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N E W S L E T T E R  –  A U G U S T   2 0 1 0  

 
The following member joined our club on 7 August 2010:  
 

 Jonathan Crawford, his wife Heather and his two boys, 
James (6) and Tristan (1) are now members of our club.  
Jonathan sails with Brian Lion-Cachet and is the owner of a 
dragonfly.  His dad, John was a member at LDYC many 
years ago and Jonathan often came here as a lad to sail at 
our club.  Welcome back!!! 
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                                                   Waiting for the prize giving 





Let’s go fly a Kite – August 2010 
 
As is usual at this time of the year, the wind was nowhere to be seen and the 
children were nowhere to be seen.  Vicky was assisted by Mike to help Amy, 
Jared and Stewart to get their kites into the air.   
 
Vicky Fenny, our kid’s club officer is started to become disheartened by the 
lack of interest from parents who don’t bring their children down to the Club 
for the organised Kiddies activities.  She puts a lot of thought and effort into 
the activities and it is sad when only the same 3 children arrive every time.   
 
Come on parents, let’s see you at the Club soon…….  
 

 
 

 
 

Mancom would like to request that ALL MEMBERS ask f or their cash till 
slip/receipts from the canteen, bar and office when  you make any 
payments. 

 
 
 
 



Missive from the Yacht CQ 
 

Whilst we have been ‘live-aboards’ since late May, we only left 
South Africa on 15th August, so have only been officially cruising 
since then.  We spent the balance of those two months getting the 
boat from Cape Town to Richard’s Bay, and preparing her for long-
term cruising.   

 
Saying that though, we had some wonderful experiences along our 
‘home’ coastline and with the people we encountered along the way.  
I could probably write a whole guide to the Yacht Clubs of South 
Africa after our time with them.  Cape Town Waterfront could 
potentially have been extortionate at their prices, but then it was also 
the Football World Cup, so was a magic time to be in one of South 
Africa’s metropolis.  We really did ‘Feel It, It is Here’ with all the 
electricity of the foreign fans and languages one could hear as I daily 
trekked a kilometer and back for groceries to the main V&A 
waterfront shops.   
 
We started to prepare the boat both mechanically and equipment-
wise, as well as setting down our ‘to-do’ list in order to make CQ 
ready for cruising.  One highlight was an afternoon sail we took and 
happened to be out in Table Way at the same time as the new IQ, 
(CQ’s replacement in the day charter business) was plying her trade 
with pax, with Themba onboard us, one of her previous crew who 
was helping us start to learn her personality.   
 
We enjoyed a wonderful ‘dice’ with her, and of course, out paced 
her completely.  Themba could only grin that he was on the winning 
boat, and we also learnt a lot from him about how to love our new 
home.  
It was with a happy heart though that we left the Waterfront and 
motor-sailed around to Hout Bay.  Whilst the Waterfront Marina had 



great laundry facilities and extra-wide berths as it is built for the 
modern super-yachts, apart from the immense feeling of freedom 
and a bit of ‘we-did-it-and-you-are-stuck-in-your-penthouses-whilst-
we-are-on-our-beautiful-yacht’ superiority complex, we were happy 
to move to more down-to-earth environs, away from the moguls of 
industry.  Rounding Green Point, we could glimpse Sed Blatter’s 
beautiful new stadium and understand that South Africa had realised 
that World Cup dream.   
 
Hout Bay, apart from its natural beautiful shelter, shared much with 
us.  HBYC had the best food of any yacht club so far, and welcomed 
us to the community of live-aboards with open arms, and we were 
privileged enough to enjoy the patronage of the Sea Rescue Institute 
who came aboard one evening for hot coffee whilst on a night 
exercise.  As they learned about how to rescue a cat like ours, we 
were lucky enough (through our Hobie friends of Deborah and 
Robert, the Station Commander) to visit their boat and understand 
how they are geared up to save lives.    
 
It was a truly grounding experience to see how they could bring that 
boat onto a walk-on with such professionalism and teamwork.  
Whilst the walk-ons were older (we had only one foot on either side 
of CQ between pontoons) and we had to walk far to get back to the 
jetty and clubhouse facilities, in the South African winter, we didn’t 
mind the hike for the hot shower, even if we had to dance around to 
keep wet and warm once we reached them.  

 
There was John who was moored behind us, who had been aboard 
about a year, and had another year to go, readying his 42-foot 
cruising mono-hull for a circumnavigation, via Australia, who we 
swapped bits and pieces with, including a harness for Joshua, and 
there was Anne, a former SA high jump Olympian who had built her 
own yacht, which she sailed the world with, after kidnapping her 



children back from her ex-husband , and now lived aboard her 
second home-build with her ginger cat, whom Joshua christened 
Miaow, and who taught us yoga three mornings a week in the 
clubhouse, at 07h00.   
 
We joined in all the festivities, with a strong Dutch contingent who 
seemed to have Hout Bay as their home base, as the Netherlands 
progressed all the way along to the final stages of the World Cup.   
Eventually, we had enough of our to-list complete, and enough 
provisioning from Makro on board, to depart for our intended shake-
down cruise to Knysna. 
 
We motor-sailed out of Hout Bay, being extra cautious of Cape 
Agulhas, one of our Hout Bay neighbour’s aboard Redfin, having 
left the week before and losing their boat aground, and the skippers 
little finger (his sister saved it and put it in her pocket only to lose it 
during the Sea Rescue!).  Arriving Knysna in the evening, we were 
met by both the inshore and offshore boats of Sea Rescue, who had 
been alerted by another sailing friend, and who advised us, that due 
to the fact that each boat had taken two attempts to exit the Heads, 
we should rather anchor off Buffalo Bay and retry to enter the Heads 
in the morning.   

 
Being one of only a handful of spots globally where all insurance is 
null and void, we gladly accepted their recommendation.  After 
anchoring, Robert decided on a dip in the ocean to bathe, but after a 
hasty retreat from the chilly water, and the sight of one of Gary’s 
fishing lures being gobbled in half by a jaw the same size as a 
humans, the rest of us resigned ourselves to a canned dinner from the 
pantry. 
 
In Knysna, Deborah and Robert returned to life in Cape Town and 
Gary to Kwa-Zulu Natal, and Paul, Joshua, and I became Knysna 



people.  Apart from spending time with Paul’s parents, we became 
part of the KYC family.  Knysna Yacht registered as the most 
welcoming of yacht clubs so far.  After surfing through the Heads 
that morning with Sea Rescue, we shared barbeques and many beers 
with both the station staff and the yacht club members, who seemed 
to be interchangeable.    

 
The entrance through Knysna Heads was a real Hobie experience.  
We waited for the right wave in a set and, complete with three Sea 
Rescue members aboard, started our entrance.   Whilst gut told one 
to stick to the middle of the channel, the need for an experienced 
pilot soon became apparent.  He repeatedly told Paul to veer to Port, 
so close at one point that Deborah felt she could reach out and touch 
the cliffs.   
 
Being so close to the rocks was certainly uncomfortable.  ‘Spitting 
distance’ was putting it mildly.  However, after learning that about 
nine boats had been lost in the Heads the previous year, we were 
only too happy to follow command.  Except when the Sea Rescue 
told us to run forwards if the wave started to crash onto our stern.  
Then five Hobie sailors all stared at them, knowing the best place to 
be on a cat in that situation is as far back as possible.  The wave in 
question was about our head height when it started to gain on us, but 
we gunned motors and outran it.   
 
This was much to the delight of the spectators on the Heads who had 
gathered after hearing through the grapevine about a 50-foot 
catamaran trying to enter the Heads since the day before.  For several 
days after, when we were docked at the waterfront, strangers 
approached us with comments about watching the main attraction.   
 
After living with such paparazzi for about a week, we were quite 
happy enduring the homework of living on a swing mooring in the 



Knysna lagoon, and moved out for the next few weeks.   After just 
one day of paddling the dinghy to the clubhouse and back, we 
purchased a sweet little four-horsepower outboard to make life 
easier.   

 
After a couple of weeks in Knysna, and our internal wood work jobs 
completed, we moved on.  Deborah came back to join us, together 
with James and Diane, a couple who answered our advert in the SA 
Sailing magazine, to try out the cruising lifestyle.  Our destination 
was Durban, but after making it to Hole-in-the-Wall off the Transkei 
we decided to turn back to East London due to unfavourable 
conditions.    
 
The surf back was a highlight of this leg, with Deborah clocking 21 
knots on the spinnaker, and Gary catching our first real fish, a 
skipjack Tuna, which barbequed well and pan-fried just as well the 
next night.  
 
After a quiet day or two in East London, we sailed to Durban, this 
time arriving at about midnight into a much more familiar harbor.  
Unfortunately the International Jetty, where we had been told to tie 
up was full, including some of the cruisers who had left Knysna 
before us, and we had one of the final berths on the kilometre-long 
A-jetty, next to Chris Frost’s latest prodigy.   
 
We all got good exercise walking to and from the clubhouse, and 
into the heart of the very vibrant Durban centre.  Wherever we went, 
Joshua would have the use of the inevitable little plastic scooter, and 
here we could tow him up and down the jetty on the end of a sail tie, 
to make the journey much quicker, with his little legs still propelling 
him as fast as he could go.   

 



At R1200 per week for marina charges (and no shore power!) we 
were ready to move out of Durban and headed for our favourite spot 
in Richard’s Bay.  
 
A quiet motor up the coast and we were back to the place where we 
got married, Zululand Yacht Club.  It was great to see all the friendly 
faces, free mooring, and a spot right next to the clubhouse.  Here we 
were able to have a new crew member join us in the form of Zoe, our 
soon-to-be boat dog.   

 
After being unsuccessful with the animal shelters in both Knysna 
and Durban, because we lived on a yacht, the Richard’s Bay SPCA 
were only too happy to help us become adopters of a (mostly) Jack 
Russell female, about two years old.  Apart from being seasick 
(together with Joshua) on the passage to Madagascar, she soon learnt 
to do her business on the trampoline, eat fish and prawn shells, and 
guard her new home. 
 
Finally the South-Wester arrived and our departure window was 
open!  We had a six-day crossing to Tulear in Madagascar, with 
Main and Code Zero up all the way, with the exception of a day or 
so where we were becalmed enough to be able to jump off the boat 
and swim around, having our first ocean bath, followed by a rinse-
off with fresh water.   

 
We all enjoyed learning what works and what doesn’t with regards 
to salt water washing, and still are.  We have the fishing rods out at 
all times (unless we already have fish in the fridge!) and Gary almost 
caught our second fish, a giant yellowfin tuna which he claims was 
48kg, at least as long as the paddle-ski.  After getting it on line and 
running around the boat some, he eventually launched the paddle-ski 
and continued to fight it.  Two hours later, the swivel on the line 
broke! 



Arriving Saturday night in Tulear is not a good idea in a foreign port 
– it took us until Wednesday to finish all the clearing in procedures!  
We had a great time exploring the town, provisioning with what we 
could find locally, and getting our first taste for the Madagascan 
vibe.  We were able to hire a local chap who sold us fish, a Catface 
Rockcod, looked after our tender, and took away our rubbish.   
 
Although it took a long time to clear-in (everything closes for 
anything up to five hours around midday hence the long delay) all 
the officials were honest, polite and truly welcoming.  Everything 
cost exactly as it should, and they even warned us about walking 
around town after dark, just as a precautionary measure, so it is nice 
to see African countries who look after their tourists.   
 
After we eventually cleared in, it was time to move up to Ifaty, 
known to be a great surf spot.  Unfortunately, the Southerly was 
running pushing up a swell too big for us to enter through one of the 
minute passages through the reef and so we had to pass on that one.  
 
We next put down the anchor in Morombe, a tiny village where we 
were looking for internet as our brand-new water maker had packed 
up and we needed to receive some instructions from the 
manufacturer in order to rectify.  Unfortunately all we could find 
was beer in the hotel which professed to have internet, so we picked 
up anchor the next day and headed for Morondava. 
 
Morondava, bigger than Morombe, and smaller than Tulear, was a 
dusty town, but we restocked with fresh provisions, and headed on 
up the coast once again the next day. 
 
Passing Baly Bay we decided to have a night’s rest and anchor in its 
shelter.  Leaving the next morning we soon turned around and 
headed back in due to a North-Easter which was making life 



unpleasant.  This time we headed all the way up the bay, and 
anchored on the bay side of a small village called Soalala.   
 
Here began one of the highlights of our trip so far.  Everyone went 
ashore and I stayed onboard. They found the most welcoming, happy 
little village and the next day we soon weighed anchor and moved 
around to the river mouth in front of the village where we anchored 
for the next few days.  We bought prawns off the local fisherman, 
traded T-shirts with them, learnt Malagasy from the teenagers who 
became our guides around town, had holey shorts and frayed flags 
sewed up by a store keepers’s wife, ate lunch with the local police, 
and Joshua played with all the local toddlers, picking up some nice 
germs too!   
 
We generally became part of the village, and they were only too 
happy to share their lifestyle with us.  It is a pity that the Pilot guide 
writes it off as a non-entity, although maybe that will keep it unspoilt 
a little longer.  Eventually we had to move on though so we set off 
for Majunga. 
 
Majunga was the biggest town so far and despite the warnings of the 
pilot book that it’s the hideout of ‘thieves and murderers’, the only 
people we saw on the quayside at night when we arrived were the 
security guards patrol the wharf and its warehouses.   
 
Granted all, the ATMs had a security guard outside, but it’s a lovely 
colonial town, with old buildings, a craft market, a fresh produce 
market, a great French supermarket, a giant Baobab, and a lovely 
boulevard along the seafront, very reminiscent of a French seaside 
town.  After re-victualling, we left that night and arrived in beautiful 
Moramba Bay the next day.   

 



Moramba Bay was every bit as epically-beautiful as we had been 
advised.  As we were anchoring we actually saw our first lemurs in 
the tree line ashore. We walked, snorkeled, swam and had a blissful 
time in this tranquil huge bay, which looks like something out of Pipi 
in Thailand, with great rocks sticking out of the water. 
 
Nosy Saba was our next anchorage, again in direct contrast to the 
Pilot guide.  Granted the book was written in the late nineties, but we 
have learnt to expect the opposite.  Whilst recommended as a great 
snorkeling and diving spot, which was absolutely true, there was 
nothing else recorded as reasons to visit.   

 
We were so surprised when we walked over the island and found a 
luxury lodge where we swam, had drinks, and enjoyed their 
hospitality for a morning.  
 
Nosy Ovo was (Potato Island!) an interesting anchorage.  Whilst we 
have learnt to expect that neither the Pilot guide nor any of our charts 
are accurate (anything up to two nautical miles out!), when we 
dropped anchor at Nosy Ovo, the GPS showed us at the top of the 
hill!  We did not know that CQ also had 4x4 powers.   
 
We now avoid as much as possible overnight sails and anchoring, 
until we actually have a visual.   Waking up the next morning, 
dolphins were swimming around the boat and we had a chance to 
join them in the water.  

 
After a nice day under the Spinnaker, we arrived in the Nosy Be 
archipelago and anchored in Crater Bay. We spent a week at the little 
‘Marina’ there and took in the tourist scene, which was a novelty for 
us after so many off-the-beaten track places. Trying to track down 
the elusive replacement part for our water maker, we took a taxi into 
Hellville and also did some shopping once again.   



 
Hellville is a place we could avoid though as Crater Bay has much 
more going for it, even though it’s smaller, just the right mix of local 
ambiance and tourist facilities, that everyone can find what they are 
after. After a few days anchored off Crater Bay, we arrived in our 
current spot, off Nosy Sakatia.   
 
Lots of snorkeling here, socialising with people at the small lodge, 
including Bruce CQ’s previous owner, and generally kicking back.  
We will be drifting off around the Nosy Be Archipelago probably for 
the next month or so before crossing back to the continent, via 
Mayotte and the Comores probably.   
 
Our paying guests will be leaving us at the end of this month so a 
double cabin will be available, so please let us know if you or 
anyone you know would like to join us for some cruising and a little 
bit of sailing.   
 
Some of the questions we have been asked about life aboard warrant 
specific answers so here goes 
Washing – I found to my disappointment that unfortunately washing 
powder or washing soap bars don’t lather in salt water, so I asked 
one of the local shopkeepers what they do to wash clothes, as fresh 
water must also be precious for them.  She sold me some locally 
made soap which smells like the old-fashioned coal tar soap which 
does work and then we rinse the laundry in fresh water.   
 
Needless to say, bedding doesn’t get changed that often if we can 
help it!  We try and keep our bodies as clean as possible too but 
some days we have to stretch it a bit.  A swim in the ocean followed 
by a fresh water shower when we have enough water is perfect 
though, although a bath one day would be heaven. 



Food – In Madagascar there are great local cheeses, French-style, 
quite strong but delicious.  Salamis big and small too which keep for 
ages.  We buy fresh baguettes as often as we find them but they 
don’t last long as they have no artificial additives thank goodness.  
Otherwise I bake bread.  The street vendors sell lots of little snacks 
which with no bad after effects in our stomachs!  Lots fried things – 
samoosas, doughnuts both sweet and savoury, stuffed with mine and 
peppers, battered vegetable slices, etc. as well as mini kebabs of the 
local cow, zebu. Markets sell fabulous fresh vegetables and fruit.  
The potatoes can be purple at times though which takes some getting 
use to, but have a great fine texture otherwise, and the crunchiest 
carrots on earth. Not good local wine, but beer’s nice, as is the girly 
beer – ‘Fresh’ a 1.5% with a touch of fruitiness. And of course we 
eat a lot of sea food. I have bought calamari and prawns dirt cheap, 
and Gary catches as much fish as possible such as Couta, Yellowfin 
Kingfish, Greenspot Kingfish, with Couta definitely being our 
favourite.  I am well on my way to developing 101 ways to cook 
fish! 

 
Shopping – is mostly done at the markets, and speaking French is 
really useful 
 
Joshua - is thriving onboard.  He is trying out swimming with 
armbands on, poos in the toilet, counts to five (although not always 
in that order) and is really talking nineteen to the dozen.  He has a 
small fishing rod with a lure but no hook on the end and loves 
standing next to Paul or Gary and ‘fishing’, trawling his lure in the 
water and reeling it back in.  Every now and again he has a go at 
casting too and isn’t half bad.   He has the best allover tan of all of 
us, with not a single tan line! 
Let us know when you will be visiting, 
Paul, Kim and Joshua Troll 
 



 

READ ALL ABOUT IT!!!! 
 

2009-2012 ISAF RULE BOOK 
 

SOUTH AFRICAN SAILING – NORTHERN REGION 2010/2011 
HANDBOOK 

 
LAKE DENEYS YACHT CLUB – ANNUAL MANUAL MAY 2010 

 
 
These very important handbooks are available from Marian in the office.  
Please call in and get your copy – hot off the press. 
_____________________________________________________________ 
                                                             

                                                                              
 
“I am not fully dressed until I adorn myself with a smile” 
 
                      Unknown 

 
Yours in Sailing 

 
 

Teresa Wolmarans  
PUBLIC RELATIONS OFFICER 
 
 

FLAG OFFICERS:  Commodore: T. Burger   Vice Commodore:  K. Ackerman   Rear Commodore:  R. Beresford 
Treasurer:  C Harvey   PRO/Signal:  T Wolmarans  Secretary:  L. Quinn 

TRUSTEES:  J. Smit  and M. Malherbe 
 
 
 
 
 


