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Cape Horn Race 2015-2016 

A race is being organized by member Dr Alec Honey to Cape Horn 

starting out from Toulon France with leg stops on route the route is 

Toulon ï Buenos Aires ï Ushuaia ï a separate race round Cape Horn 

Island for the new Cape Horn Cup is planned and then Puerto Williams to  

Ilhabela Brazil, and thence Las Palmas to finish. The time scale is Depart 

October 2015 the race regatta ending Las Palmas April 2016. 

The event coincides with the naming of the rocky outcrop by Willhelm 

Van Schouten 24th January 1616 when his ship Eendracht passed 

through the Drake Strait naming the Island after his birthplace Hoorn in 

Netherlands. There will worldwide be a series of events to remember the 

400
th
 anniversary of that fact. 

The race will go again in 2019 -2020 the winner of 2015 -2016 to 

nominate the starting point of the following race. 

It is intended that part of the race will follow through the Strait of Le Maire 

finishing at Ushuaia for a new yearôs eve party. 

A part of the regatta will be to make visits in the Beagle Channel area to 
better understand its importance. 
 
I guess this race is aimed at those who want a challenge but not that 
challenge as participation would not qualify for membership of IACH. 
 
Further detail on participation and berths can be found at 
www.capehornrace.org  or alec.honey@live.fr  
 
MGM Bounty Report of the enquiry: 
 
It was found that the ship was lost due to the imprudent behaviour of the 
Captain who took his ship to sea into the teeth of Hurricane Sandy. He 
should have remained in the London River where the ship was safe. The 
enquiry also found that there were deficiencies in some of the work 
carried out while in dry-dock in New London. For the full report read on. 
http://www.ntsb.gov/investigations/dms.html  
 
Andrew Halcrow:  failed in his third attempt at Cape horn this time it has 
cost him his boat Elsie Arub from which he was airlifted  by the Chilean 
air force after she was dismasted in seriously heavy weather a serious 
blow to Andrew who  home built his yacht as  we reported p37, J64. 
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SUBSCRIPTIONS: Our standing order subscription is Ã12 per 
annum. We would prefer all UK residents to pay by standing order as 
this saves us time spent chasing payments, and also saves you having to 
remember whether or not you have paid ï as well as being cheaper. A 
standing order form is attached to the application form available on our 
website (http://capehorners.org/join.html) and should be printed and 
returned to the Membership Secretary. Should you wish to resign from 
the IACH, please inform the Membership Secretary and remember to 
cancel your standing order, as only you can do so. Membership payment 
by cheque is Ã15 per annum, to be received by the second week of 
January each year at the latest. Cheques, made payable to IACH, should 
be sent to the Membership Secretary (see below). 
 
We offer a discount to overseas members who pay five years in 
advance: Ã60 paid in January. Send a sterling cheque to the Membership 
Secretary in the form of a bankerôs draft, made out to IACH. The 
Membership Secretary will acknowledge that this has been banked and 
will remind you when your subscription is next due. This will save you 
Ã15 and you will only have to pay one bank charge. You may also pay (in 
sterling) by electronic bank transfer. 
 
ALL subscriptions, changes of address and membership enquiries 
MUST go to the Membership Secretary: Trixie Gadd, 11 Corbar Road, 
Christchurch BH23 2EF. Email: memsec@caperhorners.org. Tel: 01202 
488934. 
 
Members without a UK bank account may also pay their IACH 
subscriptions by PayPal. You should e-mail a request for this facility to  
webmaster@capehorners.org. 
  
ALL subscriptions, changes of address and membership enquires 
MUST go to the Membership Secretary:  
 
Officers of the IACH: 
  
Vice Presidents: Captain Adrian Small.  Quentin Portsmouth. 
  
Chairman: Andrew Bristow. Email chairman@capehorners.org  
  
Secretary & Deputy Chairman. Email secretary@capehorners.org 
  
Regalia Secretary: Peter Waring. Email chairman@capehorners.org 
  
Web Master: Andrew Edsor. Email webmaster@capehorners.org 
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things work on the old gaffer, but we all quickly learned and our teachers 
were good. They always explained to us what to do and how so we all 
always knew what was happening. This is probably the  reason why the 
mistakes that we sometimes made did not cause major damage. Apart 
from the night when we went around Cape Horn, we were always well 
prepared and storms never found us totally unprepared, or surprised. 
 
The beautiful main sail was a hard work but it gave us so much pleasure 
having it on and when, but in light winds, it banged and cracked, it was 
disheartening to listen to its suffering. Every ounce of our energy we 
used to hoist it up and down as frequently as necessary.  Occasionally it 
would land on the deck leaving an incomprehensible mess.  I pondered 
how on earth we would get it back in place.  But we always did albeit 
totally drained of all our energies.  We did a lot of gybing as we started 
approaching Cape Horn but our sail mastery came to the fore when in 
Falklands (where we sailed for a week upon arrival) we sailed on and off 
the hook as a norm in a pretty harsh conditions and close to the shore.  
Our first real sense of adventure was on the night of November 20

th
 when 

a big gale caught up with us with winds above 40 knots.  It made me 
wonder how bad it can get and how long it can last.  A huge wave that 
swept the deck and carried away three crew, washing them from the 
stern the full length of the ship to the bow and luckily did not throw them 
overboard.  The next wave struck us with such force that it broke the 
welded metal bracket on the bulwarks that held the 'gangway' and then 
with a great power stuck it against the cabin.  When we started lowering 
the main sail a line got caught under a watertight metal door and took it 

off the hinges. 70kg of 
heavy door fell on the 
deck with a loud bang.  
Fortunately for all, no 
one was injured.  The 
loud noise of wind sails, 
metal banging sounded 
even scarier from my       
cabin, especially when 
another big wave hit the 
ketch with such an 
explosive force that the 

Home from home my pit É Linda Crew-Gee              entire bed in 
which I lay was lifted from its solid frame and it flew to the other side of 
the cabin, fortunately I stayed in it.  There was nowhere to run or to hide.  
I stayed put. 
 
(To be Continued) 
  

mailto:webmaster@capehorners.org
mailto:chairman@capehorners.org
mailto:secretary@capehorners.org
mailto:chairman@capehorners.org
mailto:webmaster@capehorners.org
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rough, but we were all a bit queasy at times.  Gradually we were getting 
our sea legs, learning how to helm and having training on how to handle  
sheets, sails and ropes, what to do and not.  I remember my first faux-
pass when I promptly stepped into the centre of a coiled rope.  
Fortunately there were not many similar mishaps to come.  We all 
learned fast.  The weather was good, the sea moderate, we were nicely 
eased off into the big southern ocean.  Our aim was to sail as much as 
possible but especially during the last 3000 miles when we were not 
permitted to use the engine to comply with the IACH qualifying passage 
rules.  It was disheartening to listen to the sails cracking, boom banging 
and general discontent aboard when the wind dropped. This generally 
lasted for a day or so.  To be totally becalmed in the roaring forties 
waiting for a wind to come was quite bizarre.  We enjoyed relatively good 
weather considering the area we sailed through however the "Screaming 
50s" had strong winds, storms, fog, snow and very low temperatures. A 
constant wind force ranged between 25-35 knots, measured with a 
manual wind-gage at the deck level and not on the mast, where it would 
be even more.  During storms the wind 
strength was surpassing 40 knots.  
When our sails had arrived from being 
repaired in Auckland we clambered all 
over the spars to bend them on.  We 
struggled with handling these big white 
monsters when in calm and sheltered 
waters.  I had wondered how we 
would cope when the wind got up into 
their folds and the seas become 
rough.  I did not have to wait for a long 
to get an answer.  As soon as we set 
off we hoisted sail.  Learning the ropes 
took some time and the work was 
always exhausting. The hardest thing 
was to lift the mainsail of 140 mĮ. This 
we did almost daily since we were 
always well reefed down for the strong 
winds that we so often encountered. 
We reefed sails almost every evening      All wrapped up É Linda Crew-Gee  

           

when we all were awake for dinner. We were preparing for the night, so 
not to have nocturnal surprises.  This required good coordination of the 
entire crew, a lot of energy and sometimes courage.  It was a challenge 
to climb onto to the cabin without safety lines, and there was nowhere 
that you could properly hold yourself safely. It was not possible to fully 
capture a thick boom.  Most of us were not familiar with this old-
fashioned way of sailing, tying off ropes, terms the language and how 
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Journal Correspondence: Chris Roche, 74 Stanley Road, Carshalton, 
Surrey SM5 4LF. Tel. 020 86471396. Email journal@capehorners.org . 
  
Archive Correspondence: Marc Kerry. Email m.kerry167@yahoo.co.uk  
 
Yachting News: Ashley Manton., Email overseas@capehorners.org  . 
  
Further information is on our web site at www.capehorners.org. Queries 
about our site and any suggestions should be sent to the Web Master. 
We are also found on Facebook: @Capehorners You Tube: 
@CapeHorners and Twitter @CapeHorners now you know. 
  
Editors Notes:  

We welcome crew from Lord Nelson,Tecla, Europa and Oosterschelde the 
latest in a long line of cape horn ships to our fold and among others from way 
back in 1992 Capt Bill Pinkney, encourage more to join with our gang of sailors.  
Do consider  writing your experiences for the Journal. IT IS YOURS to own; as 
much or as little as you can 300 words are so easy to write and, if all you want to 
say is what cape Horn was like for you or any other anecdote then that is fine. 
But just write from a journal to a note is fine. 
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Membership Report: 
We welcome the bumper total of 57 new members in this period: 
 

Mr Robert Ardern, STS Lord Nelson 
Mrs Wendy Ardern, STS Lord Nelson 
Mr Brian Bowell, STS Lord Nelson 
Mrs Barbara Box, STS Lord Nelson 
Captain Stephen Chapman, STS Lord Nelson 
Mr Robert Cornhill, STS Lord Nelson 
Ms Elizabeth Eaton, STS Lord Nelson 
Dr Sherwood Elcock, STS Lord Nelson 
Mrs Stephanie Elcock, STS Lord Nelson 
Mr David Elcombe, STS Lord Nelson 
Mr Andrew Fryer, STS Lord Nelson 
Mr John Goldsworthy, STS Lord Nelson 
Mr Alan Grant, STS Lord Nelson 
Ms Bridget Halpin, STS Lord Nelson 
Mr Stephen Higgs, STS Lord Nelson 
Mr Gary Hunt, STS Lord Nelson 
Mr Godfrey Jones, STS Lord Nelson 
Ms Kirsten Mackay, STS Lord Nelson 
Mr Michael Makepeace, STS Lord Nelson 
Mr Neil Marshall, STS Lord Nelson 
Dr Fiona McCormick, STS Lord Nelson 
Dr Paul McSorley, STS Lord Nelson 
Mr Paul Moorby, STS Lord Nelson 
Miss Natalie Osborne, STS Lord Nelson 
Miss Emma Paterson, STS Lord Nelson 
Captain Christopher Phillips, STS Lord Nelson 
Mr Alan Rabjohn, STS Lord Nelson 
Mr Michael Roberts, STS Lord Nelson 
Mr Richard Robertson, STS Lord Nelson 
Mr John Ross, STS Lord Nelson 
Miss Lesley Sale, STS Lord Nelson 
Mr Stuart Sheldon, STS Lord Nelson 
Miss Megan Siddall, STS Lord Nelson 
Miss Tamsin Smith, STS Lord Nelson 
Ms Wendy Smith, STS Lord Nelson 
Mr David Stainley, STS Lord Nelson 
Ms Jessica Sweeney, STS Lord Nelson 
Mr Colin Taylor, STS Lord Nelson 
Dr Celia Timms, STS Lord Nelson 
Mr Mike Travis, STS Lord Nelson 
Dr Elizabeth Turner, STS Lord Nelson 
Mr Colin Vane, STS Lord Nelson 
Miss Jane Vincent, STS Lord Nelson 
Ms Margaret Watson, STS Lord Nelson 
Ms Tracey Watson, STS Lord Nelson 
Mrs Jenny Wedick, STS Lord Nelson 
Ms Linda Crew-Gee, Tecla 
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crew knew each other prior to departure.  There were nine trainees plus 
four members of permanent crew.  The team was diverse in every way: 
age, gender, origin, sailing knowledge and abilities, reasons for joining, 
fitness, and interests.  Watch was 4 hours on 8 hours off.   Professional 
crew changed every 6 hours.  Each watch had a good mix of people 
regarding to their physical strength and abilities.  The schedule was such 
that fellow cabin mates were on shift at a different time so each of us had 
some time for ourselves alone.  Everything worked perfectly.  Being on 
watch meant being on deck, wide awake, and on lookout, without music 
or books.  The whole shift was accomplished outside.  Every half hour we 
swapped on helm so that one did not get too weary or freezing.  Each 
watch had its tasks on board in addition to working on deck (preparing 
lunch, coffee, washing dishes, cleaning, waking up the next watch, etc.) 

 
The schedule for each watch 
always remained the same and 
never changed.  At the 
beginning we complained to the 
captain about our watch never 
changing.  The captain 
considered this and asked us 
after a week if someone wanted 
to swap, but we all remained on 
our watch, which suited us.  He 
felt that his system worked very 
well for many years because the 
crew can get into a sleeping and 
resting routine and be less 

fatigued. Also daylight will be longer as we go further south through many 
time zones, and everyone will be able to see some daylight and 
sunshine.  He was totally right. Watch was constantly outside on deck 
without any shelter, we were exposed to strong winds, waves, sea and 
rain. We helmed constantly and only by hand, there was no auto-pilot or 
wind-vane to more easily facilitate our work.  It is impossible to describe 
the feelings and the strength with which I held the steering wheel in the 
moments of the storm.  My whole life was literally in my hands and in the 
tight grip of the helm and the force with which I was turning it in storms.  
We never wore lifebelts nor were we ever tied on.  The only things we 
had to save ourselves were our arms, legs and eyes.  Luckily no one fell 
into the sea.  We were fully aware if it happened that no one would be 
guaranteed to be saved due to sea temperature and the time it would 
take to turn around and then to look for someone in nearly continuously 
stormy seas, not to mention the darkness and night.   
 
Nobody got seriously seasick when the wind got up and the sea became 
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To our senses luxury was contributed by a generator, two water-makers 
and a heating system without which this passage would have left totally 
different memories because of the cold in which we were for days at a 
time.  Although the heating was constantly working it was very cold 
because the air temperature was between 5 and 10ÁC and sea 
temperatures 2 to 5ÁC.  Two watertight doors were never closed, except 
during the worst storm and there was always a big draft under the deck.  
This was because of the moisture in the air that was impossible to get rid 
of irrespective of all the draft created. Humidity was everywhere around 
us.  I fell in love with Tecla when I first saw her in Auckland at the wharf 
upon my landing from London.  She did not look too big for manual sail 
handling and she was small enough to have a proper adventure.  Her 
lines were nice and a shipbuilder, who was then on her but did not set 
sail with us (Dewi Buttonshaw?) told us that she will be a dream to sail.  
This turned out to be true.  We sat off from Auckland having waved bon 
voyage to Europa and Oostershelde two days before.  I hoped with 
suppressed apprehension to be back on land alive.  But if not, at least 
my last few hours on land were spent on Mount Eden above Auckland.  
That gave a wonderful allegory to my departure.   I asked myself: "Is this 
it? There is no way back?" I wondered what kind of impact this will have 
and how I will come out of this experience.  My main aim was to stay safe 
and healthy, not to fall in, and to be a useful member of crew. As for the 
creatures comforts all I wanted was to be warm and not to get too wet too 
often!   After 500 miles and few days later we anchored in the roads at 
the Chatham Islands.  The community of 400 was unbelievably 
welcoming and generous towards us.  Their history was harrowing.  Our 
day tour explorations were full of eye openers.  The entire friendly tribe 
was wiped out when they offered a warm welcome to invading warriors 
instead of putting on a fight.  We wished we could stay longer to learn 
more.  From here on all trace of the land was behind us, in front of us 
was and everywhere around us for miles on end there will be just the 
ocean.   

 
Virginia I had met only once before departing London.  None of the other 
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Miss Emily Dobson, Tecla 
Mr Bernie Challis, Xargo III 
Mr John Fairley, Norwich Union 
Mr Christopher Forrest, Bark Europa 
Mrs Diana Gibson, Bark Europa 
Mr Richard Gibson, Bark Europa 
Miss Claudia Kucharski, Bark Europa 
Mr Philip Remnant, Bark Europa 
Mr Robert Morales, Pachuca 
Dr William Pinkney, Commitment 
 

We had some success in tracking down a few lost members as a result 
of our last appeal, but have lost the following members who are still 
paying their subscriptions. Do you know their whereabouts or are you in 
contact with them? Please ask them to email 
memsec@capehorners.org so that we can get them back on board. 
 

Mr Graham Carpenter, Heathôs Condor 
Mr Simon Clarke, Group 4 
Mr John Hardman, Adventure of Hornet 
Mr Brian Lister, Hofbrau Lager 
Mr Charles Taylor, Spirit of Hong Kong 
 

We are always happy to welcome new members, so if you are aware of 
eligible shipmates or friends who have not yet joined, please ask them to 
contact us.  Or indeed anyone you see in the media with a claim.  Also, in 
order to ensure that we maintain contact with existing members, please 
remember to let us know if you change address. All communications 
should be sent to memsec@capehorners.org. 
 

`Ok guys and gals! it is now up to you to sit back think of the amazing 
experiences that you have had and hopefully send our editor copy of 
article and photographs so he can put them in your yes! that is your 
Journal. Archive copies go to the National Maritime Museum. British 
Library Mariehamn Museum Aland Islands and American Library of 
Congress, for posterityô  Write to Chris:  Journal@capehorners.org  

We can now send out full colour copy of Journal by Emailed PDF to 

those who request it that way let Chris know and he will add you to 

that list. 

Warrior 2014 
The date for this year`s event is Sunday 23

rd
 November 

at 12.00hrs Tickets are Ã50.00 per person and may be 
booked via the flyer with this Journal; or through our 

new on line booking service on the web site at 
www.capehorners.org 

mailto:memsec@capehorners.org
mailto:Journal@capehorners.org
http://www.capehorners.org
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Dutch Congress 
 
The Dutch Cape Horners are organising a 4 daycongress to be held in 
Hoorn August  2015 if any of you fancy going the programme of events 
look interesting the address is Events Holland www.eventsholland.nl or  
Hoorn Events www.hoornevents.nl  +0229-216527 

Hera Loss a note: 

Captain Adrian Small Passat 1946 phoned me to remind me that 100 
years ago on the 1

st
 of February 1914 the steel barque Hera, 1,994 tons 

fully laden with nitrate, was making a landfall off the Lizard following a 
91day passage from Pisagua, Chile.  For three days, her tired master 
had been relying on dead reckoning navigation. Without a precise 
position due to poor weather conditions and a faulty chronometer, he 
deliberated as to when he should alter course towards land.  Somewhere 
off Lizard Point, heavy weather forced Captain Lorenz to shorten sail as 
he altered course to pick up St Anthonyôs lighthouse ï a course which 
would ultimately take him and 19 of his crew to a watery grave, only five 
men were fortunate enough to be rescued. I found that a centenary 
service was held at what is believed to be Britainôs longest grave - a tomb 
for 19 drowned sailors that stretches 98 feet.  This remarkable resting 
place was built for the men who died off the Roseland Peninsula. ED ( I 
will write a more detailed report in a later Journal). 

A short tribute to Roy Mullender, 
BEM. 1931-2014.   
By; Marc Kerry. 
 
Last September marked the 40th 
anniversary of the start of the first 
Whitbread Round the World Race on 
September 8th 1973. Of the yachts 
that crossed the start line one crew 
member later played a significant part 
in the transformation of the former 
British Section of the Amicale 
Internationale des Captaines au Long 
Cours Cap Horniers (AICH) to the 
International Association of Cape 
Horners (IACH). He was also one of 
the first yacht members of the AICH,        

Norsk Data GB @Southampton          Roy Mullender, who was closely  

Sept 1985 É C Roche            involved with the Royal Navyôs sail  
         training yacht Adventure.  
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most of the time.  Before departure I prepared a farewell party for my  
friends.  Some comments were quite remarkable, and I remembered 
them well. 
 

"When it really gets bad you will live in fear of deathò.  
ñYou will get so sick that death compared to your situation will look like 

salvationò.  
ñThen you will live in fear that you will not die!ò 

"When you think that it cannot get any worse, it can and it will!" 
"You are going to kiss the ground when you disembark" 
"Yet the ocean is beautiful, awesome and kind." 

 
In contrast to Virginia who has a husband, 4 children, 5 horses, 3 dogs 
and 2 cats I was on my own, with only time off work to be sorted out.  I 
was prepared to resign if my time off work was not approved.  I will never 
forget hearing my boss saying ñYesò. I hugged her with all my heart.    
 
I had never seen Tecla 
before boarding her; 
however I received 
excellent recommend-
ations from sailing 
companies in the UK, 
where she and her 
crew are well known 
and respected.  I 
learned that she is 
owned by a family: 
father, son, daughter 
and her boyfriend who 
will be the four permanent members of crew, it was a plus knowing they 
had sailed their entire lives.  I was confident that I would be in good 
hands. 
 
Tecla was built of iron in the Netherlands in 1915.  She was built as a 
herring fishing vessel for the North Sea but now serves as a sail training 
ship.  Her rig is completely traditional. Everything is simple and is done 
manually as it was in the past. Her water line length is 25m LOA 29m, 
beam 6.6m.  She is gaff ketch and can carry 6 sails in light winds. She is 
fast and has won numerous European regattas, she has an engine that 
we only used on rare occasions when there was no wind at the beginning 
of our trip. Everything was done manually; the sails were hoisted up and 
down by the force of  muscles.  Although there were two winches they 
were only used for those last toughest 10cm when lifting a huge mainsail, 
when all energy from all of our muscles was completely drained.   

http://www.eventsholland.nl/
http://www.hoornevents.nl/
http://www.falmouthpacket.co.uk/search/?search=Lizard&topic_id=5128
http://www.falmouthpacket.co.uk/search/?search=weather&topic_id=6019
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nothing there except the sea with huge waves, cold, humidity and 
continuous strong winds and storms.  To sailors these latitudes are well-
known as the Roaring 40s, Furious 50s and Screaming 60s.  In those 
parts merchant ships seldom go and in case of needing a rescue one 
can only hope that maybe a submarine or most probably a whale will 
emerge.  It is common knowledge that the hardest thing to get past is 
Cape Horn itself, which for centuries has been creating anxieties for all 
seafarers who pass it by. 
  
All this is yet spiced up by winds that blow along the ridges of South 
America and then furiously precipitate themselves from the high 
mountain ranges of the Andes into the sea. Antarctic fights back with its 
cold air and high pressure and constantly sends the storms that fly over 
confused, stormy, turbulent seas.  Many ships and sailors have ended 
their lives there when it was the shortest sea route from Europe to Asia 
before the opening of the Panama Canal. 
 
I took a screenshot of the globe of the Southern Ocean from Google 
Earth, and then I drew on it the imaginary route of my journey.  I carried it 
everywhere with me as people carry in their wallet a picture of their wife, 
husband or children.  I watched it mesmerized by how intensely poetic 
and scary it was looking. I referred to my sea adventure as "Blue Planet 
Voyage". I asked myself in disbelief: Am I really going there? I felt like I 
was going to go into outer-space, to find that little drop in it which would 
reunite me with myself and the universe.  I was thinking how I would be 
surrounded only by the sea and nature.  It would be only the force of 
nature and nothing else thousands of miles, for weeks on end.  Just me 
and a crew with open sea, the wind, the sky! For the next 10 months I 
focused on sourcing the proper sailing gear.  I feel always desperately 
cold, even in summer, so I knew that I had to be equipped with the best 
thermal and waterproof gear that I could find because I had to stay dry 
and warm in these harsh climatic conditions.  It was not easy to find what 
I was looking for since I wear children's size (age 12) and for children 
they don't manufacture ocean or mountain going clothing.  The list was 
long, based on the advice I got from the few sailors who were there.  
Everyone was telling me it would be very cold.  Many things I sourced 
were outside sailing ranges: fleece for ice diving, mountaineering socks, 
gloves and boots for work in cold storage, ski goggles, etc. (And Hot 
water bottles) 
 
I did not want to find that something was missing when in a middle of the 
ocean! This was not the moment for minimalist packaging.   I ended up 
with 30kg of clothing which most of my crew would say I wore all at once! 
I was relatively warm and I was dry, even when it was very cold and wet. 
Some of the crew borrowed things from me because they were freezing 
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Roy was well known in yachting circles and among his former Royal 
Navy contemporaries; but it is my intention here to remind members 
about his achievements and hard work undertaken in creating the IACH 
as we know it today. The many committee members who worked with 
Roy during his spell as our first chairman will recall his enthusiasm and I 
enjoyed many visits, between committee meetings, to his HQ at 
ñWatersideò where much of his work was carried out. 
 
Roy was born in 1931 in Cambridgeshire, the son of William and Emily. 
He joined the Royal Navy and soon took up sailing. 
 
In 1973 Roy became involved with the Royal Navyôs entry, HMTY 
Adventure, for the first Whitbread Round the World Race. Adventure, a 
production Nicholson 55 sloop competed in the first two Whitbreadôs, 
finishing, on handicap, second in 1973-74 and seventh in 1977-78. She 
was later given to the Russian Navy and is now lying in St Petersburg.  
 
As Adventureôs work up skipper for the first Whitbread, Roy, the RN 
sailing coach, was involved from the start with the selection of 
Adventure as the yacht for the race as well as the selection of her crew. 
The RN had to select four crews, a total of 38 men from over 300 
applicants. Between October 1972 and April 1973 selection trials lasting 
a week for each group was spent carrying out sailing drills, day and night, 
in the Solent, the ñMullender Triangleò (a), before a three, or four, day sail 
under racing conditions down the Western Approaches to the Channel 
(b). Three yachts were used, Adventure and the 100 metre ñWindfallò 
yachts Merlin and Marabu. The selection process also included a 100 
question assessment covering ability on deck and so forth. All crews, 
except the final leg crew completed a RORC race for experience. The 
whole process also gave the yacht over 15,000 miles of sea time before 
the race, which allowed any problems to be ironed out from the sails to 
food and clothing, before the start.  
 
Adventure was modified for the race with a taller mast, a cutter rig, 
better crew protection in the cockpit and a basic interior. During her first 
race, these modifications helped the crew to victories in legs one, three 
and four of the race, and second place overall. Leg two was 
disappointing for the ambitious crew, as Adventureôs rudder and stock 
separated while crossing the Agulhas Bank. When on the third leg to Rio 
de Janeiro, Adventure arrived at Cape Horn on January 28th 1974 and 
she was greeted by HMS Endurance, which was on patrol and saluted 
the boat with the firing of guns. Unfortunately, one wad from a saluting 
gun went straight through Adventureôs number one jib! Roy recalls a 
discussion with the skipper Captain George Vallings about the entry of 
the incident in the log.  
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ñHello, no record of any mishapò. ñWhy not boss?ò ñErr um; well we donôt 
really want to cause the Royal Navy embarrassment do we?ò Roy said 
something like, ñBlow that, itôs highly unlikely that any of us will ever 
again round the Horn at daybreak and have our topsail shot away by the 
Royal Navy before lunch!ò (c). the entry went into the log. 
 
Roy sailed on-board in the third leg from Sydney to Rio de Janeiro and 
he then skippered her home to Portsmouth. Roy made a good start in Rio 
but it was during the approach to the Azores high where the tactical 
decisions had to be made with a view for overall handicap honours. Roy 
headed eastwards of the Azores. In the end Adventure was 2nd on 
handicap, a well-deserved placing. Adventure crossed the line at 
midnight; there was not a soul to be seen. ñNo one was there to welcome 
us after 42 days at sea, and we came first,ò says Colin Watkins. 
Apparently, the Race Committee had decided that Adventure could not 
possibly finish that night and had retired bed. 
 
After the race, Roy and others from Adventureôs leg three crew were 
invited to join the British Section of the AICH. ñThe President at that time 
was Captain Malcolm Glazier who had run away to sea at the age of 
thirteen and, in later life, was a frequent crew/guest aboard a racing 
yacht owned by a member of the Royal Yacht Squadron. This dual 
experience put him in a position to be able to evaluate the credentials of 
yachtsmen who raced across the Southern Ocean. He felt that while the 
skills, particularly of work aloft, might be different, the courage and 
determination required of the individual were very similarò (d).  
 
ñThe British Section of the AICH met to consider what should be done; 
could these new generation sailors be considered to be Cape Horner`s? 
The answer was no - not in the square rig sense - but in another they 
were. A new category of óYacht Memberô was added to the rules and as 
the yachts in that first Whitbread Race rounded the Horn, the crews were 
invited to apply for membership. A new category of óFriend of Cape 
Horner`sô was added to the rules at the same time. The óYacht Memberô 
and óFriendô categories were not adopted by the AICH and remained 
unique to the British Section, other nationalities crewing in yacht races 
were able to join the British Section. Yacht Members did not have voting 
rights at the AICH Congress even though part of each subscription was 
forwarded to the AICH annuallyò (e). 
 
In 1975 Roy was skipper of Great Britain II (GBII) for the 2nd leg, 
Sydney to Dover, of the Financial Times Clipper Race. The aim of this 
race was to beat the 69 day record from the Thames to Sydney and also 
the 69 days taken from Sydney back to Dover by the SV Patriarch in 
1869-70 (f).  

41 

I spent days questioning myself.  As this was my life's dream, would I be 
able to forgive myself if I did not realize it, and what might replace it if I 
did not fulfil it now, and why. I asked myself:  
 
ñAre you prepared to die for your dream?ò This hit me hard. One deep, 
sincere, strong "Yes" emerged from the depths of my soul. From there on 
I was liberated from the fears.   I reasoned: I live only once and can only 
die once.  So what is the problem with the death? It will happen anyway 
at some point, then it makes sense to die enjoying doing what you love 
most, if that is to be so.  The life and the Ocean are so beautiful and well 
worth living or dying for.  This was the most important preparation that I 
did, unconsciously. By releasing the fear I was able to enjoy the 
Southern Ocean to the utmost when I got there.  The moments that were 
filled with terrifying power of nature were truly beautiful.  I was never as 
frozen with fears for my life in the Southern Ocean as I was when on land 
preparing to go there. I felt free, totally at ease, in synchrony with the 
nature and the sea. 
 

 
Oosterschelde É Emmanuele le Clercq 

 
ñThere is a verse in a Poem by C Fox Smith it refers to the ship coming up from astern and 
says `with a bone in her mouth coming along like funô here I see Oosterschelde in that 
mode. Like a ghost from the pastò ED; 

 
I did not waste any time to reserve a place for myself on Tecla when I 
found out that three Old Dutch sailing ships Tecla, Oosterschelde and 
Barque Europa were sailing around the world. It was immediately clear 
that this once in a lifetime opportunity was not to be missed.  Hardly 
anyone is sailing in the Southern ocean and even less in 100 years old 
ships. There are very few that remain and captains who dare to go on 
this passage are even rarer.  Distances are vast; there is no land in sight 
except maybe Antarctica, which is totally inaccessible due to extreme 
cold and icebergs.  The whole half of the globe is blue and there's 


