Words and Photos
By Tor Johnson
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An Oceani'Voyage in Search of Surf

powerlul Atantic gale was raging on the

Fortuguese coasl, and we were pinned

aboard our sailboat Heron in the southern

harbour of Sines, Wild, breaking seas

expladed omo, and rigln over the wp, ol
the jetty. Heron, docked just on the land side, was bathed in
whitewater every fow minutes when set waves broke over the
tap. Unfortunately the jety was so short that Q barely

sheltered us,

and each wave, after pummelling the jeny, would
then wrap around the end of the wirapods, right into the
Barhaur, The surge was so heavy that the boas jerked against
the dock lines like a mad daog on a chain, and my crew, Yoshi
and 1 could barely stand up in the cabin below,

Unable, and detinirely unsvilling, to start our Atlante
crossing in this weather, we were prisoners in the boat. Surfing
was oul of the question = incessant gales had been wirning the

waves into an onshore mess for weeks — and we were going

SUr crazy. 1 |'|:|.1||j' decided 1o o osicle, Jusl 10 et ofl the
baosat. 1 swived up in i:l'.!'l"‘l weather gear, aimed a carelul jurmp

hetween SUTRES, and landed on the dock -\a!t-hl,, Then [ =et out

lor a walk, or rather a lean agalnst the wind, on the Jeiy. On
the exposed wop of the breakwall, the raging sea outside was a
truly impressive sight. | peered over a rock and wate hed the
acean heave furiously against the concrete with a |Ii||'||l in my
thraat, leeling small and very glad 1 wasn't our there,

As T started back, | noticed that one |larluu|.u spot
seemed to be petting the brunt of the waves, Thick, double
overhead shorepound waves Tocused against the steep wall aof
terrapods, blasting right over the top and across inta the

re, bent

the blowing mist, | saw a lone fig

marina. Throu
against the wind, walking straight to that very spot,
“This shonld be fun,” 1 thought with a grin,

Then, “Who is that idiot? He's gonna get himsell killed?”

Concern for the gy wrestled with a twisted desire o see



Iiane get bowled head aver heels.

Shit, 1 might have o rescue him,' 1 thought, suddenly
nervous, Just then a wave wc'd:.:rd r’iﬂhl in front of the 2,
heaved itsell inte a twisted, foamy, double-thick lip, then
threw itself onto the jetty as il w shake it loose. He just stood
in the iulh of the white water, l;1'1'n'|||'|j:|}' oblivious, and
disappeared as the foam engulfed him.

“What's wrong with these Portuguese?” I thougln,
breaking into a run toward the scene, The spray cleared, and
there he was, somelow stll standing in nearly the same place

As | gol closer, 1 realised il was 1y Crew, Yoslui.

Yosht is a [apanese American boddy of mine with whom
['ve survived ocean crossings, big wave sessions, and even the
pecasional dangerous nighteluly, Yoshi admitved over hot
whiskey later on that he 100 had goten a bit stir crazy on the
boat and gone out for a bit of thrill seeking

"No kg deal,” was how he described i
was a week or two before he adomned chat he
lacdn 't really counted on that wave being quite
arr big, and another week belore he admitied

he'd aceually been scared shitless,

THE GENESIS
his whole trip came aboul when my father,
T,. A veleran H..'IlllIT \\'hil ll.'|'\. W Hli}: e ‘1JI|.
out of his socks than 've ever seen, started
talking abow sailing his 48" Swedish-buil
sadlboat, currendy in England, 1w the Caribbean.

"I peally Tike twe sail in Cuba, but that's a
long trip. 1 don't have the time to sail all the
way across the Atlantic right now...", he saudl.

"Hey, I'll sail it across!™ I impulsively
volunteered, visions of exotic surl in Madeira,
the Canaries, and the Cabo Yerde Islands recling
in ]||:|' 13]'|Ii|'|.

Offshere sailing 15 a bit like riding big sorf
~ you take your lile in your hands every time
o o oun, There's one big diflerence though:
your don’t get to paddle in when you ger tired,
cold, and hungry. With sailing you have o live
with the ocean in all its moods, no maner what the
conditions. When nighrt falls and e last surfer bas left the
water for a pood dinner and a solid bed, the you are sl owm
there, clinging 1o a pitching deck, peering at the clouds [ying
by the moon, worrying about a million things thar might go
wrong, You keep thinking of the thin skin of fibreglass
separating you from thousands of miles of unforgiving ocean,
As captain, your life and those of the crew might acially
:]:_-|w||:é!. on a decision you make in some cold and tired,
seasick moment [ar oul at sea.

Although 1 had sailed across the Alamtic and the Pacific
several times, and 1 was in no way new o salling, this would
e my first ocean crossing as captain, 1o would be a huge
responsibiliy for me. My Tiest job was o round up a crew. Of

course, they'd have o be surfers,

HERON'S CREW
oshi (the "thrillseeker” ), my roommate i Hawaii, and

" longtime surfing buddy, was the abvious first choice,
Yoshi always dreamit of crossing an ocean by sail, but he was
absolutely wrrified of being run over a big ship. This was
mainly becanse he'd recently read the tragic true story by a
waman who had lost her whole family when their yaclhn was
run dawn h!. a Korean '1|It|i in a storm oll New Zealand. The
crew of the ship that ran them down had turned back, peered
dow at the family elinging e the wreckage, then just leh
theny there to die, The worman eventaally washed ashore, e
only survivor Yoshi was sooscared by the story that he kept a
Naweless watch. | knew | could sleep well with Yoshi on deck

and as i happened, Yoshi was fiest o sight nearly every ship

wie encountered

1 still needed two more crew, but it was surprisingly dillicult 1o
find them, Surfers constantly tell me that they've “always
wanted” o make a trip like this one, but when given the
chance, they change their tune w: "Maybe someday Twill..”

I asked everyone | could chink of, but none were able 1o
just drog everything and leave for an indefinite length ol time,
That is, T asked everyone 1 thought T could trust with my life,
and ger along with in the confined space of a narrow cabin
for months, which wasn't really that many people

Finally, another one of my Japanese friends agreed 1o go. 1
met Takn many years hack while sailing i Japan. A great cook,
lisherman, competent mechanic, and generally a good guy,
Taku was excellent crew, The anly negative thing you could say
ahour Taku s that he is a pootyloot

Faku wanted to bring a friend, Yasu Kujiral along. In
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fapan, Yasu is a lifesaver’, He competes in lifesaving
competitions, the paddling, running, swimming and beach
games so popular in Avstralia, which have caught on in Japan.
Despite has occupation, Yasu has never Felr at ease (n the ocean.
On a recent surf trip, Yasu told Taku that he wanted 10 become
“real waterman”. Yasu explained tha in Japan, lifesavers don’t
actally go in the water when conditions ger challenging,
When the beaches are closed due 10 big swell from a typhoon,
lilesavers will actually wait on the beach for surfers 1o bring a
victim an, This ol course gets them very linde respect from
surlers, As a veteran surfer, Tako told Yasu that {1 e really
wanted to become a true watermen, he should learn 1o sail, As

the great Hawaiian waterman Duke Kahanamoku said, the tooe

surfer must swim, |1.'de e, and praciise all ocean sporls in

order to learn all he can about the sea. 5o it was really for

Yasu's own sake that Taku suggested he go with us, "Wha

e

better way 10 become a waterman?" Taku said. Yasu
immediately agreed o go, although he had no idea what he
was gelting into,

By the time the eotire crew linally came 1opether, Yoshi

and | had managed 10 escape the dangerous harbour an Sines

between gales, and had sailed the boar down 1o Lagos, Turther

south on Portugal’s Atlantic coast This was 1o be our jumping-

aff point out into the Atlanuce, for the four or lve-day
shakedown sail across w Madeira, By this time (0was e
December, late in one of the stormiest winters any of the local
surfers could remember, and unforiunately we were lar

enough north 1o be in the path of te huge low pressure

systetns that had been pelting the coast all winter. We waitec
{or our chanee o make a dash across o Madeira.

During one valn aempt 1o catch a few waves in the cold
Porteguese water, we ran into Flavio and Carlos {rom the

I, when the locals heard

Escola de Surf an Sio Torpes. As
that we live in Hawall, they eagerly began asking questions;

"lohnnic Boy Gomes is Portuguese, no?"

"Yeah, sure, there are lots of Portupuese in Hawaii"

I stopped mysell from welling any of the "Portgee” jokes
se conmimaon in Hawaii,

[odo the bodyboarder turned e me with a ‘1""|'- piercing,
serious Lating look, "S0," he said, "What abowt Femme Nu?

Femme Nu s a famous sirip club in Honclulo, 1 hadn's
realised it was famous i Sines

Carlos ook us 1o a spot called Poctinhe do Canal, where
we struggled with o gudess rigln poim wave called Barijues,
which Carlos assured vs was really an incredible wave. For us,
the best part of the sesston was the restaurant on the ciff

overlooking the lne-up. We feasied on a Paclla-like seafood

dish washed down with local vine verde, then stumbled, surled
ot ane contented, into Carlos’s Mitsublshi Pajero for the off

road ride home, | asked Carlos why Porwagal is statistically the

most dangerons country in Europe o drive in. Carlos said

defensively, "We have good dreivers. It is dangerons because we
Dave had jouds, that is why" He then proceeded o
blaze back to wown v alarming speeds on the
rough dire track, cruelly jostling the paella and
wine in our protesting bellies,

AT SEA

nowing 1'd be responsible for the boat and
!'<1 he lives of everyone init, | was fairly
nervous, A saley old sailor named Ed, whe had
Pecen around the world several times, wold us his
horeor story of how the wind had died while he
was crossing from Burope toe the Caribbean, Fe
spent ity even days at sea, about theee times what
he'd planned for, The food ran ou, the crew was
reacly to muting, and they barely made it to
lanel,

Determined-that this would never happen
o us, we loaded the boar with enough supplies
for several months, We beat a new Silk Road
with caravans of shopping carts 1o and [rom the
supertarker. We waited for a weather window,
catching a few surls when it wasn't blown o
shreds, biding our time and lixing everyithing
that needed it We were ready to leave.
Eventually, we saw what appearcd o be the gap
in the storms, s0 we set out for Madeira on a
solid high pressure system,

Wi had surled small waves at Burope’s westernmost
paint, Cabo Sio Vicente and now we yelled goodbye as i shid
past the rail. But as soon as we left the shelter of the point, the

wind began coming on strong. Squalls threw the boat hard on

her side and wirned the warer white around us. Apparently
stormy Portngal wasn't letting us go casily. Since this was the

first aeean crossing for everyone except me, the hoys



155 this

, thinking

miscrably accepied the rough con
must be sailing.. . We blasted violemly through the seas, the

boat jolting as we hit the waves, The wind continued 1o

increase, and one by one the boys began losing it over the rail

I went Delow o plot a course on the char. Suddenly 1 realised

1 was seasick |'|<':.'-:||||| |i-:||‘u, and bolted for the rail, barely
imaking i time, [Cwas the fest tme Ud been so sick in
thirty years of sailing 1 decided 10 Blame it on the stress of
being in charge

The high pressure was fallowed na few days by a storm

froomt, The seas pot even rougher, Waves theew Heon down hard
5 =

wer side, burying the rail and the boards la

knew that il the lashings broke, there would be no way we
could turn around and get the boards. We rolled cur sails
dhowen unnl they were handkerchiefs, and even then had oo
much sail up

Tt ot so rough that itowas difficalt to do anytling ar all
o get an idea of what it's like to live in these conditions,
:_un\.;(|r| Iin' |1.{il'\t iu'u'-\-u'.f. - I:ht' *-\.i.l‘.1|‘||| acl ol I[ri.r'l.'l“ll:_'.
Several times a day, vou are [aced with a difficult choice: risk
your lite at the rail, o a0 Jelowee, Om deck, the clear air Ll'l'|!\

the ever-present nansea at bay, Bul there is the risk of getting

washed owverboard as you hold on with one
land, dangling and swaying precariously over
the abwss, as the boat bucks like a thing
possessed. More sailors have been los

urinating than in any other way. The wind

tends wo blow the stream all over you as you
pee, werting you down the front,

The saler option is 10 go below, where in
closed quarters the smell of the toilet and the
dhiesel makes one leel even more seasick and
cliscriented, There you atempt to aim a

snaking stream somewhere near the toeilel

while getting thrown from one side of the head 10 the
Chances are you will pee on yoursell anyway.,

Cooking and sleeping are just as hard. Anything you set
down will slide away on the next roll of the boat, Sleeping

isen’l vasy when you are rolling Trom ane side of the hunk 1o

e ather, but i you've been up hall the night standing warch,

v e 5o tired that you manage to sleep anyway

So much for the glamorous sailing life
Suddenly the front passed and the wind dicd, leaving us

in a large, steep, and conlused sea with only scraps up o
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sails, Without the steadying force of the
wind, we rolled like a pig on drogs.
Cabin lockers flew Open as we i‘li[l hed

in the sea. Our entire CD collection

ejected Trom the lockers. Great
Composers ay im scandalous iulxli_lll'lt.
with Mixed Female and Male Vocalists
Rob Marley lay I|l,',;,ll|.,l| with Sade and
Tina Turner {the | l';:r'llll would
probably have loved ).

Yasu spewed over the rail for the

wenth time, then turned to e and sad,

"1I'm hungry!™ Yasu was the only

person 1 have known who could keep
lyis appetite when violently seasick. Actually, there was nathing
M ) | i

that could make Yasu lose lis appetite, Tasu was something like

a preat white shark: a mindless eating machine. The thing that

saved us From Yasu's appetite was that Taka was an excellent
eonk and fisherman, Frery day Taku would cook enough food
loor two crews, anel Yasu would mow his way right through

alf af i Yoshi and T did our part, but i the end could only

sit and watch in awe as Yasu ate double, wiple, even quadreuple
O [HTLICHIS,

With the Taku/ Yasu combao, our lood supplies wer
already low by the tme we reached Madeira, 5o there we

[illed the boat with even greater amoums of food, One night,

after a lew beers, | announced my decision that, of the boa

were 1o sink and we ended up in the life raft, the first thing

we 't do would be 1o can Yasu

In the end it was irrelevant, since we caught so much fish

that even Yasu was permanently stuffed,

MADEIRA

% huge rainsquall obscured the sea chifls ol Madeira’s wild
f\\um[n..:-l sidde as we finally approached, tived and very
happy to see land. There was a mystical quality 1o the scene as
hlue-black clouds slowly cleared w reveal impossibly vertical,
jagged green cliffs that rise miles straight out of the sea Hoor
and up into the clouds, We tiekeed the boat into a perlect Tite
pocket barbour, beneath hills tha looked exactly leke a colder
version of leeward Oaliu,

We rented a car and sped ol o search of Madeiras fabled




surf. Mo one ever Torgews their fiest view of the northwest
coast of Madeira, It seems werrifyingly steep, and you cling
uil_luly to the wheel, atraid that one .‘il]i'.! might |1|.|||ng: v afl
the ¢lift inta the shining sea lar below, s so vertical that
waterfalls plunge from the cliffs overhead, clearing the road
anel cascading off the far side inte ablivion, Swell lnes imarch
in from the far horizon, and you can see them bend aod Tocus
on the Boulder-rock reels below. The place has a wild feel, and
the waves have the power of decp-water surck, [ ke Hawadl
without the heaches.

Something seems o auract a different breed of surter 10
Madeira, Most of the surfers we ran into were travellers who
[l come w charge big waves, As voud expect, they were
mostly mellow, T prodile goys Trom less populated places
like Morthern Calilornia and Mew Zealand, ready 1o deal with
the kind of power you find in Madeira, Everyone we mel was
willing 1o share whar Incal knowledge they ' gained of the
challenging conditions, [n Madeira, vou never know who
gl e the one o pull you o half-drowned on o huge day

One of the most talented surfers we met was a Poriugoese
puy named Billy, an absolute charger who busted such vertical
meves ot shallow waves that we were almost alvaid wo
wateh him. Billy tarned oun 1 be the best ol guys,
leading us 1o other spots on the windward side that
we'd lave had no (dea how 1o find,

W never gor to ride the huge surf thar Madeira is
famaous for, bt the smaller r1g|1t probinls were |Jt'rf'<-_'C|
form. Wae Lell fnto a pavern: dreive 1o the north share,
load our backpacks, make the long hike 10 Ponia
Pequena over rounded, ankle-busting rocks, suel our
brains out, drag our exhavsied asses back aeross the
rocks, then up the steep slope 1o town, and drive hack
o the boar, Twa swells of this and we were knackered,
so finally we decided o sen sail [ar the Canaries,

It was a cultural challenge o sail with an all
Japanese crew, When Yasu came aboard, he called me
"M, Captain, sir”, and although 1 eied several times
tor et hime to call me "Tor”, Yasu kept calling me "Mr,
Captain, sie”, right until the time he left the boat in
the Caribbean, 1 speak Japanese, having sailed o Japan
and studied the language, so naturally we spoke
e Taku and

Youlin had sailed with me in the past As the crew

Japanese. Yasu was the ‘new guy’, whi

member with the least experience, and also the
youngest by a few months, Yasu was at the hotom of
the ladder o the Japanese system, where hierarchy ls
veTY important,

Being Taku's junior, or 'Kohai’, Yaso deferred o Taku in
nearly everything, I began to wonder iF e was taking it oo
far when he asked how big 1o cut the cucumbers for the

salad for the fifth time,

CANARIAS
t turned ot that we timed our departure from Madeira
Jablnll as badly as possible. The rrade winds had just gone
away, replaced by headwinds, and we were missing a huge

new swell on i way o Madeira from the North Adantic, Bui
we were alveady behind our schedule, and Taku was ready 1o
head hone and ael back to work, He'd been |:iltl=.-' stressed out
by hours oo the internet, where insarmaountable business
problems fram home were transmitted instantly o bim like
agic, [t wasnt until we ot b the Cabo Verde Islands, where
we were nnable o get enadl, that Taku mellowed our and
really began o enjoy himself,

After a few t|.'|1l,'.t: af heacdwineds, we reached the trade wind
heli. From there, south to the Canaries and beyond, we had
steady northeast winds pushing us across the Atlantic, with
}rL-r[—'u.--_I. sailing conditions 11(‘.1rly CRETY tlay.

Several days later, the Canary Islands emerged out of a red
dawn, The windward Hl(1|1|"i af the mountains were covered in
Hufly, white trade wind clouds, with strong voleanic plains
reaching down to the sea. Cur only stop in the Canaries was
in a small fishing harbour called Tazacoree, on the high,
westernmost sland of La Palina,

The long - term swell forecast wed goten of 1 the mernet
in Madeira had a large northwest swell ALTIVING SO0, and on

the charts, Tazacorte looked perfectly sitvated ro catch it Wihae

looked like a wntalizing series of right pointbreaks lay near
the harbour, As (0 turned out, we Tound waves nearby, bt o
where I'd expected them, Explaring by dinghy, we
"discovered™ a fun litdde peak wave, which T named 'Banana’s’,

after my girlfriend Annabel's daughter Savannah and hecanse
Banana trees hung over the surrounding cliffs, While we
surfied, a beat up old car jogped up o the beach with a
surthaard an the rool The car belonged te a Basque surfer
named Juan Carlos, He told us the spot was his home break,
and was actually named ‘Los Girres”, after a type of white
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vitlvare that coce Trequented the ¢iffs here. Apparently there
are locals everywhere in the Canaries, but ar least for a linle
while, we'd thought we'd discovered a new spot,

s nearly impaossible 1w find a good harbour close 1w the
surl, and Tazacone was no exceprion. The swell found its way
into the harbor in the lorm of a pervasive surge. Our anchor
lines snapped one after another. Finally we dove down 1o the
rocks and found them covered in razor sharp mussel shells,
which were sawing right through our lines, With the swell
L and sull bailding, waves began washing over the seawall
with every set, We decided to pull up what was left of our
anchor gear and make an escape.

I rurned our we were leaving none woe soon, The middle
of the bay wirned ino a big peak, nearly closing out the
entrance as we molored AWAY, -:Iriring up over the laps of the
swells and down o the troughs.

The next four days were a downwind blast 1o the Cabo

Verde slands, surting down waves at record speeds for our

Boar, and holding cnowith Botls hands wlhen we weren't
stecring.
Surfing an ocean crifsing hoat is a strange thing, 10 not

jist a hoard, but your entive howse yon are dropping in with = all
your stufl, the refrigerator, your beds, the wilets. Standing al
the wheel, you glance behind you and pick your wave. Instead
ol paddling, you use the sails lor speed, set the stern square
against the face as the wave approaches, and drop in. At the
back of the boat you are suddenly lifted up as the bow falls
into the rough, For a second it looks like you are going o
pearl. Then the boat picks up speed, The wheel comes alive in

vour hands as the rudder, grabbing water like a fin, becomes

so sensitive that just a fick of your wrist will whip the boat
ane way or the other, The whole boat begins o hum, and you
can hear the water rushing along the planing hull. Spray lies
off as the bow throws water aside, the boat levels ou, and the
sails go loose as you begin 1o outrun the wind,

Finally the wave slopes out, and you slow down. You steer
up a bit into the wind, lind the angle that gives you the most
pewver ane specd, and laok over your shoulder for the next

steep set o drop into.

CABO VERDE ISLANDS
s were sailing almast straight south for the Calo Verde

WI-.‘].mdh. which lie only a few hundred miles off the
Sencgalese coast of Alrica. The plan was to follow the irade
winds south 1o the Cabo Yerdes, and from there make a
straight shot across the Atlantic 1o the Caribbean. 5o close o
Africa, the strong casterlies were thick with the red dust of the
Sahara deseet. Because of the haee, we were almost upon the
ssland of Sal ("salt" in Portuguese) by the tme we saw it late
on aur fourth day ar sea, In the murky light we picked ot a
few landmarks before night fell, leaving us with only a lew
twinkling lights to follow, We inched
carclully up 1o the entrance with an cye on
the depth-sounder and the riding lights of
a few boas at anchor in the open bay, and
dropped anchor on the sandy bottom

Marning revealed a lindscape straight
aut of Africa There were virtnally no trees,
and the landscape was almost campletely
harren, alimost as though a great chunk of
desert had been cut ot and set in the
ocean, The buildings in the ramshackle port
town were run down, and the dusiy streets
were unpaved, bu the local black people
ware huge, welcoming smiles,
British phutr]grdplwr Alex Williams hacl told
s about a "perfect right poim™ in the Cabo
Verdes, so Takn, Yoshi, Yasu, and 1 set off to
rent a car and check the surl Witk anly
seanty directions [rom Alex ("The island
las a short name. .. starts with an s’ [
think..."), we scarched most of the points.
A few ltalian surfers had set up camp on
one point in the howling wind, waiting for
swell. They told us that this was best wave
araund, soowe resolved o wait, The next
day produced 6l walls, The swell Tasted for the nest four days,
with a lew buropeans, a Tew wave sailors, and a motley crew
of travellers the only takers. For Yoshi and 1, coming from
Hawaii, where competition [for waves is probably the fiercest
in the world, it was paradise. The break is a perfect
performance wave = steep, long, and fast, with barrel sections
on bewer waves, You drop into an A-frame bowl, followed by a
long tapering right wall, then three or four hollow howls,
When 1% all connecting just right, it's just one reeling, perfect
tube, The incessant Fasterly trades were the anly problem,




creating a touch of side-chop on some days. Not that we were
complaining,

We had the pond Tuck toomeet Max, the captain of a huge
catamaran called the lome, wha was doing windsurfing
charters all over the islands, He had command of a perfectly
outfitted steel cat with dedicated space for their fifteen fully-
Fgged widsurl sails in a speclally designed rack on deck. The
clients could just prab any size sail they wanted, After sailing,
they would eat fish speared that day in the incredibly rich
waters by thelr gourmet chel/ windsurfing pro. Their charters
came complete with video of the cliens sailing, which they
edited onboard in the evenings by computer,

Max let us in on a lew extremely valuable secrets there in
1

secrets, like where 1o find clean spring water andl diesel for

the desolate and dry Cabo Ve

s, These were important

our crossing. According to Max, on an island called Sio
Micolan, there was a dock where locals would bring rucks
full of spring water and diesel. Even more analizing was
what the German captain called "a. how  you say.. Malwecks

1l

Ly pe wave: on [hL' Ill}rlhlll'l'.‘.‘l Ci50

We made an overnight erossing 1o Sio Nicolau and

loaded water and diesel, but the "Malweeks" wave eluded s,
Wie anchored in a fairly exposed cove and searched the
northwest coast, but couldn't find the wave, Suddenly, the next
swell began o rise, and our anchor chalin began w jerk aught
straiglin down, pulling the how down violentdy each tme Heron
tried to rise 1o the swell, The anchor was snagged, and we
couldn't raise il The steadn on the gear and boat was
tremendous, Something was hound 1o break, and the swell
was still building, | dove 1o the bonam wo find out what was
going on. About lory feet down, the chain was wrapped
aroumd a tree of caral heads, From there it led under a rock
ledge, then back again in the opposite directiion 1o more
massive heads, where the anchor, ben om of shape, was
wedged under yet anather jagged coral head. Underwater the
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chain was light, so0 1 was just able 10 cautiously unwrap it

from the coral as it went slack bevween swells, We hauled op

the anchor and beat a retreat 1o a more sheliered bay

Water on the boat was lar too valuable 1o wasie on

anything but drinking, so we went several weeks without a ik
fresh water shower. A 1all, friendly black guy in a "Lakers"

jerscy pamed Antonio overheard us .hktll:ﬂ around for a

Toid SURFER"S PPaTH



4

Ahove -
Foavinrg hish, okt fa

Iand in tha trying pan

THE SURFLRS PATH

shiower, and insisted we g0t his
hese, O the way he shouted
propositions at several girls, mast of
il |:,1'1|UJ'l:l| ltine, One Slatuese e
beauty shut him deswn with flashing
eyes and a sharp retort, Antonio,
smmensely pleased, winked at me,

"Ahh", said the dark Don Juan,
"you see, those are the pood anes, |
frave a chance! The anes that say
nothing, they wo hard!"

We fallowed Antonio through a
serivy of alleys, 1o a crade stone
shack with oo windows and an il
fitting tin roof, There were three
bedrocms just big |_'[||JL1PI|'| for the heds, where his extended
Family lived, apparently three or Tour w0 o bed. The rooms
apened anto a tiny dirt yard where @ miserable chicken, goat,
and a dog were tied <_|nl>|_'|:,' Loy posts, 1 here was a cross in one
Lol ||‘1 ‘l"" }'."’{I

"Omir good mother”, Antonio sad sadly,

Brightemng suddenly, Antonio motioned lar us to showee
with the water in a rusted fifty-gallon barrel. The barrel was
halt full of yellowish water, wpped by some floating hits. W
toak turns with small dippers, carrying them over 1o a small
batlhroom L the corner aof the }'.‘ll':l. The bathroom was f]llh}',
with no running water and no ventilation, The stench was
cwvr|1-:1wc-ri1|g. Bl we had come this far, so it was vither
shower i there, ar aut in the dict vard in plain view ol the
entire family, We ook ourns in the hathroom with our meagre
water dippers, None ol us were sure i we'd actually gotten
any cleaner. On the way back 1o the pier, Antonio asked us il
the shower was good, We all made a hig show of feeling clean
and thanked him,

Antonio started drinking that evening, He was an
annoying drunk, "Buy me a heer, oy friend!™ he shurred,
hanging all aver me. He spapped al Yoshi when Le relused 1o
take him out to the boat The whole experience left me very
sarl. Sad for Anonio, who ried so hard o be happy, and his
Tamily, seratching cut a living with so e hope,

It was time to leave Tor Antigoa o the Caribbean. Tresh
vepetables were scarce in deselate §io Nicolan, and we barely
managed 1o buy enough e keep us brom geting scurvy on the
Atlantic crossing Trom the steet vendors by cleaning out their
stalls of any produce thar loaked fresh enough 1o last part of
the vovape, Then, food stores complete, water and ciesel

cafely aboard, and the boys showered (sort o), we set our

OPEN OCEAN
aku had already salied several fish away, and we kept
‘!: fishing wmil we had more than we could possibly ear In
fact, we canght so many fish that we landed in the Carthbean
with most of the food we'd purchased still aboard. Taku
continuously served up Japanese delicacies like fresh yellow
fin tuma sashimi on rice, keeping us far and happy. We even

tried a new delicacy: lying fish,

Flying lsh are considerably easter wo cateh than youd
think. You siply collect them off the deck. A nighe they 11y
aboard, sometimes hitting the cockpit windews with a loud
thel, sometinges even smacking you in the Bee while you ane
at the wheel, bringing your mind back from whatever lue
night daydreams you might have been having, The fish seemed
1o come aboard wost olien oo moonlit nighes when the sky
was clear, perhaps mistaking the white hull for the sky, Some
days | gathered enongh winged Hish off of the deck to feed the
whole crew, The whie Qesh was particularly delicions sauéed
i alive ail,

It's a lemg way across the Atlantic, On the third day out,

the guys bad started staring av dhe GPS (Glibal Positioning

Systend, an instrament tar has o read- ot with "distanee
destination”

"One thousand vight hundred and eleven miles w opo,”
Yewshi saidd dejectedly.

Anhour laer: "One thousand eight hundred and three
ntiles o o Taka droned,

Sailing is slow (ten miles an howr is considered fast), and
twor weeks are long enough without looking at the GES every
[ew minutes

"Would you guys stop reading that thing!” T barked in
only shghtly pretended anger

The next morning Yoshi woke up and read out lowd:
"One thousand seven hundred and cight miles w go. "

Yasu's near legendary ability to eat anything and
everytlilng continued o boggle our minds, though we had so
much fish that it didn't mater how much he ate, The real es
of my paticnee came when one of the notoricusly fickle
marine allets backed L.

"Yasu, did you fTush something down the wilec?”
"Ummmm....ne?”
Yasu had Nushed a hoge wad of heavy-dury kichen wowel

down the head, despite my warnings never to flush anything

denwn the toilets that hadn’t liest been eaten, Clearing the toiler
was, literally, the shittest job ever, and T was justifiably proud
that T never snapped on Yasu

Things like this were annoying, but nol lite threatening,
My biggest warry was that soineons lI'|l:.:|'|l fall ower the sice.
It's mearly mpossible worerrieve anyone who falls into the sea,
In rangh seas, a switnmer's head is tiny, aned there is nearly
n|1-\-';|:,.'u e hltu:kmg FOLIE view, Factor o the t|i|H'LlI|L1I;' af
getting all sails down, tarning around, and finding an
unmarked sporin rough conditions, and the chances of rescue
are slim, At |:ig|1| they are aliost nil Bveryone was to wear
safety harnesses at night, [ old the crew thae if they fell
overboard, they would die, Period. My father always wold me
E]]gll, “ SEEITS TO 1T L'.l' I'Il'i I-F.‘li' I]Hlti 41 4 IJ][ LJH['ILL'].

The route we were taking across the Adantic is nearly
alwiys an a5y nne becanse of the Stram g, consistent nortleasi
tracle winds, Following winds are 4 wonderlul U, It 'y like
riding a bike down an endless hill Bug acs casy w forger that if
something goes wrong, even after only a few days out, il's
nearly impossible o turn hack. Beating back upawind through

strong trades and hig seas would be a horeendous sk,




The datly pattern of e at sea is actually guite busy. Ouor
time was taken up with trimming sails, conking, cleaning, and
basic chares to keep the boat ronming, Warches alternated every
lone hours, soowe pever slept more than foar howrs aca tme,
and ook every chance o catch up, Bring at sea is diffienlt o
.'Iflél'l‘;l 1, ."‘;i'll'l]'.ll:[l ]I.!I'Igi.l'l:ﬂ Lain} ill]{{ li|.|:r'E|.| g |}:I.I.|.IH.:('(|. 1.1.'1'\'.'!1‘ S0
el energy that most people gec ofl o boat wen pounds
lighter. Except Yasu, of course,

|'E.‘L||\\':|'r' 1|:|'cJ|1g|1 thee c':'u:il;ing'l.'.LLu mace a least of some

chicken we'd been saving and baked a desert w celebrate the
halfway point, The last week at sea seemed 10 go more quickly
Finally, the cnce interminable trip was only a lew more days'
sailing, a Tew more long night watches, Amazing how il you

just keep the bow pointed in the right direction, you will

eventually get 1o where you want to go, There must be a Life
lesson there somewhere, When we sighied the low hills of the
island of Antigua, cheers went up all around, Bur the trip
wasn't over yet, Making landfall is the most dangerons part of
any passage, and it was getting late We spent the night rolling
arsea, watching the vwinkling lighes of Antgua and waiiing
for davwn soowe could make 1t inte the wricky harbour salely,

by father, the ald seafarer, strode down the dock and

swung aboard Hemon. Taking a crivical glance around 1o see i
the lines were all stowed correctly, he clapped me an the
shoulder and said with a proud smile, "Well dane, guys.
Congratulations on a safe passage, Tor" Later that evening
he mentioned casually: "U've been thinking of sailing around

the South Pacifie, maybe Tahit,.."

Tap Hight -

Yo with a doradao

Balow -

Tur Surrep’s Pary
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