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                                                     2009 

 

  Day One:  Saturday, register, at RVYC Clubhouse and meet the 

participants, over  cocktails, followed by an excellent buffet Dinner 

 and, for many of the visitors, a first introduction to BC wine. 

Commodore Jim Burns made us all welcome and various excellent  

 speeches and witty toasts ensued. 

 

 
 

                                      To Long Harbour 

 

Day Two: Sunday The Fleet left Vancouver and crossed the Straight of 

Georgia, transited carefully through Porlier Pass under the watchful eye of 

Bob Andrews, and arrived at Long Harbour, on Saltspring,  mid afternoon. 

Team Thames, starting from Sidney, and despite catching and earlier ferry 

than planned, arrived after the 17.30 cutoff. As a result the docks were quite 

full and a very nervous John Stork had to reverse a yacht he had boarded a 

scant two hours before into a tight gap between two very large motor yachts. 

Expert guidance and crisp instructions ( Hard astern NOW ! ) from 

Dockmeister Holder, saw them berthed without damage to anything except 

nerves. Safely tied up, it was party time and the Mojito Ladies were on 

top form. Lots of excellent ñ Apisò were also consumed. Who has the recipe 

for that guacamole dip please ?  A great start to the cruise. 



 
 

                                   To Telegraph  

 

Day Three: Monday, an early departure from Long Harbour saw the fleet  

motorsailing SW around the bottom of Saltspring past Fulford and Schwartz 

Bay to the entrance to the lovely Sansum Narrows, where Race Officer 

Andrews attempted to start a race to Maple Bay. Eventually we all got under 

way, and the shifty wind provided an opportunity for every boat to lead and 

be last before finally emerging from the narrows into Maple bay 

running gently before the wind, in line abreast. At that point we saw yachts 

approaching from the North also running and PRO Andrews, wisely decided 

to finish us while there was still a breeze. Inevitably, five minutes later a 

nice 10 knt breeze sprang up for the trip to Telegraph. A brief stop en route 

to watch one of the crew from Merlot transfer to a float plane in mid 

channel. They do things differently in BC. Safely tied up, without drama in 

Telegraph, at the marina without the whiskey. A lovely classic Chris Craft 

with gleaming varnish and immaculate paintwork, reminded us of the small 

flotilla of lovely of motor cruisers that we met en route through Sansum. 



A mellow place and a lovely day afloat, marred only by the wholly unfair 

and, frankly, capricious awarding of the lead fender to Team Thames for 

some alleged minor transgression. 

 

 
 

                                          To Nanaimo 

 

Day Four: Tuesday  Left early and sailed up to the top of Thetis and  up 

Ruxton  channel then through Ruxton Pass  to view the snug mooring at 

Herring Bay and dipped into Pirates Cove. We stopped for lunch afloat in 

the Pylades Channel at the top of Valdes  and drifted along in the sun for a 

leisurly half hour. The log boom grounds at Dibuxante Point, previously so 

busy, were this year quiet and deserted. We sped through Gabriola  pass at 8 

knots then turned left up Commodore Pass before ducking into Silva Bay for 

a quick peek. On the way out we had a head on encounter with a float plane, 

coming in to land, which caused considerable consternation on the foredeck 

for some senior members.  Shouts of ñSlow downò as if our change from 6 

knots would make much difference. The experienced pilot smoothly passed 

us by leaving a shaken bunch of Brits in his wake. Out into the Gulf, we 

unrolled the genoa and had a sparkling reach in the sun up Gabriola and into 

Nanaimo Bay, where we spotted the rest of the Fleet running up from Dodd 

Narrows. We found a spot to anchor at the south end of Newcastle Island, 

and rafted up with Bob. 



Dinner at the Dingy Dock beckoned and  Bob gallantly ferried the two 

boatloads to the Pub, where we managed to establish a beachhead at a table 

For six, maybe more, and gradually expanded it to 15 as we were joined by 

Michael Maher, his wife and cousin. Food and drink were taken. 

Conversation flowed and eventually all were safely returned to yachts and 

shore. Lovely night afloat under the stars . 

 

 
 

                                     To Schooner 

Day Five: Wednesday.  Early start in Bobôs borrowed rib for a trip to shore 

in Nanaimo for  emergency supplies of Clamato Juice, beer, wine, and  food. 

Eight people get through a lot. Thriftys and the Liquor store were quickly 

raided and by 11.00 we were on our way up between Nanaimo and 

Newcastle Island, with Hunter poised at Storkôs elbow, issuing navigation 

hints. We managed to leave the harbour without incident with shoal or ferry 

and set out North for Nanoose and the dreaded ñ Brickyardò where Captain 

Bob had set our nerves a jangle with lurid warnings of all the ñ bricksò 

scattered about waiting to thump foolish sailors. In the event we managed, 

 to find the leading island, Maude and slid by Southey and Ruth to arrive 

safely off Schooner Cove having reached up under Genoa in a rising breeze 

and under blue sky and a hot sun. Got a nice berth on an outside slip and set 



off ashore to access wifi, showers and other shore based delights. A very 

civilized briefing, with martinis, aboard é..  to discuss the trip to Jedediah, 

then up to the hotel for drinks on the lawn and a nice dinner in the Café. 

High spirited presentation by Captain Bob, and Lead Fender awarded to yet 

another unlucky, undeserving recipient. Post dinner cockpit boozing, Wind 

and rain in the night. 

 

 
 

                                         To Jedediah      

                                        

Day Six : Thursday Merlot had set off early and radioed that conditions in 

the Straight were ñlumpyò. We set off under full main and genoa.In the 

reising breeze and sea we soon reefed main and genoa and rolled up towards 

the bulk of Lasqueti and Texada in a fairly bumpy cross sea. Our 50 footer 

handled it well and we had good pace on the fleet. Made the tip of Lasqueti 

in big seas and rolled past Squitty Bay which did not look inviting with large 

waves dashing spray on the rocks. Once into Bull Channel things calmed 

down and we dropped the main and furled the genoa before Boho Bay where 

Merlot was swinging comfortably at anchor.We found the anchorage on 

Jedediah, in a lovely small bay where after much to-ing and fro-ing anchors 

were set and stern ties fixed. Lunch  in the cockpit watching the wind 

whistling through the tops of the trees while we rested snugly in the bay. 

Active crew members went ashore to explore to island and enjoy a splendid 

walk to the old homestead, while the others stayed on board and got their 



heads down. Skippers meeting, with now obligatory martini, to discuss trip 

to Fox Island and the inticacies of anchoring in a wheel. Sounded Tricky.  

Good chat with Ken about his early adventures as a Ski God and Touring in 

a hearse. Great pasta dinner on board, followed by usual post dinner BS. 

Wine supply being depleted at an alarming rate. Magnums of BC Merlot and 

Chardonnay just seem to evaporate. Great day afloat, amazing scenery and a 

lovely snug anchorage. 

 

 
 

                               To Fox Island 

 

Day Seven Friday: Late start. Heavy rain in the night, and skies gray with 

dramatic low clouds on the hills, giving the typical West Coast whisp of 

smoke effect. Wind had moderated so motored around the top of Jedediah 

and down the side of Texada. Due to higher, than forcast on board 

consumption, of just about everything, but especially Clamato, it was 

decided to detour to Pender Harbour and sent a party ashore at Madiera for 

supplies. At the IGA we spent so much that we were  instantly given special 

bags usually reserved for ñPlatinum Customersò  

 

A Very senior member of our crew was observed strolling down the aisles 



munching popcorn from a bag. Clearly the effect of Coastal Life was 

beginning to penetrate.  Back on board we set off past Nelson Island with 

Hunter as usual adding navigational hints to our driver, Stork. The sea was 

still lumpy and we motor sailed up to Blind Bay where the fleet was 

assembled and had started Hienz was comfortably anchored dispencing cups 

of tea while the sailboats got on with building the wheel. Bob buzzed about 

in his rib acting as tugboat and chief wheelmeister. Gradually it all started to 

fall into place. We launched our rib and did some buzzing about the bay to 

explore, while the tricky business of  wheel building continued.It must here 

be noted that there was a certain reluctance to respond to requests to let out 

more chain by our foredeck team of Mr Grumpy and his enthusiastic 

assistant. 

Finally at 18.00 John Dew announced that the wheel was set, to great cheers. 

Action Man Pete shot up Merlotôs mast to take photos. Martinis were drunk, 

 Chickens were BBQôd and copious amounts of wine was consumed, again. 

 The sunset was lovely and the stars were amazing in this remote and pretty 

 anchorage.  Lots of rain and wind in the night. 

 

 
            

 

 



                                To Pender Harbour      

              

Day Eight Saturday   Up early due to alarming noises from the anchor chain 

dragging over the rock. Heads popping out of hatches, swiftly followed by 

oilskin clad figures scurrying to untie  stern lines and get the anchor up.  

There was tricky manoeuvring, a few close calls and skilful fender work 

before all were safely detached. We the motored around trying to find a 

good spot to anchor, before deciding on the lee of Fox Island. There was 

a considerable degree of activity with ribs onshore trying to set stern lines 

while the boats were charging about in the strong gusts.  We dropped our 

hook but it failed to hold and as we were trying to reset the windless blew 

the entire chain and a considerable amount of rope out in a roar until the 

rope snagged on the bow fitting. We managed to tie off the rope on a winch 

and get the chain back on the gypsy. The cogs were not gripping and we 

nervously got the chain up but it was jumping out of the cogs and Pete 

bravely put a foot on to help it in. After a tour of the entire bay in very gusty 

conditions we gratefully accepted and invitation from Charles Holder on 

Merlot to lie alongside. By then the wind was howling, and rain squalls were 

slashing through so after a nervous hour rafted up, we were relived to get 

the glad tidings that in view of the current conditions and the forecast, we 

were going to divert to the RVYC outstation at Garden Bay in Pender 

Harbour, were there was space for us all on the dock. Yippee !!!! 

We motored North around Nelson Island  and passed Hotham Sound which 

looked dramatic but welcoming in the low clouds  and driving rain. We set 

off down the Agammenon Channel with 28 knts on the nose. By the time we 

reached Pender Harbour it had dropped to 10knts and we were very relieved 

to be greeted at the dock by Commodore Jim. We all dashed ashore to 

explore the facilities, excellent, before primping for the Parrot Party in the 

pavilion The rain stopped, Rum Beer and Wine flowed freely and Mini 

Burgers were cooked on the grill while the appi competition went up another 

gear. We dined aboard on Spot Prawns and too much of everything, again. 



 
 

                                         At Pender        

                              

Day Nine: Sunday : Rainy, windy, so no plans to leave the harbour, after a 

degree of wandering, and mooching  about we decided to have a late team 

lunch at La Vernes Café and Grill. It proved to be a wise choice as the food 

 was delicious and just what we needed., Burgers, BLT Fish and Chips and 

ñworld classò coleslaw. We were so full from lunch that dinner was, for once 

 a light and low key affair.  



 
 

                                     To Princess Louisa 

 

Day Ten: Monday As the weather had moderated a bit it was decided that  

the trip to see Princess Louisa was ñGOò. Commodore Jim kindly hosted  

Team Thames for the trip up, and Team Southern went by floatplane A 

Beaver of course, and met us there. Needless to say it is an amazing voyage 

and we found the tall peaks dropping straight into the dark water very 

brooding and impressive. The transit of Malibu Rapids lived up to all 

expectations and was indeed dramatic, and a bit nervy. Safely into the Inlet 

The black rockface, silver threads of waterfalls, and green pines were a 

unique sight, and finally chatterbox falls. We went ashore for a walk ton the 

falls and got  lightly sprayed. Commodore Jim explained the delicate 

balance between the commercial  interests and the work done by the 

Princess Louisa Society to keep the inlet as pristine and unspoiled as 

possible. After a light lunch, the intrepid aviators were invited aboard  

??? for the return trip and some of the boaters flew back in the Beaver. 

It was a brilliant idea, as there were elements of the trip there and back 

which were each very special, and we all arrived back in Garden Bay feeling 

that we had just enjoyed unique day seeing the legendary Princess Louisa 

In a way that few others are able to do. 



 
 

                                      At Pender 

Day Eleven: Tuesday     

 

The weather was better but still ñ honking in the Straightò so  the visitors 

tried out  kayaking around Garden Bay, some fell in and some didnôt. We 



thought it would be a good idea to get afloat so slipped from the dock and 

had a cruise around the harbour, did a bit of shopping and got ready for the 

 ICOYC cocktail party. The Appys were prepared, the Margheritas were 

mixed, and a good time was had by all. Tomorrow we hope to get afloat 

 

                                     To Secret Cove 

 

Day Twelve Wednesday. The weather had improved sufficiently, that we 

Had a go for a ñraceò to Secret Cove. Commodore Burns patiently explained 

the starting area and the fleet milled about awaiting the signal. Most got 

away cleanly but for reasons still unknown, Jess decided to start, the other 

side of the Committee boat. Bob, having started properly, gamely tacked in 

behind an island, to join Jess and get out of the breeze. As the fleet headed 

south the wind increased until we were in a steady 20 /25 knts on the nose. 

Reefs were taken by those who could, and  the others gradually dropped 

sails. Mardi Gras put on a master class of fast upwind sailing with an 

impressive turn of  height and speed. We soldiered on tacking into shore 

and back out until the sea kicked up, finally arrived at the aptly named 

Secret Cove which ainôt obvious until you are virtually at the entrance. 

We motored round to the very cosy outstation and tied up for drinks on the 

dock, and awaited the Fender to be slung to Jess. Drinks Chat, dinner, more 

drinks, more chat, etc etc. A very snug and sheltered spot, and it had been a 

testing sail but nothing broke, or ripped so all retired happy, 

 



 
 

                                      To Tugboat 

 

Day Thirteen Thursday. Beautiful blue skies and a moderate northerly meant 

our cruise across the Gulf to Tugboat Island in Siva Bay should be sublime. 

The start was comparatively uneventful  and soon all were reaching/ running  

across to Silva. Jess got out their Blue Thing, several times, and eventually 

were hauling in Enchanted as the finish drew near. Lines were adjusted, the 

genoa was  winged and eyes were peeled on the onrushing Kite, when just as 

a photo finish looked imminent, equipment chaos broke out on Jessôforedeck  

and  drinks were broken out on Enchanted This was sailing at itôs best. Two 

days with completely different conditions, both were fun but running in the 

sun was definitely more popular on our boat. 

Safely moored we explored the lovely island, and gathered for drinks in the 

Sun at the lovely é.. overlooking the harbour. 

Dinner followed the usual format. 

 



 
 

                                     To Centre Island 

 

Day Fourteen Friday Another lovely day, and the wind looked fair for the 

trip to Gambier. Most of the fleet got away on time expect Enchanted who 

were delayed by the need to stock up on yet more supplies. Undismayed, 

We used our waterline to effect and gradually crept through the fleet, being 

very careful to stay clear of potential luffing situations. Jess once more 

flirted with lady luck and hoisted the big blue thing, this time it went up and 

stayed up. As we approached the entrance to Howe Sound a tug boat 

appeared towing a large log boom, we passed ahead but to our great delight 

it then proceeded very slowly to block most of the pass. We gather that there 

were some narrow scrapes getting  between the boom and the shore. We 

detoured past the bottom of Gambier for a view up Howe Sound towards 

Squamish, before turning back and making Centre Island. What a delightful 

  and secluded spot. The island is small with a single dock. The view is 

lovely and we settled in to await the arrival of the gala dinner being shipped 

in from Vancouver. It did arrive eventually, and was very welcome, as we 

were once again running low on supplies. The tables were laid with white 

cloth and we all stood about chatting in the evening sun, in an enchanted 



setting, feeling very fortunate to have had such a stunning finale to a 

wonderful two weeks afloat. 

     

 



 


