MARTA     AND THE ISLAND DOUBLE

Just two weeks after taking part in the RTI race my son Pip and I set out again in the island double part of the Royal Southampton double Handed Series.

We had been challenged earlier in the year by my friend and owner of Nokomis a Sigma 362, to a straight race, no handicapping last one back buys dinner.  It seemed like a good idea at the time. 

Well to enter into the true spirit and to ensure we didn’t make fools of ourselves we put in an hours double handed practise on the way to the start line on the morning of the race, well that didn’t seem too hard both doing a little trimming and a little helming.

We arrived at the start line in plenty of time (very unusual for me) passing between the red No 2 buoy and the RYS flag staff as per the sailing instructions.  It was amusing listening to the radio traffic with boats calling up asking if they had been seen, (did you get our sail number, just wanted to check). Other boats arriving late, asking to have their sail number taken over the radio as they didn’t feel the could get over to Cowes to show their sail number. Oh the bliss of the silent JOG race radio.

The wind was forecast as 10knots on the start line, WNW according to XC weather. And 16knots according to the Met Office.  As it was, a happy medium arrived with 12-14 true.  We had decided 10knts and over would be the No2.  As the forecast was for the wind to build and back slightly to a steady W from about 12 o’clock this proved to be the right choice, thankfully the 32 knts gust around St Cats didn’t arrive.

We made our start closer to the Island shore with only Salamander a Sigma 33 for company. They started on starboard us on Port we both had good starts but they soon had to tack to clear Gurnard our first mark to port. We started to pull away from them, we were showing a steady 6.5knts as we made our way down the Island shore to Hurst. Looking over to the mainland something seemed wrong, as it appeared we were leading our class. It was on this leg that we lost some time tacking in too far to the shore and loosing the stronger tide.

There were a lot of wind shifts down to Yarmouth and we tacked on them all, Pip working hard, with me on the wheel barking orders.  The tacking took its toll and it looked like the mainland starters were benefiting, by the time we reached Sconce we found ourselves in the middle of the class 2 fleet. 

As we neared the Needles I decided on a gybe set, port pole, and hug the coast to keep out of the tide. However looking at the boats that had already rounded they had all gone Starboard pole so we frantically changed sides for the hoist.  Big mistake we could make the rum line to St Cats but that was further out than we wanted to be, so we had lost time changing sides before hoisting and now we needed to try our first gybe in 16 knts of true wind.  I wont tell you how we did but after the 12th gybe on the back of the Island we were getting quite good.  We stuck close to the shore and took the inside line around St Cats gybing onto Port shortly after.  It looked like we had a good line past Ventnor then the wind kept coming round to the SW and about 300 yards from the wall at Ventnor we decided it was prudent to gybe out.  We needed to gybe back but had to wait patiently as a J105 just inside us gybed their asymmetric (and we thought we were bad) we then took our turn as we had gone past them and showed them how its done.  We were now set for Bembridge ledge with just the occasional gust of 23knts It was looking as if we could harden up round the buoy and hold the kite all the way to the forts, but then half way across shanklin bay the wind started to go forward and ten minutes from the mark we had the No2 back up. That was easy but getting the kite down in 18 knts proved a little harder. We rounded the mark and headed for the forts it looked like we had a good line but why was everyone tacking in.  A quick check of the tide and then the SI’s showed we should pass No Mans Land to Starboard, oops, I’d missed that one so in we went. 

Up the East Solent was another tacking frenzy, tired now but really getting the hang of it.  Nice to see someone else stranded on the sands and not us touching this time. The finish line was another half mile on from the RTI two weeks earlier, so more tide to fight to the finish. 

All the way round and no sign of Nokomis had we done it?  No there they were sail down and tea in hand. Well done to them. And well done to Pip whom only ever does mast except today when he did every thing accept Helm. 

Oh yes they beat us in by 14 minutes but we only took 24 minutes longer than in the RTI when fully crewed.  We did manage first Sigma 38 over the line but where was every one else?  See you next year? 
Great fun but very tiring.

