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“Where are the Trade Winds?” 

came the bleat from just about 

every one of the 233 yachts.

BY BARRY PICKTHALL 

have held a breeze and kept sailing south, so our 

reported 17th position in fl eet yesterday is but a 

memory.” Alan Brook added to the log. Not to 

be outdone, the entire crew went for a swim. 

“Th e water is remarkably warm, but it felt odd 

swimming in a pool several miles deep.” 

Day 5 – 26th November – was Th anksgiving Day, 

which the Neki crew celebrated in style. “Mike 

and Tater cooked a superb Th anksgiving Day 

meal. It was almost a traditional meal but 

provisioning in Las Palmas denied us some of the 

traditional staples. We had an 8lb Turkey cooked 

in the oven, homemade stuffi  ng, roasted carrots, 

potatoes, celery and garlic, corn on the cob, hot 

bread and wine. Th e weather lightened up in the 

aft ernoon so we had a nice peaceful dinner in the 

cockpit. But we had to do without the cranberry 

sauce and pumpkin pie!” complained John Noble. 

Neki, was left  totally becalmed for eight hours, 

and the crew on Lady of Avalon quickly became 

fed up. Th e only bright spot was catching a 6lb 

yellow fi n tuna to provide fi llets for lunch. 

Straight aft er, they furled sails and fi red up the 

engine to push them towards the Cape Verde 

Islands. Th e NaughtyNes crew soon followed 

suit and contented themselves with rod and line. 

“We have two budding fi shermen, one that can 

fi sh and one that is on L plates. So far several 

big strikes and one decent fi sh caught and eaten 

for dinner. On the fi rst day we hooked a massive 

dorado but aft er a good fi ght, Paul lost him, which 

was probably just as well. It would have been way 

too much for the four of us and probably diffi  cult 

to get on board. We are however well armed 

with soy and wasabi and expect to catch fi sh 

regularly.” Th e Edwards’ crew reported.

Th e Siri Ros crew were also enjoying outside 

entertainment. “Dolphins have been swimming 

around the bow. You can even hear their calls; 

a kind of squeaky sound. We are trying to make 

the best of the calm conditions; we had a lovely 

evening last night, with a candle-lit dinner served 

in the best dining room in the world; good wine, 

panoramic views and a clear night sky with a 

fantastic presentation of the stars and planets 

accompanied by a few tracks from Pavarotti and 

‘Flight of the Concord’.” Liz Rowntree reported.

Shaya Moya, one of those to have taken an 

inshore course, was still surfi ng along with a 

following sea down the west coast of Africa at 

6.5 knots. “We have just received our expert 

weather briefi ng, and guess what the best 

corridor for wind was to the Islands?” reported 

Dave. “I would have liked to say it was a perfectly 

Th ere were mixed emotions when we fi nally 

sighted St Lucia on the 24th day. Certainly, there 

was the excitement of arriving somewhere new, 

but there was also the knowledge that all too 

soon the adventure would be over. We all had 

a great time, great food, great company… and 

great starlit nights.”

Deborah and Guy Tolson aboard Lady of Avalon, 

were equally impressed. “Th e Oyster Service and 

Support Team checked all the essential systems, 

changed the tri-colour bulbs up the mast and got 

our AIS working for us – an incredible free service.” 

For Andreas Zimmermann on the Oyster 53 

Dragonfl y, the voyage became one of recovery. 

Th e German had bought her in 2009 specifi cally 

to take part in the ARC, but was then diagnosed 

with cancer. “I thought I would have to forget my 

dream, but a few weeks aft er surgery, I decided 

that I could still do the voyage providing I could 

continue with the chemotherapy. I needed 

a doctor on board – I found him with an 

advertisement! He came from Vienna and it 

was a pleasure for both of us.” One last-minute 

problem on Dragonfl y, uncovered by the 

Oyster service team, was a damaged shroud. 

“We couldn’t get it replaced in Las Palmas and I 

thought we wouldn’t be able to start, but Oyster’s 

Eddie Scougall organised for a replacement to 

be fl own out from England and everything was 

fi xed within four days!” recalled Andreas with 

appreciation at the fi nish.

For Alan Brook, and his wife Sue, who has played 

a major part in the Oyster story, this was also a 

maiden voyage, the fi rst stage of an ambitious 

round the world retirement cruise aboard their new 

Oyster 56 Sulana. As they sailed into the setting sun 

on the fi rst night, they had covered 50 of the 2,900 

miles, with a plan to sail 500 miles south to pick 

up the Trade Winds. How would it work out? 

Deborah and Guy Tolson aboard Lady of Avalon 

were treated to their fi rst dolphin sighting on Day 2 

while fi shing for tuna, but the focus on Sulana, 

was very much on speed. “We logged 183 miles 

during our fi rst day and are now romping along 

under colourful spinnaker in 15 knots of breeze 

with a school of dolphins for company diving 

around her bow and quarter wave.” wrote Alan. 

But Day 3 brought a change in the wind and a 

forecast for calms ahead. Sulana was one of the 

fi rst to suff er. “Th e wind dropped away to nothing 

in the early hours of this morning and we have 

been struggling all day to make any headway. 

We are 180 miles off shore and it would seem that 

boats up to 100 miles nearer the African coast 
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just not from the direction we asked for. Th e 

wind is Force 7 (approximately 25 knots) from 

the southwest. We are currently beating into the 

wind making good time but it is a rough, wet, ride.”

By Day 9, Sulana was 25th overall and 3rd in 

class. “Just maybe, our long term plans are 

working out OK.” Alan Brook noted. “Yesterday 

was bad, wet and windy, with nobody really 

enjoying it, except, of course, Sulana. All our 

grand plans went down the pan when the 

weather fi les came in. Th ere is a depression 

building in front of us, which will give us more 

headwinds for the foreseeable future. Ben’s 

string of fancy smoothies for our cocktail hour, 

are keeping morale high. Tonight we had 

'Windward Bashers', with a pineapple and 

passion fruit base. His previous extravagant 

titles have included: Dirty Banana, French Maid, 

Pacifi c Poulet and Mullered Mango!”

Onboard Shaya Moya, the fi ckle winds further 

south had prompted the crew to switch on their 

engine. “You can’t do much with a 40 tonne 

yacht in 4 knots of wind. However, we also know 

that Sulana, has not switched on their engine at 

all since they have an ambition to 'sail' across 

the Atlantic. Th ey are currently well over 100 miles 

behind us on a similar course, and on adjusted 

times, could still beat us by a good margin.” 

reported Dave.

Flying fi sh were the hot topic on NaughtyNes; 
“One fl ew through the main cabin window and 

landed directly on Nick’s laptop while he was 

using it!” reported Nigel who was just as amazed 

by the night time phosphorescence in the sea. 

“Lots of fl ashing lights in the water when it is 

disturbed by dolphins, which leave a trail of 

lights behind them – science fi ction!”

NaughtyNes now had good winds and was 

sailing on a direct course towards St Lucia, but 

life on Siri Ros was not so great. Th ey too were 

consist of whether to have tea and what time 

lunch will be!” reported First Mate, Dave.

On 2nd December, the decision taken onboard 

Dragonfl y, to motor through the calms now carried 

consequences. “Back in Las Palmas, we only took 

on 400 litres of diesel in order to save weight. 

We didn’t think there would be so little wind and 

I also underestimated how oft en we would need 

to run the generator. Everything on the yacht 

needs electricity – lights, navigation, self steering, 

winches, furling, water pumps, toilet. Soon our 

diesel supplies had dwindled. Our AIS system 

showed a Greek tanker on a similar course. We 

radioed the ship and the Captain agreed to stop 

and give us a barrel of fuel. An hour later this 

giant tanker stopped beside us. We launched 

the RIB and collected this black and dirty broth. 

Not long aft er, our fi lters were blocked – but 

at least we had bought enough spares back in 

Las Palmas to see us through to the fi nish!”

Onboard Sulana, the mystery of why they were 

not catching their fair share of fi sh became clear. 

“Th is morning, James and Fi were on watch when 

they saw a small pod of dolphins swimming 

towards us. One of them swum right under 

our bow, popped its head up and grinned, 

not once, but twice, to show off  the large tuna 

it had in its mouth. Talk about rubbing it in!” 

Alan Brook recorded.

Th e change to head winds inevitably led to 

a few ‘casualties’. One was Nigel, the cook 

aboard NaughtyNes. “He went down almost 

immediately with quite bad seasickness. Meals 

have become the more usual ship’s fare using the 

random contents of tins most close to hand. It will 

probably be a day or two before Nigel is ready to 

start cooking again and the rest of us are grateful 

for a few days without peppers!” wrote Deborah.

Th ere were moans from Neki too: “We have 

been hoping for wind and we got our wish. It is 

executed plan but the one fl aw to this is we are 

surrounded by yachts, normally much slower 

than us. But I am sure, given our expert positioning 

and constant fi ddling with the rig, we will overhaul 

the others.” 

Th ey were asking the same question on Sulana. 
“Mixed fortunes in the night, the good reaching 

breeze continued until the early hours – and then 

we were in the doldrums again. Finally it fi lled in 

from the NNE and we made a tactical decision; 

instead of continuing south to reach the fabled 

Trade Winds, we have turned west on to a great 

circle course for St Lucia. Th e Trades seem to be 

further south and pretty weak anyway and not 

worth the extra distance. We are likely to face 

head winds in a couple of days and if that sends 

us a bit more south then so be it. At least every 

mile will now be off  the distance to run to the 

fi nish – 2,200 miles to go...”

Luck fi nally ran out for Shaya Moya along with the 

wind. “Who on earth said the Atlantic was going 

to be diffi  cult? We have decided to switch on the 

engine and will probably stick with it for the next 

12 hours or so. Th e challenges of life on board 

have changed. Navigation now consists of pointing 

the bow in the right direction and pressing the 

autopilot button. Th e major strategic decisions 

"Th ey saw a small pod of dolphins 

swimming towards us. One of them 

swum right under our bow, popped 

its head up and grinned, not once, 

but twice, to show off  the large 

tuna it had in its mouth. Talk about 

rubbing it in!"
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facing strong headwinds, and three of their 

number had succumbed to seasickness, which 

led to a change of course south once more in 

search of the elusive Trade Winds and a more 

comfortable ride. Th e crew announced one 

medical triumph… “A new blend of wine with 

antidiuretic properties for the more elderly 

crew members using wines containing grapes 

from the Pinot Noir range. We have named it… 

PI NO MORE!”

Th e Lady of Avalon crew was also searching for 

those elusive Trade Winds and by Day 10 was 

south of the Cape Verde Islands. “Last night 

was spent dodging squalls and thunderstorms, 

which while spectacular, did mean that we looked 

like drowned rats during much of the night shift .”

Having spent the previous night chasing their 

tails in a fl at calm, Sulana fi nally picked up the 

beginnings of a new breeze from the SE direction 

at the start to Day 11 “Oh joy! Off  we go again 

with a gentle genoa reach, on a south-westerly 

heading. We still need to get further south to 

avoid the eff ects of the large depression, to the 

north-west ahead of us, but at least we now 

have a breeze to give us a fi ghting chance to 

get where we need to be.” reported Brook. 

“Dragonfl y further south, is looking very good 

indeed, but then she has motored a bit, so that 

may help us, if we don’t give in before the fi nish!”

100 miles behind, Lady of Avalon also found 

the Trades but found little to celebrate in the 

forecast off ering further head winds until the 

end of the week. 

Th e news was not greeted well aboard 

Shaya Moya. “Imagine our dismay to read the 

weather report this morning which is predicting 

another low developing mid Atlantic Wednesday/ 

Th ursday. Th is will further delay the Trades fi lling 

in as normal. So more beating against the wind 

for this week. Our tactics remain the same; 

"By Day 13, the ARC organisers 

decided to move the prize-giving 

back a few days, fearing that no 

one would be there in time. 

'What about moving Christmas 

too?' came the response."
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“Remarkable!” wrote Neki’s skipper John Noble, 

adding: “Th e crew of Neki had a fantastic time! 

It has been an incredible experience… It was 

exciting, boring, tedious, eventful, educational 

and introspective. All of us missed our families 

tremendously and we are all deeply appreciative 

of the sacrifi ces they made to allow us the privilege 

of going on this adventure… It was a trip I will 

cherish for the rest of my life.”

Two days later, Lady of Avalon and Siri Ros got 

to within a short distance of St Lucia only to run 

out of wind. “So close, yet so far. Can’t believe 

it… No wind… It just died and we are making 

very slow progress,” wailed Liz, before attention 

turned towards helping a Norwegian ARC yacht, 

with a young child onboard that had run out of 

fuel. “Aft er checking our own fuel supply we 

decided that we could spare a 25 litre drum of 

diesel and waited three hours for the Norwegians 

to catch up.“ reported Liz. Th e Siri Ros crew were 

rewarded with a goody bag fi lled with wine, 

sweets, biscuits and nibbles and resumed their 

course to St Lucia, drinking and munching away 

to become the fi rst lady skippered yacht to fi nish.

When Shaya Moya also fi nished, First Mate Dave 

summed up the feelings best. “We are handed 

a rum cocktail and a case of freezing cold beer. 

Welcome to St Lucia! Now is the time for 

self-congratulation, hugs and high fi ves all round. 

Aft er the band had moved on in readiness for 

the next arrival, we sat quietly refl ecting on 

what we had achieved. It seemed surreal that 

we had sailed here from Europe. We now have 

to wait until the prize-giving to know how we 

fi nally faired in the ‘rally’ but this genuinely 

is very much secondary to the sense of 

achievement we all personally feel. Everyone 

has their own stories about the barriers and 

challenges they had overcome to fi rstly be able 

to take part and also the adventures they had 

along the way.”

the spinnaker out, and continued to increase 

beyond the designated limit of the sail. Speed 

over ground maxed at 11.1 knots! At 05.15 it was 

all hands on deck to take down the spinnaker, 

but to our horror, it wrapped around the foresail 

and got really knotted up, we had to leave it 

fl apping until day break.”

Shaya Moya covered 196nm that day, but not 

without incident. “We had some ‘issues’ with a 

spinnaker retrieval system yesterday. It’s rather 

disconcerting to see steam coming from your 

gloves as the sheets are running through your 

hands despite your best eff orts to arrest their 

progress.” recorded Dave.

Onboard Siri Ros with 699 miles to run, the 

Marigold glove trailing astern suddenly attracted 

too much attention… “We caught an absolutely 

enormous fi sh – 100kg+ – but it got away with our 

line, steel trace, lure, Marigold, and all our hopes 

and dreams. All that’s left  is some line, the fi shing 

reel handle and our tattered emotions. No more 

of Denise’s delicious fi sh pie!“ Liz wrote in the log.

Mike Freeman and his crew on the Oyster 575 

Can Do Too headed the cruising fl eet into 

Rodney Bay having taken the shortest rhum 

line route across the Atlantic – their prize for 

enduring the worst of the head winds, taking 

3rd place on handicap in Class A.

Th e following day, both Neki and Apollonia had 

St Lucia in their sights. Apollonia fi nished a scant 

13 minutes behind us aft er 18+ days at sea.

make our way westward as much as possible 

without going too far north.

Living on board has taken on a new meaning 

with the boat healing at 20-30°. One has to 

move around crab-like holding on for dear life.”

To raise spirits, Sulana held a ‘halfway celebration 

Hawaiian party’, with music, a conga around the 

cockpit and aft  deck, topped off  with a glass of 

pink fi zz and a delicious meal of lightly grilled 

marlin in a hoi sin sauce.

By Day 13, the ARC organisers decided to move 

the prize-giving back a few days, fearing that 

no one would be there in time. “What about 

moving Christmas too?” came the response 

from Lady of Avalon.  

By Day 14, Sulana and others to the south, fi nally 

found the Trade Winds. “We are bowling along 

at 8.5 knots straight for St Lucia!” a delighted 

Alan Brook recorded with little more than 

1,000 miles to the fi nish.

By Day 16 when Siri Ros was 1,131 miles out, 

disaster struck. “Our spinnaker was torn apart 

last night. Lutz and Denise have spent the day 

with needle and thread trying to repair the 

damage. It is a long and tedious job that will most 

likely take several days.” reported Liz, but added 

on a lighter note, “We have discovered, that 

another boat has caught a 1.5 metre long tuna 

and several dorado using a squid lure. We are 

now trailing a hook with a Marigold washing-up 

glove attached, which looks absolutely delicious 

and a little bit like a squid!”

Th e following day, the Sulana crew recorded their 

best day’s run – 214 miles, but it all ended in tears. 

“We made the fatal error of trying to snuff  the 

kite down in our spinnaker squeezer in 25 knots 

of true wind.” Alan wrote in his blog.

Th ey suff ered the same on NaughtyNes. “Real fun 

and games last night, the wind came up with 

“We are bowling along at 8.5 knots 

straight for St Lucia!” a delighted 

Alan Brook recorded with little more 

than 1,000 miles to the fi nish.
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OYSTER ENTRANTS

Sestina Michael Wilcznski Oyster Heritage GBR

Rainmaker John Salmon Oyster 395 Lightwave GBR

Apparition James Blazeby Oyster 45 GBR

NaughtyNes David Edwards Oyster 46 GBR

Lady of Avalon Deborah & Guy Tolson Oyster 46HP GBR

Siri Ros Elisabeth Rowntree Oyster 485 GBR

Dragonfl y Andreas Zimmermann Oyster 53 GER

Surya Jac Janssen Oyster 54 BEL

Sulana Alan & Sue Brook Oyster 56 GBR

Shaya Moya Don Smyth Oyster 56 GBR

On Liberty Rovinj LLP Oyster 575 GBR

Endless One Axel Moorkens Oyster 575 MLT

Can Do Too Mike Freeman Oyster 575 GBR

Royal Leopard Oscar Konyukhov Oyster 61 RUS

Golden Gate Krister Bewwert Oyster 62 DEN

Neki John Noble Oyster 655 USA

Sotto Vento Richard Smith Oyster 655 GBR

Daena Maciej Slusarek Oyster 655 POL

Apollonia Anthony Auger Oyster 70 GBR

"Everyone has their own 

stories about the barriers and 

challenges they had overcome 

to fi rstly be able to take part 

and also the adventures they 

had along the way.”

Photos: Ian Roman, Tim Wright, World Cruising Club and Oyster owners
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Tim Barker has sailed his Oyster 485 

Mina2 from the Arctic, around the 

Baltic and the Mediterranean, and is 

now heading south to the Antarctic. 

Th is is his account as he makes his way 

down the coast of Brazil to Uruguay. 

I had a couple of technical problems, which 

had left  my Oyster 485, Mina2, temporarily 

immobilised in Paraty, a delightful old colonial 

town midway between Rio de Janeiro and

São Paulo. Friends, Lawrence, Tom and Richard 

were to fl y in from the UK to join me for the next 

two weeks whilst we sailed 1,200 miles south 

to Uruguay. On their arrival at the marina, I 

embraced my three reprobate crew with tears

in my eyes, mainly because buried in their 

overweight luggage were all the new spares 

necessary to get us back on the high seas again! 

Th e following morning I bade a tearful farewell 

to Maria, my wife, as she left  for Buenos Aires to 

see her mother, whilst we were left  to negotiate 

the long and dangerous passages south to 

Uruguay. It was going to be tough and probably 

quite unpleasant. 

I had split our trip down to Uruguay into seven 

passages ranging from a nice day sail of 50 

miles, up to a three-day passage of 450 miles 

between Porto Belo and Rio Grande. I had tried 

to select stopovers that would be of interest to 

my crew so that they would get to see a bit of 

Brazil as well as get some good sailing in. 

Our fi rst passage was an overnight sail of

70 miles from Paraty down to Ilhabela, a very 

pretty island with massive mountains of volcanic 

rock covered with the ubiquitous rain forest and 

palm trees. Ilhabela is reputedly also home to 

the biggest colony of the dreaded borrachudo, 

a small insect with a big bite. You never see 

them coming and the fi rst thing you notice is

a pin prick of blood. Th en the trouble starts.

Th e itch is ten times as bad as a mosquito bite 

and they last ten times as long. 

Aft er a very pleasant 11-hour sail with the wind 

behind us, we picked up a mooring off  the

Yacht Club de Ilhabela, and even though it

was only 07.30 my crew insisted we kept the 

age-old Mina2 tradition of an ‘anchor nip’. As 

we sat drinking the early morning tonic, Tom 

yelped. Th ere was a tell-tale pin prick of blood 

on his arm. Th e fi rst of the borrachudos had 

arrived and we all dived for the cans of Deet.

B Y  T I M  B A R K E R ,  O Y S T E R  4 8 5  M i n a2

Cap ta in Cor
cora n



S U M M E R  2 0 1 1 9 5

O W N E R  R E P O R T  –  M I N A 2

Photos: Tim Barker



O Y S T E R  N E W S

9 6

Aft er a lazy day in Ilha Bela we set sail for the 

two-day 235-mile passage to São Francisco do 

Sul. Th is particular part of the coast is renowned 

for its lack of wind but we were lucky enough to 

have suffi  cient breeze to sail most of the passage. 

But it remained cloudy and cool and once out of 

the sight of land it was, as Richard said, pretty 

much the same as sailing across Lyme Bay. It was 

pleasant enough though, nonetheless.

São Francisco do Sul, ten miles up a wide river, 

is one of the oldest towns in Brazil. Settled in 

1660 by whalers from the Azores, many of the 

buildings, particularly on the seafront, are old 

and attractive reminders of the town’s colonial 

past. It has been designated a UNESCO World 

Heritage Site and the buildings are slowly being 

renovated. We arrived in torrential rain, anchored 

off  the riverfront, going ashore for a long and 

rather good lunch of Moqueca (the local fi sh 

stew) to get out of the rain.

We were now in the build up to Christmas and 

the very ‘green’ town council had adorned the 

riverfront with elaborate illuminated Christmas 

decorations cleverly fashioned from discarded 

plastic water bottles. Th ey included, rather 

incongruously in a place where the average 

temperature on Christmas day is about 30ºC, 

delightful little snowmen standing on beds of 

artifi cial snow.

Th e crew had taken to caipirinhas in a big way 

on health grounds. A caipirinha is the Brazilian 

cocktail made from limes, sugar and cachaça, 

the local, incredibly potent fi rewater made from 

sugar cane. 

Tom, the dentist, said that in the quantities we 

were drinking, we would be provided with our 

fi ve-a-day; the sugar would provide us with 

all the energy we needed, and there would be 

little chance of contracting scurvy. Needless to 

say, we needed no further encouragement.

Our visit to São Francisco do Sul was a pit stop 

and aft er our leisurely lunch and a walk round 

the wet town we motored back out of the river 

and sailed overnight to Porto Belo 70 miles south. 

Just aft er dawn, as we were motoring in 

windless conditions, I was awoken by the sounds 

of panic on deck. 

“N o - turn left. He’s 
indica tin g us to turn left.”

“We ca n’ t turn left or we’ ll 
ru n in to his n e t!”

I was on deck in half a second to see a small 

fi shing boat about 50 metres away with a man 

jumping up and down and frantically waving his 

arms. He had a long net out of the back of the 

boat and had been slowly motoring in a large 

circle, closing the net and trapping the fi sh. 

Th e crew had successfully navigated us right into 

the middle of his net circle. Th is would be the 

fi sherman’s biggest catch ever! But eventually 

we found a small gap between the fi shing boat 

and the end of his net and shot out to freedom, 

much to everyone’s relief. 

We arrived in Porto Belo at 06.45, a delightful 

bay with a number of beautiful anchorages, 

where we dropped the hook for another chilled 

out day. Tom and Lawrence had been sharing 

the bunk cabin and Tom, who is fastidious in 

matters of personal hygiene, had his day spoilt 

by discovering that he and Lawrence had 

identical underpants and had inadvertently been 

sharing a pair. Meanwhile Lawrence had been 

in a state of excitement. It was his 68th birthday. 

What a fuss!

We had to start the previous night at 22.00 

(midnight UK time) by singing “Happy Birthday” 

several times, followed by “For he’s a jolly good 

fellow” and drinking toast aft er toast to his 

health and happiness. Th e following morning 

Lawrence was up early, bouncing around like 

Tigger and opening all his presents. Richard, 

in his usual grumpy mood aft er being woken 

prematurely said “If he’s a 68 year old, why 

doesn’t he behave like a 68 year old?”

We were scheduled to leave for the long 

three-day, 450-mile leg down to Rio Grande 

at midday. But by late morning the skies opened 

and the rain was hammering down in biblical 

proportions, so we decided to hunker down and 

leave at fi rst light the following morning.

Th e passage to Rio Grande was 450 miles long, 

not just because we like a long passage, but 

down this stretch of coast there are no safe 

havens at all, so if you get caught out in thick 

weather – probably blowing you onto the 

inhospitable shore – you really have nowhere 

to go. Th e four day forecast was that for the 

fi rst 18 hours we would be beating into a 

moderate wind, and thereaft er we would have 

the wind directly behind us. Not ideal, but it 

wasn’t threatening. 

Aft er six hours of motoring, the wind fi lled in, as 

promised, bang on the nose. We were expecting 

around 20 knots of wind. We got it, and it was 

quite pleasant. Th e wind picked up to 25 knots 

and it started getting a little wet and lumpy. 

Th e sky all around us turned grey, then black. 

Th e wind continued to strengthen and the sea 

got higher. By this time we were more than 

30 miles off shore. We reefed right down until 

a full gale was shrieking through the rigging, 

spray whipping horizontally across the deck. 

“If he’s a 68 yea r old, w
h y doesn’ t

he beha ve like a 68 yea
r old?”

b
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Th e wind speed over the deck was gusting 

nearly 50 knots. One thing that Mina2 is good 

at is shouldering her way into strong winds 

and big seas, but for all of us it was distinctly 

uncomfortable. I was becoming a little nervous. 

Th is hadn’t been forecast at all. What if it stayed 

like this? What if it got even worse? But we 

toughed it out and aft er a few hours the wind 

began to abate slowly. 

A consequence of these unexpected conditions 

was that none of the crew had felt inclined to 

drink any alcohol for 24 hours and they were 

now showing signs of withdrawal symptoms – 

crashing headaches, vomiting, and the shakes. 

Th e vomiting was actually suff ered by only one 

of the crew, and that may have had more to do 

with the sea conditions. But no names, not least 

because I’ve been paid quite a lot of money by 

Richard not to expose the suff erer’s identity.

Th e following morning, conditions could not 

have been more diff erent. Th e wind had eased, 

the waves had subsided, the sun was shining 

and the wind had backed round to the east 

allowing us to romp merrily along on a beam 

reach. Perfect conditions – for the moment. 

Th e cherry on the cake was that we caught, 

what we thought to be, a large plump dorado, 

which would probably feed us for about three

meals, starting at lunchtime. 

I had appointed Richard as ‘Entertainments Offi  cer.‘ 

Due to a deep-seated insecurity he likes titles 

and took his responsibilities seriously. At home 

he’s very keen on Am Dram (or, in his case, Ham 

Dram) and he had brought along the score and 

libretto of HMS Pinafore for us to perform. I was 

lucky enough to be given the role of the Captain 

of the ship, Captain Corcoran. At rehearsals, 

all the crew sing jolly songs about what a good 

Captain I am, and give me three cheers. It’s 

brilliant – the only time I’m treated with any 

respect on board. Shame it’s all play-acting! 

We were now about 100 miles into the 450-mile 

passage – the one with no safe havens – nowhere 

to go if there was unexpected trouble! And 

unexpected trouble was on its way. I had picked 

up the latest forecast by satellite email and all 

of a sudden very strong southerly winds were 

being forecast to reach Rio Grande in a couple 

of days. Th ese southerlies sweep up from 

Argentina and are oft en preceded by the 

legendary Pampero; the killer wind that hits 

you like a mallet and with speeds up to 100 miles 

per hour. Th is coastline and the River Plate are 

strewn with wrecks, victims of the Pampero.

Get caught up in one, and all you pray for is

that you survive.

When we received this news, we had reached 

the point of no return – there was no way we 

could fi ght our way back 100 miles against the 

strong winds and waves. So we were now 

rushing at the maximum possible speed with 

the wind right behind us in a desperate dash 

to get into Rio Grande before the front arrived. 

Th e boat was slewing around, surfi ng down the 

fronts of the waves at terrifi c speeds. We were 

rolling heavily and sleep was diffi  cult.

Over the two days and 22 hours we were 

screaming along for most of the time at 8 knots 

or more in big seas. Apart from the ghastly fi rst 

night when we were beating into a gale in 

heavy pounding seas, we had the wind from our 

side or behind us, so it wasn’t too wet. Th ere 

were some scary moments, but on balance it 

was an epic harum-scarum roller-coaster ride. 

Great fun.

Admira l ofthe wa tch
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We stopped at Rio Grande for two reasons: fi rst, 

it was the only safe haven in 700 miles of coast, 

and secondly to go through the tortuous 

bureaucracy of clearing us and the boat out of 

Brazil. Aft er just three hours sleep (making, for 

me, a total of about fi ve hours sleep in two days) 

we all trudged off  in the scorching heat to do 

the rounds of Immigration, Customs and Port 

Captain – all located at diametrically opposite 

ends of the town. Th e total exercise took more 

than fi ve hours.

Once the front had passed through, the following 

aft ernoon we slipped our lines and set the sails. 

Th is was to be our last long passage of 250 

miles southwest to Punta Del Este in Uruguay. 

Th e forecast was for more moderate to fresh 

winds from the northeast. 

It was a beautiful evening gently sailing down 

the coast with the sun setting on our starboard 

bow. Aft er dark, we saw a bright light on the 

horizon – within minutes it was clear that, 

whatever it was, it was moving towards us very 

fast! We have a clever bit of kit on board, which 

told us that he was travelling at nearly 25 knots. 

We were doing nearly 10 knots. Our closing 

speed was close to 40 mph. Impact would be 

within fi ve minutes. By now we had a very strong 

following wind, big seas, poled out foresail and 

strapped down mainsail, and we would not be 

able to react quickly enough to get out of their 

way. Th e kit also gave me the name of the 

vessel. It was my old friend MSC Musica, a 

rather upmarket cruise ship that I had come 

across many times at sea and in harbours 

throughout the Atlantic and the Mediterranean. 

We now had four minutes to impact. I called 

them on VHF radio. No response. Th e profi le 

was much bigger now and we could clearly see 

their large bow wave. Th ree minutes to impact,

I called them again. Th is time the radio crackled 

back “Mina2 this is MSC Musica, go ahead, 

over”. I explained that I was the tiny pinprick of 

light two miles dead ahead of him, and I had 

neither the time nor ability to get out of their 

way. “I see you and understand the situation.

I am altering course to starboard now. I will pass 

you red to red, port to port”. A wave of relief 

came over me. His bow slowly turned away from 

us. I thanked the captain who wished us all a 

good cruise. Th e incident was over as he rushed 

past us less than half a mile away. It would have 

been ironic to have seen and admired the ship 

so many times before, and then to be run 

down by her. 

Punta del Este in Uruguay is the St Tropez of the 

South American Riviera. It is on a small peninsula 

on one side of which are the surfi ng waves of the 

South Atlantic and on the other the placid waters 

of the River Plate. Both sides are fringed with 

spectacular beaches of clean white sand 

stretching for several miles. But the crew had 

little time to enjoy this holiday paradise as they 

packed their bags, caught the fast ferry to 

Buenos Aires, 200 miles across the River Plate, 

and fl ew back home to the UK. 

In the two weeks that Richard, Lawrence and 

Tom were on board for the big push south, we 

had travelled from the tropics where the high 

mountains were covered with lush rain forest, 

from which came the sounds of parrots and 

monkeys, and the long sandy beaches were 

fringed with palm trees. In the sky above circled 

magnifi cent frigate birds and vultures. As we 

moved south they were replaced by petrels 

of every variety that swoop over and round the 

waves, their wingtips almost touching the water. 

Th e landscape along the southern Brazilian and 

Uruguayan coast is of low undulating hills.

Yes, less dramatic but, in its own way, equally 

beautiful. I had been surprised at the relative 

strength of winds that meant we had enjoyed 

great sailing for more than 1,000 miles, and very 

little motoring. It had been a brilliant cruise. 

Tim’s account of their trip to Uruguay is adapted 

from his blog, which can be found at:

www.blog.mailasail.com/mina2

“We had en joyed grea t sa ilin g for more tha n

1,000 miles, a nd ver y little motorin g. It had

been a bril lia n t cru is e.”
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OYSTER BROKERAGE 

AUTUMN BOAT SHOW
Saxon Wharf, Southampton – 16-25 September 2011

Oyster Brokerage off ers a wide range of luxury pre-owned Oyster yachts. 

Don’t miss the annual Oyster Brokerage Autumn Boat Show which runs at 

the same time as the PSP Southampton Boat Show.

Saxon Wharf, Lower Brook Street, Southampton, SO14 5QF. 

16-25 September 2011, 10.00-18.00 daily.

Also on berths M338 and M340 at the PSP Southampton Boat Show
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O Y S T E R  B R O K E R A G E  –  T H E  S P E C I A L I S T S  I N  P R E - O W N E D  O Y S T E R  Y A C H T S

2006 Oyster 46 Tramp

Tramp is a great example of the Oyster 46. She is 

extremely well-maintained, and perfectly suited to 

short-handed long distance sailing. Her beautiful maple 

interior enhances the light and airy saloon. Owner is 

making way for a larger Oyster so keen to sell. 

£435,000 VAT paid
Lying: UK East Coast

1999 Oyster 42 Alpina

Th e Oyster 42 is a compact but well-appointed and 

capable cruising yacht. Th e forward owner’s cabin with 

en suite is huge and very comfortable. Th e cockpit is 

also very large for a 42ft  yacht. Alpina is a beautiful, 

well-maintained yacht. 

£195,000 VAT paid
Lying: Oyster UK

1999 Oyster 485 Sound of Breagha

Sound of Breagha is a wonderful example of a yacht 

which has received great maintenance, love and care. 

She is a very capable cruising yacht, easy to handle, 

and very rewarding to sail. Th e equipment list is very 

high. Owner is selling to upgrade to a larger Oyster.

£350,000 VAT paid
Lying: East Med

Please see our website for the full range of yachts available through Oyster Brokerage.

Oyster Brokerage Ltd: Fox’s Marina  Ipswich  Suff olk  IP2 8SA  UK

T: +44 (0)1473 695100  F: +44 (0)1473 695120  E: brokerage@oystermarine.com

Oyster Brokerage USA: Newport Shipyard  One Washington Street  Newport  RI 02840  USA

T: +1 401 846 7400  F: +1 401 846 7483  E: info@oystermarine.com

SAIL | BROKERAGE | CHARTER | REFIT

www.oysterbrokerage.com

2007 Oyster 655 Acheron

Beautiful Oyster 655 with eight berths in four cabins. 

She benefi ts from a hydraulic in-mast furling mainsail, 

cutter rig complete with twin hydraulic furling systems 

for both head sails. A very easily handled yacht that has 

been skipper maintained since her launch in 2007.

£1,790,000 VAT Paid 
Lying: West Med

2002 Oyster 62 Golden Gate 

Th is Oyster 62 excelled herself at the 2007 

Oyster Regatta in Valencia winning overall in Class 1 

and Concours d’Elégance Trophy. An exceptional 

example of this powerful, but easily handled, 

world cruiser.

£1,195,000 VAT Paid
Lying: Newport, RI. USA

2005 Oyster 72 Spirit of Montpelier

Originally specifi ed for the Chairman of Oyster, this is 

a very special high performance 72. Her fully battened 

mainsail and barely overlapping jib, cored interior 

joinery and soles and deep keel make her hard to beat. 

She retains comfortable cabins with a luxurious feel.

£2,000,000 ex VAT
Lying: West Med

2009 Oyster 54 Love

Love is only the second Oyster 54 to hit the brokerage 

market. She has a fast hull, great living space and 

incorporates Oyster’s latest design and technology. 

Naturally Love has been well looked aft er and is only 

for sale to make way for the owner’s brand new Oyster.

£775,000 ex VAT
Lying: West Med

2007 Oyster 53 Golden Pearl

Th e g5 deck design of this Oyster 53 gives a sleek and 

modern look. Fully equipped with all the mod cons for 

long distance cruising, with an interior fi nished in classic 

teak for a warm and traditional feel. Accommodation for 

eight in four separate luxurious cabins, plus the saloon. 

£590,000 ex VAT
Lying: Oyster UK

2005 Oyster 49 Autumn Dream

Autumn Dream is a stunning Oyster 49 fi nished with 

beautiful dark blue topsides. American light oak joinery 

provides a light and airy interior. Her extensive equipment 

list ensures ease of handling and superb performance. 

She has benefi ted from an ongoing care programme.

£495,000 VAT Paid
Lying: UK South East Coast

NEW LISTING

NEW LISTING

NEW LISTINGNEW LISTING

Sistership

Sistership
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T H E  F R E N C H  P O L Y N E S I A N  I S L A N D S  T O  V A N U A T U

S O U T H  W E S T  P A C I F I C

with the wind... 
GONE



W H I T E - S A N D  B E A C H E S ,  V I B R A N T  M A R I N E  L I F E , 

L U S H  V O L C A N I C  P E A K S  A N D  A  C O L O U R F U L  H I S T O R Y . 

T H E  W O R L D  A R C  R A L LY  F I N D S  I T S E L F  I N  P A C I F I C  P A R A D I S E .

THE MARQUESAS ISL ANDS

As part of the World ARC rally fl eet we enjoyed a period 

of free cruising during our visit to the French Polynesian 

Islands. For us, that was from the date of our arrival in 

Porto Ayora, Hiva Oa, on the 24th March 2010 until we all 

gathered ready to leave Bora Bora on the 13th May 2010. 

Th e Marquesas Islands are truly beautiful and, bizarrely, 

one of our lasting memories of the area are the cocks 

crowing all night, every night, Th ey became part of our 

daily choir in the background and, on land, they run wild all 

over these beautifully maintained and manicured islands.

We spent a few days exploring the Island of Hiva Oa 

and visiting all the sacrifi cial sites, where they buried the 

skulls of their human prey or sacrifi ces amongst the 

roots of the adjacent Banyan trees. We also visited Paul 

Gauguin’s House and Museum and had dinner at the 

French operated Hanakee Pearl Lodge Hotel.
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A few days later, we headed 42 miles southeast to 

Fatu Hiva. We had a great sail, a very stiff  breeze on 

the port side made for a very diff erent type of sailing 

to what we had become used to. We dropped anchor 

in ‘Th e Bay of Virgins’, a famously beautiful anchorage. 

A small group of us from four diff erent yachts booked 

dinner ashore, in what turned out to be a family home 

and one of the more interesting meals we experienced 

anywhere on the trip. Most of the food was raw marinated 

fi sh in coconut oil, with a variety of locally grown fruits, 

including the famous ‘bread fruit’. When dinner was 

fi nished, the owner, his wife and their children brought 

out their guitars and, with some of our own guitar players, 

gave us a great night’s entertainment. Refreshments 

consisted of homemade juices – no alcohol. It was 

defi nitely a night to remember.

Th ree days later, we set sail again, north this time to Tahuata 

where we spent one night before moving on to Ua Pou, 

a very mountainous island, which proved to be very 

diff erent to the others in the group. It was Easter when 

we arrived and the churches of all denominations were 

clearly trying to out do each other when it came to church 

décor and singing. Th e choirs were simply wonderful! 

We discovered that church music and choirs got bigger 

and better as we sailed west through all the diff erent 

islands throughout the Pacifi c. If these choirs represent 

a taste of ‘Heaven’ then we want to go there, but just

not right now...

Aft er three nights in Ua Pou we headed north again to 

Nuka Hiva, this is one of the designated islands for 

clearing in or out of the Marquesas Islands, and as we 

were about to head southwest to the Tuamotus Islands, 

we needed clearance and to fi ll up with diesel.

We spent a relaxing few days in Nuka Hiva and eventually 

sailed south on the 8th April. Th e weather for our three 

days at sea was simply perfect with a very light south 

easterly breeze and fl at sea. We slept on deck most 

nights and enjoyed gazing at all those twinkling little 

stars dancing out all night especially for us (well that’s 

what we thought at the time).

TUAMOTU ISLANDS 

We had never heard of these islands or ‘archipelago’ 

(a total of 76 atolls or islands) until we arrived in the 

Marquesas Islands. We soon discovered that they are 

beautiful and well worth a visit. 

Th e fi rst island we chose to explore was Manihi. However, 

the cruising guides that we read on the way there very 

nearly put us off . Th e book said that the sand bar at the 

entrance was only 2 metres deep (we draw 2.5 metres) 

and the current through the narrow entrance was so 

strong that most yachts would not get inside the lagoon. 

However, we never had less than 2.5 metres under our 

keel and the maximum current we encountered was a 

mere 3 knots as we sailed into the lagoon before rolling 

up the sails. And, what an experience! Th is huge coral 

reef, covered in palm trees surrounding a big lagoon 

was just perfect. We motored over and dropped anchor 

outside the ‘Manihi Pearl Beach Resort’ where all the 

guest rooms stand on stilts in the deep blue waters of 

the lagoon. We really felt we had arrived in paradise. 

We had a number of cruising guides on board for the 

Pacifi c and the other oceans we planned to cross, but 

the Pacifi c in particular, as this was our fi rst long distance 

trip and in some respects was a venture into the 
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unknown for us. Th e books were a great support, but 

you have to make up your own mind about what to do 

and where to go. If we had taken the advice of the 

cruising guides, we would never have gone near Manihi 

and would have missed a near perfect paradise. Another 

thing the guides implied was that we would be devoured 

by mosquitoes and sand fl ies if we went ashore. In fact 

we hardly came across any of these pests and certainly 

not enough to bother us... if you want to see mosquitoes, 

then take a trip to Scotland in the autumn!

Everyday we went swimming in paradise, always being 

mindful of the strong currents that fl ow through all these 

atolls. Th e coral heads were great for snorkelling and 

there were plenty of these, usually surrounded by 

hundreds of beautifully coloured fi sh. However, great 

care needed to be taken to avoid getting the anchor 

stuck in one.

Our next stop was Rangiroa, another paradise where 

Donal and I took diving lessons. One evening we went 

ashore with some crews from some of the other rally 

yachts ashore, to a restaurant called ‘Les Relais de 

Josephine’, where we enjoyed an excellent meal of crab 

and lobster. However, it was as expensive as eating out 

in London. In fact, the whole of the French Polynesian 

Islands were very expensive. No wonder nearly all the 

cars on the islands are brand new!

From Rangiroa, we sailed 45 miles or so south in a very 

fresh breeze to the Island of Tikehau. Navigating our 

way through Tikehau was tricky with all the shallow corals, 

but they had plenty of markers, which made life much 

easier. We eventually dropped anchor at dusk and 

admired the beautiful pink beach of Tikehau Pearl Lodge. 

We spent two nights at Tikehau, before sailing southwest 

to Papeete, the capital of Tahiti and a mere 188 miles away. 

We had 25 knots of wind on our port beam and it was 

a sheer pleasure to sit on the transom seat and soak up 

the silent power of our beautiful boat as she surged 

through the seas, with only the sound of the babbling 

water as it rushed out from under the transom. 

Papeete was the same as any other capital, but nonetheless, 

very enjoyable. We spent a couple of weeks in Tahiti 

whilst the boat was lift ed out, cleaned and antifouled. 

Donal looked aft er this task while Aileen and I spent a 

wonderful weekend in the Hilton Hotel on the adjoining 

island of Morea. A wonderful lush green paradise island 

that I would highly recommend.

It is worth mentioning that Aileen and I chartered a boat 

roughly 14 years ago and sailed around the Society 

Islands, therefore it was interesting to look at all the 

changes that have taken place since then. Back then we 

had felt it was the most expensive place in the world, 

now it is only as expensive as London or Paris!

We departed Tahiti and sailed overnight to Raiatea, 

where we had entered A Lady in the Tahiti Pearl Regatta. 

Th e place was buzzing, full of excitement for the event. 

Unfortunately, a local boat, on loan to some French 

sailors for the event, caused some damage to A Lady, 

however this didn’t dampen our spirits and we enjoyed 

the few days racing and the prize-giving in Bora Bora.

We sailed onto Rarotonga in the Cook Islands and then 

to Niue. Th e one thing that will stick in our minds about 

Niue were the nights, the starry nights in the Pacifi c 

were spectacular, and in particular the Milky Way which 

was always a pleasure to study. On the way to Niue 

we had a full moon which shone down the mast like 

champagne fi zzing down the side of a glass. 

Niue was very interesting in that there was only a pier 

sticking out into the bay, so when we went ashore in the 

RIB, we had to use the crane on the pier to lift  the RIB 

out of the water while we explored this interesting 

island. We enjoyed our brief stay, where we even 

managed a game of golf on what must have been the 

roughest golf course in the world! We also had some 

interesting food here, mostly marinated raw fi sh, it all 

tasted great and was really healthy, however we were 

disappointed to learn that these people do not live any 

longer than us Europeans, so much for a healthy diet!

“It was a sheer pleasure to sit on the 

transom seat and soak up the silent 

power of our beautiful boat as she 

surged through the seas”
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On the 4th June we arrived in Vava’u (Tonga) a perfect 

spinnaker run all the way. Our fi rst impressions of the main 

island... a very poor place and very untidy in comparison 

to the French Polynesian Islands or the Cook Islands. 

Th e island was the fi rst place we saw fruit bats, although 

they looked more like fl ying cats than bats and it was 

fascinating to watch them devour the fruit. Th is was one 

of the best cruising grounds we ever sailed, a sailor’s 

paradise, hundreds of small sandy islands surrounded by 

coral reefs, which made them very attractive anchorages 

for swimming, diving, snorkeling and generally relaxing. 

Of course, we had to be extra careful with navigation, 

as well as being a sailor’s paradise, it could easily turn 

into a sailor’s nightmare if one hit one of the thousands 

of corals scattered throughout the islands.

We spent about 10 days in Vava’u and in some respects 

this was just not enough, however we did manage to 

stay overnight at six diff erent islands or locations, and 

we only explored a small portion of this beautiful place. 

Th ere was always a lovely cool trade wind blowing about 

20-25 knots day and night across and through the boat. 

Snorkelling in the corals here could be compared to 

fl oating through Gaudi’s cathedral in Barcelona in a 

vacuum… the gleaming and colourful corals, all set close 

to the surface in Prussian blue warm water, with all 

diff erent chambers of various sizes, together with 

thousands of equally colourful fi sh. 

We sadly had to say goodbye to this wonderful 

place and headed northwest towards Fiji, a distance of 

420 miles, the sailing was great as usual as we scooted 

along our merry way. However, we did get a fright early 

one morning as dawn broke, we could see the hulk of a 

ship sitting almost in front of us. It soon became obvious 

that this ship was sitting on a reef and, as we were 

sailing close by, we made a few alterations to the course 

to avoid meeting with the same fate. Th ey say about Fiji, 

that there are two types of boats here, the ones that hit 

a reef and sink, and the ones that are about to hit a reef 

and sink!

Th e entrance to Savu Savu (the island we selected for 

our inward clearances) was very narrow and through 

a right angle bend surrounded by coral reefs on all 

sides. It was 22.00, pitch black with 46 knots blowing 

up our transom and breaking waves running along 

the decks.

Everyone on board loved the excitement, except the 

skipper, who was having a nervous breakdown. We 

relied totally on the E120 and sure enough we got into 

the lagoon without a hitch. 

Eventually, as always, things have to come to an end and 

so the fl eet of 23 rally yachts set sail westwards towards

a small island called Tanna in Vanuatu. Th is little island has 

one of the few live and active volcanoes in the world and, 

of course, we all had to go there at dusk one evening to 

view the fi reworks for ourselves – spectacular!  

Th e island was very defi nitely the poorest place we visited. 

We had a meal ashore one night, the food was the usual 

raw marinated fi sh, but this time it was served on 

banana leaves as plates and we used our fi ngers to do 

the eating. Dinner cost about one Euro each. It was so 

diff erent, that we really enjoyed the whole experience, 

before being led back the two miles to the harbour 

through the jungle by locals carrying fl aming torches to 

light the way.

From Tanna, we sailed north to Port Villa. Th is seemed a 

popular spot and has the world’s only underwater post 

offi  ce, (or rather a letterbox). We visited some beautiful 

resorts and restaurants here and fattened ourselves up 

ready for the next leg to Australia, a 1,200-mile trip. 
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YOU ARE NOW PRECISELY ONE 

MILLION MILES AWAY FROM WORK.

Where will your imagination take you? To the end of the boardroom table? Or to the 

place of your dreams? Of course, how you get there is important. Perhaps you should 

consider one of the world’s fi nest yachts with proven performance and an unsurpassed 

build quality, designed to take you as far away from routine as possible. 

For more information please email molly.marston@oystermarine.com or visit us online.

SAIL | BROKERAGE | CHARTER | REFIT

www.oystercharter.com
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On their way...

Another new yacht planned with

a circumnavigation in mind, 

Sophistikate is Richard and Angela 

Parkinson’s second new Oyster, 

replacing their Oyster 46 of the 

same name. 

Th ey will cross the Atlantic with the 

2011 ARC followed by a season in the 

Caribbean, before joining the Oyster 

World Rally fl eet, which will depart 

the Caribbean in January 2013. Fitted 

out in a very pale American Oak, 

Sophistikate has all the essentials 

required for a world cruise, including 

air-conditioning, watermaker and 

heating, plus a few luxuries such as 

an icemaker, dishwasher, underwater 

camera and lighting. 

Sophistikate has been built to an 

exceptionally high specifi cation and 

her owners took a great deal of 

interest in the build process and 

visited the yard many times during 

her build. She was on display at 

Oyster’s Private View in St Katharine 

Docks, where she was much admired.

Oyster 575 Sophistikate

Owners Tony and Rachel Whitby have owned 

many yachts, their most recent being a 72' 

Sunseeker, which was the inspiration behind 

some of the detailing to be found on Rachel, in 

particular the blue spreader and cockpit lights, 

that really give the yacht a ‘wow’ factor. Equally 

striking is her bespoke interior. Styled by ‘Design 

Oyster 625 Rachel of London

Interiors’ a company Tony has worked with on 

many of his property developments, their expertise 

has resulted in a stunning Maple and Teak interior 

with plush leather upholstery and luxurious soft  

furnishings. With her sleek grey painted hull, 

chrome lines and black mast, Rachel really is

a ‘super’ yacht in every sense of the word. 

Th e Oyster 575 Patrice is Joan and Ian Menzies’s 

fi rst Oyster, and will be based in Largs on 

Scotland’s west coast. Th eir berth in Largs is very 

tight, so Ian opted for a retractable stern thruster 

as well as the standard bowthruster, making 

manoeuvring simple. Patrice is also unusual in that 

she has hydraulic primary and mainsheet winches. 

Oyster 575 Patrice

With some of the most beautiful cruising grounds 

anywhere in the world right on their doorstep, 

Patrice will mainly be used for cruising around the 

Firth of Clyde and surrounding Lochs, with some 

longer passages planned to the Outer Hebrides 

and Norway.

Oyster 72 Infiniti 

Owned by Ken and Diana Randall, Infi niti was 

on show at the Oyster Private View in London. 

Her already beautiful interior was styled and 

accessorised specially for the event by the 

Interior Design Studio at Harrods and was 

much admired by visitors to the show.

Following the show, Infi niti completed handover 

in Cherbourg before heading to the Mediterranean. 

She will make her fi rst transatlantic crossing in 

the autumn and will spend the winter cruising in 

the Caribbean.
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Oyster 82 Mathilda Sound
Th e new Oyster 82, Mathilda Sound, departed 

Oyster’s Ipswich HQ for Malta with Will White 

from Oyster’s US offi  ce on board as part of her 

delivery crew. Mathilda Sound has a Maple 

interior with Walnut soles and dark brown leather 

upholstery. With her dark blue hull she is a really 

stunning and contemporary new yacht. 

Oyster 575 
Serendipity
Serendipity is owned 

by David Caukill and 

is his second new 

Oyster, his fi rst being 

an Oyster 46 of the 

same name. David 

will keep Serendipity 

on the south coast 

before heading south 

to the Canaries 

where she will be 

based until the start 

of the 2011 ARC.

Following a season 

in the Caribbean, 

Serendipity will slowly make her way across the 

Pacifi c to New Zealand where she will join the 

Oyster World Rally fl eet for the second leg of 

the circumnavigation back to the Caribbean via

South Africa and South America.

R e c e n t l y  l a u n c h e d  O y s t e r s

Th e fi rst of the new Oyster 625s was launched in fi ne style 

during a party at Oyster’s annual Private View, held at 

St Katharine Docks in London. On a beautiful spring evening, 

owner John Bowley, for whom the new 625, Blue Jeannie,

is his second Oyster, carried out the formalities with the 

traditional smashing of a bottle of champagne on her bow, 

assisted by his parents and family. Also present was Oyster 625 

designer Rob Humphreys and his wife Jo, who had styled the 

interior furnishings. Now on her way to the Mediterranean, 

Blue Jeannie has a busy charter season ahead of her, before 

she is displayed at the Cannes and Genoa Boats Shows. 

Blue Jeannie is available for charter from Oyster Charter. 

For more information please contact Molly Marston at

molly.marston@oystermarine.com

Oyster 625 Blue Jeannie 

O N  T H E I R  W A Y

Oyster 46 Callisto
Callisto is the fi rst Oyster to be owned by the 

Voigt-Firon family from Austria, having previously 

owned a Halberg Rassy 43. Th e boat set sail 

from Ipswich to sail around the west coast of 

England and up to Scotland with Oyster’s Senior 

Commissioner, Mick Hart, on board as skipper. 

Th e family are looking forward to joining the 

Oyster World Rally fl eet in 2013, once they have 

gained more experience with their new yacht. 

Callisto is another superb example of 

an Oyster 46, with a beautiful Maple interior. 
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We are grateful to our marine industry suppliers for not only helping us 

to build great yachts but also for supporting our events and regattas. 

Bespoke quality sails and 

canvas work, UK manufactured.

Matthew Vincent

T: +44 (0)1255 243 366

E: sails@dolphin-sails.com

www.dolphinsails.com

Performance Masts, 

Engineered to Perfection.

T: +31 (0) 527 29 1989 

E: info@formula-marine.com

www.formula-marine.com

Leading sailboat and 

powerboat hardware supplier 

for the leisure marine industry.

Roger Cerrato

T: +44 (0)23 9247 1841

E: rcerrato@lewmar.com

www.lewmar.com

Th e world’s leading 

manufacturer in recreational 

marine electronics.

Andy Davies

T: +44 (0)23 9271 4700

E: andy.davies@raymarine.com

www.raymarine.com

Truly global satellite tracking

for yachts and yacht races.

T: +44 (0)845 619 8252

E: sales@yellowbrick-tracking.com

www.yellowbrick-tracking.com

Th e world leading provider 

of sailing clothing.

Alistair Munro

T: +44 (0)203 479 4615 

E: alistair@musto.com

www.musto.com

Optimal coverage for your yacht, 

your assets and your paid crew.

John McCurdy, OBE

T: +44 (0)1752 223 656

E: info@pantaenius.co.uk

www.pantaenius.co.uk

International yacht consultants 

specialising in yacht management.

Declan O’Sullivan

T: +44 (0)1624 819 867

E: dos@pelagosyachts.com

www.pelagosyachts.com

Reefi ng systems 

and hydraulics.

Marcus Schuldt 

T: +49 (0)41 013 849 27

E: m.schuldt@reckmann.com

www.reckmann.com



Oyster Marine Ltd

Tel: +44 (0)1473 688 888

Sales Team: Tel: +44 (0)1473 695 005

Customer Support: Tel: +44 (0)1473 690 198

Email: yachts@oystermarine.com

 www.oystermarine.com

Oyster Marine USA

Oyster Brokerage USA

Tel: +1 401 846 7400

Email: info@oystermarine.com

www.oystermarine.com

Oyster Marine Germany

Tel: +49 40 644 008 80

Email: yachten@oystermarine.com

www.oystermarine.de

Oyster Representatives 

Oyster Marine in Asia

Bart Kimman

Tel: +852 2815 0404

Email: bart.kimman@oystermarine.com

Oyster Marine in Australia 

Michael Bell

Tel: +61 (0)2 9997 7133

Email: michael.bell@oystermarine.com

Oyster Marine in Russia

Oscar Konyukhov

Tel: +7 925 771 29 91

Email: oscar.konyukhov@oystermarine.com

Oyster Marine in Ukraine

Alex Krykanyuk

Tel: +38 (0)512 580 540

Email: alex.krykanyuk@oystermarine.com

Oyster Charter

Tel: +1 401 846 7400

Email: molly.marston@oystermarine.com

www.oystercharter.com

Oyster Brokerage Ltd 

Tel: +44 (0)1473 695 100

Email: brokerage@oystermarine.com

www.oysterbrokerage.com

Southampton Yacht Services Ltd

Saxon Wharf, Lower York Street,

Northam, Southampton, SO14 5QF  UK

Tel: +44 (0)23 8033 5266

Fax: +44 (0)23 8063 4275

Email: sales@southamptonyachtservices.co.uk

www.southamptonyachtservices.co.uk
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