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Day 23 – Start of Leg 2 - At sea again!!! 

 

I’m late sending today’s email, as I’ve been lying on the front deck for the last couple of 

hours wishing I could stand up. Luckily, the seasickness passed quickly. I waited to put 

on “the patch” until minutes before departure, and we hit waves immediately upon 

leaving Bermuda. As I’m writing this we’re six hours into the voyage, and the ride has 

settled down to 4-6 foot waves, with a reasonably smooth ride, but for a while there we 

had 8-12 foot waves that were braking. Nothing even remotely scary, but my stomach 

didn’t seem to like it. I never like it when I can see waves higher than the back of the 

boat chasing me from behind! 

 
Five 46’s docked stern-to, along with Uno Mas 

 

Our departure from Bermuda was quite eventful. I mentioned yesterday that we were 

nervous about being able to leave the marina this morning, as there was a prediction for 

30+ knot winds. To give us an easy escape, we side-tied ourselves to the dock, with two 

boats on the west side of the dock, two on the south side and two to the east. As 

predicted, at departure time we were looking at winds of 30 knots from the west.  
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The boats on the south side of the dock pulled away easily. We were on the east side, 

and were being blown away from the dock. Our only problem was that the wind had 

blown us far enough from the dock that getting on and off the boat was difficult. We 

were happily loading the tender, and had it on deck, when Kirk came running down the 

dock to tell us not to load the tender. Both Grey Pearl and Crosser were being pinned to 

the wall by the wind and needed help getting away. Grey Pearl wanted assistance with 

a line they had tied from their starboard side out to a mooring buoy, and Crosser was 

nervous that their thrusters might not lift them off the wall against the wind. 

 

Garret jumped in our tender and 

went to their aid. In a couple of 

minutes Grey Pearl was away 

from the wall and moving through 

the water. She had used her front 

thruster to push the nose of the 

boat away from the wall, and then 

gunned the engine to get moving. 

Crosser tried the same maneuver 

with less luck – the front thruster wasn’t strong enough to move Crosser away from the 

wall.  

 

Crosser is the largest boat on the rally, at 90’. I missed the opportunity to go aboard, but 

everyone has been raving about it for days. One person described it as having a mega-

yacht feel that put it in a different league than the rest of our boats. Heated granite 

floors, indirect lighting everywhere, modern art, a space age instrument panel, etc. 

Hopefully I’ll get a chance to visit her in Horta. 

 

Crosser has what I call high “windage”. Whereas the 62 sits low to the water, Crosser 

has more vertical square footage to act as a sail. Crosser’s thrusters couldn’t overpower 

the windage to push Crosser from the wall. Our plan was to run a rope from Crosser’s 

bow to Garret in the tender, and hopefully lift Crosser far enough off the wall that they 
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could drive ahead, as had Grey Pearl. It 

seemed like a good plan, however, 

unfortunately it did not work. Once Crosser 

was at about a 10 degree angle to the wall, 

they gunned it. Although their bow was off 

the wall, their stern was pressed firmly to it, 

and the fenders started working themselves 

out of the gap that divided Crosser from the 

wall. Once some of the fenders had risen 

above the wall, the remaining fenders found 

themselves overloaded, and EXPLODED! 

Those of you who have no idea what I am 

talking about can study the pictures I 

uploaded earlier today to the website 

(http://sanssouci.talkspot.chttp://sanssouci.talkspot.com). There’s a 

great shot of the damaged fenders (and the 

damage to Crosser).  

 

Once Crosser’s stern was without fenders, it started digging itself into the wall, 

accompanied by a squeal of grinding fiberglass that I never want to hear again. This 

immediately caused Crosser to 

straighten itself out, placing it once more 

parallel to the wall, moving forward while 

continuing to grind into the wall as it 

went. I’m missing the best photographs, 

because I, like everybody else, 

immediately ran to Crosser to push her 

off the wall. To my amazement we did 

introduce a couple of feet of separation, which allowed Crosser to “punch it again”. This 

time she made it such that her bow was beyond the end of the dock, but her stern still 

against the dock. The wind then started turning Crosser to the port (left) side, and 

http://sanssouci.talkspot.c
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straight into the corner of the dock. Crosser was pivoting on the side of the dock, held 

there by the 30 knots of wind. 

 

This was being made more interesting as the 

corner of the dock started cracking, and parts 

started falling off. A power pedestal broke at 

the base, and was being pushed to a 30 

degree angle. A lamppost on the corner of the 

dock was leaning badly. There was a fire 

hydrant inches away, and I knew that it was 

seconds from blowing (which fortunately it never did). 

 

As all of this was happening, things started going really bad. I’ve said before that 

boating is best described as days of boredom punctuated by seconds of terror. This was 

to be no exception. A passenger on the back of Crosser stepped onto the swim platform 

and leaned into the water to retrieve the fenders that were being trailed through the 

water. You could sense the same emotion run through all of us at the same time. 

Crosser weighs perhaps 200,000 pounds, and a passenger put himself in a position that 

could result in his being between Crosser and the wall. A unanimous chorus (all of us 

on the dock) advised the passenger loudly, and unambiguously, that this was the wrong 

time to worry about the fenders, and he stepped back into the boat.  

 

Meanwhile, at the front of the boat, Garret had repositioned himself to PUSH Crosser’s 

nose to the starboard (right side). In my opinion, this was a courageous, but a very 

dangerous decision. Had Crosser been farther forward, and suddenly made a sharp 

turn to port, Garret would have been in a tough place. The tender weighs about 800 

pounds, and has a 60 horsepower motor. It did help having it directly pushing on 

Crosser’s nose. From where I was standing on the dock, pushing on Crosser’s port 

side, I could see Garret to my left, with the tender’s nose dug into Crosser, literally 

folding itself up under the pressure.  
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That’s when Crosser punched it again, and Garret’s engine quit. Crosser shot forward, 

and I was briefly worrying that the tender would somehow get sucked under Crosser, 

but the tender was pushed away nicely. Garret got the engine rolling, and life was good 

again. 

  

Once out to sea, we all relaxed, and perhaps to counter the tension of minutes earlier, 

there was some mooning that ensued. As the other boat did not return the gesture, it is 

possible that offense was taken. Hopefully no pictures shall reach the internet! 

 

As the mood whip-lashed from serious to jovial and back to serious, it was time to talk 

about our heading. Walt Hack, our weather forecaster had suggested that we proceed 

due east for roughly the next day and a half rather than heading directly to Horta. Walt 

felt this would give us a smoother ride by avoiding rougher seas to the north, and add 

only an extra 8-10 hours to the voyage. Walt knows his stuff and has been guiding 

many of us for years, including yours truly. 

 

Our first sign of dissent was Bob Rothman, of Emeritus, jumping on the radio to say that 

he had made the decision to go straight for Horta. He was convinced Walt was being 

overly cautious, and put us on notice of his new heading. His opinion was echoed by a 

few more of our boats, forcing Kirk to put the issue to a vote. We called Hack to discuss 

the issue with him personally, and he held firm that going direct to Horta was a mistake. 

After much discussion the decision was made. We’re going direct. I hope we know what 

we’re doing. 

 

Being an eventful day, the next hour had more surprises for us – Garret caught us a 

tuna, followed by our having to take evasive action to avoid a large tanker! 

 

On a completely different topic, exercise was a topic today. Roberta is worried that 

sitting still for the next 10 days will cause her to turn to mush (which really isn’t possible) 

– but her and St. John discussed an exercise program and Roberta kicked it off with 90 
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minutes of step aerobics/stretching/semi-yoga, all accompanied by ABBA (at maximum 

volume).   

 

At 8:00 pm we had our standard evening report from the other division of boats. All was 

going well, and they are now 300 miles in front of us, also going direct to Horta. There 

was one concerning thing in their report, which was that one of the crew aboard Four 

Across appears to be passing a kidney stone. The doctor is monitoring him closely, and 

all is reported to be under control. The crewmember in question was not identified. 

 

After the Division 2 update, it was time for roll call. Kirk, who has taken this duty over 

from Dan Streech, decided to put his own mark on the process. Roberta was assigned 

to the weather report (“it’s dingy, windy and bumpy out there”), Phil was asked to do a 

cooking tip (“When preparing sushi, use a sharp knife as it’s actually safer”) and St. 

John was asked for a medical tip (“An apple a day keeps the doctor away – as 

constipation at sea could be serious”) I suggested renaming Sans Souci to Avec Sushi 

to commemorate Garret’s tuna haul, but no one got the joke and I felt a bit silly (it 

means “We have sushi” in French). All boats answered the roll call, without surprise, 

except Emeritus who unsuccessfully tried to convince us that they were already arriving 

at port in Horta. 

 

Lastly, we finally settled our watch schedules. Roberta and I are a team, and stand 

watch from 8:00 am to noon, and from 8:00 pm to midnight. We couldn’t be happier! 

 

As my fingers are tired, and my stomach is rolling again, I shall quit typing now…  
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Day 13 - Almost to Bermuda 

 
Everyone aboard Sans Souci is likely to remember yesterday for the rest of their lives. 

Those of you who have been 

to the website have already 

seen the pictures, so this will 

be old news, but we had a 

very close encounter with 

sperm whales. We stopped 

the boat when we saw the 

whales swimming, and were 

lucky enough to have them 

swim directly in front of us. 

We had four sperm whales within a few feet of the boat. The pictures do not do justice 

to the experience. Everyone was blown away by the experience. 

  

The entire fleet had an incredible day. No reports from anyone of anything except fun 

and silliness. Sea Fox was on the radio periodically proclaiming their status as fishing 

gurus. We suspect that we were being fibbed to, but I will dutifully report their claim as it 

was told to us. Early yesterday they caught a four-foot fish that they threw back as too 

small, only to have it bite again. They re-returned it to the water with a firm reprimand. 

Later in the day, the fish came back, but this time it just stole their lure and ran off. Sea 

Fox asked the rest of our fleet to try to recover their lost lure. I confess that I have 

expended zero effort on this quest. However, should you see a four foot fish carrying a 

bright yellow lure, let me know and, I’ll pass along its location. 

  

Later in the day, a call came in from Que Linda that their espresso machine had broken 

and they desperately needed us to stop at the nearest Starbucks. In a true departure 

from life in Seattle, I realized that there actually are places on earth where it is possible 

to rotate through all 360 degrees without seeing even one Starbucks. Sans Souci, and 

our emergency medical technician St. John, did not want to see anyone go through 
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caffeine deprivation, so we immediately fired up our espresso machine, dropped the 

tender, and sent a crew over to hand deliver steaming-hot lattes to the Que Linda crew, 

who were waiting for them in their rooftop hot tub. Yes – it was decadent and silly, but it 

was that kind of day…. Trust me, we’re not always like that. 

St. John and Garret rush the lattes to Hal & Linda of Que Linda, who enjoy them while sitting in their Hot 

Tub! 

 

To make the coffee delivery, we had stopped Sans Souci in the middle of the ocean 400 

miles from the nearest land. The water was the bluest as I have ever seen it. I have no 

idea how far beneath the surface I could see, but would like to believe it was at least a 

mile. It certainly seemed like it.  

  

Christian used this opportunity 

to jump off the top of the boat, 

which reminded me of a 

conversation I had with Rip just 

before we left land. Rip had told 

me about a crossing he did a 

few years back where they 

stopped the boat in the exact 

middle of the Atlantic for a 

swim. I asked if they hadn’t 

worried about sharks. His response: “Of course! But, we had someone circling the 

swimmers at all times, from a tender, with a shot gun pointed at the water.” I wished I 
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hadn’t asked. Christian’s dive into the water prompted Garret and St. John to do the 

same. I know this is crazy, but my guess is that we are all going swimming when we get 

to the center of the Atlantic. There are no guns aboard Sans Souci, so I’m hoping our 

luck holds. 

  

Looking out the window as I type this, the seas today are rougher than yesterday, but 

far from rough. We have perhaps 1 to 3 foot waves, and a light 10-knot breeze. 

  

Everyone is excited that we’ll be seeing the rest of our group today. Both Emeritus, 

which has been running independently, and the Division 2 boats should be with us 

before nightfall. On watch last night, I kept hearing our Division 1 boats trying to contact 

our friends in Division 2 via VHS radio. There were no responses on my shift. We could 

at any time use our sat phones to call the Division 2 boats, but that doesn’t seem as 

aesthetically pleasing. Radio contact means we are close, whereas calling them on the 

phone says nothing about distance. Roberta and I did the 3:00am to 6:00am watch last 

night, so we slept through the 8:00am roll call, but my guess is that we are within 20 

miles of Division 2.  

  

We’re now 150 miles from Bermuda, and should arrive sometime tonight.  The actual 

approach to Bermuda is difficult, or so it appears on the map, as a giant reef surrounds 

Bermuda and we must pass through a narrow access channel. I will be studying the 

maps today and will know much more about what is ahead of us later this afternoon. 

  

My apologies for my lack of response to everyone who has sent an email, or posted a 

message on the website. I’ve been neglecting my inbound e-mail, but have received a 

number of questions and requests to say “Hi” to people. As soon as I can, I will pass 

along all the requests for greetings from friends and family. Where I have been able to 

do so, this has already been done. 
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Many people have asked about 

Shelby, our dog. One person asked 

whether or not Shelby could have just 

stayed on the boat, had we not gotten 

her entry permit for Bermuda. I do not 

know the answer to this question, but 

assume that she could have. The 

officials in Bermuda have been 

pleasant but firm. They return phone 

calls, and have gone out of their way to help us immigrate (temporarily) Shelby. They 

had a long list of hoops we had to jump through, but it was a fair list, and really the 

toughest part was the final timing. Shelby had to have a health certificate within ten 

days of our arrival in Bermuda. We couldn’t submit our application until everything was 

assembled including this final health certificate. Our fear was that we would submit the 

paperwork and then not receive our import permit until we were already at sea, or that 

our departure would be delayed due to weather, and the health certificate would no 

longer be valid. We were very impressed when Bermuda faxed us approval within two 

hours of application. My sense is that they were happy that we followed every single 

rule, and got it all right on the first try. 

  

The other major Shelby question has been “where does she go?” Lots of people seem 

curious about this, and rightly so. This was a big question for Roberta and I. Our human 

children have grown and moved away, so Shelby has become an integral part of our 

immediate family. We perhaps take this a bit too far, and suspect we’re not the only dog 

or cat owners to do so. Shelby is well known to many of the restaurants in Cabo, our 

primary land-based home, where she usually dines with us. Getting Shelby trained was 

a bit of a project, and something we knew we HAD to do. She’s a Norwegian 

Lundehund, which is a rare, and not particularly domesticated breed. To train her was a 

yearlong process that started with an enormous tray on the back deck of our boat filled 

with sod. Shelby had a yard of her own, complete with real grass! To make a long story 

short, over time the grass was replaced with Astroturf, and eventually taken away 
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completely. She now understands that the back deck is “the place.” We even asked 

Nordhavn if they could build Sans Souci with a doggy door. Unfortunately, they thought 

this was impossible, and perhaps that is for the better. When the seas are high, no one 

should go out alone. This way, we have a bit more control over where she is. 

  

I’ve also received questions about Christian Fittipaldi from his fans. Someday I’ll have to 

watch him race, to see another side of him. Before meeting him, I had tried to imagine 

what he might be like. Nothing I envisioned compares to the person who is here. He is 

intelligent, shy, polite, considerate and very serious. Last night while the rest of us were 

checking our e-mail, Christian was watching a National Geographic DVD on his laptop. 

He is now on the back deck reading. At 4:00am this morning, Roberta and he were 

deep in discussion about the subtle distinctions between some similar, but different, 

Portuguese and Spanish words. He also seems to have no fear. When we were 

stopped yesterday to do our coffee delivery, he was the first to dive off the boat. While I 

was wondering if there sharks in the water, he was swimming. He loves the sea, and 

you could see the passion in his eyes as we looked at a map of the Bahamas and he 

showed us his favorite cruising grounds. After talking to Christian, do not be surprised if 

Sans Souci winds up in the Bahamas someday….  I received an e-mail asking what he 

has on his iPod play list. According to Christian, he listens to older groups like 

Supertramp, and Prefab Sprout (which I’ve never heard of), After Hours music, New 

Age and techno.  

  

On an unrelated to anything note, during watch last night, I was able to chat with our 

son Chris, who is living and working in Tokyo. Chris loves challenges, so I just typed in 

our latitude and longitude with no explanation whatsoever. Within a few seconds, he 

responded “Boring. There’s nothing there but water.” I’m not sure why this struck me as 

funny, but it did. I am also not so spoiled by technology that I can’t still be awed by the 

idea that a dad on a boat in the middle of the Atlantic can chat with his son in Tokyo.    

  

I received an email from one person correcting the formula I posted a few days ago. 

Thank you to Henry Rothberg for this clarification: 
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“ … I do believe that it should be stated as: Hull speed (NOT maximum speed) in knots 

= 1.3 x the square root of the length of the boat IN FEET at the water line. THIS formula 

is not valid if the length is expressed in meters/metric - Henry Rothberg 

hbrothberg@yahoo.com … “ 

  

Lastly… 

  

I inadvertently stirred up a bit of controversy when I mentioned tossing my paper plate 

overboard in an earlier update. Dan Streech answered the gentleman far more 

eloquently than I could have, so the original e-mail, and Dan’s response follow. 

 

Dan: 

 

I LOVE reading your reports and the San Souci weblog … And I DON’T mean to sound 

like a “know it all” or “holier-than-thou,” but … reading comments such as: 

 

“We’ve been lucky so far – no one sick, and dinner went well. I experimented with 

throwing my paper plate overboard, and discovered that throwing a Frisbee 

shaped object loaded with food is best done downwind. Double oops…” 

 

I am reminded that while LEGALLY, throwing paper plates into the sea may be “OK” 

when you reach the legally specified distance from land, I note that good sailors & 

cruisers THROW NOTHING over the side unless they have eaten it first … and even 

then it should be “treated / macerated” first, if possible. 

 

A GREAT cruiser’s guideline: Save & hold ALL trash and dispose of it at the next port of 

call. (aren’t trash compactors just great !) 

 

We can (still) legally litter and pollute the sea ...but that doesn’t make it right …! 
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It would be nice if you could diplomatically relay this message to the entire NAR fleet … 

I’m not very diplomatic so I’ll leave it to you to ignore my message or relay it to the 

entire NAR fleet, and everyone else you meet and cruise with. 

 

Not trying to be a pain-in-the-butt, I’m just doing my small part looking out for the seas… 

 

Henry  

 

Hello Henry, 

  

Thanks for your (provocative) email. It is going to provide some interesting debate for 

our readers as I am going to post your e-mail and my response on the web site.  

  

First I want to say that the pollution subject didn’t pass un-discussed on board Sans 

Souci. The 8 of us on board range from college student knee-jerk liberal to Bush 

conservative, but we all share one thing in common - a love of and respect for the sea 

and the need to protect it.  

  

The experience yesterday with the sperm whales and a speechless awe at the deep 

blue crystal clear water was a reminder of the priceless pristine beauty that still exists 

and our collective responsibility to protect it. 

  

The pollution enemy (of course besides oil and chemical spills) is PLASTIC.  Wretched 

hateful plastic takes years or a lifetime to disintegrate. In my travels over the years, I 

have walked remote beaches from Borneo to the Bahamas, and my pleasure of the 

moment is nearly always spoiled by a Styrofoam cup, plastic bag, 6-pack holder, or 

worse. I have never seen a paper plate, magazine or an apple core washed ashore. I 

have not wanted to mention it in my reports, but we have seen numerous floating 

objects during this passage - all of them plastic. In an amazing confirming coincidence, 

Crosser just came on the radio to report a floating plastic barrel. 
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I have never been one to practice silly robotic PC perfection and prefer to act sensibly 

and responsibly. I will continue to throw paper and organic garbage into the open ocean 

as well as pump the holding tank without remorse. I know that these things are eaten by 

the marine life or absorbed easily by the sea. 

  

As mentioned above, I am going throw this debate on to the web site and see how 

people react. I could be convinced to give up my paper and garbage throwing if it would 

help foster a better ATTITUDE towards protecting our precious seas. 

  

Yours humbly, 

  

  

Dan 

  

P.S. - Prior to departure from Ft. Lauderdale, it was discussed in a Sans Souci crew 

meeting that the paper plates could go overboard but the plastic utensils DEFINITELY 

could not. Not one molecule of plastic has gone overboard.  Also, we DO NOT use any 

holding tank treatments (which contain formaldehyde) aboard Sans Souci. The chemical 

treatments are worse than the sewage itself.  


