs, their tops bare. The visitors were 
invited aboard, and though Serendib's crew did their best to entertain the paddlers 
they had to admit they were more pleased to see the girls. They managed to persuade 
them to stay for hours more, dancing the samba and generally atoning for what 
Serendib was missing in Rio. 

Parties like these were more difficult to celebrate on the yachts which had decided 
to take no liquor on the trip, the dry ships where the idea was liquor was bound to 
do no good. Here the accent was on concentrated apple and lime juice, with an appro
priate drain on the water supply. On Bobby Bongers's Outburst the crew could never 
pass the galley without stopping for a glass. On Matchless, a fairly dry ship though 
the crew managed an occasional beer, Peter Poland was intrigued to notice that even 
with a service crew the main treat was not a tot of the hard stuff but instead a glass 
of a special concoction made from several bottles of minerals he had aboard - bitter 
lemonade or orange with soda-water. 

One 'dry' ship which to her crew's relief did not remain so was the Natal-entered 
Mercury, way down to the south of the fleet. Twenty days from Cape Town she 
encountered a huge Norwegian tanker, the Taurus, on her way to the Persian Gulf 
round the Cape route. Mercury had not had a weather report in days, and decided 
she would try contacting the Taurus and asking what to expect. Up went her signal 
flags with the appropriate code. But to Mercury's surprise the tanker slammed her 
engines into reverse as she came abeam of the yacht, and thus slowed right down. 
Mercury came about, hoping for first-hand information. As she came alongside the 
tanker's crew lined the rails while on the bridge stood her captain with a loud hailer 
in his hand. 

'Would you like some fresh fruit and vegetables?', he roared down. 
'Can you tell us what the weather's like ahead?' shouted back Bobby Nuttall at 

the same time. Meanwhile a steward had come out on deck above them with a bulky 
case, and crewmen were preparing to lower it into the water on a rope. 

'And would you like some beer too?' asked the captain. 
The deckhands lowered the fruit, and two of Mercury's crew jumped overboard with 

their lifelines on to pick up the crate and steer it over towards Mercury. The steward 
returned with a case of the best Norwegian beer, and this was lowered to the water. 
The two Mercury crewmen retrieved it just in time to save the cardboard crate from 
distintegrating altogether and plummeting two dozen cans to the ocean floor fathoms 
down. 

Mercury's crew lost no time in gulping down some of the still cold beers. But they 
never did find out about the weather. 

A GUARDSHIP 

The suggestion that South Africa should organize her own trans-oceanic race had 
been made by Vice-Admiral H H Biermann, Chief of the South African Navy, and 
it was no surprise to find the SA Navy involving themselves at every stage of the race's 
organization. They made available SAS Unitie, their shore base in Ca-pe Town, as 
race headquarters, deployed a number of warships to help at the race start, and, their 
most significant contribution, provided the fleet replenishment tanker, SAS Tafelberg, 
as the yachts' fleet guardship. 

For a race as long as the Cape to Rio it was clear any guardship would have to 
have endurance, for she would be at sea for several weeks without touching port. 
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And though Tafelberg was obviously rather big for guardship duty with a yacht 
fleet, she was the only suitable vessel the South African Navy could make available. 
With her extensive refrigeration rooms and top fuel capacity she could have stayed 
at sea for a year. 

Tafelberg's primary function as guardship was, of course, to keep an eye on the 
safety of the yachts, and before the start Captain Cousens had sent letters to all 
skippers competing, asking them to give him an outline of their proposed course. He 
said it would be treated as confidential and locked up in a safe. It would come in 
handy, he suggested, if the yacht went missing and it was decided a search was 
necessary. But not one reply did he receive. 

The race committee had instructed each skipper to raclio his position to Tafe/berg 
each day at 1630 hours GMT. Thus 1630 hours each afternoon found Tafelberg 
beginning to call up each yacht in turn. 01 Graybeard, 02 Cariad 03 Fortuna, 04 Raph, 
05 Ocean Spirit, and o on down to 67 Ingwe, 68 La Mer and 69 Qumbu. Each yacht 
had to give its longitude and latitude. 

This was not always possible. Several boats ran into problems with their generators 
- so could not charge up their batteries to transmit their reports. Ingwe and Ma'm'sel/e 
were among the earliest casualties, and after a few days the Italian boat Namar IV 
and Sprinter with the all-woman crew went off the air for the remainder of the race. 
Another problem in transmitting lay in the huge distances which opened up between 
the different parts of the fleet as the race progressed, by its end as much as 1 000 miles. 
Tafelberg could not be everywhere at once and asked yachts like Graybeard Mercury 
and Eshowe with their more powerful radios to relay reports from boats in their areas. 

A degree of ill feeling developed over the po ition reports, particularly among 
skippers who considered that if it was not obligatory to report it should have been. 
Two of the French entries in particular, the highly fancied Pen Duick III and the dark 
horse Raph, were noticeably absent from position reports for long periods - as much 
as twelve days in one instance. Outburst's Bobby Bongers radioed a complaint about 
boats which were not reporting to Tafelberg during one daily schedule, asking that it 
be passed on to the race committee in Cape Town. He suggested that the race com
mittee should consider penalizing the boats which had not co-operated. But he did 
not name names. 

A few days later Giorgio Falck from Guia commented on the silence of several boats, 
and asked Tafelberg to call them again at the end of the long position reporting 
schedule. Among several , he named 04 and 07- Raph and Pen Duick III. Tafelberg 
obliged repeating its call to these yachts at the end of the position schedule - and to 
general consternation Raplz responded. 

Talking about the incident after the race Alain Gliksman, Raph s skipper, admitted 
he had been listening in to the positfon reports though not reporting himself. 'They 
were interesting, of course. But not helpful to us. The leading yachts were pread out 
over a long front, and it didn't rea1ly help you to know that a yacht 60 mile south of 
you had made 200 miles that day when you had only made 120. If you tried going 
down there for more wind the weather would be quite different by the time you arrived. 
Instead all you were doing was helping the smaller boats behind you. They could soon 
decide which course to steer, and this was not fair.' 

Pen Duick's story was that like many yachts she was having difficulty with her 
batteries , and decided she had better conserve them for the last stages of the race 
when she would be able to do the position reports justice. For the rest, she had explained 
to Tafelberg she would report only once every two or three days, Eric Tabarly said. 
In fact , Pen Duick went for nine days at one point without reporting - though the 
American freighter African Comet reported her position for her halfway through thi 
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period after sighting her on the passage to Cape Town. 
In general, though, the position reporting programme worked out well, a mo t 

skippers co-operated right through the race. Three days out, after the turmoil of the 
first two days of the race had died down, 42 yachts reported. The best day's effort 
came a few days before the leading yachts reached the finish in Rio when 49 of the 
57 still in the race came through. The worst day's bag was 12, but that was becau e 
of electric storms which made reception difficult. 

But Tafelberg had closer contact with the race than through radio reports alone. 
It had been arranged that she would patrol through the fleet main]y to give the five 
pressmen aboard her the chance of commenting first hand on the progress of the race. 
Captain Cousens told them on the first evening out of Cape Town that he would 
be taking a course down the middle of the fleet, zigzagging from side to side. Tafelberg 
had a visibility path of from 10 to 15 miles on either side of her, depending on weather 
conditions. But of course her radar made it possible to survey a much wider area. 
Tafelberg's policy was to stay with the front runners as far as possible, because it 
was in them the chief interest of the race lay. In all Tafelberg made 97 separate sightings 
of yachts during the race - an average of three a day. 

Tafelberg received several calls from yachts with power difficulties, one of them 
Sprinter, with the all-woman crew. Sprinter's batteries were all but exhausted, and her 
skipper Molly Warr reported the difficulty during the position reports one day, and 
said Sprinter would be reportfog only once in three days in future. Tafelberg returned 
to the scene of Sprinter's last known position 24 hours old by that time, but there 
was no sign of her even on the radar screen. Pressmen on board filed reports suggesting 
Tafelberg had been conducting a 'search' for Sprinter and this produced sharp reaction 
from the tanker's commanders, who afterwards insisted on vetting what they sent out. 
But without any sign of the yacht - and no report from her at the time she had promised 
- Tafelberg had to return to her station with the fleet leaders. 

The next call on Tafelberg had come from the Cape yacht Stormkaap, her rudder 
skeg loosened and her hull in danger of taking water four days out of Port Nolloth. 
Tafelberg had considered lifting Stormkaap's stern out of the water with her deck 
derricks - which were not strong enough to bear the whole weight of a yacht. But it 
was decided this might do more harm than good and engineers from Tafelberg had 
carried out temporary repairs before the yacht continued on to St Helena. 

There was drama too with the Durban yacht Three Bears. An apologetic radio 
message picked up 26 days out, as the leaders were nearing the finishing line in Rio 
announced the 49-foot cruiser had water for only four days more, and that her engine 
was out of order and her batteries low. 

Des Dinnigan, skipper of Three Bears, was blessed with a touch of the blarney 
from his native Ireland and with plenty of experience of deep-sea sailing. He had 
finished his boat only just ia time for the Cape to Rio and had not had much oppor
tunity to try her out. Certainly not with the racing crew he selected - four friends of 
his from Zululand, and two young adventurers from California. Here is how one of 
them described Three Bears's misfortunes. 

'Four months before the race that boat was just a hull and a deck, not much more. 
So it was a big rush job getting it ready. Naturally lots of things were left out, and 
some things that could have been foreseen were just left undone. 

'Well, we took off from Cape Town. And began running out of things. We'd thought 
the stove would run for a month on one filling of kerosene (paraffin). In fact it lasted 
for about three days. And naturally we hadn't brought enough kerosene and we 
ran out. Then we found the batteries hadn't been used in a while and weren't trong 
enough to start the motor. Shes got a big ton and a half Caterpil1ar there, far too 
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much weight which should have been cut down. But it wa included because Des 
wanted to go cruising after the race. We had a little generator to charge the batteries 
to start the motor. But we didn't have enough gasoline to charge them more than a 
couple of times so we were soon out of that. And then after a couple of weeks we 
found we'd just about run out of water. Because we hadn't rationed it from the begin
ning and because one of the tanks wasn't filled before the race. We had two tank , a 
big one with 410 litres and a smaller one with 227 litres. We'd been using the smaller 
one and then wanted to switch to the bigger one and it was empty. Nobody had filled 
it. An oversight. So we were out of water, out of kerosene, without electricity, without 
any means of charging the batteries to start the engines. And there were food problems 
too we needn t go into that. 

'When we ran out of water, the idea was to ration the few gallons we had, a pint a 
day per man. So we spent two days like that and we had just a little left. We could 
have made it on if we'd wanted to make an endurance contest out of it. And hoped to 
collect rain water from squalls we couldn't be sure we were going to get. As it turned 
out we could have made it on, but nobody really wanted to. Because the whole idea 
of making a race out of it had been forgotten at least by u who knew how to sail 
and knew what racing was about, a week before. It had been complete mismanage
ment from the start. Half the guys had come along as spectators, to see a big ocean 
race close to, and naturally nobody wanted to work. They hadn't wanted to before 
the race either. The five days we were in Cape Town before the start, for three of 
those days they hadn't shown up at all, when we were supposed to be rushing to get 
the boat ready. 

'So we called up Tafelberg, to tell them we have no water. And they come right 
away and they say do we realise we 11 be disqualified if we accept stuff from th m? 
But we say Yeah we know but it's all right anyway. So they come and some of their 
officers come over in a dinghy, and most of us go right over there and have a shower 
and a hot breakfast while the rest of us go for a bit of a sail with the officers, till their 
skipper tells them to knock it off and get back on board. And they end over water, 
kerosene, gasoline and all that garbage, and they bring over some batterie to start 
up our main engines, and unknown to their skipper the cook snuck us some steaks 
and bread from the galley, and ten dozen beers, and we took off again. And next day 
we heard over the radio we'd been disqualified for having done this. But it didn't 
make any difference to us at all. It hadn't really been a race.' 

It had been arranged that the South African guardship would stand duty for the 
first half of the race, and Brazilian guardships for the remaining distance. In mid
Atlantic, rather late on schedule, Tafelberg made contact with the Brazilian frigate 
Sirius, which was to be assisted by the minesweepers Imperial Marinheiro and Puros. 
But though her official duties were at an end, the South African tanker continued to 
escort the racing fleet before sailing off to Buenos Aires to give her men a chance to 
step ashore. 

ALL IN A RACE 

With daily position reports broadcast to Tafelberg, relayed to Cape Town, com
puterized and broadcast back, yachts in the race had a fair idea where their competitors 
were. But in the case of any deliberately inaccurate reporting which might have been 
to a yacht's tactical advantage, the guardship Tafelberg was patrolling regularly and 
yachts had no idea when she might not arrive over the horizon to see how they were 
doing. 

On everal yachts there was a considerable dread of breaking race rule . On Arion 
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for instance, the Polish-born skipper Wojtek Bialy had only limited knowledge of 
English and had not studied the race rules too closely. Any literature he had been 
sent before the race-and that included the race rules and sailing instructions-he 
had thrown overboard as not worth bothering about. Thus his crew did not have 
over-much confidence in his grasp of the race conditions. 

One of them, a big-game hunter from Zambia who was a brother of the owner and 
who had never been to sea before, had a special fear of cheating unwittingly. The arrival 
of a reconnaissance Shackleton aircraft over the horizon sent him rushing about the 
boat wondering what he could do to save the situation-though he did not have any 
idea which, if any, rules were being infringed. Besides this, he developed a fine theory 
concerning French Government participation in the race. They had spent so much 
money helping Eric Tabarly, he reasoned, that they would hardly have left him with
out a massive support effort. They were sure to have sent a fleet of submarines to the 
South Atlantic to check on Rio race cheaters and have them disqualified later when 
they produced photographs of them at the finish. He spent much of each day sweeping 
the water with binoculars, searching for periscopes. 

But besides Tafelberg's checks on positions, the yachts themselves provided a net
work of information on each other's movements and it would have been difficult for 
a yacht to cheat. 

A few days after the second visit from the Shackleton, Ocean Spirit and Graybeard 
sailed within sight of each other, only a few miles apart. And later when Graybeard 
moved further north, she found herself with Fortuna. When these two parted, Pen 
Duick III moved into the picture, within sight first of Fortuna and then of Graybeard. 

Further back in the fleet there was one instance halfway through the race when no 
less than five yachts were within one horizon-Breezand in the centre, with Howard 
Davis, Xanadu II, Voortrekker and Guia around her, none of them more than 7 miles 
away. 

There were some suspicious position reports, of course. A few days from the start 
the computer calculated that the City of Germiston had reported herself in the middle 
of the Transvaal, a few kilometres from Johannesburg. Slapper Ted Jordan later 
blamed a radio transmission error for the report. Wojtek Bialy's Arion startled the 
fleet three days out when she appeared to have managed a 350-mile run, which 
promptly carried her into the lead. Wojtek later admitted it had been a surprise 
even to him. 

Another fine achievement was reported from the Cape Town sloop Applemist 
when she claimed a day's run of 336 miles. The German sloop Jan Pott was the first 
to congratulate her over the air, considering she had managed the feat in 5-knot winds. 
The navigators responsible agreed later that there had been an error of some sort
though they thought it had been made on the day before the position report which 
caused the excitement. Applemist really was in the lead at that stage of the race, they 
insisted-and it did her crew's morale a lot of good to realize it. 

Not long after this episode Applemist's crew noticed a large baulk of timber drifting 
past not far from them, and decided they ought to report it to Tafelberg as a hazard 
to navigation. The navigators on Tafelberg asked Applemist where she was so that 
they could accurately pinpoint the hazard and do something about it. App/emist s 
navigator had to confess he did not know. 

Towards the end of the race the rest of the fleet was intrigued to hear from the daily 
position reports that Applemist was rugh and dry on Cabo Frio. On this occasion the 
yacht had just made landfall on the Brazilian coast, much to her joint navigators' 
pride. 'We were lying off Cabo Frio, almost scraping it. And it was blowing nice and 
hard, we must have been doing 10 or 12 knots. The skipper was at the helm. Now it 
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was just coming up to the time for position reports. So John [Haycock, radio operator] 
houts up from below, Come on, give us the damned position to tell Captain Cousen . 

So the skipper says, Christ, look out of the porthole and see Caba Frio. Work it out 
for yourself. So John gets the chart out and tries to work out just where we are, only 
he's not too sure about things Ii ke east and west and north and south, so he makes a 
bit of a cock-up.' 

Few yachts had navigation problems as great as these. Most had selected their 
courses before the start, and found that once out on the ocean it did not profit them 
much to change them, even though it was clear the yachts further south or further 
north were enjoying more favourable weather. If they did decide to steer for better 
winds, they found the whole weather pattern had changed by the time they were in a 
position to try taking advantage of it. Distances were too great. So most decided to 
stick to their courses, worked out with greater or lesser help from South Atlantic 
meteorologists before the start. 

Ocean Spirit had her course worked out. Robin Knox-Johnston and Leslie Williams 
had decided to go north as far as the 20th parallel, and then head west. It was dis
concerting for some in her crew to notice that while Ocean Spirit stuck to her course, 
yachts to the north of her-Graybeard, Fortuna, Raph-and to the south-Striana, 
Hamburg VII, Albatros-were getting ahead. After being in the lead for the early 
stages of the race Ocean Spirit fell into a calm and dropped back into 7th place. But 
Knox-Johnston and Williams had decided that if the Trade Winds materialized they 
would certainly reach Rio first, but that without them they would have no chance of 
doing so. They stuck to their course and hoped for the best. The Trades did materialize 
halfway across, and Ocean Spirit was able to take advantage of them-for rather 
longer than other boats. After the frustration of the calm, breezes were encouragingly 
fresh, and they were getting good days' runs of 220 miles or more-an average of 
nearly 10 knots. Near the finish the challenge of a High ahead made Knox-Johnston 
and Williams decide to drop south on their course, and this gave them a wind which 
carried them zinging to the finish line-in their own private hurricane, as Loi Killam 
called it. 

Graybeard had herself considered steering a straight course for Rio: it was the 
kind of course Loi Killam favoured for his predominantly downwind racer with her 
flat-bottomed, dinghy style hull. But this time Lal Killam steered a jagged course 
for the north, where he expected to find the Trade Winds that would suit Graybeard 
and blow him all the way to Rio. As the days passed, though, he found the position 
reports showed there were first two, then three, then five, then seven boat ahead of 
him on actual position, and he decided that would not do. So he started heading 
towards the south again as the Trade Winds picked up, and overtook the boats 
ahead of him, until there was only one left. But Ocean Spirit he could not catch. 

Fortuna went further north than any other boat in the race, but that only meant she 
had one day more calm than others in the leading group. She had started the race 
fast, breaking her record day's run with an epic 253 miles. Max Rivero-Kelly, her 
skipper, had decided that his 22-year-old boat would be no match for modern designs 
like Ocean Spirit and Graybeard when it came to downwind sailing, so headed far to 
the north to catch what should have been stronger winds. As it happened they were 
no stronger than winds further south-but against that Fortuna was not after all 
slower than other boats, except in winds of more than 25 knots which the others 
could use to surf. 

With her lightest spinnaker up for almost the whole length of the race-until it 
blew out in a squall off Caba Frio-Fortuna came down to join the rest of the fleet 
from the halfway point on, and held her own well until it looked as if she might beat 
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Ocean Spirit. But that was not to be, and she missed beating Graybeard too when she 
came too close inshore at Caho Frio nearing the finish while Graybeard stayed 10 
miles out to sea and overtook her in stronger winds. 

Pen Duick III is a staysail schooner and fares best with wind of 90 degrees or more 
abeam, not from astern. So the race favourite headed north from the tart, only to 
find pitiful winds of no more than 5 knots. She returned south and linked with 
Graybeard on one occa ion before creeping on to the finish. 

Raph too had headed for the north, keeping closer to the African coast and for a 
longer time than other boats. Alain Gliksman stayed north, holding well beyond the 
20th parallel until he was one of the only two boats in the race which left Trindade 
I land, 1 000 miles off the Brazilian coast to port. But the extra distance did not 
profit him. Though his daily runs were a little better than those to the south, he was 
only able to hold level with the other yachts because he had to wheel round them in 
a wide semicircle. Though she had been going well, Raph lost wind near the finish and 
found herself becalmed near Rio to destroy any chance of success in the race. 

'So we went far north', said Gliksman. 'Probably we kept going longer because we 
thought the stronger winds would be up there, and that s something this boat needs. 
It goes like a train on rails when it gets wind of 20 knots, and I had to keep her out 
of the light weather. We eren't rigged for it. The winds up north weren't so bad, 
but the trouble was the other boats were getting the same weather. So we were quite 
late on schedule, but luckily we managed to keep on terms with the others. And then 
we had light weather for about a week. We were becalmed, not for long at a time 
but it was frustrating. We found ourselves at times with days' runs of 80 or 90 miles, 
the worst 60 miles. And thats frustrating as anything can be. Because 60 miles a day, 
that's 24 hours of hard work ending the spinnaker up, pulling it down, putting the 
main down, sending it up, gybing and so on. There was a lot of sun and the roll 
dropped the wind out of the sails, and you knew the other boats were getting fair 
winds. That's the frustration of ocean racing. If you run or ride a bicycle you can 
race as hard as you want and exhaust yourself completely. But in the e races when 
the calms come all you can do is wait for the situatfon to improve. You know the 
situation could last for two or three days. And that's what often happens.' 

All these yachts had sailed far to the north of the main body of the fleet confident 
that by going north to catch the Trade Winds they would cancel the advantage of the 
shorter route a yacht taking the cour e further south might have. But it was clear 
the boats which had gone south would not be easy to shake off. Two of them in 
particular, Hamburg VII and Striana from Class II, held grimly to the race lead for 
the first two weeks of the race. And yet both of these were cruising yachts more than 
racers - and both were more than IO years old. 

Striana was the darkest horse of the Rlo race. A setback like the breaking of the 
mizzen mast an hour from the start hardly increased the crew's confidence in their 
boat, and so it was no hard decision that the best route lay to the south of the course 
the likely winners would probably take. 'If you compare Pen Duick or Raph with 
Striana you can see it's obviou if we just went by the same route as them we'd 
probably arrive at the finish three or four days behind them', said Maupas. 'We had 
done a lot of calculations before the start and we decided to go up to about 20 south 
and 20 west and from there we went straight on down to Rio by the shortest route.' 

South of the race favourites, Striana found her initial battle was with Hamburg Vil 
apart from Ocean Spirit and Graybeard to the north. At one stage the Frenchmen and 
the Germans were only 20 miles apart. But the next day came one of the upset of 
the race which were so typical a feature. Striana found wind while the Hamburg was 
becalmed and over the next three days Striana advanced 50 to 80 miles each day 
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while Hamburg made successive runs of only 24, 11 and 34 miles. Thus he lost nearly 
200 miles to Striana in that period, and as other yachts to the north and south of her 
caught up and overtook she dropped back. 

But Striana's preoccupation was much more national than international. The three 
chief French boats - Ariel III was not in the picture - were more set on beating each 
other than they were the yachts of other countries. There was great rivalry between 
Tabarly and Gliksman and more till between Tabarly and Maupas and between 
Maupas and Gliksman. Here i how Maupas explained the fame Tabarly enjoyed 
in France: 

'Tabarly? He's a national hero in France because he came along at the right time 
when we needed some kind of international victory to identify with. People heard 
about this win of hjs in a single-handed race in 1964 and decided it was terrific, he 
must be a great man. Now they've built him into some kind of god. They don't know 
anything about sailing or about any of the other people involved in it. But for them 
Tabarly i what it's all about. You ask them about ailing in France and they'll say 
Tabarly. He's the only one they know about. Not that he's necessarily a great sailor. 
He's won a few races yes but who hasn't? It gives u a lot of pleasure to beat 
him.' 

Striana's attitude to the race was shown best on the chart one of her crew prepared 
showing the leading yachts' progress over the last 1 000 miles compiled from the 
position reports. Each yacht had an appropriate symbol. Ocean Spirit was represented 
by a wraith· Graybeard by an old, old man; Fortuna by a cornucopia; Stormy by a 
squall; Albatros by a pair of wings. When it came to the French boats, Pen Duick 
was a surprisingly respectable and well-drawn schooner; Striana was a fat silver 
trophy - symbolizing, it was hoped the outright victory which had seemed assured 
for much of the race as she had been leading on handicap. And Raph the boat Striana's 
syndicate had so nearly managed to charter only to be frustrated at the last minute, 
was represented by an outsize and highly distinctive male organ, proud and erect 
while Gliksman and his crew were going well and drooping sorrowfully as they ran 
into a calm. 

UNDER PONTE SUCRE 

God created the world in six days. The seventh He devoted to Rio de Janeiro. So 
say the Cariocas, the people who live in Rio, and if they are right He may well have 
spent a good deal of that seventh day working on the site of the late Clube under the 
Sugar Loaf, the premier yachting and social club of the Southern Hemisphere and 
one of the wealthiest in the world. Now it was to be host to the competitors: both the 
Cape to Rio race and in the race up the coast from Buenos Aires. 

The leading yachts in both races were approaching, and the Brazilian Navy was 
doing its best to keep track of them. Most of the yachts in the 1 200-mile race from 
Buenos Aires were taking a course fairly close inshore, which meant they could be 
seen and reported by each lighthouse along the way. But 'Huey Long had taken his 
highly fancied Ondine Ill well out to sea in the hope of picking up the freak winds 
which had brought him a handsome victory three years before. The yachts in the 
Buenos Aires race were not required to report their positions, so nobody knew where 
Ondine was until a Neptune anti-submarine reconnaissance aircraft potted her 200 
miles from Rio. Swift calculations showed that the local entry Israel Stern's Pluft 
was in with a chance of beating her. 

On the Cape to Rio yachts, the South African race officials had a difficult time 
collecting information. It wa clear the Brazilian guardships were relaying their latest 
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positions to Naval Headquarters in Rio, but there seemed to be sad delays before the 
information was at last pa sed on to the yacht club. In general it was two day old 
and all but useless. Tafelberg was still on the scene, though, and was monitoring and 
relaying the positions reported to the Brazilian ship Sirius back to Cape Town. Tom 
Unite, the race's executive secretary, heard of the difficulties in Rio and began sending 
daily telexes giving the positions of the first ten yachts in actual position and on 
handicap. Though the telexes had to travel by way of London and Buenos Aires to 
reach Rio, the information was well in advance of what the Brazilian Navy provided. 

This gave rise to some embarrassment among the Brazilian authorities and when 
one day the English language Brazil Herald published the South African version of 
the latest positions, while the Portuguese language Jornal do Brasil and O Globo 
published the conflicting Brazilian version, now two days old, the race committee was 
told it was not to rely on the South African information. 

The lack of information was frustrating, not only for the race organizers and Press 
corre pondents, but for the growing band of wives, friends and supporters who were 
gathering at the club. Many had arrived from South Africa, but there were supporters 
too awaiting Graybeard, all the way from British Columbia - and there was a party 
of two dozen wives and girl friends and sisters awaiting the men on Striana. They had 
arrived by charter flight to give their menfolk a surprise. 

But it was clear the leaders were approaching. Ondine III and Bay Bea from America, 
Pluft from Brazil and Shinda from the Argentine were homing in from the south, and 
from the ea t Ocean Spirit, Graybeard, Fortuna, Pen Duick III, Stormy, Striana and 
Raph, astonishingly close after 3 500 miles and beamed on Cabo Frio, first landfall 
in Brazil. It looked as if Ondine and Ocean Spirit were assured of the line honours 
in their re pective races - and the chief que tion was which of them would reach the 
finishing line first. 

There were many false alarms - but when at last the first yacht arrived, she took all 
by surprise. Ondine crept into Guanabara Bay undetected in the early hours of the 
morning, and was rocking gently at her moorings as yacht club officials arrived for 
breakfa t some hours later. With Ondine home, all were agog for the arrival of 
Ocean Spirit. They did not have long to wait. Soon after noon the stately British ketch 
crossed the line to a fine welcome of powered rescue launches, tunny-boats, yachts 
and even two helicopters and a sea reconnaissance aircraft zooming overhead. 

Ocean Spirit's crew looked unexpectedly relaxed after their long crossing - 23 days 
from Cape Town more precisely 23 days 00 hours 42 minutes from the time the 
starting gun was fired. Casually now, they were reducing sail and Leslie Williams at 
the wheel was steering Ocean Spirit into the wind, so that before long she was hove 
to. The trimaran Bamba Moya was abeam of her, filming close-ups, and stayed 
alongside as Robin Knox-Johnston asked her crew if by any chance they had any 
diving gear aboard. They had, and passed over two sets of goggles, snorkels and 
flippers. Knox-Johnston and one of his crew donned them and slipped over the stern. 
As the race committee watched Ocean Spirit's propeller was lowered to the couple 
in the water and they set about diving down to bolt it on. 

The matter of Ocean Spirit s propeller was to be one of the great talking points of 
the race - for the race rules stated that each boat had to have an engine 'capable of 
propelling it at five knots'. If by racing without the propeller Knox-Johnston and 
Leslie Williams had indeed infringed the rules, they could not have been more explicit 
in pointing it out. As Knox-Johnston struggled to replace the blade Gordon Burn
Wood, the race committee chairman, was filming the whole operation on Super 8. 

But the question was far from the minds of those on the accompanying launches as 
Ocean Spirit, under power now, moved into Guanabara Bay for a rendezvous with 
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Sailing under the Dutch flag, Cornelis Bruynzeel's Stormy carried a predominantly South African crew. 
Argus. 



In happier days : Pionier on trials in False Bay before the start of the race. Argus. 

Rescue: a lifeboat from the Potomac rescues Pionier's crew from their raft . A picture taken by the crew 
of the Potomac. 

Safe and happy: Pionier's crew on the bridge of the Potomac, as she reached Table Bay. From left : Tony 
Keeney, Jenny and Gordon Webb, Willi Schutten and Peter Flockemann. Argus. 

The most unusual crew in the Cape to Rio race - all of them female. From left : Mary King, Sue Fielden 
Susie Baxter, Cheryl Warr and her mother Molly (skipper). Argus. 
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Most glamorous of the Cape to Rio sailors was Susie Cooke, an Australian model crewing on Lawrie 
le G uay's Eclipse. Daily News. 

The Johannesburg entry, Golden City, a Cal 40 entered for the race by a syndicate . Die Burger. 



At journey's end: Molly Warr gives her husband a kiss after being ' lost ' for most of the race . Ken 
skippered the South West African entry Omuramba. Neil Lurssen. 

The guardship Tafelberg, South African Navy tanker, which made considerable contributions to the 
success of the race . Die Burger. 

the Brazilian customs and immigration authorities, and then on to anchor close to 
Ondine III. 

Someone produced champagne, and Ocean Spirit celebrated in style. Later in the 
afternoon, the British Ambassador, Sir David Hunt, and Lady Hunt arrived to 
congratulate Ocean Spirit. The Ambassador's gleaming Rolls-Royce with his diplo
matic pennant flying from its bonnet was ushered through late Clube's closely guarded 
gates, an equerry sitting beside the couple. Behind it was a green saloon car which 
would not have merited a second glance if there was not the glint of cold steel from 
four submachine-guns perched on the knee of Sir David's personal bodyguard. While 
Sir David and Lady Hunt chatted with the yachtsmen on the verandah, the body
guards glared menacingly from the parking lot adjoining only too conscious of the 
wave of kidnappings which had made an Ambassador's life in Brazil all to chancy. 

Ocean Spirit's celebration party continued well into the night, merged with two 
other celebrations. A large contingent of South African supporters had arrived by 
plane that afternoon, in particular a number of wives, fiancees and girl friends, and 
they were all set to make the most of their first night in Brazil. And the Brazilians 
themselves were celebrating in advance the arrival of their crack yacht Pluft, chief 
hope of theirs to win the Buenos Aires race. Pluft duly arrived early in the morning, 
and there was only the smallest chance she could be unseated from an overall handicap 
win. 

Now those at the late Clube were waiting for Graybeard-none more keenly than 
the wives of two of the crew members who had travelled all the way from Vancouver. 
They had been able to follow the race's progress from the start as Lol Killam's brother 
Bill was a ham radio enthusiast and had been in nightly contact with a radio ham in 
South Africa, who had relayed the position reports from Tafelberg. 

Graybeard arrived through Rio's early morning mist, a disappointed crew after 
losing to Ocean Spirit by only a few hours when all they had been after was a win 
over the line. Lol Killam had grounds on which to protest Ocean Spirit-not only 
over her stowed propeller, but over her lack of an 'N' flag at the start and finish of 
the race. But he decided both these breaches were mere technicalities and sportingly 
decided to overlook them. 

A Press launch had gone out to meet Graybeard, catching her under power well 
past the finishing line. The sunshine was beginning to disperse the mist as the launch 
went out to Isla Rasa, set for what might be an eventful morning as a number of 
yachts had been sighted from the air within 50 miles of the finish. The Sea Rescue 
launch was in radio contact with the late Clube ashore and with Isla Rasa, where 
race officials were keeping a 24-hour watch. From them came the news that a sail was 
in sight on the horizon. They could not identify it as the yacht was still too far away. 

The sail was a large blue and white spinnaker belonging to a yacht from the 
Argentine which turned out to be the Fortuna. Something was wrong, however. 
Fortuna's spinnaker had developed a long split across its middle and Max Rivero
Kelly's men were nursing it gently towards the finish, ghosting with the 5-knot breeze. 
The split was widening as the launch's passengers watched, until the spinnaker was 
held together only by the tapes at its sides. And at last, a few hundred metres from the 
finish, one of these gave way, and like a straw on the wind- which would have weighed 
little more-the remains of the spinnaker were blown to the upper breezes. 

Fortuna' s foredeck crew had anticipated this, and had already started downing the 
unfortunate sail, disgracing itself in what should have been its finest hour. The crew 
had another, heavier spinnaker up in its place, to carry them at last to the finish. 

Max Rivero-Kelly explained later the offending spinnaker had blown out first 
shortly before Fortuna sighted Caho Frio, and had been sewn up again. Now it was 
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a write-off. But it had done well. Max calculated that for the amount of time it had 
been up, almost the whole length of the race or more than 3 000 miles, Fortuna would 
have had to put in four seasons of normal sailing in Argentine waters. 

The rescue launch headed out to sea, in case there were signs of another yacht. 
Before long, 6 miles from the finishing line, the launch spotted the sleek black lines 
of Eric Tabarly's Pen Duick III, under full sail with blue and white spinnaker and 
cruising in at a tolerable 6 knots. The launch was soon alongside her, and so was a 
helicopter with what remained of a French television team's enthusiasm. . 

Tabarly had said on television before the race he felt that he and Pen Duzck were 
in peak form and would win the Cape to Rio. Taking him at his word, French tele
vision, Radio-diffusion Franraise, had paid him a rumoured 10 ~ francs for t~e 
privilege of exclusive coverage of his race, even to the extent ?f havmg one of their 
cameramen sailing in his crew. The cameraman was now filmmg the rescue launch, 
and there was another French cameraman hovering overhead in the helicopter. 

Pen Duick sailed close in to I la Rasa, rather too close considering her engine had 
not worked in years. Tabarly had the true yachtsman's hatred of moto~s-and p7ide 
that his did not work. Technically, his infringement of the race rules relatmg to engmes 
was probably more serious than Ocean Spirit's. But by that time the la~nch was on 
its way to meet yet another finisher, Cornelis Bruynzeel's Stormy. Agam the whole 
crew was on deck, and apparently conscious of the photographers on the launch CB 
thoughtfully upped a widely cut mizzen staysail in red, white and blue, the colours of 
the Dutch flag. . 

There was more excitement later in the day. The big Striana supporters club, wives, 
sisters and mistresses and the indefatigable Jean Michel Auclair, the yacht's owner, 
had been waiting patiently for news of their yacht, believing she was in the lead on 
handicap. At last she arrived, not far ahead of Raph. But it was after nightfall, and 
the supporters gathered on the wharf as the Brazilian immigration launch thoughtfully 
showed the French yacht to a berth alongside Stormy's. 

The only snag with the berth was the crew found they had run agroun~. They :used 
their engines to reverse out and asked the immigration boat for fre h mstructions. 
Again they were ushered aground, a spotlight pointed to show them t~e war W~en 
this happened a third time, skipper Alain Maupas sent bis crew ashore m res1gnat1on 
and himself stayed aboard to watch through the night. 

SMALL FRY 
By this time the Brazilians at the late Clube had begun to wake up to the Cape to 

Rio race, and several Rio newspapers sent reporters and photographers _to cover 
Striana' s arrival. Their impression was Striana was the race's overall wmner on 
handicap-and that was the news they printed next morning. The South African 
contingent, however, was not so sure. . 

South African hopes rested on Albatros II. For most of the race the httle sloop 
from Knysna had been in the lead, not only on handicap but in actual position. She 
had sailed far to the south of the main fleet, and pundits had said her course could 
only lead her into trouble-the huge pools of high pressure that might leave her drifting 
helpless for days. 

But Albatros had avoided them -all but the last. The position reports of a few 
days before had shown her teetering on the edge of a particularly menacing high. 
Since then there had been no word from her and one by one the bigger yachts to the 
north had overhauled her. Even so, South Africa's hopes were not abandoned. Time 
was on Albatros's side. 

The little sloop had been one of the talking-points of the race. All knew she had had 

170 

a close call in Table Bay at the start, with the damage to her mast. Yet after only a 
few days she had appeared at the fleet's head-and as if to confound the pundits she 
stayed there. The make-shift jury rig she had carried since the first night had more 
than excelled itself. But now John Goodwin decided it was time to go about on the 
other tack as they came up against a head wind. The jury pole had to come down as 
it wa in the way of the genoa, and it was clear there would have to be something 
more permanent. The crew looked round the boat for something they could use as 
a jury rig. They settled at last on a clamp and a short aluminium spreader held in 
position by four spare halyards of flexible wire-used usually to hoist the sails but 
this time to cope with the nagging strain of 3 500 miles at sea. 

The spreader came from a length of piping sawn from the sail bins in the forecastle, 
and the clamp from the saloon. There was a g1mbal table swinging by the mast, with 
clamps top and bottom to keep it in position in port. The lower clamp was removed, 
and attached up the mast when John Goodwin had removed part of the mainsail 
track with a hacksaw. There the rig remained for the rest of the trip, the halyards 
sometimes parting but spliced again by Arthur Holgate and reeved by John Goodwin 
at the masthead. With the new spreader attached to the clamp the mast was nearer 
enough straight sideways. To try for true fore and aft the crew rigged up a forestay 
from the new bracket. The rig was effective, though working on Albatros Il's deck 
was not made easier with all the new rigging-especially when it came to going about. 

John Goodwin knew his boat fared better off the wind and had decided that rather 
than plough north like the re t of the fleet he would stay south and hope for wind on 
the beam for most of the race, poised to move to the north into the Trade Wind belt 
when it suited him. Keeping the wind rather forward of the beam means a yacht keeps 
the full advantage of the wind strength no matter how fast she is going, whereas to 
have a wind from the after quarter means a boat's own speed detracts from the wind 
she is getting. Albatros had lost rather more than 100 miles over the first few days of 
the race, first through the delay at the start and then through the caution she had to 
exercise, making perhaps 5 or 6 knots when the rest of the fleet was making 10 or 12. 
After the third day, though, when winds had dropped and speeds had evened out, it 
was clear she was not losing. Even though the race leader at that stage, Hamburg VII, 
was far ahead Albatros to the south of her was making up something like 15 miles 
a day in what were clearly more favourable winds. Albatros's crew settled down to 
work, morale restored. 

From the pecial South Atlantic weather reports received from the mainland it 
looked as if instead of the one huge high-pres ure system with its lack of wind in the 
middle which was normal for the ocean at the height of summer, this year the ocean 
was dotted with smaller highs, with the wind circulating anti-clockwise around them. 
Suddenly the Met reports produced a high with its attendant calms right on Albatros's 
course. 

John Goodwin had to decide whether to go north round the approaching barrier 
or south. To go north, up into the fleet, would have meant two days of mileage 
without any gains towards Rio. To go south might mean running straight into a 
calm, but would at least mean continual 'westing'. Albatros went south, and from 
noon on January 23 she was on the wind-first close reaching under a big jib topsail 
and genoa staysail, then hard on the wind alternating between the big hood genny 
and number two, for 4½ days. Every day she was making 6 to 6½ knots towards Rio
while further north the rest of the fleet was faltering in the fickle grip of the high. 
Albatros worked her way to the front of the race. 

With the high successfully rounded, it was clear there would be others, and all 
Albatros II could do was seek them out and use them, her one aim to go west at all 
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costs. This was what happened all the way to Rio, an exacting passage full of doubts 
and fear , teetering on the fringes of highs and keeping going in the face of all the 
seductive temptations towards sudden or 'inspired' change of course. But there were 
to be no real line squalls in the towering cumulus clouds that reared up day after day, 
each with a small rainstorm below circled by a miniature and private wind system. 
Desperately Albatros' s crew worked to stalk these impressive looking but puny squalls 
to extract from each of them a mile or two of extra westing. It was exacting work, 
requiring sometimes six or seven sail changes an hour, sometimes an agonizing watch 
trying only to maintain steerage in the complete absence of wind. And always the 
crew remembered the dictum that ocean races are won or lost at night. 

There was an element of good luck in Albatros's race - and an element of bad luck 
too. She had picked up a Met report warning of a high ahead of her nearing the finish 
and headed north - but not quite in time. She had three days of calm while bigger 
boats to the north found wind and caught up and overtook her. But she was not in 
trouble for long. Ocean Spirit, Graybeard and Fortuna were ahead, and behind them 
Raph, Pen Duick, Striana and Stormy. They escaped- a blow to Albatros as until 
then she had had a real chance of crossing the line first apart from winning on handi
cap, though her crew did not allow themselves to believe this: But Striana posed a 
new threat. With her rating she did not give Albatros as much time as the other boats 
among the leaders and might cheat the little sloop of victory in the last moments of 
the race. 

But Albatros's luck held. Two days out she picked up the wind she needed, and 
started to go places. The second to last night Albatros was reaching with everything 
flying- rushing through the bright moonlight with 3 100 sq ft of sail: the big jib 
topsail, the genny staysail, full main and the 1 700 red spinnaker, the one that had 
blown out 2 miles from the start, but had since been stitched together again by John 
Green, luffing each time the long surfing runs reduced the apparent wind speed and 
brought the breeze ahead. 

Out of radio contact for the last few days of the race, Albatros had little idea where 
she was in relation to the rest of the fleet- certainly not if she still had any chance of 
winning on handicap. Not until she met up with the guardship Sirius off Cabo Frio. 
Then the crew realized they had almost won, and only had to make good the last 
60 miles of the race from their landfall Caho Frio to Isla Rasa to win outright victory 
in the first Trans South Atlantic. It was an inspiring moment , and excitement ran high. 

Albatros reached Isla Rasa at midnight , the red and white of the island's beam 
peeping out with the twinkling lights of Copacabana and Ipanema shining from the 
darkness behind. There was a South African contingent there to meet them on a 
launch , race organizers and reporters and film cameramen with a strong battery of 
floodlights to dazzle them home. They had won. 

But it had not been Albatros alone that had startled the rest of the fleet for the 
greater part of the race to Rio. Her sister sloop Mercury had been in the picture 
quite by coincidence as skipper Bobby Nuttall had decided on a course south of the 
rest of the fleet for reasons very different from John Goodwin 's. He had found in the 
first few days of the race that he was losing ground on some of his chief rivals, notably 
Omuramba, Outburst and Golden City , to the tune of 10 miles or so a day. 

Mercury , clearly, was no match for them in the blustery conditions of downwind 
sailing, and Bobby Nuttall decided on a radical course of action . He knew his South 
Atlantic weather probably better than any other skipper in the race - not for nothing 
had he attended Alan Crawford's Met briefings at SAS Unitie for a fortnight before 
the start. He knew the high-pressure system was irregular, and that there was no 
sign of the huge single high which usually dominated the weather chart at the time 
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of year. So there was a chance the gamble of 'cutting the corner' and heading on a 
course south of the usual Trade Wind belt might pay off. Down south went Mercury 
at the same time as John Goodwin was beginning to make up on the rest of the fleet. 
So in two days the fleet found to its surprise that on corrected time the two sister 
ships were in the lead - Albatros in front and Mercury about 40 miles behind her, the 
two of them some 100 miles nearer Rio than the main contingent of the fleet. 

That was the picture for most of the rest of the race, the two little boats in convoy 
as they stalked the errant squalls with the private wind systems which they found 
dotted all over the ocean. Sometimes Albatros would gain on Mercury, sometimes 
Mercury on Albatros. Each day they relayed their positions to Tafelberg - too far 
away to pick up Albatros's position so that Mercury had to relay it. They watched 
other boats to the north of them- notably Striana and Hamburg VII- but in general 
it was a private race between themselves. Albatros' screw had not presumed to thinking 
in terms of winning the race across the line- but ambitious Bobby Nuttall had had 
the dream all along. He worked his men hard, five of them on board selected from a 
long list of applicants in Natal. But they could not catch Albatros II. The two were 
evenly matched. One day Mercury came close enough to Albatros to see her spinnaker 
over the horizon, but not for long. It was while Albatros was tacking to the north from 
a position a little further south - to avoid the high-pressure system which had been 
forecast dead ahead of her in the later stages of the race. 

But Bobby Nuttall was not content to come second to Albatros. He and his crew 
felt that they might as well come last as come second - particularly to a sister ship. 
They decided that they must do something drastic to try to retrieve the race, rather 
than make a procession of it. So when Albatros tacked north to avoid the high ahead, 
Mercury tacked south. It was a trick Albatros had used earlier in the race with great 
effect, but with Mercury it did not pay off. She found herself becalmed, hopelessly 
becalmed. She had clearly underestimated the size of the high, and had gone straight 
to its heart. The water was so calm there were insects on its surface, and it looked as 
if there had been no wind there in centuries. 

Albatros sailed in to the finish and to win. Mercury was becalmed for eleven days. 
That is the luck of the draw in ocean racing. Where for 3 000 miles the boats had been 
30 miles apart and Mercury would have enjoyed a comfortable second place overall 
if she had stuck to Albatros's tail, she finished the race 18th over the line- and an 
appropriate 13th on handicap. 

There had been quite a fleet of South African 40-footers in the race, each of them 
involved more in a race with each other than in the race to Rio as a whole. Besides 
Albatros and Mercury there were Bobby Bongers's two yachts built at his yard in 
Zeekoevlei, Outburst and Port Rex; two Sparkman and Stephens boats from Nautor 
Ky in Finland, South West Africa s Omuramba and Simon Kramer's Swan 37 
Breezandfrom the Cape; and the Johannesburg Cal 40 Golden City with the Rhodesian 
Flying Dutchman ace David Butler as skipper. All through the race these boats had 
kept an eye on each other, competing for the prestige of being the first South African 
boat home and also for the chance of selection for the Admiral's Cup team racing in 
Britain. 

The South African boats moved together, forming a second fleet within a fleet, 
following the leaders with yachts like Hamburg, Jan Pott, Guia and Baleia around 
them. And they were racing. Bobby Bongers on Outburst rid himself of his surplus 
fresh water as soon as he could . Ken Warr worked his crew hard with sail changes 
at all hours of the day and night to catch the wind. David Butler on Golden City had 
been told to win the race, and stopped at nothing. His crew were worked to exhaustion, 
and to lighten his boat he took to throwing anything that was not needed overboard. 
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That meant the departure of surplus victuals, reserve fuel, deck planks-everything 
that stood in Golden City's way. 

The South African boats did well. Golden City came in 10th over the line, making 
her 5th overall on handicap, behind Albatros, Striana, Stormy and Pen Duick III. 
Outburst finished soon after her, 11th over the line and 7th on handicap. And then 
came Omuramba, 12th over the line, but 10th on handicap. Breezand, smaller than 
these, came in 19th over the line, but her corrected time was within seconds of Outburst 
and he tied for 7th place. Thus the South African yachts won the team prize offered 
for the best overall performance by three yachts, Albatros, Golden City and Outburst/ 
Breezand-surprisingly beating the strong French team of Striana, Pen Duick III 
and Raph. 

Other boats had been finishing in the meantime. Jan Pott had come in the day after 
Albatros's midnight arrival, 9th over the line and 12th on handicap. As soon as the 
German boat Hamburg VII arrived, there was a rush to the centre of Rio as one of 
her crew had had raging toothache through the race. Many times he had contacted 
Ken Warr, Omuramba's skipper, who was a dentist by profession. 

'Slow down and help me', he implored Dr Warr. 
'You'll have to catch us up', the dentist replied. 
But out in the Atlantic, where the slower boat were till on their way, there was a 

degree of despondency. The fastest boats had been home for days, all the prizes had 
gone and all that remained was the challenge of getting to Rio in time for the Carnival. 
Easier said than done, as many were beginning to appreciate. It was in this atmosphere 
that Adam Clackson of Barbette rose to the occasion and provided the most original 
diversion of the race, a full radio show. 

The idea occurred to him and his crew late on a Saturday afternoon as they listened 
to the turgid position reports supposed to be handled by Sirius but in fact now broad
cast to Tafelberg as the poor radio operators on Sirius had found the job too demand
ing. Barbette decided to run a 15-minute radio show the next day in place of the posi
tion reports. 

All through the night and the next day Barbette's four Britons-three men and a 
girl-worked on the script, breaking for occasional rehearsals until at last they felt 
they were ready to go ahead. Adam called up Tafelberg on 1182. 

'Keep off the air at 1630 for a while', Adam told them. 'You might be quite amused.' 
The hour drew near, and the three conspirators - Jenny Brown was up in the cock

pit at the wheel- wondered whether to call off the whole scheme or to proceed. 
Listening to their receiver they could hear Tafelberg coming in to prepare for the 
weather forecast relay which normally preceded the position reports. Would she 
co-operate, they wondered. The problem was that if they decided to go ahead and 
transmit, they would have no means of telling how the show was being received until 
it was too late. They would not know if Ta/feberg was off the air, or whether other 
yachts were able to pick up their signals. But at half a minute to 1630 the decision 
was made and the transmitter switched on. The Adam Clackson Show was under way. 

There was incredulity on the other yachts in the fleet. Incredulity, then delight as 
they heard the kind of material that was being broadcast. Some had the brainwave of 
switching on tape recorders. There was a written script- and the show was altogether 
live-though it was put out so professionally that the other boats assumed it had been 
taped. Item followed item without a break, songs and stories and jokes interlinked 
with whistled bars of the new pirate station's jingle, 'Rolling down to Rio'. 

There was a 'dedication' programme: 'You are my sunshine' for Lindsay Unite on 
Molly Brown; 'Thank Heaven for Little Girls' for Sprinter; 'Eshowe me the way to 
go home'. There was a special request for Three Zero, Three Bears: 'There's a hole in 
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my bucket, dear Liza, dear Liza ... then call Tafelberg, dear Dinnigan, dear Dinnigan.' 
There were stories, some less than publishable; limericks like The Stellenbosch 

Farmers' Lament. But not once was Barbette's name used. Other yachts had no idea 
where the 'show' was coming from. Later it was Matchless that was blamed. 

Meanwhile the middle and back markers of the fleet were homing in on Rio, met 
in turn by the three Brazilian guardships now on duty, particularly the survey vessel 
Sirius and the corvette Imperial Marinheiro which had an intriguing encounter with 
the New Zealand Nomad. There was a special welcome at Caho Frio for the family 
cruiser with the attractive daughters of Brian Williams aboard, and his no less attrac
tive wife Pauline. The guardship was lying in wait for the yacht, and as she came in 
sight over the horizon Pauline Williams succeeded in makjng radio contact-'For the 
first time. I'd never managed to get through before.' The Brazilians asked politely 
enough if they could accompany the New Zealanders for a while. 

'So we said of course and they came up close, just as we were there sailing along 
under spinnaker, a boat's length away', said Pauline. 'And it turned out they'd come 
to see the girls. They wanted to see us in our bikinis, so we all had to parade on deck 
for them. They welcomed us to Rio over the radio and said that they were very pleased 
to see us, they'd heard about us and were looking forward to meeting the Williams 
family. And then they asked if there was anything we wanted. 

'Well, there wasn't really. But they tossed a line across to us, and they began sending 
us things along it popcorn and beer and Coca Cola and a magazine all to do with the 
Carnival and the local newspapers. So we couldn't be outdone, and sent them back 
some old copies of the Australian Pix magazine we had on board, and some sweets. 
And that made them very happy, by the look of it. And all the while we were cruising 
along at about 5 knots. We had this long chat over the radio and they promised to 
come and see us the next day. And away they went. 

'So we were on the lookout for them the next day, and we eventually met up with 
them at the finish, just short of those islands, and thls time there was no disguising it. 
They were after the girls. You've never seen so many pairs of binoculars on one 
ship, there must have been 20 of them. But then they produced this great foam rubber 
doll, I think it comes from Playboy in America. A great life-sized figure that looks 
just like Jackie Onassis, in the nude, the Kennedy doll I think they call it. Anyway they 
hung this thing all over the ship, from the stern, up on the bridge. They were having 
a hilarious time showing it to us and making it do all sorts of awful things. It was all 
a bit crude but they must have been having a pretty monotonous time out there so 
they had to amuse themselves. They seemed quite a good crowd.' 

One of the most frustrating stages of the race for the slower yachts was the final 
run from Cabo Frio to the finish. At one stage there were six yachts becalmed in fog 
within a few hundred metres of each other - and within a few miles of the fini h line. 
Among them was Jakaranda which had crossed in a respectable 26 days in spite of 
her second mishap. There too were the Durban yacht Diana Kand Flica from Cape 
Town, about I 00 metres apart. 

'We can't see Diana K through the fog, but we can hear them said Flica's skipper, 
'Ted' Kuttel. 'We're slatting around, it's absolutely calm, with our boom swinging 
from side to side and going bang, bang, bang. And theirs is too, bang, bang, bang. 
So Dolf goes up on our foredeck and makes like a diesel engine. Gdoup, gdoup, 
gdoup, gdoup. Then he gives a big poop on the foghorn. He flashes hi torch on and 
off and begins pooping the horn some more. And they switch on all the navigation 
lights. It's still about noon. And those lights stay on all the rest of the day and the 
night, too, and then early next morning we hear a little voice from them: 'Do you 
mind if we turn the lights off now? The batteries are getting low.' 
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THE SENORITAS 
With most of the race fleet safe in the shadow of Ponte Sucre, conversation turned 

to the fate of the crew which had caught the imagination of the South African public 
as no other had. Nothing had been heard of them since the first days of the race, and 
there were now serious fears for their safety. The yacht concerned was Sprinter, and 
her crew was remarkable in that it consisted of five women - and no men. 

Sprinter had been entered for the Cape to Rio by a South African magazine as a 
promotional idea, but the five women were taking the race seriously. Their skipper in 
particular, Molly Warr was out to show her sex was well able to hold its own in what 
was usually an exclusively male domain. She had with her an old mate of hers from 
Sprog ailing days Mary King, as navigator; an English girl Sue Fielden, who had 
been the race committee's secretary; and two young South African girls just back from 
stays overseas: Susie Baxter of East London and Molly's own daughter Cheryl. 

There had been mechanical problems. They had begun with a bad broach the first 
night, when Sprinter had shipped a lot of water, which precipitated a series of electrical 
shorts. Next night the navigation lights would not work and the cabin lights kept 
popping on and off. Molly and Mary tried to find the fault, but could not as the 
navigation lights' switch-box was under water. 

From the .third afternoon Molly began putting on the engine to recharge the batteries, 
but found to her alarm that they did not seem to be filling properly. The first time she 
put the engines on for 30 minutes, the second for 45 minutes, but still the batteries 
were registering a low current. She wondered if they should be charged longer, not 
knowing what was happening as Mary who should have been in charge of the mechani
cal side of things was by this time battened in her bunk with lumbago, tossed about 
in agony on a lumpy sea. 

With Mary out of action Molly was alone in trying to cope with a broken fan-belt, 
which wrapped itself round the engine in clouds of smoke; and then with a spot of 
carburettor trouble. She was successful on both counts. 

But there was more serious trouble ahead though luckily Mary was mobile again 
by this time and able to lend a hand. Clearly there was something wrong with the 
generator or there was a current leak, they could not decide which. Molly instructed 
that the cabin lights should be kept off leaving only the instrument lights which would 
not use much current. But while she was discussing the trouble with Mary, they noticed 
a strong whiff of petrol. When the engine was turned on fuel was pouring from a split 
in the pipe leading to the carburettor, way down in the bilges. 

Molly and Mary had to unpack the bilges of the tins stored there, trying to stop 
themselves from being sick in the appalling heat and the stench of the fumes. It took 
them two hours to clean and wash the bilges, and take up the carburettor. But still 
the fumes remained, and as dusk approached Molly had to decide not to run the 
engine that day after all. One spark might have brought on an explosion that would 
send little Sprinter to the ocean floor. 

Next day Molly and Mary were feeling better, and pumped out the bilges again for 
a second try. But by this time the batteries had gone almost flat. Because they were 
flat they could not be used to start the engine, which would be needed to recharge 
them again. A vicious circle. There was a string-pulling device with the engine, but 
even with the combined weight of three of the girls, the engine perversely refused to 
start. 

For the next night's watches Mary connected the binnacle light in the compass 
straight to the batteries without taking in the rest of the electrical circuit, but still 
the light given out was so weak that it was useless. And by morning the batteries had 
died altogether. 
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There was one last hope. The SABC had provided a number of yachts in the race 
with special high-power five-band radio transmitters, to be used to help them keep 
in touch with the SABC's Ralph Elliot on Tafelberg. With these sets the SABC had 
provided reserve power-pack batteries which were supposed to have been charged 
for 1 000 hours. Molly had managed to contact Tafelberg several times since the 
beginning of the race, when she was not too far away, and decided now to call up 
the guard hip and tell them of the difficulty and perhaps ask them for advice. 

Mary disconnected the radio set from the main batteries, reconnecting it with the 
emergency power-pack, and Molly put out her signal. She could not get through to 
Tafelberg, but heard Stormkaap talking to Tafe/berg from Port Nolloth and tried 
rai ing them instead. She asked them to tell Tafelberg what had happened, gave them 
her position and told them that she would be conserving the rest of the power-pack's 
juice for emergency use and would listen out for them every third day at 1500 hours 
GMT. 

Stormkaap undertook to pass on the message, and Sprinter settled down to life 
without power-just like the days of the old sailing ships, Susie B pointed out. There 
were no navigation lights, no lights in the cabin, no electrical instruments. Probably 
most seriously, there was no light in the binnacle for the compass, and with only a 
limited supply of torch batteries Molly had to tell her crew to use them as sparingly 
as possible and steer by the moon and stars. This was easier said than done. 'No way 
to race', said Molly later. 

Three days later Molly tried raising Tafelberg again, but with no joy. The next 
day, she succeeded in making brief contact, and sent a message to her husband, Ken 
Warr of Omuramba. She arranged another schedule for the Monday, and this time 
got through to find Tafelberg could hear her only very faintly and with difficulty 
though she could hear Tafelberg loud and clear, apparently close by. Even the power
pack was dying. 

Three days later, February I, Sprinter contacted Tafelberg for the last time. The 
guardship was in the far distance, her message faint, and there was time only to blurt 
out a message in the hope somebody would pick it up and pass it on. If there was no 
further me age from Sprinter, Molly said, it was because she was without power. 
She gave her approximate course, she gave her latest position, and she made a request: 
tell her husband that on Sprinter all was well. 

So Sprinter was off the air. Her only contact with the world outside was through 
the little transistor radio Mary King had brought along. It was useful for picking up 
Greenwich time signals from the BBC, used by Molly to check the accuracy of the 
kitchen clock in the saloon. It was all they had to navigate by. Mary and Molly had 
by this time adjusted their navigation to a fine art, and found themselves in agreement 
on almost every ight. 

The radio proved inadequate, though, when it came to picking up news of the 
race. It seemed unable to cope with South African transmissions. One it did pick 
up was the news broadcast reporting the sinking of Pionier. 

The crew could hardly believe the story until the next night they found themselves 
in similar danger, in a school of four whales blowing near the boat with the nearest 
only 12 metres away. Molly was prepared for the worst, and told her crew to gather 
provi ions that might be useful to them in the life-raft, should it be necessary. 

Susie Baxter made a beeline for Molly's handbag. In a zipped pocket inside it 
were the various rings the girls had been wearing, removed because with salt irritation 
these rings had been giving them skin sores. Among them was the ring Susie B had 
been given by Martin Goldswain of Port Rex when she had got engaged to him just 
before setting out from Cape Town. 
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But the whales left Sprinter alone. The incident set Molly wondering what might 
have happened if there had been a collision, as with all the repacking of stores that 
had been going on aboard, she had no idea where anything was. From that time she 
kept a strong torch and a supply of emergency provisions handy in the cockpit. 

There were few such moments. Most of the time Sprinter was alone on the ocean, 
in the void which made her crew feel they might be the only people in the world. 
The only stimulus apart from conversation was the music from Sue Fielden's tape 
recorder, a rich supply of clas ical recordings taped by Molly before setting out. 
There were, after all, three musicians on board. Cheryl was studying violin full-time 
at the Royal College of Music in London; Molly had been teaching music all her 
life; and Mary was a musician too. Long hours on watch- night as well as day
were whiled away with the strains of Max Bruch's violin concerto or a Brahms 
symphony. 

Often the only excitement in the course of a day was the approach of a rain-bearing 
squall, the chance of a fresh-water shower to relieve the sticky discomfort of the daily 
salt water bath, and the occasional rub down with what could be saved of the day's 
water ration. 

Water, indeed, had been at a premium. Molly had put Susie B in charge of it, to 
watch where it went and make sure no more was used than necessary. So strict was 
she that when one day the crew were waiting for coffee after supper, and Susie B 
found the day's water ration had been used, Molly decided that rather than use some 
of the next day's supply they would have to go without. 'It made u more careful', 
she said. 'It was probably feminine overcaution-1 don't know what they would have 
done on a men's boat, but at any rate we began building up a supply.' 

Rationing was not necessary for long. In one heavy rain squall, the little canvas 
rain-catcher Molly had brought along netted 45 litres of water for them in a few 
minutes-enough to see them through the rest of the trip in comfort with plenty 
available for fresh-water washing. 

That same squall nearly produced trouble for Sprinter. Already, Molly believes, 
it had dismasted little Barbette. Sprinter had been going through squalls all afternoon, 
some blowing up to 30 miles an hour and Molly was at the helm stark naked in the 
glory of a natural shower-bath. The three younger girls were also on deck in the 
nude, soaping themselves down, and washing their hair. Mary was below. 

Molly noticed that not only was the spinnaker blowing heavy in the wind and the 
gusting rain, but the mast was bowing under the strain of it. The spinnaker had to 
come down without delay. She shouted to the girls, and though they were about to 
go straight to the foredeck she shouted out after them, No, get your safety harnes 
first. 

Below went the girls to strap on the harness-though otherwise without a stitch 
of clothing. Molly say she wished she had a camera as she watched the three white 
bottoms in their strange belts disappearing towards the bows. Just as they got there, 
the two stainless steel cleats holding the corners of the spinnaker gave way, and the 
sail flew off into the wind. But the girls had hold of the spinnaker halyard, and 
saved the sail. 

Sprinter raced on to Rio, to the north of the course Mary had planned for her but 
making an encouraging landfall at Trinidade Island. The two navigators, Molly and 
Mary, hit the rocky outcrop spot on and congratulated each other on the progress 
they had made through the trip. 

It was not much later that Sprinter came into the view of the outside world again -
through the eyes of the pilot of a Neptune anti-submarine reconnais ance aircraft of 
the Brazilian Air Force. He roared low over the ocean, on the lookout for yachts in 
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the race, and came on Sprinters crew in some confusion. Four of them were altogether 
nude, sunbathing on deck, and the fifth was MolJy at the wheel in a bikini. 

There was not much time for action. Susie B grabbed a shirt and held it to her 
bosom, Mary King grabbed a cushion but swopped it hastily for Sue Fielden's towel, 
Cheryl grabbed a bikini top and put it where it would do most good, and Sue Fielden 
rolled on to her front. All waved as hard as they could, ecstatic after nearly three 
weeks without contact with the rest of the world. The plane roared off, circled what 
must ha e been other yachts over the horizon, and came back for a second look. He 
later reported in Rio the crew he had seen was 'Positive senoritas'. 

In the afternoon there was more excitement. There was a stronger breeze and 
Sprinter's crew saw to their delight another yacht swooping in to run alongside
Eshowe, with eight men aboard. Molly Mary and Sue Fielden waved to them furiously, 
but Susie B and Cheryl mysteriously disappeared below. Molly called down to ask 
them why, and was told they could not appear again till they had shaved their legs. 

Eshowe came to within 15 metres of Sprinter, and as the men aboard gave Sprinter 
three cheers what should creep over the horizon behind her hull but the elusive 
Tafelberg, alerted by a shore report that Sprinter had been sighted. Tafelberg too 
came in close to the yachts, and her whole ship's company lined the rails to shout 
and cheer as Tafelberg made a slow circle round them, with a long, long hoot on her 
siren. 

Everything was set for a grand finish-though the girls had not reckoned on the 
frustrations of the run from Cabo Frio to the fini hing line at Isla Rasa. The 60 miles 
took them 24 hours, and they completely bamboozled poor Ken Warr who had gone 
out to meet them in Omuramba. Next afternoon at 4.30 Sprinter reached the finish, 
44th over the line and 27th on handicap. 

As the girls swept into the yacht harbour-under tow from a launch-the late 
Clube broke into wave after wave of spontaneous cheering and applause, yachtsmen 
of all races combining to pay tribute to one of the mo t remarkable voyages the sport 
of yachting had known. It was the first time an aU-woman crew had taken part in a 
premier ocean race, let alone across an ocean. 

Flags were broken out, cheer after cheer went up, a miniature cannon was fired 
three times in salute, crowds hurried to reach the quayside for a closer look at the 
all-woman crew, four of them in trim blue cat uits-a pre ent from the ever fashion 
conscious Molly-and Molly her elf at the helm, in a matching catsuit of white. 

But not everyone arrived in Rio entirely safe and sound. Barbette, still in with a 
chance of overall victory through her extremely low rating, had been broaching 
merrily across the Atlantic from the start-and now she was racing on under full 
spinnaker as Adam Clackson was determined to keep it up if it was at all possible, 
as it was by far his fastest sail. The wind was blowing hard, Barbette had been broach
ing hard and the pinnaker was flapping with its boom bashing against the forestays. 
Barbette was brought back under control when Adam let the main right out and pulled 
hard on the foresheet and she surged off downwind-at about 13 knots. That squall 
rounded, Adam and Jenny Brown came on watch and soon found themselves involved 
in another even fiercer squall. 

This time Barbette took a real pounding. The mast went straight over the side, 
suddenly, and though the boat was heeled over well to port, Adam was conscious of 
extraordinary peace. Where a moment before there had been noise all around, now 
there was incredible quiet. He could hear the water lapping gently into the cockpit 
beside him. Everything seemed very easy all of a sudden, too, as without the force 
of the wind and with only moderate swell there was nothing left to upset Barbette. 
In 45 minutes Adam and his crew had rescued the mast and lashed it aboard, and with 
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their naked hull now helpless went below for a full night's sleep. 
Next day they set about devising a jury rig. First they put the spinnaker pole down 

the forehatch with the store jib rigged, to set Barbette on her way again. And finding 
that successful, they tried something more dramatic. They et the main boom inside 
what was left of the mast, and rigged the spinnaker boom in the cockpit as a mizzen. 
Adam had tried out the rig in Cape Town before the race, while his main mast wa 
ashore to have new leaves fitted. He had found then the main boom was long enough 
to carry his spinnaker effectively- and this was the sail he raised now. Around it he 
raised what other sails he could, gennies and jibs set at all angles until Barbette came 
to look like an Arab dhow. 'Rather like trying to sail a marquee', as Mike Hart 
put it. 

Adam told Tafelberg of his plight the day after the dismasting. Tafelberg said they 
were sorry. The next day they called him up and told him to expect the Brazilian 
guardship Puros, making her one and only contribution to the race in coming to 
check all was well. 

Tafelberg had given Puros Adam's position, but Puros had no radar and took quite 
a while to locate the little sloop, low in the water with her new rig. But she duly 
arrived and after making radio contact said she could tow Barbette to Caho Frio, or 
perhaps to Rio de Janeiro if Adam would perfer it as there were better repair facilities. 

'We said, Oh, no, we're still racing. They said, But we heard you'd lost your ma t. 
We said, We did but we've fixed it. They couldn't understand this at all and steamed 
off in high dudgeon, saying if we were in trouble we could always contact them on 
2056 if we needed to. So we sailed on to Caho Frio, 160 miles away, and who should 
we see coming out to us under a pall of black smoke as we sailed past but dear old 
Puros, steaming hard to catch up with us. They'd been waiting for us to reach Cabo 
Frio so they could tow us into the harbour there. When we insisted on carrying on 
to Rio they went off again even more disgruntled.' 

TALKING CHOPP 

As successive yachts reached Botofogo Bay at the end of their long haul across the 
ocean, the basin at the yacht club was coming to look a little crowded. Forty sleek 
ocean racers lay at moorings along the quays, and another thirty lay at anchor in the 
bay outside, each with the yellow and green courtesy flag of Brazil waving from the 
masthead. 

Ashore there was a cosmopolitan feeling about the late Clube. Half a dozen 
languages were in evidence, but the different nationalities were intermingling and 
comparing notes, all the time in the world to dawdle all day on the yacht club's 
verandah and drink Chopp after Chopp, the surprisingly inexpensive draught beer, 
or the more lethal Bacardis and cokes or cane drinks that were the local specialities. 

An enterprising newspaper worked out that there were more than 650 yacht men 
visiting Rio from outside Brazil's borders-not just the competitors in the Cape to 
Rio and Buenos Aires races but the dinghy sailors competing in the South American 
Firefly championships, held at another yacht club further up Guanabara Bay. 

Conversation turned mainly on the race, not surprisingly, and everybody had tales 
to tell. Most were funny, some disillusioned, a few bitter. It took most crews several 
days to find their shore legs again after the long weeks at sea and as they were mo t 
of them sleeping aboard their yachts - on deck, in many cases - they found the late 
Clube provided all they needed. So their days were spent beside the swimming-pool, 
their evenings on the verandah, eating usually at the special canteen opened by the 
club for competitors with food remarkably cheap: as much as you could eat for 
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about 50 cents. Many eemed never to get outside the late Clube at all, as everything 
they needed was provided inside it. 

They were an oddly assorted collection, the Cape to Rio yacht men. They came 
from backgrounds all over the world and from a wide range of occupations, and bad 
just one thing in common: that they had all sailed the South Atlantic. There were 
doctors, dentists, a veterinary surgeon, university lecturers, engineers, architects, 
attorneys. There were mechanics, electricians, a sailmaker, clerks, a brewery hand. 
There were musicians, photographers an artist, a writer, a broadcaster, even a pro
fessional model. 

There was a Polish advocate skippering Arion and an Anglican priest cooking on 
the Howard Davis. There was a big-game hunter from Zambia who had never been 
to sea before, and Basil Weale skippering Flame who had been sailing for 60 years. 
There was a whole crew of grandfathers, only one under 50, on board Quest, and 
Eric Porzig's Active was crewed by Sea Scouts whose average age was 16. Stormkaap 
and Jakaranda s crews bad been preparing their crack machines for two years without 
anything to show for the effort at the finish, while a former po]jce constable who had 
never even considered taking up sailing had been pressed into joining Ingwe at the 
last moment. 

A strange mixture of people, and even stranger in the constricted space of an ocean 
yacht truggling through heavy seas or wallowing in windless heat a thousand miles 
from land. It is at sea a man's true character makes itself known, as if a bore he is 
able to conceal its less attractive sides. After a while at sea he takes no pains to hide 
his feelings, and they are there for all to see, a credit or a disgrace. Ugly situations 
can develop on board unless a skipper keeps careful watch, with his crew siding one 
against another and the exaggerated pre sures of the unnatural way of life preying 
heavily on the general morale. 

There was one story told of a French entry, where half the crew had gone berserk 
when they found they had steered into a calm which might have cost them the race. 
Winch handles were produced but not u ed, and instead an artful skipper's inter
position meant there were many threats of what would be done when the yacht arrived 
in Rio and the crew stepped ashore once more - not least to him. 

Another story, more likely to be apocryphal, was of a boat where the water supply 
was running low and each member was rationed to a pint a day. One of the crew 
had found another taking more than hi share, and had gone for him with a galley 
knife. The two were separated before any damage was done, but the skipper decided 
that rather than risk a repeat of the incident all offensive weapons should be thrown 
overboard. That meant the departure of knives, forks, spanners, hammers, everything 
potentially offensive apart from a couple of winch handles that the skipper kept by 
him. 

But there were few such tales. Most crews went out of their way to show that there 
had been remarkable harmony on board - 'never a cross word among us, though I 
don't know what happened on other boats' - though they might admit on being 
pressed that there had been occasional bickering and shows of temper - 'but all 
through the heat'. 

What was more unfortunate was the sight of a good many rather lonely skippers 
at the late Clube - cut off from thefr crews because of ill feeling that still rankled 
as the skipper was made the scapegoat for whatever might have gone wrong during 
the trip. This was noticeable with skipper who were older than their crews-especially 
where the crews now felt they knew more about sailing than the skipper. 

Though most crews survived the trip creditably it was interesting that the yachts 
which seemed to have escaped lightest where irritation and bickering came into the 
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picture were the ones with women aboard. Somehow the presence of a woman made 
the men remember who they were and that they had something to live up to. They 
would not reveal their true selves quite so clearly as they might if there were only 
men around, and would instead make a valiant effort to 'play the man' - perhaps the 
phrase is significant. 

There were a number of wives on board the different yachts: Margaret Curran on 
Port Rex, Margaret Bongers on Outburst, Pauline Williams with her two daughters 
on New Zealand Nomad, Jennifer Webb on Pionier, Joan Ayles honeymooning on 
Cariad, the very attractive Carla Malingri on the Italian boat Namar IV. 

Among the single girls there were Davjd Roberts's daughter Judy on Tub, Lionel 
Willis's girl friend Mariette de Vos on Shaye/e, Merle Sterling on Stormy, Lindsay 
Unite on Molly Brown, the glamorous Susie Cooke on Eclipse, Jenny Brown on 
Adam Clackson's Barbette. Each of these had come to be a counterfoil on their 
yachts, keeping the men in trim and certainly keeping the language in check - though 
not always keeping the men's clothes on. 

This had become one of the principal topics of speculation in Rio - whether the 
crews with girls aboard had run around in the buff as the crews of relaxed ocean 
yachts always seem to when in the Tropics. Most bad, it turned out, though few 
were prepared to admit to it. Most went to extreme lengths to deny the idea - especially 
the girls concerned - though the less loyal in their crews pointed out it was usually 
the girls who insisted it was the one thing they were keen to do. 

One intriguing case in this connection was Raph's where Alain Gliksman had 
added the attractive Frederique Darragon to his complement only three hours before 
the start in Cape Town. Frededque was overjoyed , though it was clear that there 
could be no hanky-panky aboard as her expres purpose in sailing to Rio was to 
rejoin her boy friend, who was in Eric Tabarly's crew on Pen Duick III. 

All had gone well for the first few days, with Frederique providing adequate meals 
from Raph's limited resources - 'we'd forgotten to take very much, rm afraid', said 
Alain in Rio - until the fine weather establi bed itself and Alain came up on deck to 
find the watch ogling the delicious sight of Frederique sunbathing toute nue. 

'Now I'm not against sunbathing in the nude' , said Alain. 'In fact I do it a lot myself. 
We all do. But I didn't feel it was really the thing to be doing when we were supposed 
to be a serious contender in the race. If I let her do it - and she was rather a nice girl, 
you understand - then I'd have had to let the men do it too. And I couldn't have taken 
the sight of men running round the deck naked .' 

Frederique was told to put her clothes on, and did so under protest. The only snag 
was that as soon as Alain's back was turned off they came again. And so it went on 
through the trip, Frederique scurrying to dress herself when given the word Alain 
was returning to the deck, and otherwi e making fine progress towards a golden tan. 

These were stories to be discussed on the verandah at the late Clube - in intriguing 
contrast to what had been said before the race in Cape Town. Then, talk had been 
of hulls and rigs, winds and currents. Now it was of personalities, successes and 
failures. And of protests. 

The protests committee had not come in for much respect in its handling of the 
more delicate issues that had cropped up - especially over the Ocean Spirit and Pen 
Duick affairs. 

Ocean Spirit had raced without a propeller , contravening the rules which insisted 
that a competing yacht should have an engine capable of driving it at 5 knots. Robin 
Knox-Johnston had written to the race committee telling them he would be removing 
his propeller for the race, and that his rating took account of this. He had , after all, 
removed his propeller for the Round Britain Race with Leslie Williams - which they 
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had won comfortably. Unfortunately Tom Unite the SAORT's secretary, did not 
open the letter until after the start of the race - when it was too late to take action. 

Robin Knox-Johnston was told before the start that all was in order, mistakenly. 
Tom Unite banded his letter to Gordon Burn-Wood, the race committee chairman. 
He took it to Rio and presented it at a meeting of the race committee there and it 
was decided a 5 per cent time penalty should be imposed on Ocean Spirit for her 
breach of the rules, affecting only her handicap position. 

This of course mattered not at all to Knox-Johnston and Williams, whose only 
interest was taking line honours. Other yacht men were annoyed by the decision, 
however - notably Bobby Bongers - and felt Ocean Spirit should have been dis
qualified for what appeared to be a gross breach of the rules. 

The other decision of the race committee under general discussion was over 
Pen Duick Ill's rating. Eric Tabarly had finished fourth over the line, and after Striana 
and Stormy had arrived found himself placed third on handicap in Class II. He 
forthwith protested to the race committee , claiming Pen Duick had been wrongly 
classified for her rating and should have been in Class I. 

The race committee decided that Pen Duick III had been placed in Class II before 
the start, and that Tabarly should have protested about the classification in Cape 
Town. Tabarly made a formal written protest to the protest committee, and when 
that too was turned down said he would appeal to 'the international body' - though 
the race organizers had allowed no means of appeal. 

Piecing together what had happened it appeared Tabarly had been dissatisfied with 
the rating he had been given by American assessors before the start of his last race, 
in the Pacific. He apparently considered it too high, and wanted reclassification in 
Class II. He told the South African organizers be would want to be remeasured 
but by the chief French inspector, Dr L Cham bus ier, who would be visiting Cape 
Town. When Dr Chambussier had made his complex calculations he returned to 
France, intending to process the results by computer. 

Tabarly told the Cape to Rio race organizers that he believed his rating would be 
'about 14.1 ', though his certificate had not yet arrived. The race organizers insisted 
he must produce one, and he immediately cabled Paris. The cable in reply confirmed 
that the rating was 14.1, but still there was no certificate. 

Just before the race the organizers decided that rather than disqualify Tabarly 
he was, after all, the race's chief drawcard - they would allow him to sign an under
taking to the effect that his rating was 14.l, and that he agreed to be accepted as a 
starter in the race only on condition that his rating certificate reached the committee 
in Rio before he finished. Tabarly signed. 

The racing certificate duly arrived, confirming that Pen Duick's rating was 14.1-
which put her at the top of Class IT, and meant that on handicap be was beaten in 
his Class both by Striana and Stormy. If he had been in Cla s I as he now claimed, 
pointing out Raph had a rating lower than Pen Duick's and yet was in Class I, he 
would have beaten Fortuna, which was now held to be the winner of the Class. But 
though it was true Raph should have been in Class II, the race organizers stood firm. 
Much to his displea ure Tabar]y was left firmly in Class II. 

The protests committee had other business. Jakaranda was a safe bet for disqualifica
tion, after Bruce Dalling had said publicly be considered himself out of the race for 
using Jakaranda's engine. The reason given for the disqualification was the help her 
crew had received in Cape Town, in repairing her rudder on their return trip. 

This was no surprise. What did raise eyebrows was that the protests committee 
did not disqualify Three Bears- though her crew bad glumly assumed they would. 
Instead the luckless ketch was given a 5 per cent time penalty. 
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Guia, the Italian entry, was also given a 5 per cent penalty, for returning to Cape 
Town after the start to have her steering gear repaired. And Quest, an entry from the 
Cape, was disqualified. Her crew had been fed up waiting for winds to blow them 
over the finishing line, and had decided to use power instead to reach Rio in time for 
Carnival. 

But all debate was set aside as the prize-giving ceremony approached, the night 
before Carnival. Most of the crews in the two ocean races were represented - though 
a noticeable absentee was Eric Tabarly, off cruising in the islands to the south of Rio. 

The prize-giving ceremony was simpler than had been planned. The Roman Catholic 
Archbishop of Rio had died, and the city was in mourning . The late Clube cinema 
was packed for the occasion, with a number of yachting dignitarie from variou parts 
of the world gathered on the platform to help give away the many trophies. The 
ceremony was in Portuguese and did not mean much to the foreign competitors, so 
few had any idea which trophy wa given for which achievement. Nobody spotted, 
for instance, the mistake the organizers made when they called up Striana to receive 
the prize for being the first over the line in Class II, when it should have gone to 
Pen Duick III. 

But it was clear which nation was being honoured as a yacht's name was called, 
and the interested crews clapped warmly as the trophie were given out. The British 
sang 'Rule Bdtannia' as Ocean Spirit collected their trophies , and the South Africans, 
not to be outdone , sang 'Zulu Warrior' as Albatros's crew collected theirs. 

But enthusiastic though the reception was, there was nothing to beat the cheer 
that went up when it was announced there would be a special presentation to the 
crew of Sprinter. Not only Molly Warr but all five of Sprinter 's girls were invited up 
on stage to show themselves to the audience and receive the cheer of the evening at 
a time when all was applause. Sprinter's voyage had caught the public imagination in 
Rio - especially after the Neptune pilot's report of what he had seen- and one of 
Rio 's leading newspapers had decided to award the girls two special trophies to 
commemorate their achievement. But perhaps the prize the girls appreciated more 
was what they were given by the Governor of Guanabara himself. He handed each 
of them a bouquet of red roses. 

The ceremony over - and it had taken a good few hour with all the speeches 
made - the guests adjourned to the swimming-pool near by where there was a buffet 
and a big samba band, an ideal warm-up for the Carnival which was to begin the 
following night. In the pool itself the late Clube had thoughtfully moored a fully
rigged Soling. How it had been transported there nobody knew, but it provided an 
ideal raft for the many who found themselves swimming, willingly or unwillingly, 
before the evening was out. 
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Race's end: a big welcome for Ocean Spirit, as she crosses the finishing line near the Sugar Loaf. Argus. 

A champagne toast for Albatros If, race winners on handicap . From left : John Allen, John Goodwin 
(skipper), Hal Thesen, John Green, Arthur Holgate and Brian Lello . Argus. 
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