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CRACKLIN’ ROSIE COMES HOME

FALKLAND ISLANDS TO PORTSMOUTH – 9000M 121 DAYS

By Trevor David Clifton
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My Twister, Cracklin’ Rosie, had been asleep in her cradle in the Falkland Islands for two years; it was time to bring her home.  The strong south-westerly that blew all through the night before my departure eased into the south. Sunlight made the harbour waters sparkle.  Friends I’d made in The Falkland Islands slipped my lines.  Port Stanley’s brightly coloured roofs looked charming and friendly when I looked back to wave.

Out at sea, with my new wind-vane self-steering, full main and genny, we ploughed steadily through the waves - until evening when the sky turned purple and the wind died completely.  For days we made very slow progress: tacking, poling out the genoa, sheeting in, sheeting out, and then came the fog. I hadn’t expected fog; great, dark patches all around and still no wind.  After three miserably grey days the sun broke through; then it was too hot!  It was time for a decision: we’d made such poor progress that I gave in to the instinct which had been nagging at me since I cast off: ‘we’ll sail north and head for the sunshine.’  Wind came in from the north-east and soon I was reefing the main. By 0400 I’d put in the third reef, a miserable job in rough seas at night.  When the grey light of dawn filled the sky I made a cup of tea: I put it down on the gimballed stove and immediately we were struck by a big breaker; my tea threw itself all over the stove and the galley floor. I hove-to on port tack.
Just before dawn, after a miserably long, cold, wet and uncomfortable night the wind backed and suddenly we were sailing fast in almost the right direction.  I took off my jacket and made some breakfast.  Then I made a serious error of judgement: I stepped into the cockpit to adjust the self-steering vane, no more than ten seconds work. Not one but two waves swamped the cockpit in that ten seconds; I was soaked. I felt one spurt of water pour down my back, through my underpants, down my legs and into my boots.  But we were on course, making really good speed for the first time in eight days.  I saw the albatross coming some distance off: ´might be a good shot´ I thought `but it’ll probably do one of those magnificent wing-tip turns and soar off downwind.´  He got closer and closer until about seven or eight metres off the stern he lowered his undercarriage and settled gently onto the water.  He knew my camera was down below.

We’d been sailing now for thirteen days and not seen another craft, but splashes on the tops of distant waves caught my eye and within a few minutes twelve or fifteen small whales were leaping and diving all around us; they stayed for about fifteen minutes; I waved and they wagged their tails as they sped off towards the east.  At last the temperature was rising; so was the wind. I’d put in the third reef and hove to again.  The strong wind blew for three days; fortunately we could make some northward progress for most of the time. I hate going backwards.  The ocean was empty; the only sign of life was dead: a flying fish that must have landed on deck during the night.

By now the sea was that deep tropical blue where the temperature confirms the latitude and the sun dries out anything that is not kept wet or lubricated. The steering lanyard pulley blocks were squealing like tortured mice, they needed frequent lubrication to keep them quiet.  Suddenly we were alone no longer! Two days south of Salvador I saw ships, aeroplanes, dolphins and birds.  We sailed into Bahia Marina, Salvador thirty-five days after leaving The Falkland Islands.

Salvador is a mixture of old and new: high rise buildings and fishermen’s cottages; fast dual carriageways and narrow backstreets; but the sun shines and the people are friendly.  The night before I left was so hot that I slept in the cockpit – until about three a.m. when it rained!  We fine-reached along the coast, past mile upon mile of high rise buildings until the shoreline curved towards the west forming a long, shallow bay towards Recife.  I wondered if there might have been a sea breeze closer to the shore; on the other hand, the Brazil Current is said to run more southerly closer in; I’ll never know.  Three days later we motored in. The familiar face of Negu, who had helped me through the tedious business of ‘immigrating’ on my previous visit, appeared when I stepped ashore and he did it again; this time it took only a day and a half!

It was early in the morning when I left; a couple of lads in two local fishing dinghies thumbed a tow down the harbour; there was no wind so I saved them a long row and it was fun; they waved farewell as I set course for the island of Fernando de Noronha, about three-hundred miles north-east of mainland Brazil. 

I rowed ashore from the anchorage off Porto Santo Antonio, Noronha. On the way back a turtle swam by! The first one I’ve seen on this trip.  For the last night before leaving for the Azores I anchored a cable off Conceicao beach. Surf pounded on the beautiful white sand against the background of green vegetation on the volcanic hills behind.  Up early, I dived over the side into the cool, clear water; I could see Rosie’s anchor chain hanging straight down from the bow and stretching across the sand fifteen metres below.  Back on board I pulled up the anchor and set sail.

The day was hot, the wind was light and fickle; we rolled and wallowed in the calms, sails slatting back and forth driving me to turn on the engine to motor across the oily sea to the next patch of wind. 

Five frustrating days later we crossed the Equator in the dark - I’d run out of whisky so Neptune had to make do with a drop of beer!  Then I tacked back and forth over the line so that I can say I’ve crossed the Equator half-a-dozen times in a small boat!  At dawn I watched a shoal of little green fish swimming alongside, we were sailing at half a knot so it wasn’t difficult for them to keep up! 

Days passed with no ships, no birds and no visible marine life.  Then a breeze sprung up and remained steady for eight days!  Portuguese Men o’ War began to appear; they are so pretty: translucent pink and mauve, but I wonder where they sail to? Some seem to be going to windward, others lie ahull where the slightest wave knocks them onto their beam-ends; they pop back upright almost immediately – must have a good stability curve!

At last I could see the North Star; it should have been visible days before but cloud on the horizon had kept it hidden.  Nights were getting cooler – a good sign I thought.  Then there was no wind again.  The ocean was as calm as I’ve ever seen it. I stripped off and dived over the side - in 4000m of water! I couldn’t touch the bottom. I did take the sails down before diving in, just in case… and I scrubbed off some barnacles.  For five more days the only wind came from passing rain clouds.  Horta was sixty miles away when the first real wind since well south of the Equator came to remind me that the ocean is not always calm. 

Pico’s lofty peak reflected the first light of dawn and soon I could see the shores of Faial, still a long way off but the first land I’d seen in thirty-five days.  Slowly we closed the coast, motoring the last few miles against the wind and waves funnelling between the two islands until the pretty buildings of Horta peeped around the last headland and we motored into the calm waters of the harbour.  Everything was still and quiet when we slipped, but once clear of the land the SE wind had us reaching along at six knots, past the SW tip of San Jorge then Graciosa to port and only 1100 miles to go!  In the evening a mass of dark cloud gathered to windward. All through the night dark ridges of cloud blotted out the stars, but by morning there was no wind at all.  Later, in the afternoon, I saw the dark, pointed dorsal fin and tail of a shark carving through the sea. Glad he wasn’t around when I went for my swim.

Fifty miles SW of Land’s End I changed the self-steering wind vane for the smaller one I’d made for stronger winds, because the wind was definitely strong and growing stronger.  By lunchtime I was beginning to get a little anxious. I’d already had two navigation lights washed off their mountings by big waves and my anxiety was for the gear, particularly the mast.  I knew Cracklin’ Rosie wouldn’t sink but the seas were getting bigger and steeper, and there was a nasty pattern of waves rolling across from the south-east; every now and again a breaker would crash against the side of the boat and wash right over the coachroof. I jammed myself in between the mainsheet and the inside of the sprayhood and watched the self steering gear working hard to keep us running with the wind on the port quarter.  As the last of the light was blotted out by the scudding, grey clouds I looked back over the towering, roaring waves and saw a sliver of red across the horizon to the west.  An hour later it was all over.  Cornwall appeared around coffee time the next morning.  A misty rain was falling as I sailed through the night across Lyme Bay; it was almost as lonely as the ocean.  Approaching Portland Bill to take the inshore passage rain blotted out the shore but the sweeping beam of the light guided me safely around the rocky point and I tied up in Weymouth to sleep and spend a while tidying up the boat.  
I sailed into Southsea Marina on the 29th of June after a journey of 18000miles and eight months at sea.
SCUTTLEBUTT

By Terry Clothier

The first copy of Scuttlebutt was published by Roger Dice in May 1993
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The first issue of Scuttlebutt was published in May 1993.  It was printed and delivered by snail mail monthly, and occasionally twice a month as newsworthy items dictated.  That is until 26th May, 2000 when in a ‘Special’ and unnumbered issue Roger Dice wrote, rather tersely, “unfortunately, with a few notable exceptions, the commitment of the members in supporting this newsletter, by contributions, has been sadly lacking.  Despite many appeals for ‘copy’, little has appeared and I have run out of ‘logs’, ‘snippets’ and ‘scuttle’ – and the desire to dredge for material.  It has become a chore.”  Scuttlebutt became a quarterly publication with immediate effect.  As the holder of the ‘Scuttlebutt Trophy’ for 1999 I at least was still able to peer above the parapet.  Happily Rogers’ encouraging words, or his closing comment, “I hope it will not be the last”, seemed to have the desired effect and after a few quarterly, quarterly’ish and ad hoc copies, ‘Scuttlebutt’ resumed its’ more or less monthly place on the chart tables of the membership.

Exactly twenty five years from the newsletters inception, in May 2008, the role of editor fell to me and I hope fervently that ‘Scuttlebutt’ will continue to, “inform, entertain and advise”, as Roger intended for many years to come.  You will have noticed, I hope, that the front page has changed in style.  However the content is meant to follow the tenor set by my predecessor.  It is my intention to publish ‘Scuttlebutt monthly during the sailing season, April to September, with the addition of winter, (pre Christmas) and spring, (post AGM) copies.  Just as Roger, I cannot achieve this without the help of friends and members in supplying ‘salty tales and anecdotes’ to fill the pages.

If you have any comment, advice, issue, pictures or story I would be only too happy to hear from you.  It remains only for me to thank my readers for taking the trouble to do so and the contributors for keeping this newsletter alive.

Long may the Butt of the Sussex Police Offshore Sailing Club remain Scuttled…

EPIRB UPDATE
By Terry Clothier
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[image: image7.wmf]From 1st February, 2009 the 121.5 / 243 MHz distress frequency will cease to be monitored.  All locator beacons operating on this frequency will be redundant.  Only emergency position indicating radar beacons (EPIRB) and personal locator beacons (PLB) will be suitable for global maritime use after this date.  There will be no change for owners of equipment operating on 406 MHz, however the RYA advise that owners of units operating on 121.5 / 243 MHz need to be aware that their beacon will cease to be monitored.

  It will still remain in use for localised homing if an alternative means for global alerting has been used to raise the alarm, as rescue services can still use this frequency for direction finding when they are close enough.  You can find out if your EPIRB or PLB meet the new requirements by contacting the manufacturer, dealer or by visiting www.cospas-sarsat.org/     
WEATHER INFORMATION
By Terry Clothier
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Weather forecasting is a tricky business and even with their vast computers and costly equipment available, the met office does occasionally get it wrong.  It is of course vitally important to check the likely weather patterns before going sailing and I would never consider putting to sea without first checking what nature is likely to throw in my path.  Plenty of horror stories relate the perils of ignoring the signs.  There are lots of forecast services available, I have to say that if I don’t like the first forecast I read I will surf on in the hope that the next will improve, and generally keep going until I find one I like.  The latest in a line of weather services is GRIIB, see http://www.grib.us/ which, after downloading the software gives free worldwide coverage and has had some very good reviews.  I admit I have not tried it myself but will let you know if I do.  For Solent weather one of my favourite sites has to be;  http://www.rydeharbour.co.uk/Weather%20and%20Tides/   This site is well laid out, easy to use and has detailed weather information for the coming week.  In my experience it has been fairly accurate as well, which is always a bonus.  If all else fails you can always fall back on the good old BBC forecast and the Meteorological Office is pretty good too.  Once at sea the Coastguard provides regular updates, not to be neglected and it is sound practice to study the weather and formulate your own analysis.  The most important instrument on board a vessel is the humble barometer which gives a good and timely indication of change, with a warning of high winds forecast by rapidly rising or falling pressure.  If you wish to learn more about the weather the Royal Yachting Association publishes an excellent ‘Weather Handbook’, written by Chris Tibbs which gives a good and clear explanation of weather patterns and their cause.  I find it a fascinating subject and the book certainly deserves a place on my bookshelf. 
Aerial Sailing?
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[image: image10.wmf]At the September committee meeting of the Sussex Police Sports Association the sky-diving section were actively advertising for new members.  Should you wish to have a try at this please use the contact details on the intranet.  May be a useful skill for retrieving a halyard or changing the light bulbs in the mast top tricolour providing the air-brakes work or you can find a timely thermal!
Editorial Note

Please remember that this is your magazine and should reflect your views and experiences for the benefit of other members.  If you have any comment, articles or photographs you feel are appropriate for inclusion then please forward them to me terryclothier@hotmail.com for publication.

The opinions expressed in articles within Scuttlebutt are those of the individual only and not necessarily those of the Sussex Police Offshore Sailing Club.  No responsibility can be accepted for any inaccuracies or omissions.  
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Cracklin Rosie with Stanley in the background








PAGE  

_1171462360

