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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 


