
Play Misty Mykonos for Me…an Epic Tale in Five Parts 
 
The club's biggest single participation event of the year, the Mykonos Offshore Regatta, was a mixed 
bag of winds, sea state and visibility, and one of the best return deliveries ever! This race review is a 
marathon, not a sprint. So get comfy, and pour yourself a tall one… 
 
Looking out over the bay from my perch on the hill in Vredehoek in the early hours of a sleep-
interrupted Friday morning, there was a thick tongue of fog rolling in from the west, whooshed 
along by a wind that was looking stronger than any forecast I had seen in the preceding 24 hours. 
The barometers were dropping sooner than expected on Thursday night. After the skippers briefing 
on Thursday evening, I was having a chat to the sailing sages Ralph Thomas and Lance Burger from 
the sportsboat Always Well, and listening to them sum up whether they’d be on the startline or not, 
given the conditions. Always Well is a yacht that thrives on the typical pomping south easter 
conditions for this race, so I was interested to hear that the outcome of their deliberation was to 
withdraw – beating in the cold and light winds predicted all the way to Langebaan in a small open 
sportsboat is obviously not fun. 
  
This was going to be an interesting close hauled and reaching race up! I have heard the more 
experienced sailors in our fleet talking about the abundance of westerly and northwesterly 
conditions for this race in the past, but I have not experienced this in the last 10 or so years I've done 
the race. Game on for us, the little ones still wet behind the ears! With a rolling fog and considerably 
cooler conditions than in the last few days, it was going to be more of a navigational challenge than 
the typical point her in the right direction and get ready for a downwind blast iterations of this race. 

To start, Thanks: Derek, Anchen, Toni, Adrian and Neville for race and marina management. Also to 
Trevor for photographic documentation of the event- looking through your albums captures the 
spirit and emotion of the event, making lasting memories. Having Deon Bing as the MC also worked 
nicely. 

There are five contributions here, one from Klaus Wieswedel aboard Apricot, one from Janet Cotton 
aboard OneEighty, another from Harry Brehm aboard the RCYC Sailing Academy entry Escape, 
another from Patrick Holloway aboard the overall race winner Jacana, and my own ramblings from 
Scarlet Sun about sheep bleating in the mist, lifting beats, and the price of breakfast. 

PART ONE: Spinnakers made with Felt Linings 

From Klaus Wieswedel, aboard Apricot, an inspirational tale of “most golf” and winning all the 
prizes!, Club Division 3 

The promise of sailing with a fleet of about 90 yachts to Mykonos was an exciting one, although the 
weather conditions indicated a NW wind, meaning beating from Cape Town all the way to the entry 
of Langebaan lagoon.  

The night before the race one of my key crew members cancelled and I was faced with the possibility 
of helming all the way, what I calculated to be a 15 hour upwind course. I cancelled the whole 
exercise, but was then persuaded by my remaining 2 crew members to still come and sail. That 
decision was a late one, and I rushed to get ready, just grabbing some Chilli/grapefruit marmalade 
and 1/2 a loaf of bread as provisions. There was no time to get extra diesel and as a result we arrived 
with the faithful Apricot 1/2 hour late at the start.  

With Toni's encouraging VHF06 affirmation: “Apricot, you have started", we went on our way. 



A 15kn NW took us very close to Robben island, which we left to starboard. 

The afternoon wind slowly dropped and mist came up. Visibility dropped to about 25 - 40 meters. 
Thanks to my I-pad, Navionics and a thick jam sandwich boost, we found Albacore and the gate, 
getting quite a fright how close we were actually to the breakers of Dassen. 

The sail from then onwards was slow and eerie. It was completely dark, no stars, no horizon, no 
visibility, nobody talking on the radio [remember, Apricot was still on VHF 06 at sea]. It was easy to 
lose orientation, only the wind indicator illuminated by the tricolor gave some kind of sense of 
direction. Progress was slow and tacks were inefficient in terms of bringing us closer to Langebaan. 
The night was very cold, clammy and uncomfortable. I tried to get a few winks of sleep wrapped in a 
spinnaker, which was like sleeping in a plastic bag. Definitely not recommendable. Why don't they 
make spinnakers with some felt on the inside!? On top of that, the wind started to die down more 
and more. We were desperately waiting for the promised shift to a westerly wind, but in vain. 

Around 4 am the wind started picking up a bit and, hooray[!!!], it came from the west, and we 
started sailing again. Because of the big swell and poor visibility we did not take the southerly 
shortcut around Jutten Island, but sailed until we had a clear line into the lagoon. 

What a relief when the morning broke and the first sun rays started warming our frozen bones. I was 
surprised that my crew had not become mutinous, as 1/2 hour later the wind started dying again. 
We met Savannah at the entrance to the lagoon with a ceased engine. They asked for a tow in. As 
there was no immediate danger to them , I told them we would be coming back to fetch them and 
proceeded to the finishing line. We called race control on 06 and 71, no reply. They were probably 
having their bacon and eggs on toast, which we could smell a few hundred meters from the shore 
already…what agony! Finally we crossed the line at about 09h14, after more than 24 hours sailing 
time, I hooted myself over the line and we switched the good old donkey on and went to fetch 
Savannah, who was trying to sail on less than 1/2 kn of wind, which is not easy for a heavy fully 
equipped cruising Miura. 

Alas, at around 10am we were finally tied up at the jetty, and with wobbly legs, we visited the toilets 
and then the bar for a Jaegermeister. I was convinced the Bay race would be delayed. Only then did I 
meet Luke, who with a big congratulatory smile told me that there were only 6 or so boats who 
finished the race, and that Apricot was the only finisher in her division. 

I rushed back to Apricot as our start was scheduled for 10h54 .  I had to get my crew out of the 
shower first, but we were again late at the start by about 10 minutes. For me there was no time for 
breakfast or a shower. 

The whole reality of the situation only dawned me at the prize giving in the evening, when I 
collected, quite embarrassed, one prize after the other and landed with a whole basket full of 
trophies. The biggest praise is due to my crew, Rob Hamilton and Jennifer Hutton, who did not throw 
me overboard during the last hours of the race but stayed good humoured and amazingly tolerant to 
the adverse conditions. 

I have to humbly admit that the trophies were not earned for our sailing prowess, but just for the 
fact that we did not give up and continued sailing through the night. As there were no discards 
allowed, we landed with this enormous point advantage which made us virtually unbeatable. 

The return trip to Cape Town on Sunday was an exhilarating one. We had a good night’s rest and had 
our asymmetrical up as soon as the wind was right. We even tried something new, namely to goose 



wing with the asym. With 15- 20 kn NW,  Apricot surged through the water with up to 9kn of speed, 
quite a feat for a Miura. We arrived in Cape Town harbour just in time for the heavy downpour and 
got drenched thoroughly. But sensing the bar not far away we were not discouraged. 

In retrospect it was a great trip and thanks to my great crew for sticking it out with me. 

 

 

PART TWO:  

From Janet Cotton aboard OneEighty, Club Division 1 Stayers and a Happy Family! 

Our race started in fairly light breeze.  We took the decision to try and stay inshore with the hope 
that the sea conditions would be lighter and the breeze would be heavier.  In hindsight, this may 
have not been the right call.  Just after lunch time, the low moved in and the sea condition on the 
starboard tack took us into heavier and heavier seas.  I managed to drench my entire crew at one 
stage.  We went back to the port tack and trudged our way to the Dassen Island gate.  By the time 
we got to the gate we were sitting with very poor visibility.  I think at that point we passed Paprika 
and Apricot.  We got through the gate at around 4.40pm.   

We took the decision to braai on a port tack, with the braai carefully lodged on the port 
side.  Conditions were getting cold, the fog has a way of chilling you to the bone.  My daughter was 
on deck for dinner, handling the cold pretty well.  After dinner and once it got dark our crew settled 
into a sort of natural watch system.  No need for any planning.  I thought this was just great.  We 



knew we were in for a long haul and somehow everyone knew what needed to happen.  Armed with 
head-torches we trudged away through the night.  At times, the thought of retiring was discussed on 
deck and a resounding “WE ARE NOT RETIRING” would follow from those attempting to sleep down 
below, which ended the debate.  We carried on through the night. 

At about 11pm we were off the coast of Kreefbaai.  Quite eerie listing to fishing vessels engines 
without any visibility.  I pulled out our fog horn and accessed the deep recesses of my skippers 
training and remembered that there was some protocol for sounding the horn.  I was relieved to 
read when I got home that I had more or less followed it. 

Our crew got into a system of reading the compass heading to the helmsman, and another crew 
member would read the speed of the navigation system.  We kept up the sail trim, and close watch 
on our heading through the night. 

The next time retirement was discussed was when we had entered the heads at around 2am.  We 
made head way in very light breeze beyond Jutten Island.  It then became apparent that we were 
being washed out by the tide.  Again a resounding “WE ARE NOT RETIRING” came from the crew 
members attempting to sleep.  The helmsman then said, ok then someone else come drive and he 
went to restore his sense of humour by trying to sleep a bit.   

Finally the breeze came up at around 5pm to the point that we could do around 3-4knotts and we 
finally crossed the finish line at about 6:40am.  Determined not to have any kind of argument about 
our finish time we took a photograph on our cell phones of the buoy.   

During the night we were faced with some technical difficulties, our house batteries ran out.  They 
would not charge off the main engine due to a solenoid problem.  An attempt to rewire the battery 
system presented a possible fire hazard.  At one point retirement was also discussed as we had no 
nav lights, no instruments and no way on.  We thought a ship was leaving through the channel and 
we were also getting closer and closer to land - we could hear water breaking imminently close.  We 
rigged up the emergency nav lights, which solved that problem, after another resounding “WE ARE 
NOT RETIRING” from down below.  We then established that we were out of the channel, so the 
only problem now was do we have enough way on to avoid the land mass which was creeping slowly 
much closer.  Thankfully the wind gave us the way on we needed to deal with that problem.   

After a shower and breakfast buffet everyone was ready for the next race.  Although tired and with 
reduced brain function we managed to get through it.  Of course winning some positions was a great 
reward for the perseverance. My daughter, who is 7-and-a-half in Grade 2 at Springfield had a great 
time sailing with us.  The adventure and the pulling together of the crew, winning a prize and so on 
has had an enormous effect on her confidence.  I am reminded how much sailing develops life skills 
and am excited about our future sailing as a family on One Eighty. 

 



PART THREE: THE MYKONOS RACE – IT’S A WRAP 

From Harry Brehm, aboard Escape, Club Division 3 and winners of the L26 Offshore Champs: 

Another full weekend of sailing is behind us and it was not just plain sailing. In the right conditions 
you can point your bow in a northerly direction and 55 NM later you will be able to enter Saldanha 
Bay. This was not to be had this year. Instead of the anticipated SE breeze, we ended up beating all 
the way to Mykonos. To make it even more interesting, we had to navigate through thick mist most 
of the time. From about midday our crew on “Escape” was wet and cold and this did not change until 
we moored our boat safely in the Mykonos marina just before midnight. 

Despite the tedious long beat we managed to reach the Dassen Island gate at 16h20. A few bigger 
boats came out of the mist like ghost ships and disappeared as quickly again. We had no idea how 
far back in the fleet we were. We managed to make another 10NM towards the finish in Mykonos in 
a dying NW breeze. By that time I made the mistake of announcing a halfway realistic ETA to our 
young crew. We would not be able to make the finish before 3am, realistically only in the morning as 
the wind usually dies completely at night. Only in the early morning we would be able to get some 
offshore breeze. The sorry faces of our suffering young sailors made the decision quite easy to start 
the engine and to try to get to the mooring before midnight. 

The faces of our academy sailors only lightened up when they saw their lavish accommodation, 
generously sponsored by the Club Mykonos! 

When I had a look out of the window in the early morning, I could see the mist still hanging over the 
lagoon. I went back to bed for another hour and luckily the sun came out before our start at 10h59. 
We could at least see where we were going. In the light onshore breeze we were able to shake off 
the other L26 “Warlock” quite quickly. This was the pay back for cutting us off at the start line! 

Halfway through the race, after we made good progress through the fleet, we were running out of 
boats in front of us. It was only “Far Med” not far ahead of us, but we could already see the bigger 
boats making their steady move through the fleet. On the run from Jutten Island we had to fight off 
the faster “FTI Flyer”. When two boats fight, the other boats usually get away. In this case it was “Far 
Med” and the Charger 33 “Shadowfax”.  The first bigger boat, “Jacana”, just sailed effortless through 
our lee. Unfortunately this didn’t stop until we reached the finish. The bigger boats were passing us 
left and right and it really was demoralizing. We got handed down to 19th place overall in the bay 
race and 4th place in our class. 

In our debriefing after we’ve crossed the finishing line my students reminded me why we are 
participating in races in first place. We are here to learn and not necessarily to win. That did settle it 
quite quickly for me and we could head back to the mooring. 

There are a lot of things our students can still improve on. The biggest problem is the lack of 
discipline. The students are not sticking to the routine and usually are getting side tracked. It 
happens quite often that our boat is not prepared and we come late to a start because of that. The 
lack of concentration is another big problem. Most of our students can only concentrate for a short 
time and their minds are drifting off too quickly to non-sailing related topics. 

I reached the absolute low point of my sailing career when I was sitting lonely on the mooring in the 
early morning, waiting for our students to arrive for our delivery back to Cape Town. The first guys 
pitched one hour late and I was about to explode. In the end we headed off shorthanded that 
morning. 



After passing Jutten Island my remaining two crew mates hoisted the kite and went back to sleep. 
That left me sailing the boat single handed under spinnaker in the most beautiful sailing conditions, 
and also gave me chance to get my mojo back… 

We made it safely home after only 7hrs of the most enjoyable downwind sailing. When the last gybe 
before the harbour came up, we discussed the gybe and I mentioned that a slow gybe will most 
probably end up with a wrapped kite around the forestay. In the middle of the gybe a big wave was 
pushing the boat forward and the kite found its way around the forestay as discussed. Luckily it all 
ended well. The kite could be dropped without much damage and we were able to miss the harbour 
wall. 

The Mykonos Race proved to be challenging in many ways. Hopefully our students learned 
something along the way…I certainly did! 

 

 

PART FOUR: KEEPING UP WITH THE YELLOW KITE 

Patrick Holloway aboard Jacana, the overall winners of the Regatta, part of IRC division 

After finishing 2nd overall last year, we managed to win the biggest event (in terms of yachts 
entered in an event) in SA coastal and offshore yacht racing. 
 
We won the leg to Dassen Island by 6 seconds from AL on IRC and we won the bay pursuit race by 
about a third of a leg from Vulcan. Unfortunately they beat us on IRC in the bay race, which meant 
that whilst we won the overall event, which includes the results of all classes, based on PHRF, we 
were placed second overall on IRC, after a tie break. The 65 footer Warrior had managed to finish 
the long distance race before the wind shut down. Vulcan had also managed to sneak in at about 
19h00. We were off South Head, with about 5 miles to go at around 19h30, when the wind died 
away to zero. We crossed the line at 01h24, some 6 hours later! Thanks to Eckhard Marshing and 
John Jones for keeping me company, which included putting up the light kite 2.3 miles from the 
finish when 4 knots of wind came through. Very few yachts finished. Gumption snuck through us in 



the bay and Thunderchild, with her new sails, finished a 
few minutes ahead of us, so we were 5th boat home. 
 
The race from the start in Cape Town to the entrance to 
the bay was upwind in 10 to 24 knots with a 28 knot 
squall to get us wet, some more than others with the 
foredeck boys getting thoroughly soaked during a sail 
change. We also sailed in thick fog for a large part of the 
way. We worked the pressure in Table Bay really nicely 
and pushed hard up against the southern shore of 
Robben Island, leaving the island to starboard.  
 
Our navigator for the race, Martin Winter, hit a bull’s 
eye in the thick fog, calling a perfect lay line as we 
tacked onto starboard and hit the gate off Dassen Island 
in very poor visibility. 
 
We had an epic dice with Ray of Light, who sailed a 
great race, but eventually retired when they entered 
the bay. We really battled to hold them on straight line 
speed without max crew weight on the rail. Numerous 
crossed tacks in the fog made for exciting racing. There 

is a really exceptional and wonderful vibe between our two boats as we push each other to greater 
heights. 
 
The result was that on IRC, Warrior was 4th to Dassen and then picked up two 1st places for the 
Dassen to finish and overall CT to Langebaan races. We had a 1st and two 3rds. In the final bay race 
we were 2nd and Warrior 3rd, which meant that we both had 9 points and the tie had to be broken 
by looking at which boat had the most 1st places. Once again the fiery finger of fate had played 
against us. Nevertheless after being 3rd on IRC last year, we were one better this year. I don't think 
any of us have ever won the event overall, so this will be one to treasure forever! We also have the 
pleasure of knowing that we have never sailed better than we have in the last couple of months and 
this was two exceptionally good days of really fast and intelligent sailing. Well done to the crew of 
John Jones, Karl Mainprize, Craig Tilsley, Glenn Edwards, Martin Winter, Gary Dix, Neil Gregory, 
Eckhard Marshing and Erik Potgieter. Ironically, we could not field a full crew.  
 

 



PART FIVE: LIFTING BEATS, AND BLEATING IN THE MIST 

From aboard Scarlet Sun, Club Division 2 winners. 

We had a fantastic 08h30 start, bang on time at #10 at full pace, and led the fleet out of the bay, 
which was an extraordinarily foreign feeling for us, but very, very cool indeed! The wind lifted us on 
starboard beat well past Robben Island. We wondered for how long we would stay ahead of the big 
dogs, who had started at 09h10, after a general recall. In our division, Freedom, Me2Me, Sheshisa, 
Megafreight and Touch 'n Go all had us in their sights and the competition between the 1.08 and 
1.09 yachts at the front of this fleet was going to be tight! Touch ‘n Go excels in a flat sea and light to 
moderate winds. As she was catching and overtaking us, by sailing a more free westerly angle, we 
summed up whether we wanted to try to stick close to the rhumb line by staying high, or fall off and 
go for speed. We really enjoyed sailing out of Table Bay with Touch 'n Go. She was a real rocket ship 
in the conditions in the first hours, and sailed right away from the rest of the fleet in the light wind 
and flat sea. 

After the weather and sea state picked up and the fog set in, we must have picked up some time. It 
was absolutely fantastic to cross tracks within tens of metres of Shesisa and Megafreight [viva 
Simonis35!!!] in thick fog after 5 hours of sailing. Ghost ships passing in the fog. Wow. Sheshisa and 
Scarlet sailed together for quite some time, until a halyard problem unfortunately slowed Shesisa 
down. Around that time, the big dogs started to catch us, and we caught glimpses and crossed tracks 
with Vulcan, Jacana, Thunderbox and Ray of Light, amongst others, in the hour leading up to the 
gate crossing. We went through the gate a whisker ahead of Silky and Ray of Light, but we were sad 
to see Freedom [Farr38], who we realised then had been ahead of us, reaching back to the gate, 
having missed it. Bad luck guys – you are super-fast up wind, and were ahead at that point! As a 
result, we got to the gate 10 minutes ahead of the rest of our division. However, the ever skilful L34 
Lapwing pipped us on handicap – well done. We are learning a lot from these guys, who really are a 
fantastic team of sailors. 

Thereafter, I think we got well ahead of our fleet by staying west offshore outside the rhumb line, on 
what we believed was the favoured VMG tack, and staying in good breeze until what we thought 
was the lay line in to Jutten/South Head. Our ETA for most of the way up until this point was around 
7pm – things were looking good. Nice! As we tacked east and came in on port, we were headed 
horrifically down towards Kreefbaai and Plankiesbaai, and then started an awful series of tack angles 
back and forth towards south head in what seemed to be a cruel mixture of a dying and shifty 
breeze, lumpy sea, and strong current. This made us decide to go back out on starboard and around 
Jutten with sunset and nightfall approaching, where we lifted [swirled?] from north to east and 
began a wobbly track towards Elandspunt. In the ghostly isolation of the fog bubble we’d sailed in 
for hours now, we enjoyed the invisible aural banter between yachts improving on fog signal 
warnings with a farmyard of sheep bleats, crowing cockerels, and flat out awful hoots, but much 
laughter. We decided to stick it out when all the retirements came in over the radio because by then 
we thought we were ahead of the competition in no breeze, and hoped for new breeze in the 
lagoon, which did eventually come in a light west variety to push us across the last part of the bay 
along with Jacana, Thunderchild, Gumption, Banjo and After You, all of whom finished between 1am 
and 2.40am. We took a little more than 18 hours to complete the trip, with more than a third of that 
time dedicated to the last 5 miles! The last time we’d sailed on this water was the return delivery 
trip straight after the overnight race last November… We also took about 18 hours, mostly 
overnight, into a fierce southeaster and a very big confused sea – so we’re getting used to the long 
haul, and to trusting our yacht! Well done to Warrior [she is still looking magnificent – so nice she 



visits us from PE each year for this event] and Vulcan for beating the dying breeze! And even greater 
plaudits to OneEighty and Apricot for being in it to finish – very inspiring. To all the finishers, you 
showed your mettle. To 7½ year old Jess aboard OneEighty, well done little lady – you deserve all the 
trophies you won! I hear you received a rousing ovation at school assembly on Monday…you are a 
champ! 

Did anyone notice a near doubling in cost of the Mykonos breakfast this year…? I was in stitches 
thinking how happy the RCYC inside house guys would be when they heard about that [perhaps 
that’s an inside joke?], but you will be pleased to know that your club proudly serves a fine breakfast 
for much less than that! 

 
In the pursuit race, which was sailed in perfect weather with a 10-15 knot westerly, I think all the 
guys around us in the competitive 1.08 - 1.11 range were a little unlucky not to get the new fresher 
wind we got on the first leg [a starboard fetch] by staying high after the start, and then on the 
second leg we consolidated by sailing the distance leg on port first, when all behind us sailed higher 
on the other tack with a bad VMG. We again were lucky in that the wind lifted us out of the bay and 
onto the mark without any tacks until right at the end in North Bay (there was a most welcome 
shorter course this year, leaving out the ore jetty and dial rock). The Jutten leg was a starboard fetch 
turning into a reach, then a port broad reach to the north east harbour mark, and a starboard reach 
back to Skaapen, before a broad reach on port to the finish. For us, it was quite an experience to be 
near the front of the fleet for a change and to have the first yacht overtake us 2/3s into the race. 
Only 9 yachts caught us and we didn’t overtake 3...completely foreign territory for us! Well done 
again to Lapwing for pipping us in our division, and performing fantastically for a third place overall 
in the bay race. I think it was great for the race to be over with earlier than usual – it gave all crews a 
chance to chill together up the west coast. The top 30 boats were probably finished by 3pm, leaving 
plenty of time to relax before an enjoyable prize giving and dinner. 

The run home on Sunday was fantastic –the highlight for some aboard the good ship Scarlet Sun… 
Enjoy weskus sailing! 

Luke 


