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  WEST COAST CRUISE 2011 
After the very successful 2010 West Coast Cruise, we contemplated heading north this year (2011). 

The situation with pirate activity, as far South as Mozambique, convinced me to abandon that idea! 

Looking back on the 2010 cruise, lots of good memories flooded back and so the decision was made 

to head down South again. We found, last year, that the prevailing summer South Easter was very 

exhausting so we opted to leave a month later this year. This had some unexpected consequences! 

No wind! 

My long time friend and resident diesel engineer, Franz Sprung, was unable to join us this year, as he 

had sustained an injury to his knee and was to undergo surgery. Thank goodness, his son and fellow 

2010 crew member, Frank, was keen to join us and we were able to persuade Mike Victor, a keen 

sailor and great fisherman from JBay to make up the team.  

 

I had brought Gulliver back home from Knysna a month before departure in order to do a few 

routine maintenance items and to fit a new AIS (Automatic Information System) unit to her. This is a 

relatively new piece of electronic equipment which broadcasts information about all vessels within 

VHF range. It allows you to see where such vessels are, in relation to your own position. It also gives 

details of the size of the vessel, her name, course, speed, destination and, more importantly, 

whether your respective courses and speeds will result in a possible collision situation arising. We 

found this to be hugely useful, especially the first night at sea, when we were almost run down by a 

large fishing vessel. 
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The big trick, when planning a cruise like this, is to get the weather right. Since the weather systems 

travel across the South Atlantic and Eastwards up the SA coastline, from Cape Town to Durban, one 

has to find a system that will hang around long enough to provide Easterly winds to get you to 

Saldanha (some 50 hours).  At this time of year, the South Easters are not so prevalent. Finally, on 

May 11th, it all looked good. I expected to motor for the first 12 – 18 hours, after which the wind was 

predicted to fill in from the East and give us a free ride until we arrived on the West Coast.  

 

We set out in the evening, with a dying Westerly blowing. The first few hours were on a starboard 

tack out to the current, motor sailing and making good speed. We fell into a watch system of 2 hours 

on and 4 hours off and, around 22h00, I was awakened by the crew, indicating that we had a 

dangerous AIS target. I shot up and, sure enough, we had a large fishing vessel about 1 nautical mile 

away, on a converging course. I altered course 90 degrees to starboard and watched for her 

reaction.  Amazingly, she also altered course in the same direction.  We could see her lights and, at 

one stage, she was coming directly at us! I then altered course 90 degrees to port and she 

maintained her course so we passed about a half a mile from her. The AIS had been absolutely spot 

on and it had made interpreting her strange behaviour very easy. 

Around midnight, the wind had dropped to such an extent that we decided it would be better to 

drop all sails and motor on a course directly to Cape Agulhas. We awoke next morning to beautiful 

conditions. The lack of wind meant flat seas but it also meant running the engines as we pushed 

South at around 8 knots.  
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Mike had 3 rods out and we fully expected to hear the scream of a ratchet but not a thing was 

tempted to have a go. So we motored on through that day and the second night and on Friday 

morning, approaching Cape Hangklip, the wind started to build from the West, bang on the nose! 

This was the exact opposite of the forecast. We plugged on as the wind built to 20 knots & the sea 

state steadily deteriorated.  
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Around 10h30, the port engine suddenly died and the oil alarm went off. I was surprised and shot 

down to check the oil level, only to find it perfect. Where was Franz?! The manual gave 2 possible 

reasons for the alarm. One was a low oil level which we had already discounted and the other was a 

blocked oil filter. Of course, Murphy, at this stage, put in an appearance and I realised, that despite a 

good stock of impellors, fan belts, anodes and fuel filters, I had forgotten to get oil filters! A quick 

call to Franz confirmed that the motors have a sensor which triggers the alarm when the filter is 

clogged. Given that we had been plugging in to a very lumpy sea for some hours, I figured the filter 

had picked up some crankcase gunk. No problem, we still have the starboard engine! 

Calls were made to the Yanmar agents in Cape Town and Jackie was delegated to see that they were 

paid. They undertook to deliver 4 spare filters to the False Bay Yacht Club, in Simonstown. So, no big 

deal.  A diversion to S’town was not a bad prospect as none of us had ever been in there from the 

seaward side.  

Of course, what we forgot is that this was Friday the 13th!  Just as we were settling down, bashing 

our way directly upwind at 6 knots, the starboard engine died: same story! Suddenly the situation 

was not so amusing. We now had to hoist the main, in 20 knots, with no means of holding the boat 

head to wind. It’s not easy to get the full length battens to go between the lazy jacks unless you are 

head to wind. With Frank & Mike on the bimini, wrestling with the boom, we eventually got it up 

and unfurled the jib. Now we were looking at a 40nm beat upwind to Simonstown, in a progressively 

deteriorating sea. Quick calculations revealed that we would not get in before 22h00.  

I then set about removing the oil filters, one at a time and washing them in petrol, in a bucket on the 

aft bridgedeck. Messy work but I got them both back and we tried to start the engines again. The 

Port one would start but we could not get the Starboard one to take. We resigned ourselves to the 

fact that we might have limited use of one motor but that was about it. 

Some time around 14h00, Frank said “I’ve been thinking. Are you sure we have diesel?” “Plenty” I 

said. “I put 250l in at home and that will take us to Cape Town and back!” Then, I started thinking. 

He may have a point. We have been bashing into the wind since we left home and that will affect 

fuel consumption.  Better just check the tank levels. When the dipstick emerged dry, I was both 

relieved and embarrassed! It was not the oil filters after all! The flipping oil alarm had thrown us off 

track! 

We still, however, had no engines and, therefore, no way of entering the confined waters of a 

strange harbour when we did finally get there! From the almanac, I was able to get the phone 

number of the FBYC and I got hold of John Spilhaus (aka Spilly), well known sailor and a very helpful 

fellow. We needed to arrange a rendezvous in order to get some diesel for the harbour approach. 

Eventually, he called back and informed me that he had arranged for a large power boat, en route to 

Gordons Bay, to drop off 25l for us. What a relief! 

So, we continued beating to weather and, around 16h00, the powerboat came into view. I was 

extremely concerned to have them come anywhere near us, as, although the wind was dropping, the 

sea was a mess. I asked Mike and Frank to untie the dinghy from the trampoline and we paid this out 

behind us on a long painter. Just as well because the poor guys had a hard time approaching it. 
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We had left a bottle of champagne in the duck for them, which they eagerly retrieved and we were 

able to haul the duck back with the 25l can of diesel aboard. It didn’t take 5 minutes to get the diesel 

into the tanks and bleed the engines and we were up and running. By now, the wind had dropped so 

we furled the sails and set off for Simonstown under power. A quick calculation revealed that we 

could only use one motor and we would make Simonstown at around 22h00. 

 

The sunset was truly spectacular, with Cape Point off in the distance to port and Cape Hangklip to 

starboard. We eventually motored in to the harbour, with an amazing backdrop of lights from 

Bertie’s Landing. Really beautiful. 
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Next morning, first priority was to get diesel. Being a Saturday, it was 08h30 before we established 

that the fuel dock was without diesel! The tanks were empty! Thankfully, a guy who we had just met, 

Terry McCann, offered to rustle up a few jerry cans and take me up to the local service station. That 

really saved the day. I could not imagine sitting there, as beautiful as it was, until Monday! 

It must have been 11h00 before we slipped the lines and left FBYC. What an utterly enchanting little 

harbour and club they have. When I called Spilly, to enquire as to the mooring fees, he said “Forget 

it! You guys have had enough shit!” Great spot: great people!

 



7 
 

We motored slowly up the coast to Cape Point. Conditions were absolutely calm and it was a rare 

treat to see this spectacular part of our coastline from the sea. Rounding Cape Point, we came up on 

a Leopard 46 “Pride of Africa”. She was also heading for Dassen Island. I commented to the guys that 

it has become traditional, when rounding Cape Horn, for sailors to smoke a cigar but that the locals 

probably smoked a joint when rounding Cape Point!    

 

 

We were all in high spirits, enjoying the beauty, when one of Mike’s reels screamed.  He jumped for 

it and was beside himself with excitement when he realised he had hooked something good! Two 

seconds later, he saw the second rod go and called Frank to attend to it! I asked him if I should pull 

the third line in, to clear the way for them both and, when I got to the rod, I found it, too, had a fish 

on.  A triple strike! Mike was going mad, screaming “Feeeesh on! Yes, please!!” He nearly wet 

himself. Frank got his fish in first and we discovered a very nice snoek. Mike was still playing his, on 

very light tackle. I got mine in and it was another snoek.  Finally, Mike got his to the surface and it 

was a beauty!  
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We figured we would keep one for the braai and release the others. Mike made short work of 

filleting the one, all done in his nice white Billabong Bermudas! Needless to say, they were blood 

bespattered and we ended up consigning them to a bucket on the foredeck for the rest of the trip! 
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So, with the boat effortlessly slipping along towards Slangkop light, we prepared the braai. Resident 

chef Frank and sommelier Mike did us proud. We had a pile of freshly caught and braaied snoek in 

no time! 
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Just as well that I shut the sliding doors into the cabin while we were braaing because, as we found 

out later, that flipping snoek stinks! The whole cockpit smelled like a cheap brothel! Nevertheless, 

with a chilled bottle of Dana Buys’ Vrede & Lust Sauvignon Blanc to accompany it, we had a fantastic 

meal on a windless sea, while the coast slipped quietly by.  What an amazing morning it had been! I 

can’t get much better than that! 

The sequence of events, which had started with us running out of diesel, had resulted in so many 

unexpected and unplanned moments and we all agreed that it had been an exciting 24 hours!  

The passage to Dassen was really superb. On a completely oily sea, we slipped along past 

Scarborough, Misty Cliffs, Slagkop light & Kommetjie, making around 8 knots. From Karbonkelberg, 

off Hout Bay, we set a course straight for Dassen Island. I called up Shaun Frayne, who lives at 

Llandudno, and he was able to see us clearly on his telescope. Shortly thereafter, Frank spotted a 

whale coming towards us. We both scrambled for a camera as it passed about 10m from the boat.  

I’m not sure he even knew we were there. Just another magic moment! 
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By this time, the wind had filled in a little and Frank and I decided to hoist sails. We motor sailed off 

into the sunset and what a sunset it was! It was around 20h30 when we snuck into House Bay and 

dropped the hook. Bed was very welcome! 
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Next morning, we awoke to the usual West Coast misty conditions. It was windless (again) and we 

decided that a crayfish lunch was called for. Mike had purchased a case of sardines in Simonstown 

and we had tapped the locals for as much information on the art of crayfishing as they were willing 

to part with, so we quickly set the two nets right off the stern of Gulliver. There is something great 

about fishing. The expectation of what might be caught! Well, we didn’t fare too well. Two small 

ones after a couple of hours were not going to give us the braai we had promised ourselves for 

lunch, so we returned them to the sea! Mikey had other plans. 

 

“Have you got a pair of goggles on board, Greg?” “Sure, and fins and a snorkel and a full length 

wetsuit!” You know where this is going! Mike is into the wetsuit and, after a quick nibble of some 

delicious toasted sarmies that Frank had rustled up, I took him, in the duck, to the shallow waters, 

away from the ever-present kelp, to get us lunch.  
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He quickly discovered why the locals net them! The water is unbelievably cold and he could not take 

it on his head. After 3 brief dives, he aborted it and we reconciled ourselves to the fact that we were 

going to have to revert to plan A! 

 

So Mikey went back to his nets and, whilst refilling the stockings with sardines, working on the 

Starboard sugar scoop, he nipped into the cockpit to get something. Before he could get back, a flock 

of seagulls had descended on his sardines and grabbed the whole lot! He screamed at them and they 

dropped some into the water. Mikey launched himself off the transom, without thinking, into the 

freezing water and managed to retrieve many of them. The gulls were making a hell of a fuss! 
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Now, I must tell you that Mikey had nothing on but a pair of baggies. He nearly froze his nuts off! A 

nice hot shower and a change of clothes and he was ready for action again. 

Having stuffed the last of the sardines into the two nets, he set off to place them, returning at short 

intervals to check if we had caught anything. On one of these trips, I accompanied him. He had 

rigged the nets with a length of fishing line and a Sunlight Liquid bottle as a float. The idea is to drop 

the net to the bottom, leaving it for a short while, in the hope that some stupid crayfish will start to 

chew on the bait. At that point, one returns and quickly hauls in the net before the crayfish can swim 

off. Anyway, we found both nets empty so we decided to move to a new spot. When Mike deployed 

the first net, I said “be careful that the water is not too deep”. “No way” he says and throws the 

whole lot in. We watched, in horror, as the line pulled the Sunlight Liquid bottle below the surface to 

a depth of about 1.5m! We sat in the duck, hovering over the bottle, with no way of retrieving it! We 

could see it but we could not reach it!  We could have snagged it with the boathook but that was on 

Gulliver, 100m away! So we sat and stared, slowly coming to the realisation that Mikey was going to 

have to go swimming again! Eventually, he whipped off his shirt and plunged in! The bottle was 

grabbed, the net was saved and Mikey was heading back for another hot shower! We laughed like 

hell at his misfortune. What a great sport he was! 

 

So we settled down to a quiet afternoon at Dassen. The genset was quietly pumping a few amps 

back into the batteries and Bob Marley was pumping a few decibels on the sound system. What a 

way to spend a Sunday! The thought of a peaceful afternoon snooze went out of the window when 

the wind started veering to the North West. This meant that we were on a lee shore and, although 

the wind was not strong, we could not contemplate a night at anchor in those conditions. Around 

16h00, we upped anchor and quietly shaped a course for Saldanha.  
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We knew we were going to get in after dark so the two chefs set about making a slap up meal en 

route. My darling wife had stocked the freezer with enough food to last 3 months so we selected the 

beef pie and I whacked it in the oven while Frank rustled up a salad. 

 

 

On our 2010 trip, Franz had been the master chef and no-one could challenge him. Frank more than 

held up the family tradition this time and was willing to jump in and prepare a tasty meal whenever 

we needed it. Mike was always willing to pitch in with the dish washing and drying so we made a 

good team. For sure, we did not go hungry! 
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The wind did not pick up; in fact, it dropped away to nothing as we entered Saldanha around 20h15. 

It was a spectacular sight, seeing all the different navigation lights and the ships at the ore terminal 

all lit up, reflecting on a windless sea. Not having been to this marina before, we slid slowly along, 

making sure that we kept to the correct track. There was only one mooring slip vacant so we nipped 

in and made fast. After a quick clean up, it was good to turn in to a warm bed. 

Yachtport SA is a brand new facility, tucked into a quiet and protected corner of Saldanha Bay 

harbour. They have built an impressive setup, with a travel hoist and a beautiful workshop and 

Lounge area. Well built walk-on slips have been provided and they offer a complete valet service. All 

marine services are available and the staff are really friendly and helpful. We were most impressed. 
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Coincidentally, we ended up almost directly opposite our old Ocean Spirit! Steve and Noeline, the 

new owners, have done quite a few mods on her and she was looking good. They popped in next 

morning and had coffee with us so it was great to get an update on her. She is a great little boat! 

 

Around 11h00, we dropped the mooring lines and slipped across the lagoon to Mykonos. This is the 

marina where we had left Gulliver last year. It is a super spot but we had not been able to get a 

mooring there this year so decided to try Yachtport SA. Mykonos has a lively casino and resort 

surrounding it and they have a convenient diesel dock, where we were able to pump in 350 litres for 

the return trip to Knysna. Not taking any chances this time! 

It was just before lunch when we departed Mykonos and, as it was too early to return Gulliver to her 

mooring, we headed off to Oudepos, a little bay on the Western shores of Langebaan Lagoon. It’s a 

short hop from Mykonos and part of the route takes you along a shallow channel, which opens out 

into a really picturesque little spot – Oudepos. We dropped the hook, cracked open a beer and sat 

there absorbing the views in the warm sunshine. Because Langebaan is, for the most part, a shallow 

lagoon, the water temperature is a good deal higher than the sea. This means that the air 

temperature is also a lot higher. The general vegetation could not be described as lush but the area 

has a special charm. From this anchorage, one looks directly across to Langebaan, essentially a 

holiday village, which has grown rapidly in recent years and is now the weekend playground of many 

affluent Cape Tonians. 
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Since this was to be our last lunch, we thought we had better use up all the scraps in the fridge. With 

Chef Frankie in attendance, we produced another mouth-watering snack! 
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Some views of the beautiful Langebaan Lagoon at Oudepos! 
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Suitably fed, we reluctantly upped anchor and made our way back to the mooring at Yachtport. The 

hired car had been delivered so all we had to do was a thorough clean-up and pack our things for the 

journey home.  
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We were rewarded with the most amazing sunset, which kinda summed up the whole trip.  
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Although we did not get to our intended destinations of Paternoster and St. Helena Bay, we had 

visited Simonstown and had a most memorable meander along the coast past Cape Point, parts of 

the coastline that we would normally bypass. We had the exciting snoek triple at Cape Point; we had 

the close encounter with the whale. Even running out of diesel resulted in some unforgettable 

moments! And we thoroughly enjoyed our brief stay At Dassen Island. 

On a sailing trip, one has to accept that the weather is going to dictate your daily moves. Once again, 

the weather had dictated but we had wrung the best out of every day. Being confined, in a small 

space, with two other guys can be “interesting”.  Somehow, the three of us immediately clicked and 

we had a whole lot of laughs, without once feeling that one’s space was being cramped. My grateful 

thanks to Frank and Mikey. You guys really made these few days very special.  

 

 

 


