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foot Fountaine Pajot Venezia catamaran. From his point of
view, the money would never stop rolling in. He was w rong. of
ing around airports, 50 [ picked the dot-com bubble began 1o burst in 2000, he
up a sailing magazi ind the  foolishly bought more high-tech stock. On margin.
boat of my dreams for sale— Within several years, everything was gone except the cat. That's
which h=l|:‘|"-!':l1t'l| to be docked in when [ turmed W, The .1-'.'|-;i|'|:.__-. :\r'i|_'|_- was still more than 1'd ever
San Diego—and called the owner  considered spending for a boat—any boat. [ mwld him I'd think
to arrange for a visit. | arrived at LAX, hopped in a rental car,  about it and flew to New Zealand. We e-mailed over the next

and drove south,. month, and against all my better instincts, we came o terms, A

[t turns out that the owner had gone to work in high-tech  few days later, | was in San [ arranging for a survey, signing

right out of college in the early 1990s, Within a few years, he papers, and handing over money. Lots of it. [ was now the proud
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___ Jackie Reeves and Matt Bronson
ST mi g while Jangada takes it
— — Gi!.;éiﬂ .',;..?un-:f_ilfﬂd Baja ancharage.
. MattBronsan-{iop right), at ease on
== walch; Eric-Saniord (middie right),
~ chacking BUlRE masthead; and
Chrit 1" "Regina Clarfella
(belowTightl.all enjoy the ride solth.

 expensive cruising cat. OF all the frighten-
ing things I've ever done in my life, and I've done some scary
stuff, ving that boat was definitely the most terrifying.

For one 1hmi"-' [ was a bit shy on sailing experience. But |
was big into windsurfing. I could discern the difference be-
P st and a boom and an anchor, and I'd chartered a
few Venezias in the past and knew how they performed. But
naw | ow ane and was r'd.':-.pul1.='.i|'l|r_‘ for it. 1 suddenly real-
ized how little 1 really understood about seriouws cruising
boats and all their .-_L:-m|'rli-;:at-.'--:i systems: watermaker and
diesels, autopilot and radar, chart plotter and GPS, fuel and
propane, saildrives and props, batter and alternators. Mot
to mention all the sailing gizmos. | was overwhelmed 1o
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the point of seasickness, and | hadn’t even left the dock vet,
When [ was younger, I'd climbed big mountains all over the
world. First, | prepared myself and my gear, training and or
ganizing and getting myself mentally ready. The only way to
actually pull off a difficult ascent was to focus on one step at a
time. If | ever stopped to consider the big picture—looking up
at 3,000 feet of granite on El Capitan in Yosemite, the 5,000-
foot North Face of the Eiger, or the 24,000-foot Pumori, in
Nepal—I would've had a heart attack. So [ applied the same
procedure to sailing the boat, making one move at a time 1o
isolate my fear and control my mind. [ guess overcoming the
fear factor worked because [ concluded that [ wanted to sail

50

my boat—rechristened fangada after a type of rattletrap
Brazilian fishing boat—to Mexico's Sea of Cortez.

I called a friend of mine, a professional skipper with 30,000
miles of offshore-sailing experience to his credit, to see if he'd
join me (read: baby-sit me) on the journey south. He said he
would. Just to be sure, | enlisted another pro with even more ex-
perience. Six other friends decided that they should come, too,
s0 soon | had a full boat. A week before departure, 1 got a call
from my first skipper saying he couldn't make it; neither, as it
turned out, could the other guy.

| gathered my totally green crew to tell them the news. Matt,
an old skiing and windsurfing buddy who only skis if the grade
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is steeper than 45 degrees and only windsurfs if the wind is
blowing at least 30 knots, didn't hesitate, "We don’t need those
guys,” he said. “We can take her south ourselves. How hard can it
bei” That was easy for him to say; it wasn't his boat.

Three frantic 14-hour workdays flew by. We went out sailing
to test all the electronics, practice anchoring, tweak the rig, and
get used to each other and to the boat. As luck would have it, the
typical sunny and warm Southern California weather turned
nasty, with cold wind and rain. We hardly noticed, though, We
were excited and ready o get going. The weather was forecast to
remain unpleasant and perhaps even deteriorate into gale-force
conditions. We went to sleep early as the rain beat on the deck.
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Balandra, near La Paz on the Sea
of Cortez, were just some of the
rewards for Jangada's crew after

a bolsterous sail from Califomia.

The next morning, we were going, ready or not. Much to my
amazement, the spirits of the crew were high as we pulled
away from the dock at 0700 and headed off into the Pacific
under gray skies, light drizzle, and gusty winds. We hoisted
the sails and set off on a broad reach in 20 knots of wind and
six-foot seas, crossed into Mexican waters from San Diego,
and surged past the Islas Coronados.

Owur original plan was to stop the first night in Ensenada to re-
group and take a break, but with the bad weather (and the fore-
cast for more of it), we decided to scoot south as fast as possible,
In the afternoon, the wind started gusting to 25 knots, and the
seas grew larger. By nightfall, the winds were a steady 23, gusting
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Twins Celeste and Clara keep
an eye on the skipper as he
heads aloft for a photo sesslon
in 20 knolts of breaze,
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Garmry and Bedk Bell (left)
tend halyards. Properly at-
tired for chilly Pacific wibers,
Celeste and Clara (below)

prepan: o Submenge their
Doublamint grins,

to 30, with ey squalls whip-
'|1ir||:: the Loeps ot thee 12-100
Crests rearing up astern. Wie
stood watches of two crew
on deck for three hours.

At 0200, one of the crew
wioke me [o say that the
wind was pusting over 35
knots and suggested I:'1.'|.‘ﬁ|'|k,I
might be a good idea. |
S0 rambled inta |'|'|:|' Fevial-
weather gear and safety har-
e as | el fﬂrrl_:gei‘n[u climb-
ing up over huge swells, her
MERIng Eroaning every time
the massive waves first
boosted her forward, then
stopped her cold as her nar-
row bows dug deep into the
backs of the nmext set, Three
of us struggled to take a second reef in the mainsail. Spray shot
over the bows and doused us with torrents of icy water, | was
having the time of my life. Really, T was. Luckily for me, everyone
else shared my enthusiasm—or
at least they pretended 1o, and
that was good cnough for me.

Steering fergada that night
was hercely intense as the cight-
ton boat thundered along be-
fore 30 knots of wind. She pow-
mred] over maeave black swells 1
coldn’t see umtil 1 fielt the wal-
Enp |:-|' c,qq;h crest :q.|:||11 :il:ll:n::- Ihl.'
bows and white spray flashed in
the darkness, Eventually, at
0600, there was a faint glow on
the eastern horizon, and by
then the adrenaline was really
pumping, The wind increased
o 40 knots, and our weatherfax
confirmed what we already
kniew: Wi were caught out ina
gale, The swells were becoming
enormious. We watched as one
0= footer sleamed L O OUE
stern, and fangada slowly
1_1':I,|;]1|_'h;i| forward as if h{“inr_ shoved off a stecp ski 1|.|.'||.'||.'. [I'I.kI:II'Ill}'.
the speedo surged past 15 knots,

Instead of slowing down, | tried to make the boat go even
faster. The exhilaration and power of a big cat racing down a
massive wave 15 something you have to experience to be able
to understand, and since 'm an adrenaline junky, | craved
even more thrills, And faster we went, hitting 18 knots, The
twin wakes off the stern looked like a water-ski boat made
them, In two hours, we traveled over 30 miles, ripping down
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the coast while dodging squalls and angry seas.

After the gale, we began to experience a more placid Mexioo.
The days drifted by. Sometimes we'd stop for the night; some-
times we'd sail right on through. Life on board the boat became
simple. a matter of pleasant routine. While there are endless
projects o keep one busy, living on a boat out on the ocean frees
up a tremendous amount of time that's otherwise spent per-
I":I!'!Tllrlj_r' 5|_|';.'|'| oLl |'|I:si||'|1_' l..'hi'll'l.'h [+]4! I.ill'l':! el AET LT :iIIE L"I'I'IJi.I.

Each day brought new experiences. | figured out how to use
the navigation software on the personal computer, operate the
single-sideband radio to get daily weatherfaxes, program the au-
topilot, manage our power consumption, trim the sails, tweak
the radar, and complete a hundred other fun, interesting, and
endlessly challenging chores.

OF course, a5 on any boat, all seris of [hil'l}'ﬁ' broke. One of our
three GPS units simply up and died; the watermaker developed
a leak; the autopilot got water in it and stopped working when a
large wave poured into the cockpit; the windlass went dead for
15 minutes (I guess it felt it deserved a break); one of the
saildrives developed a leaky seal; the charger/inverter/equaliz-
erlalternator started .,h.:-i:::f_ all sorts of crazy l]1i|1gh; and we
couldn’t keep the BBO lit (the 20-knot winds at some of our an-
chorages might have had something 1o do with it}

Rather than view these breakdowns as problems, [ saw them
as new and imteresting challenges, OF course, this might be a
very idealistic and naive way of looking at things—wvery typical,
I was told, of the new owner of a boat—but | was having a ball.
We rebuilt the watermaker, dricd ouwt and remounted the au-
topilot contral, talked nice to the windlass, and even figured out
how to keep the BB lit in a gale,

["we now had ..lrjull_:.'nhr [ 1w WEATS, and she's 1;J.ug|1t me
plenty, since we've survived everything from two big hurri-
canes to such routine chores as bottom painting, I was fright-
ened when I first bought her. | still am. What scares me now?
Mot having a boat.

Eric Sanford, phaotojournalizl and aditor af ierge with Windsurfing
magazing, lives in Mood River, Cregon, whorn ho eindaurfs avony sume
raar day (Rl tha wone Blws Bl lrast 20 knols

5




