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Fuel Dock 
24 hour Security 
Port of Entry 
Customs & Immigration Office - 9am to 6pm 
Electricity 110V/220v & Water 
Complimentary Wifi 
Laundry Service 
Supermarket & Boutique 
Cafe Soleil & Flowt Beach Bar 
The Loft Restaurant and Bar 
Indigo Dive Shop 
Swimming Pool 
Beautifully Designed Hotel Rooms

Marina: VHF 16 or 68   Email: info@bluelagoonsvg.com784.458.4308Call:

AFTER spending 
s e v e r a l 
years in 

Deltaville, Virginia, on the lower 
western shore of the Chesapeake 
Bay, while our son finished high 
school, I was looking forward more 
than ever to a Caribbean winter: the 
warm sweet tradewinds in the palm 
trees, the colour of the water, the 
lovely friendly people, all of it. 

The year was 2004 and that 
summer my wife and I had attended 
the traditional workboat festivals in 
Brest and Douarnanez on the Brittany 
coast of France, where the most 
awesome collection of vessels I had 
ever seen were assembled. When we 
returned to the States I got a job as 
member of the shallop crew in the 
movie The New World about Captain 
John Smith, Pocahontas and the 
Jamestown Virginia Settlement. It 
was a great sailing job to get: paid for 
sailing and rowing the 35-foot shallop 
on the James and Chicahominy 
Rivers, eating great meals and 
hanging out with the stars. 

The filming took a month or so 
longer than planned and so it was it 
wasn’t until November that we hauled 
Gaucho out to try to make her 
seaworthy for the passage south. 
Gaucho is a Manuel Campos designed 
50-foot ketch, built in 1943 of native 
woods in Argentina. 

After the filming delay, the haul-out 
took longer than expected as we 
either refastened all the butt joints… 

—Continued on next page

My 
Worst 
Night 

at Sea

by John Everton

Above: I learned a lot on that trip and must have had some good karma.

Right: Gaucho is a Manuel Campos designed 50-foot ketch, built in 1943 of native woods in Argentina.

       Below: Roni had pointed out that we would get hammered in December in the North Atlantic.
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— Continued from previous page 
…with lagbolts or replaced rotted butts with scarfed-in 
pieces called “hide-a-butts” that eliminate the butt 
joint entirely. As a result we didn’t depart the 
Chesapeake until December 15th. 

As the forecast was for a gale after we had crossed 
the Gulf Stream there was a pit in my stomach as I 
remembered Don Street’s advice: “I will not risk a 
December gale in the North Atlantic.” Our crew 
consisted of my wife, Roni; our son Iain; Richard, a 
fellow shallop crewmember from the movie; Mike, our 
daughter Kylie’s schoolmate who planned to shoot a 
movie of our trip, and myself. To have the wellbeing of 
so many people depend on my good judgment was a 
responsibility I felt heavily. 

I kept wishing I had acquired a storm staysail or at 
least a spare staysail for the trip, and sure enough we 
blew the staysail out shortly after a favourable 
crossing of the Gulf Stream. 

While still in range to receive the NOAA marine 
forecast we heard that the gale warning had been 
upgraded to a storm warning. At least, being 90 miles 
west of Bermuda, we had plenty of sea room if the 
storm blew through quickly enough.

As the wind and seas began to build during the day 
the going wasn’t too bad at first, although on account of 
the holes in my preparation we had to lie a-hull for 
several reasons. Besides the blown-out stays’l, the main 
halyard had chafed through and I had neglected to rig a 
new one before the wind and seas got up. The mizzenmast 
step was rotten, which caused the rigging to keep 
slacking and the mast to move about, so we ended up 
lowering the mizzen sail. The outer jib was a roller furler, 
so I elected not to roll out any jib at all, not trusting the 
furling gear in a storm that was blowing 65mph. 

As the seas built and started breaking over the 
topsides, cabin and deck, I started feeling bad for the 
punishment that Gaucho was starting to take, which I 
could have prevented. In all previous heavy weather on 
Gaucho the stays’l had always been the most utilitarian 
sail and the last one standing. Sometimes we would 
use stays’l and/or a small mizzen sail — either way 
she would steer herself nicely and took far less 
punishment than when lying a-hull. 

One moment of comedy occurred in the afternoon: 
we heard Mike laughing uproariously in the cockpit 
when his self-inflating lifevest inflated after receiving 

some spray, making him look like the Michelin man! 
As darkness fell and wind and seas increased, no stars 
were visible. With the helm lashed and the sails down, 
there was nothing for the crew to do except to try to 
rest as best they could. Cooking was out of the 

question. Everything was soaked down below. Water 
found its way through closed hatches, portholes and 
the deck seams. Roni had curled up in the only 
relatively dry corner of our bunk and we all had to 
sleep in our foul weather gear. I chose the cabin sole 
as a “bunk.” 

As each sea broke upon the boat, pounding her 
unmercifully, I felt the pain of my poor craft taking her 
punishment. As one breaking sea shuddered the boat 
with a resounding crash, a shelf of jars with various 
foodstuffs came adrift from the bulkhead and landed 
on my head. With incidents like that there was not 

much rest. At least monitoring and pumping the bilge 
gave me a break from lying on the floor in a fetal 
position thinking morbid thoughts. 

As “the long dark night of the soul” drew to a close 
and first light appeared I went on deck and found 
conditions moderating quickly in anticipation of the 
sunrise. As they say, the darkest hour is just before 
dawn. After we ate a cooked breakfast the swell had 
gone down enough for Iain to climb the mast (which 
had steps on the front) and rig a new main halyard. 
To steady the roll somewhat as the wind had dropped, 
we rolled out the genoa. Digging deep we eventually 
found a spare sail to fly in place of the stays’l and 
with some sail on her the old girl got moving. Apart 
from a sprung plank in the starboard forward 
bulwark rail she hadn’t sustained much visible 
damage. The real damage was to the old iron 
fastenings, which admitted water to cause further 
iron rot and gradually destroy their holding power. 
Still and all we couldn’t change what had already 
occurred and so with lighter hearts we began heading 
south again instead of drifting east. 

After a couple of days the wind picked up and we 
began barrelling along, ticking off the miles as we 
headed further south. We made our landfall in St. 
Barts on December 29th. Our daughter Kylie, who had 
been unable to sail with us, had flown down with her 
friend Liz and it was a delight as Iain, Roni and I rowed 
ashore to meet them mid-channel coming out of 
Gustavia Harbor in a megayacht tender of about 30 
feet (which dwarfed our rowing dinghy!) driven by two 
young crewmen whom they had charmed into coming 
to see whether we had arrived yet. 

The rougher the passage the sweeter the landfall and 
this one was sweet indeed — Roni and I had met in the 
shell garden of Le Select 40 years before when she 
made landfall from England. It was a pleasure to 
introduce our crew to our local friends and whenever 
Iain travels with us he rents a car so we all enjoyed a 

true touristic island 
experience of 
beautiful St. Barts.

I learned a lot on 
that trip and must 
have had some good 
karma, even though I 
was punishing 
Gaucho needlessly 
through neglect. 
Although Roni, as 
well as Don Street, 
had pointed out that 
we would get 
hammered in 
December in the 
North Atlantic, I was 
determined to get 
south that winter. 
(Our mast was too 
high and our draught 
borderline for parts of 
the ICW.) In hindsight 
I was risking the 
welfare of the entire 

crew by leaving so late, and so again I thank Lady 
Luck and a stout vessel for bailing us out.

 Post Script: When Roni and I bought Second Star a 
couple of years ago after selling Gaucho the previous 
year, we attended the wedding of Morgan McDonald, 
an old friend who sold us the boat and who happens 
to be Don Street’s nephew. Don flew from Ireland for 
the ceremony, after which I told him how I had learned 
the hard way by not heeding his advice about 
December weather in the North Atlantic. He seemed 
pretty chuffed.

The wind and seas began to build during the day.

Below: With some sail on her the old girl got moving.

Other ports available on request, subject to demand. Transit times and port rotations are AGW, WP, subject to change. 
Services we provide: Customs advice • Mast Up Vessels • Divers  

Experienced Loadmasters • Customised Cradles • Surveyor • Insurance 

For a quote, contact the team: US: +1 754 263 3001 / UK: +44 2380 480 480  
By email: compass@petersandmay.com / www.petersandmay.com

Caribbean to Europe Yacht Transport

March & April Sailings

Fort Lauderdale
Loading window 1st-15th March and  
Loading window 1st-15th April

St Johns, AG (+5 days)
Loading window 5th-20th March and  
Loading window 5th-20th April

Palma (+14 days)
Genoa (+3 days)

Post Antigua Sailing Week

Fort Lauderdale
Loading window 1st-15th May

St Lucia (subject to demand)
St Johns, AG (+5 days)
Loading window 5th-20th May

Palma (+14 days)
Genoa (+3 days)

Post RORC 600

St Johns, AG
Loading window 15th-30th March

Southampton (+14 days)
ETA 29th March - 14th April

Post Cap Martinique

Fort de France, Martinique
Loading window 23rd-31st May

Lorient (+14 days)
ETA 6th - 14th June

Post Antigua Sailing Week

Fort Lauderdale
Loading window 1st-15th May

St Lucia (subject to demand)
St Johns, AG (+5 days)
Loading window 5th-20th May

Southampton (+14 days)
Bremerhaven (+2 days)

Caribbean to Med Caribbean to Northern Europe
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